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TO

MARY MERRILL SCOTT

Who has followed the fortunes of the Army of
the United States all her life, on both sides of the
world; has cheerfully given me of her aid and
counsel through all the changes and chances of
this mortal life; has brought up a family of
children who “rise up and call her blessed”; who
has suffered hardships in her youth in the Indian
country unequalled by any Army woman of her
time, and with whom I am now growing old after
a delight ful life together of forty-seven years.



FOREWORD

It is considered fortunate indeed for anyone to have lived
in this age, the most interesting of all in the world’s history,
which has witnessed the birth of so many wonderful scientific
discoveries; discoveries that remove us further in knowledge
and the comforts of life from our great grandfathers than they
were removed from Julius Casar, and in which so many im-
portant historical events have transpired. We all have read
with deep interest in our youth of the decline and fall of the
Roman Empire, but you and I have seen three of the greatest
empires of the world crumble in a short time before our eyes,
and we are thankful that we were permitted to do our part in
bringing about some of this crumbling for the salvation of the
freedom of the world. My own life saw the end of the era
of the buffalo and the wild Indian before that era passed away
forever, allowed me to assist in the settlement of the plains
of the West, in the Spanish War, in the regeneration of Cuba,
in the subjugation of the Moro, in laying the foundation for
civilization of the Sulu Moro, in the training of four classes of
officers at West Point, and in the preservation of peace, time
and again, on the Mexican border and in the Indian country.
It enabled me as chief of staff to prepare the entrance of
our army into the World War, It included service in France
and Russia, while after retirement from active service because
of age, I was given control of one of our great war camps. It
brought service in every grade in our army from cadet to
secretary of war ad interim, between the incumbency of Secre-
taries Garrison and Baker, which latter carried with it the

invitation to sit in the cabinet of the President of the United
vii



viil Foreword

States, an experience rarely enjoyed in all our history by an
officer of the regular army, because it required a simultaneous
culmination of many things to render it possible,

These episodes have produced many experiences which the
memory looks back upon with interest. Of these only a few
of the most vivid are here recorded, only those which come
most readily to the mind. They are not recorded for the pur-
pose of defending any cause, proving any theory or enforcing
any moral, but solely to outline the manner of life of a soldier
of our time, whose span has covered so many epochs. Because
these memories are mostly of a personal nature, it has not been
possible to retire the first person in this narrative as much as
seems desirable. Since the greatest master of English prose
was not able to write the play of Hamlet without mentioning
Hamlet, it may perhaps be excused if this Hamlet appears and
is portrayed by one who, while he has had some training in the
use of the sword, must use the pen as a simple soldier-man; as
one whose life has been intensely occupied in practical affairs,
ofttimes in the far places of the earth, and among illiterate
peoples, and whose wildest fancy never led him to suppose that
some day he would be asked to record his memories because
they might possibly interest other people.

I have been highly fortunate in my contacts with many dis-
tinguished men of affairs. T could write a volume each on Gen-
erals Miles, Wood, Ludlow, Sanger, Bliss, Pershing, Hare,
Liggett, McCoy, Funston, Jesse and Fitzhugh Lee, Drake, Sum-
merall, and many others—some, like Colonel O. J. Charles of
lesser rank, and my intimate friends, who deserve the best that
anybody could write of them.

I would like especially to dwell on the accomplishments of
General Miles on the Plains, on Generals Wood and McCoy in
Cuba and the Philippines, with whom I have been more in-
timately associated for many years. But this story must per-
tain merely to my own life, with some of its contacts and a few
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of the memories that rise first in the mind. Too much digres-
sion would spoil the thread of the narrative; and any attempt
to do justice to those others, in and out of the army, by whom
I have been greatly helped throughout my life—some white,
some red, some black, some brown, and some yellow—would
lead us far afield, fill volumes, and require another lifetime to
record.
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SOME MEMORIES OF A
SOLDIER

PART 1

Boyhood and West Point

Looxking back now upon a happy childhood surrounded by
many friends and relatives, my memories, with a few excep-
tions of people and places in the Middle West, cluster about
my grandfather’s house in Princeton, New Jersey, where my
father died when I was eight years old and my mother brought
up her brood of three sons until they left the home nest.

Life there seemed a matter of course, and it was only after
getting out into the world and seeing that of other people that
I was able to make comparison and appreciate its beauty.

This quiet spot was, above everything, a home—a spacious
cultured home pervaded by a dignity and serenity, a hospitality
and loving-kindness, that emanated from my grandfather and
grandmother; in winter, a place of light and warmth; in sum-
mer, of cool shade and the hum of bees among the lindens;
where friends and relatives and their children loved to con-
gregate; where all found a boundless love and welcome. Small
wonder the children looked back to it from the far corners of
the earth, homesick to return.

The house was at its best at the time of the Princeton com-
mencement when the great trees planted by my grandfather
in his youth cast a grateful shade and the flowers were in
bloom. Its doors were wide open to the friends who had gradu-

3



4 Some Memories of a Soldier-

ated at college and seminary and were now returning from far
and wide to renew the ties of friendship—and who looked up
to my grandfather, as did the whole town, with reverence and
admiration.

My grandfather was the Rev. Dr. Charles Hodge, for many
years head of the Theological Seminary at Princeton, the fore-
most theologian of his day in America. He was born in Phila-
delphia in 1798 and died at Princeton in 1878. My grand-
mother, Sarah Bache, whose mother was the sister of Dr.
Caspar Wistar of Philadelphia, I never knew, since she died
at Princeton, December 25, 1849, before my birth. Her lovely
character was attested by her children who all “rose up and
called her blessed.” I was born at Danville, Ky., September
22, 1853.

Some years after the death of my own grandmother, my
grandfather took a second wife, a widow, Mrs. Mary Hunter
Stockton, of Princeton, who was everything to me that any
grandmother could be, and I always looked upon her as my
own, and upon her son Samuel who married my aunt as my own
uncle. She presided over the large family with dignity and
sweetness, admired and loved by all.

Her father, Andrew Hunter, was the chaplain of the House
of Representatives at Washington during the war with the
British in 1812. She often told of the way he had hurried her
and her two brothers out of Washington in a farm wagon to
save them from the British when they burned our White
House. She was always full of fun and humor, describing the
men of note in the Washington of her day, and she often sang
for me the negro songs learned in Virginia in her youth.

Possum up a gum tree
Cooney in de holla’,

Fetch ’em down to ma house,
Gib you haf a dolla’.
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She told stories of the old times at Morven, the old Stockton
place at Princeton, built in 1702, and the land-title for which
was obtained from William Penn. Here much of her girlhood
was spent, and I greatly fear that there was mischief afoot
when she and her cousins, the sisters of Commodore Stockton,
afterward Mrs. Mary Harrison and Mrs. Julia Rheinlander
of New York, were abroad together. The slaves were manu-
mitted in New Jersey in 1825, but there were many about
Morven during the youth of my grandmother, and I have
heard a tale about one of them who turned sulky, suddenly too
ill to carry out one of the girls’ projects, and was given a
Seidlitz powder in separate doses by his young mistresses;
foam came bubbling out of his eyes, ears, nose, and mouth, to
the great horror of his victimizers, who believed they had killed
him. All three had quieted down, however, and become great
ladies long before my time.

The death of Mrs. Rheinlander from a stroke of apoplexy
during a visit to our house was a great shock to my youthful
mind, and I was long afraid to enter the room in which she
died, or even pass the door, after dark. Not long before this
happened, Princeton’s first murder about 1861 or ’62 had
stirred the town to its foundations and is talked of even yet.
If you do not know all about the Rowen murder and do not
talk still of riding in the “dummy,” the first little car that
carried passengers back and forth to the main-line Pennsyl-
vania Railroad about sixty years ago, you are not a real Prince-
tonian. The horror of this murder long caused me to cling
closely to my mother’s skirts as soon as dusk fell.

When grandmother had become a very old lady, I asked her
once to tell me the pleasantest episode of her life, and she said
it was the summer of 1821 which she spent at West Point,
her brother’s last camp. Grandmother had a very great influ-
ence upon my after life, since it was at her instigation that her
brother, General David Hunter, a friend of Lincoln and of
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Grant, secured for me from the latter the appointment to West
Point which was to shape my whole career.

Uncle David was himself a graduate of 1822, and went, on
graduation, to Fort Snelling, Minnesota, which it took him six
months to reach. He was obliged to walk three hundred miles
on the ice of the Mississippi, from Prairie du Chien, Wisconsin.

He was in the Fifth Infantry at Fort Dearborn at the mouth
of the Chicago River in 1828. Fort Dearborn was a small col-
lection of log huts surrounded by a high palisade, then the
only settlement save the house and trading-post of John Kinzie,
the trader, whose daughter, Maria, my uncle married, and
whose family had been saved at the Chicago Indian massacre
in 1812,

One night Uncle David heard some one calling from across
the Chicago River, and, borrowing a Pottawatomie Indian
canoe built for one man, paddled across and found it was
Lieutenant Jefferson Davis coming from West Point. Making
Davis lie down in the bottom of the canoe, he straddled and
sat upon him in order to get the center of gravity low enough
to carry two men safely in a one-man canoe, and ferried him
to the other side. The two were warm friends until the Civil
War.

Uncle David pointed out to me once the place where he had
slept on the floor of the White House guarding Lincoln with
other friends of the president, who, fearing his assassination,
had rallied about him at Springfield, Illinois, and come on with
him as a self-appointed bodyguard to Washington for his in-
auguration.

My mother, Mary Elizabeth Hodge, was born in the old
house in 18235 and died in Princeton in 1899. She married my
father, the Rev. William McKendry Scott, upon his graduation
at the Princeton Seminary and went to live with him at Dan-
ville, Kentucky, where he was a professor at Centre College
and pastor of the Presbyterian Church. Here their first four
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children were born: Charles Hodge, John Bayard, Mary Blan-
chard, and myself, born September 22, 1853, and named after
my grandfather’s brother, Dr. Hugh Lenox Hodge of Phila-
delphia. John Bayard and Mary Blanchard died in infancy at
Danville. In 1856 my father was called to the pastorate of the
Seventh Presbyterian Church at Cincinnati, where my brother
William was born in 1857.

In 1859 the Presbyterian General Assembly elected my
father professor in the Northwestern Seminary at Chicago,
later called McCormick Seminary.

My father’s father, William Scott, migrated from the North
of Ireland in 1798 and settled on a farm at Mount Pleasant,
Jefferson County, Ohio, where he raised a well-to-do family
prominent in their section, and he died in 1851 at the age of
seventy-five.

My mother came from a family of students leading seden-
tary lives with indoor tastes, and could never understand my
passion for the outdoors and for hunting and fishing, inherited
from my father, who during his youth in Ohio had been a very
noted shot with the squirrel-rifle. She looked upon me very
much as a hen would look at a duckling she had hatched, and
upon my tastes as a tendency toward wildness which ought to
be suppressed, until advised by a brother that I was following
my strongest instincts in a perfectly innocent way and that by
interfering she might divert me to something harmful.

She was always afraid that I might shoot some one acci-
dentally, and although the gun was there, I was not allowed to
use it until my fifteenth birthday, when I was supposed to have
arrived at some degree of discretion, so until that time I had
to content myself with a bow and arrow made by myself, with
which I became extremely skilful.

I took no interest in boys’ games and never played ball with
the others except when drafted to help fight for the possession
of the ball-grounds of the college during vacations and defend
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them from another set. Every Saturday found me hunting or
fishing somewhere at daylight, sometimes with some of my
friends, more often alone.

This was the very best school that could have been devised
for a soldier, as I found later on the plains; it taught me to
find my way about and take care of myself in the woods day
and night and in all kinds of weather. I could hunt only on
Saturdays during the school term and had to take the weather
as it came or lose my week-end; so, many days in the dead of
winter, I would be found starting a fox at four o’clock in the
morning four miles from home with a strong cold wind blowing
and a foot of snow on the ground. We often chased a fox on
foot ten miles along the ridge of Rocky Hill covered with
timber and heavy rocks as large as a small house, where no
horse could travel; and night would find us eight or ten miles
from home, hungry, wet, cold, exhausted, with clothes torn to
rags, and home to find in the darkness.

This bred a disregard of obstacles; it bred also the initiative
and the optimism essential to the success of any enterprise, as
well as the undespairing courage and the resolution never -to
give up a project without which no soldier can be a success.
It brought in addition a practice in the arts of the field—swim-
ing, handling a boat, riding a horse, shooting a gun—and it
built up an enormous lung power and muscular force that has
lasted to this day. I have seen so many come West brought up
entirely to the life of the city, unhappy and helpless out of
sight of the post, actually unable to command in the field
and forced to go about with somebody else to guide and take
care of them, without initiative of their own, and daunted be-
fore every obstacle. Not one of these has ever risen to eminence
as a field soldier.

Shortly after our mother was left a widow, another widow,
Mrs. Ricketts of Maryland, came with her three sons and a
daughter to live in Princeton, and the families soon became
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intimate. My own contemporary was the oldest son who died
early. While walking one day with the next oldest, who now
for many years has been the honored president of the Poly-
technic Institute of Engineering at Troy, New York, together
with a boy who was larger than either of us, the latter began
to tease the Ricketts lad, refusing to stop until I gave him
a bloody nose.

I encountered the offender in 1889 at Wichita Falls, Texas,
where he was then mayor, and I was able to serve him by
obtaining permission for him to hunt wild turkeys on the
Kiowa and Comanche Indian reservation. In 1908 Dr. Ricketts
made a visit to me at West Point and asked me if I remem-
bered the episode in our youth when the president of the Poly-
technic at Troy was being annoyed by the mayor of Wichita
Falls, Texas, who refused to stop until punched in the nose
by the superintendent of the Military Academy at West Point.

These two devoted mothers educated their children with
much toil and sacrifice. I wished so much that after suffering
the loss of their oldest sons, they might have been present
several years ago, in front of old Nassau Hall in Princeton, at
commencement time, to see the youngest of these boys, now the
most eminent mining engineer in the Southwest, receive his
degree, while the three others, all that are now living, sat on
the platform and saw him get it, each with a degree of his
own from the same university.

My brothers and I attended the local schools at Princeton,
my brother Charles graduating from Princeton College in
1868, leaving at once to take up a mercantile career in Pitts-
burgh. My brother William, after taking high honors at Prince-
ton, Cambridge, and Heidelberg, became professor of paleon-
tology and geology at Princeton. He now holds a high place
among the scientists of the world and has taken every sort
of honor belonging to his profession.

After the school at Edge Hill was discontinued, my mother
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took me to Lawrenceville, the school presided over by Dr.
Samuel Hammill for so many years, which developed into the
present John C. Green Foundation at Lawrenceville. Dr. and
Mrs. Hammill were respected and loved by everybody, and
when in after years they traveled through the West they
found many of their old Lawrenceville boys in positions of
trust who rose up everywhere to do them honor.

There was a younger son of one of our Princeton neighbors
whom I had saved from drowning in the old mill-pond at
Stony Brook, and whose mother felt that I ought therefore to
be his guardian, and, although too young for Lawrenceville, he
was sent there to be under my care. Shortly after our arrival
at the school he came upstairs late one night crying and said
that he had been knocked down by one of the older boys.
This boy was considerably taller than myself; and I lay
awake all night thinking of the drubbing he was going to give
me in the morning when I called him to account, as I intended
doing. We met going downstairs, and I asked him if he had
struck my little friend. He acknowledged that he had, adding
that my protegé had been teasing him. I then struck him
across the bridge of the nose with the back of my hand by way
of challenge. Instead of attacking me fiercely, as I expected
him to do, he burst out crying, saying he could not fight,
whereupon I told him that he must let little boys alone or he
would have to fight. This episode, in spite of its pacific cul-
mination, gave everybody to understand that we would fight if
imposed upon, and we passed the rest of our course there un-
molested. After becoming better acquainted at the school, we
realized that our adversary had outgrown his strength and was
really younger than he appeared.

I was quite homesick during the entire period of my stay at
Lawrenceville and every now and then would climb out of my
window after everybody had gone to bed, walk the five miles
to Princeton, go around to see the horses and dogs, and look
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through the window at the people from the outside, afraid to go
in for fear of a scolding for leaving school, then walk the five
long miles back to Lawrenceville, stumbling along the road
sound asleep for a hundred yards at a time, and climb back
through my own window, at length, in safety. I often pass the
old house in Lawrenceville now and look up at that window,
in and out of which I crept more than fifty years ago.

In 1870 I passed all of my examinations for Princeton Col-
lege, but before the session began I was informed of my ap-
pointment to West Point; and it was thought best that I
should continue with a tutor, studying both courses so that I
might enter the sophomore class at Princeton without losing
any time in the event of failure to enter West Point.

As I look back I recognize that my mother would rather

have had me choose some other profession. She thought the -

life on the Plains in a military post extremely narrow and
dangerous, and would have preferred that I follow her uncle,

the celebrated Hugh Lenox Hodge, M.D., of Philadelphia, .

after whom she had named me. There seemed in those days to
be no future in the army; and, graduating into cavalry, it
seemed that my life was destined to be passed in the Buffalo
country far from civilization and culture. If I were fortunate I

might see a little of England and France on a four months’ =~

leave, but nothing more of the world.

On the contrary, however, I have been once completely
around the world and twice more with the exception of the
width of Germany. In addition my duties have taken me into
Canada, Mexico, and Cuba, as well as into every State in our
Union, so that my life has been extremely interesting to me,
and I consider myself most fortunate in that my profession
and pleasure have gone hand in hand. I have had immense
freedom in the Indian country given me by Generals Sheridan,
Miles, Merritt, Ruger, and other commanders, and have shaped
my own service very largely by their help.
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Many individuals of our race have been forced by circum-
stance to engage in professions distasteful to them, from which

~ they find themselves powerless to escape. I shudder at times,

reflecting upon what my life might have been had I allowed
myself to be confined to a sedentary occupation along with the
thousands craving freedom and adventure, condemned to go
through life with their longing unsatisfied; square pegs in
round holes, working to-day to get something to eat so that
they may work to-morrow; seeing no deliverance, no future
for themselves in this life.

The prospects for a lieutenant of cavalry, to be sure, were
very poor for many years. I was nineteen years a lieutenant
and five years at the head of the first lieutenants without gain-
ing a single file. But this was never allowed by either my wife
or myself to sour our dispositions as some have permitted
slow promotion to do, and we enjoyed our daily life on little
money.

A WEST POINT CADET

In May, 1871, my Uncle David took me to West Point.
He piloted me over the whole place, pointing out the changes
since he had been a cadet in 1822, forty-nine years before.
He had many stories to tell of the old days, describing the
buildings which had disappeared, the foundations of which
may still be discovered when the drought scorches the grass off
the thin soil above them.

He introduced me to the superintendent and the com-
mandant of cadets, as well as to his other acquaintances. He
was a friend and contemporary of all the professors of that
period—Mahan, Church, Kendricks, Weir, and many others—
Professor Weir being a kinsman of my own through the
Bayards.

In those days West Point professors were sure-enough pro-
fessors, with a lofty dignity all their own and a uniform by
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which they were distinguished from afar at a single glance—
a high hat, a swallowtail coat, and a waistcoat with brass but-
tons. They would take off their high hats to each other thirty
feet away in the most ceremonious fashion, saying, “Sir, your
most obedient sir,” at the same time bowing and scraping with
one foot in a way I have never seen either before or since,
evidently a relic of the military etiquette of the past.

There was no regular time for the retirement of officers for
age in those days nor for long afterward. While at West Point,
General Grant signified his intention of placing Professor
Mahan, who was then more than seventy, on the retired list.
This news so preyed upon the professor’s mind that, while
on a trip to New York, he jumped off the Mary Powell, strik-
ing his head on a paddle-wheel, and was drowned. His funeral
was the first military funeral attended by my class. Eugene
Griffin, in after years the vice-president of the General Electric
Company, marched by my side, and many years afterward I
marched over the same ground behind a like caisson which
carried his body to its grave.

Few of our people to-day are aware of the great part which
West Point has played in the education of America. It was for
many years the only school of engineering in the country, and
its early graduates did most of the engineering work of the
nation. Its textbooks, written by its own professors, were
adopted by Yale, Harvard, Princeton, and other colleges. The
names of Mahan’s “Civil Engineering,” Church’s “Calculus,”
Church’s “Descriptive Geometry,” and David and Legendre’s
“Algebra” were once household names all over America. Col-
onel Sylvanus Thayer, Father of the Military Academy, estab-
lished the Thayer School of Engineering at Dartmouth, while
another superintendent of West Point, Captain Alden Part-
ridge, established the University of Norwich, and still another
Military Academy superintendent started the Naval Academy
on its way. Many of West Point’s graduates who went into civil
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life became presidents and chancellors of universities. Hundreds
became professors, and all made a deep impress upon their
time.

PLEBE DAYS

Uncle David warned me on entering that I was going into a
new world with strange customs, where it was expected that the
new cadets would fag for the older, just as the new-comers
did at Eton and the other great schools of England. This had
been the custom at West Point since the beginning, and all the
distinguished graduates, such as Grant, Sheridan, and Sherman,
had complied with it. Since no insult would be intended, my
uncle explained, it would be better for me to do likewise,
and if ever it were meant to insult me, I would know it at once
and should then draw the line hard and sharp.

My uncle left me to the tender mercies of Fred Grant and
Tony Rucker, both sons of old army friends, about to gradu-
ate. George Anderson from New Jersey of the same class gave
me his overcoat, dress-coat, and many pairs of white trousers.
In these days a low limit is placed on the number of white
trousers allowed, for otherwise no laundry could cope with
them, but we were allowed then as many as anybody would
give us. Friends in different classes graduating gave me their
trousers, and in my turn five years later I left my cousin,
Charles Hunter, many pairs.

President and Mrs. Grant came to West Point to see their
son Fred graduate and were taken to hear the prima donna,
Christine Nilsson, sing in our mess-hall. She rested after sing-
ing a while, and in the interim George Webster of ’71 sang,
“I am dying, Egypt, dying.” Then Miss Nilsson sang, “ 'Way
down upon the Swanee River” and “Home Sweet Home.” This
was too much for the poor, tired, miserably homesick new
cadets to stand, and they wept. I was no exception.

Miss Nilsson expressed her desire for a cadet bell button,
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and she soon had a bushel, although it is supposed to be a more
or less great crime to give them away.

The West Point of 1871 was very different from the West
Point of to-day. The entire corps was only a third of its present
size and was quartered in the old barracks. The superintend-
ent’s office was a small ugly building with a mansard roof, on
the site of the present office. The old hospital academy building,
chapel, and riding hall—the last built by Colonel Robert E.
Lee when superintendent in 1855, at the time when Mrs. Scott’s
father was a cadet—were all very small. Winter afternoons,
after recitations were over, were taken up in boxing, fencing, or
dancing with other cadets to improve our technique; and our
summers were spent mainly in outdoor drill, dancing, and
swimming by night in the river. There were only a few
horses, and all had to do duty in the riding-hall as well as in
the battery. The enlisted men and horses were all quartered
at the north end of the Post under the hill.

The class of new cadets in those days were placed under
the charge of a few upper-classmen. OQurs was under the first
captain of the class of 1872. We thought he treated us badly
but said nothing about it until he went too far in the mistreat-
ment of one of our number whom we considered unable to
look after himself. A meeting was held at which it was de-
cided that a challenge to fight should be sent to the first
captain, and it was also thought that the challenge should
emanate from me. This réle had not been sought after by me,
but since it seemed the decision of the class it was carried out.
It developed that the captain did not propose to lose his posi-
tion by fighting a miserable plebe, but his roommate, Jug
Wood, later of the Fourth Cavalry, said that “if that plebe
wants to fight I'll fight him.” The second explained that no-
body wanted to fight, and if the proposed fight took place it
would do us no good. We held that all we wanted was justice
for our classmate and that we would have to get it somehow.
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There was no fight, but the situation regarding our classmate
was relieved.

There was a fight, however, after we returned to the bar-
racks in September. The vacancies left after the general exam-
ination were filled during the summer by what we called
the “Seps,” who came into the corps in September after we
old and experienced men of the same class had been hazed by
the upper-classmen in June. It was the custom for us June men
to haze the Seps mildly for a few days. During this process
a small man by the name of Marrin from New York was
knocked down a whole flight of steps by a big man from the
west. A class meeting was held over this, and again the star
part fell to me and my challenge was carried by Hoyle and
Isbell. We met after reveille at Fort Clinton, one of the old
forts of the Revolution, under the rules of the Marquis of
Queensbury, each with two seconds before a referee or umpire.
My opponent did not have so much skill with his fists, but he
was a good head taller and twenty pounds heavier and his rush
was like that of a locomotive. He knocked me down twice, the
last time by what is usually a knock-out blow on the point of
the chin, which dented the bone and stunned me so that I was
almost counted out. He had been knocked down only once, and
I was almost all in when happily I placed a blow on the point
of his chin, landing him on the small of his back, and he was
counted out just in time to save me from a Waterloo. He failed
to graduate, and I lost sight of him for many years when one
day I learned that he was a lawyer in New Orleans, instru-
mental in putting the Louisiana Lottery out of business. I
wrote him a letter telling him I still had that pretty little
dimple he had given me on the chin. He wrote back that that
was “‘one of the things it was better to give than to receive.”

Our lives crossed in another way, we found, as it was his fa-
ther who, as a Congressman, brought into question the enlisting
of 1500 negroes in the Civil War by my uncle, David Hunter.
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YEARLING MISFORTUNE

Winter and spring examinations were safely passed, en-
titling me to become a yearling. We were all warned not to haze
members of the new class, but we all disregarded this, giving
them, however, a far milder hazing than we had received our-
selves. As luck would have it, I happened to be the one caught.
It was set down in the drill regulations that the hands should
be carried with the palms to the front, but in practice this
was made to apply only to the new cadets. I told one to carry
his palms to the front and, upon his failure to obey, caught
him by the wrist and turned his hand around for him. He
saw my name on my shirt and reported me for hazing him, for
which I was suspended for one year and ordered to join the
next lower class. I and my class were much aggrieved at this
severe punishment for what had been a custom ever since the
founding of the Academy. Far rougher things were done in
those days in civilian colleges as a matter of course, and no
notice was taken of them.

I now, however, look back on the occurrence far differently.
In the first place, West Point is a national school where men
are being fitted to command armies for the defense of our
country. Although hazing might be permitted in a mild way
in a civilian college, it cannot be permitted at West Point, as
all cadets have taken an oath to obey the orders of the Presi-
dent of the United States and of the officers appointed over
them, who have forbidden this practice. Many old graduates
who were well hazed in their times excuse hazing by saying
that it does a plebe good, operating to cut his mother’s apron-
string as well as to give him a sense of discipline which he
might otherwise never attain. This is eminently true, and I
myself recognize the benefits received from hazing. But this
is a mere sophistry which has nothing to do with the case.
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The facts are that the foundation of all military discipline is
obedience to orders, and that, therefore, since hazing has been
forbidden by the proper authorities, it cannot be tolerated.
To teach otherwise at West Point would go far to sap the
foundations of the republic by producing a type of officer
who could not be trusted at the critical moment to obey his
orders. West Point furnishes the initiative, the directing and
informing spirit of American armies, the leaven which leavens
the whole lump, the standards of duty and honor without which
an army is but an armed mob; and nothing should be spared
to keep these standards of the highest quality and to cause
them to be adhered to, for upon these in crucial moments de-
pends the life of this republic, and certainly neither politics nor
sentimentality should be allowed to interfere.

In those old days, many years before the beautiful swim-
ming-pool in the gymnasium at West Point, the cadets were
allowed to swim in the Hudson River off Gee’s Point. This is
rather a dangerous place, for the water deepens rapidly, and
the tide is apt to turn and carry one far out into the river,
and in fact a number of cadets have drowned there, including
a member of my class. The cadets were allowed to swim only
in the late evening because the location was too public.

Notwithstanding the danger, cadets constantly took advan-
tage of this permission, and in the summer of 1871, while
swimming away from the others, I kept going until I reached
the other side, and I acquired much merit for crossing the
river and returning. No doubt there have been many who have
accomplished this same feat in the years both before and since,
but nobody else had achieved it in our time.

A classmate of mine named Josiah King asked to swim
over with me, which I always refused, telling him that while
I knew my own ability I did not know his, and I did not wish
to be drowned on his account. His requests were renewed in



Boyhood and West Point 19

the summer of ’72 and became so insistent that I gave way to
his importunity.

We swam out very comfortably but suddenly the tide turned
and carried us far down toward the railway embankment.
King did not want to land and rest, as seemed best, and when
we were near the embankment he started back without me,
and I was obliged to follow and catch up with him. We swam
a long time against the tide, but it had become so dark by that
time that we were unable to gage our progress by anything on
the banks. We seemed to be swimming out into infinite space
and getting nowhere. This got on King’s nerves after a while,
and he announced that he was all in and could go no further
and that I must leave him as there was no reason for us both
to be drowned. I encouraged him to persevere and told him that
I would never leave him under any circumstances. He strug-
gled along for some time with assistance, but finally it be-
came necessary for me to take him on my back, strug-
gling all the time against the tide until at last we both got
ashore.

It was the feeling of my class that the saving of King had
offset this breach of discipline in turning the new cadet’s hands
around, but none of us knew how to present it to the author-
ities, who seemed indifferent to such matters, possibly because
they did not wish to let the only fish they had caught escape
through the net, although a somewhat similar case occurred
about the same time at the Naval Academy where the cadet
was forgiven. But those were not the days of forgiveness at
West Point; ‘“Stand on your own feet!” “Behave yourself or
take the consequences!” “Work out your own salvation!” and
“Root, hog, or die!” were the sentiments which dominated
there. While a good many did die metaphorically, there is not
a doubt that those who survived were a hardy band and fully
earned their commissions.
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Twenty-five years later I received the following recognition
of this rescue:

War Department,
Adjutant General’s Office,
Washington, December 31, 1897.
My Dear Scott:

In recalling an act of heroism of yours which occurred while we
were both cadets, I have been struck with the fact that your conduct
has not only never received any official recognition, but that there
seems to be no record of it except in the memory and the applaud-
ing recollections of your classmates and friends. I desire, therefore,
to put this letter in your possession as a brief and unpretentious
record of the facts as known to myself.

In the early summer of 1872, some time after we had gone into
camp, I was one of a party of cadets that went in the evening to
our usual bathing place, Gee’s point. While there several cadets
undertook to swim across the river. I think you and King were the
only ones who achieved the feat. The Hudson at this point is very
wide and the swimmers have to encounter the swell caused by passing
steamers or other craft. On the way back King’s strength gave out
and he was unable to keep afloat. You took him on your back,
though he was a man as large as yourself; and, at imminent risk of
losing your own life, brought him safely to shore. I think you must
have sustained him in the water for at least half an hour. We cadets
on the bank were very much excited and were straining our eyes
through the darkness—for it was in the evening—to get a sight of
you and King. As you drew near we could hear you encouraging
him by the assurance that you were approaching shore. When you
finally succeeded in landing him he was completely helpless, and
your own strength seemed nearly exhausted. If ever a man deserved
recognition for the most commendable of all acts—the saving of
the life of a comrade at the risk of his own existence—you certainly
deserve such recognition. Many people have received life-saving
medals and public commendation for acts requiring less courage and
less nerve; but with characteristic modesty you have made no men-
tion of your own heroic act, but left it to your friends to remember
or to forget as they saw fit. I am one of those who can never forget
the occurrence, and who take pleasure in recalling it not only as
a very brave action, but as one that was so thoroughly characteristic
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of yourself as to have occasioned less comment than it would have
aroused had it been performed by almost any other member of our
class. After the lapse of these many years I recall the occurrence as
distinctly as though it had occurred last evening, and I take the
greatest pleasure in making at least this unassuming record of one
of the most pleasing recollections of my cadet days.

With cordial regards and best wishes, I am, my dear Scott,

Very sincerely yours,
ARTHUR L. WAGNER,
Assistant Adjutant General.

Captain H. L. Scott, 7th Cavalry,

Washington, D. C.

THE OLD AND THE NEW

Those old superintendents, whose character it was that
governed the spirit of the West Point of that day, were imbued
with the doctrine of rigid discipline inherited from the British
Army; and although they were just as hard on themselves as
on every one else, their methods in dealing with young sub-
ordinates may seem a bit unfeeling to this more humane
generation.

As a specific example of their inflexible attitude, a mother of
a cadet who had graduated before the Civil War once told me
that she would never forgive a certain superintendent, because
when her son asked for a permit to go home, as his father was
dying, the superintendent said: “Young man, the government
is your father and mother both; if you feel badly you can
trot around the parade-ground once or twice and you will feel
better.”

In the old days the superintendents did not want any out-
sider to come on the Post nor any insider to go off. It had
been the custom in the classes before ours for the yearlings
to purchase some rowing shells from the graduating class for
their use on the river, but when we made application to pur-
chase them in our turn, we were met with a firm “no,” and the
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shells remained at least four years in the boat-house without
being used. We thought that it was because Fred Grant’s class
had been too undisciplined. Whenever discipline gets below
the standard at West Point, the War Department sends some
case-hardened superintendent who pushes the pendulum of
discipline to the opposite extreme. That is what happened to
us. Conditions were much harder in our time than they have
ever been since. Nowadays there are many sports and other
alleviations unheard of and unthought of in those days, and

 whereas we look back upon the old gray barracks as a jail

" where we served four years at hard labor, the great majority

of present-day graduates leave the Academy with actual regret.

Aside from the more sympathetic trend of present-day dis-
cipline, the entire modernization of barrack facilities has much
to do with this new attitude of graduating cadets. No longer
does the plebe struggle up four flights of stairs carrying water,
nor is he obliged to trudge down icy halls in the middle of the
night and across the area knee-deep in snow, or to steal hot
water out of the radiators for shaving, to be punished if caught.
Neither is he restricted to the two baths a week “permitted”
formerly; he goes down heated halls into a tiled bath-room in
the basement, and takes as many baths as he likes with warm
water and in warm air. Thirty years after my own graduation,
I replaced with hot and cold water on every floor the ancient
hydrant at which old Bentz, the bugler, who called Cadet U. S.
Grant and others of fame to recitations before my time, used
to wash out the “nails” those bad cadets put in his “pugle.”
Bentz, by the way, lies out with other honored dead in the
cemetery above the river, and his “pugle” is shown to visitors
in the museum, where, the moment I laid eyes on it, I recog-
nized the patches where his faithful fingers had worn through
the metal.

I have heard old graduates groan over this “coddling of
cadets” which they claim is carrying West Point straight to
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the dogs at a rapid stride. But no deterioration was evident in
France that was ever directed to my attention. It is very
easy for the old to think that the young are retrograding if
things are not run for them in exactly the way to which they
themselves were brought up. But association with the armies of
England, France, Russia, and Rumania has convinced me that
our regular army officers are the peers of any, and from my
own experience at West Point, covering eight years both as
boy and man, supplemented by various inspections made as
chief of staff and numerous visits since as an alumnus, I have
become firmly assured that there is in our venerable military
institution a constant evolution upward. Every time I go back
I note some new improvement, and ask myself, “Why didn’t
I have the wit to do that long ago?”

So far as the slackening of the iron bands of the old-time
discipline goes, one hears nothing any more of “butter riots,”
nothing about the reveille gun being brought up to take a shot
at the quarters of the superintendent, nor of a companion to
the ancient ditty:

Seventy-three, seventy-three,
They fired the gun in the a-ri-ee!

Instead, in these saner, more wisely directed days, surplus
energy is expended in baseball, football, lacrosse, hockey, polo,
and other athletic games unknown in our time; and tactical
officers, instead of rushing distractedly about in the middle of
the night to forestall some nefarious plot, are like Shakespeare’s
men o’ substance who ‘“sleep o’ nights all to the glory of God
and the good of this commonwealth.”



PART II

Service on the Plains

I WiTNESSED the graduation of the West Point class 1875 with
deep sorrow and bade good-by to my roommate, George L.
Scott, from Oregon. I saw him only once again in after years,
and there were others, too, I have never seen again.

I myself graduated on June 14, 1876, ranking thirty-six
in the class of forty-eight, but high enough for the cavalry,
which was my ambition. If I had missed the cavalry I would
have considered that all my toil at West Point had resulted in
failure. I asked for an additional second lieutenancy in the
cavalry in preference to being assigned to a full lieutenancy in
any other branch.

We were marched into the old chapel to receive our hard-
won diplomas from General W. T. Sherman, commanding the
army, and paid about as much attention to his words of
admonition as do other classes, members of which are mainly
intent on donning civilian clothes and getting down to New
York in a hurry. Whenever I have since had to speak at a
West Point graduation I have remembered Father Isadore, the
old Belgian priest in charge of the Kiowa Indian Catholic
school at Anadarko, Oklahoma, who said that when those little
folk were seated at the dinner-table he could see their hungry
eyes fixed on the bread and gravy and made his grace very
short.

I was assigned to the Ninth Cavalry on the Arizona border,
then a quiet sector. There was only one vacancy available for
our class. in the Seventh Cavalry then operating on the Yellow-

24
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stone against the Sioux of Montana, since one of the only two
vacancies had gone to a civilian as a political appointment, and
the first had been obtained by my classmate, Garlington, who
graduated some four files above me. He, because of the Custer
fight, joined the regiment as first lieutenant. But I was glad to
be admitted into any cavalry regiment and returned home a
free man for a while, rejoicing to see my family.

With my brother William I went down to see the Centennial
in Philadelphia, where I first met and grew to know that splen-
did old soldier and my lifelong friend, Colonel Dan Appleton,
afterward colonel of the Seventh Regiment of New York. The
Corps of Cadets and the Seventh Regiment were both camped
there, but discipline was somewhat stricter in the cadet camp,
as was very natural, Any soldier who got into one of the com-
pany streets of the Seventh Regiment was in for a strenuous
time. Each tent floor had a small cellar under it, filled with
ice, champagne, roast chicken, and other delicacies, and a
passer-by would be hauled into those tents, one after another,
and, with the cellar door opened wide, he would not be allowed
to leave until some duty called his hospitable hosts elsewhere.
There were no such cellars under the tents of the cadets.

I met one of my friends from Princeton on July 5 in the
street, who told me that Custer and all his men had been killed
in battle with the Sioux. I answered that I did not believe it.
He suggested that I get a newspaper, and I soon verified the
news. Custer was killed on June 25, and it had taken ten days
for the news to get to the nearest telegraph station, Bismarck,
Dakota, first coming down-stream on a steamboat on the June
rise, the fastest possible way for it to travel.

After recovering somewhat from the shock of the tidings and
the death of my classmate}, Sturges and-Crittenden of 75, I
began to see that there were many vacancies now in the
Seventh Cavalry and hurried back to Princeton to consult my
uncle, Sam Stockton, who had been a captain in the Fourth
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L. wls o the best means of securing a transfer. He told

.« ol Jowtt at once and write an application and send it
aevagt vt unele David, in Washington, who knew everybody
u the Wat Department. I demurred at this haste, as jumping
iow the shoes of those killed in the Little Big Horn before they
waeie cold, but T was advised not to delay.

Out uncle got my letter at breakfast, went at once to the
Wit Department, where they were then making out the trans-
teis to the Seventh Cavalry, and saw to it that my name was
inctuded in that fighting regiment, much to my satisfaction.
‘Things were now coming my way, and I would soon be in the
Indian country.

It took some time for my transfer to the Seventh Cavalry to
be effected with the making out of a new commission as second
lieutenant of cavalry, which was dated June 26, 1876, the day
after the Custer fight. At length, however, my orders came to
report at the headquarters of the Seventh Cavalry at old Fort
Abraham Lincoln, Dakota, across the Missouri River and five
miles away from Bismarck—not to be confounded with the new
Fort Abraham Lincoln of this day, on the Bismarck side of
the Missouri.

Bismarck was very crude in those days. The houses were
mainly board shanties, few in number. It was for long the end
of the Northern Pacific Railway and the jumping-off place of
the Northwest. One might go a thousand miles west or travel
north to the Arctic Circle with the probability of not seeing
a human being. That country was the home of the buffalo and
the wild Indian, a land of romance, adventure, and mystery;
and I had carried it in mind during those five long years at
West Point, fitting myself for service within its borders.

No boy ever left home with brighter anticipation or with
more affection and love from those left behind. Going out from
the East I stopped at Pittsburgh to see my brother and his
new wife; again at Chicago, the headquarters of General Sheri-
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dan, who commanded all the Plains country, and at St. Paul,
where General Terry commanded the Plains of the Northwest
clear to the Rocky Mountains. St. Paul was not then the great
city we know now. Mrs. Scott and I have lately been in St.
Paul again, and about the only thing we could recognize of
that early time was the Mississippi River.

Staying at the old Merchants’ Hotel on Third Street, I ex-
plored the town, not then a lengthy process, and saw tall,
straight Chippewa Indians, wrapped in their blue and scarlet
blankets, striding about in a very dignified way, giving me the
feeling of proximity to the frontier which, however, was still
far to the West. All Minnesota then was up in arms, aflame
with excitement over the chase after the James and Younger
brothers from Missouri, who had attempted to rob the bank at
Northfield, Minnesota, and had killed the cashier. Some of the
gang had been killed, and the body of one was exhibited in the
window of a store on Third Street, St. Paul.

Bob Younger had been wounded, and Jesse James wanted
the brother, Cole Younger, to kill Bob so as to facilitate their
escape, but Cole refused. Both were captured and served a long
sentence in the penitentiary at Stillwater, Minnesota. Frank
and Jesse James escaped and reached their asylum in Mis-
souri, to which they always returned after some deed of
iniquity in other parts of the country, and received protection
as heroes.

At the Merchants’ Hotel I met Captains Frederick Benteen
and MacDougal of the Seventh Cavalry, fresh from the Yellow-
stone and Missouri after the Custer fight. Benteen was then
the hero of all America, credited with saving the remnant of
the Seventh Cavalry. They both gave me a cordial welcome to
the regiment and were strong friends of mine as long as they
lived. With them was Texas Jack (John Omohundro), just off
the Yellowstone, with long hair, dressed in buckskin, on his
way east to join the new show of Buffalo Bill. I was to see him
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again in the Nez Percé war in the confines of the Yellowstone
Park, but at that time he was the first of his kind that I had
met.

Leaving St. Paul, I stopped a few days at Fargo on the Red
River of the North, where a friend of Benteen’s furnished me
with a boat in which I had my first duck shoot in the North-
west. I had brought out a pointer and a setter from home,
given me by friends, and saw my first live prairie-chicken not
far from Fargo. From Fargo two hundred miles west to Bis-
marck, the end of the track, I did not see a house until I
reached the Missouri River except those of the section hands
along the railroad, and the passengers got their meals at
Jamestown in a freight-car standing on the side-track.

We arrived at Bismarck after dark, the train having taken
the entire day to come from Fargo. Trains did not run then
at night, and it required three days to make the run from St.
Paul to the Missouri River.

I drove down to the Missouri the next morning and sat on
the bank, waiting for the ferry, as I was to do many times in
the years to come. This was my first sight of the wild Mis-
souri, and I looked at it with deep interest. Nowhere is it
described so fitly and so beautifully as by Francis Parkman,
the great historian of the North, in his “Conspiracy of Pon-
tiac,” which I carried, with the report of Captain Raynolds’s
expedition of 1859 through the Northwest, in my pack-basket,
for ten thousand miles and read again and again, as I still do
at intervals with perennial pleasure.

Reporting at the headquarters of the Seventh Cavalry, 1
found Major Marcus A. Reno in command, Lieutenant George
D. Wallace, the adjutant, of the class of 1872, and many
classmates and friends from other classes at West Point. I
received a genuinely warm welcome and was assigned to the
Gray Horse Troop of the Seventh Cavalry, with Lieutenant
De Rudio in command; our captain, Charles Illsley, was then
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away on the staff of General John Pope at Fort Leavenworth,
Kansas. I looked rather askance at Reno, whose reputation
was being pulled apart all over the United States, and my im-
pression of him was not improved by observation.

The regiment had got back to its post from the Yellowstone
only a short time before and was in process of reorganization,
with thirty new officers, some of whom had reported before me,
while others were still to come in one at a time. Five hundred
new recruits and five hundred new horses had just been
received from the East. It was in the air that we were to take
the field again in a short while, and the only property we each
had was a saber, a trunk, and a roll of bedding, to which I
added a couple of dogs, two shot-guns, and a Henry rifle. No
one thought it worth while to acquire any furniture for the
short period we would be able to use it.

Wallace and Varnum took me in with them to sleep in the
drawing-room of the quarters just vacated by Mrs. Custer,
who had gone East. Eight of us slept on the floor in our field
bedding until the regiment started off on a new campaign; thus
the house that Custer had left with such bright hopes the
spring before was my first habitation on the Plains of the
West. The first subscription in the Seventh Cavalry I was
asked for was in the purchase, from the government, by the
officers of the Seventh, of Custer’s horse, Dandy, to be sent to
Mrs. Custer.

Fort Lincoln at that time was the station of headquarters
and eight troops of the Seventh Cavalry, and of two infantry
companies that took care of the post in the absence of the
cavalry, the latter living in what was called the Upper or
Infantry Post on a high hill a mile distant from the Lower or
Cavalry Post.

The Seventh Cavalry had come in from an expedition on the
Yellowstone in the autumn of 1873, to find its winter quarters
still unfinished, and had turned-to and nailed shingles, in order
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to get some place to live before winter, which sets in early in
the Northwest and usually rages with great fury. North Dakota
is where the blizzards reach us out of Canada, straight down
from the Arctic Circle, and a winter out of doors is not to be
looked forward to with pleasure.

The constructing quartermaster was enabled, partly through
this voluntary labor of the Seventh Cavalry, to save thirty
thousand dollars from the appropriation made for construc-
tion; and although he did not finish the post, which never was
completed before it was torn apart and destroyed, he thought
he would acquire merit for economy by turning this thirty
thousand dollars back into the Treasury as a saving, leaving
successive garrisons, who had to live in an unfinished post, to
execrate his memory. General Pope at Fort Leavenworth heard
of this saving and went to Washington, where he induced the
quartermaster-general to spend the sum on a road between
Leavenworth and Fort Leavenworth, Kansas.

The country began to roll just behind the post, the brakes
and ravines of the Missouri dotted with little oak groves con-
taining deer, and the river bottoms full of prairie-chickens
beginning to pack for the winter. This was the country of my
dreams and the Seventh Cavalry my choice of all the regiments
in the army, which I would have chosen had I graduated at
the head of my class. The great Sioux agency of Standing
Rock was only sixty miles down the river, and we were on the
Sioux reservation.

Francis Parkman wrote that “the Indian is a true child of
the forest and the desert. The wastes and solitude of Nature
are his congenial home, his haughty mind is imbued with the
spirit of the wilderness, and civilization sits upon him with a
blighting power. His unruly mind and untamed spirit are in
harmony with the lonely mountains and cataracts, among which
he dwells, and primitive America, with her savage men and
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savage scenery, presents to the imagination a boundless world,
unmatched in wild sublimity.”

Here then before me was this primitive America for which
I sought, and here was I with a spirit attuned to understand it
and to rejoice in becoming a part of its life. Many of my com-
temporaries were children of the East, always looking eastward
and longing to get back; but no matter how cold, how wet, how
hungry I found myself during all the years of Plains life that
followed, I felt that I was where I belonged.

WITH THE INDIANS

Wallace, who commanded the Sioux and Arikara scouts at
that time, took me down into their village on the second day
of my sojourn to make their acquaintance, There were always
a few scouts kept there to carry despatches in the Indian coun-
try and to guide detachments out from the post. When an
expedition was on foot there would be a large number of
scouts brought from their agency to scout the country in front
of the command, guide it through the country by the best
route, and show where water could be found. The tribe from
which they came would be chosen according to the country in
which we were to operate and the tribe we were to operate
against, taking advantage of their knowledge of the country
where they had been brought up and of their enmity against
their neighbors. Now and then there would be some willing to
combine against their own tribe.

Realizing that the Sioux tribe was the largest and most
powerful in the Northwest, I thought that their language
must be the court language of that section, especially as the
Arikara scouts all spoke it, and I made arrangements to have
them teach me Sioux. I thought that a knowledge of the tongue
would help me in getting command of the scouts, a position
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sought after by the more adventurous lieutenants with no troop
of their own. The position was analogous to that of an aviator
of to-day; one could always be ahead of the command, away
from the routine that was irksome, and sure to have a part in
all the excitement.

I soon found that the Sioux language was quite limited in
the scope of its usefulness, but that the sign language of the
Plains was an intertribal language, spoken everywhere in the
buffalo country from the Saskatchewan River of British Amer-
ica to Mexico, east of the Rocky Mountains and west of the
Missouri, and I began the study of this at the same time with
the Sioux, and have continued its study down to this very day.

Through my mastery of this means of communication with
the natives, I soon became known to commanders of every
grade, clear up to generals Sheridan and Miles, who befriended
me as long as they lived; they*gave me a freedom and scope
I have seen extended to none else in the Indian country, per-
haps because I was satisfied there and took pleasure in carrying
out any work they might have for me. Generals Ruger and
Merritt did likewise, and, in fact, I came and went as I pleased
without question, but I always pleased to be on deck when I
was wanted.

I began then an intensive study of every phase of the Indian
and his customs, particularly as to how he might best be ap-
proached and influenced, a knowledge that has stood me in
good stead many times, has doubtless saved my life again and
again, and has also been used to the national benefit by differ-
ent Presidents of the United States, by secretaries of war and
of the interior.

It was the custom in those days for the cavalry to spend the
greater part of the year in the saddle, either in pursuit of
hostile Indians or in holding in check the semi-hostile. This
was so much a matter of course that no officer could obtain a
leave of absence, except under the most exceptional circum-
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stances, until after the return of the annual expedition from
the field; the longest time the cavalry might expect to spend
at the post would be the few months in the dead of winter,
and often even this was not possible.

When operating in the Big Horn country we had scouts from
the Crow tribe, who lived generally along the base of the Big
Horn and Pryor Mountains and hated the Sioux with a mortal
hatred. The scouts were kept always in advance, often ten,
twenty, or thirty miles ahead, watching the whole country with
a glass from the tops of high landmarks, themselves unseen,
and a bird could scarcely fly over that country without their
knowledge, for they knew of certain lookouts that commanded
views of wide areas. Lying on top of one of these points, his
head screened by a bunch of grass or sage-brush, a keen young
Sioux, Cheyenne, Arikara, or Crow scout, eager for the fame
only to be gained by military prowess in war, seeing a raven
fly up suddenly, or a wolf or a coyote run up out of a ravine,
stopping now and then to look backward, or a band of antelope
or buffalo suddenly begin to stampede, would know that some-
thing had frightened them and would not leave his place until
he had ascertained the source of the fear. Then he would back
down out of sight on the reverse side of the hill and make his
signals to the other scouts far in the rear.

While traveling with the scouts I lived just as they did, and
allowed no custom of theirs to go unnoticed, never resting until
I found the motive, which they were often unable to formulate
themselves, although they were always the very soul of affabil-
ity, anxious to impart information wherever possible. I know
that I have been a sore trial to the patience of thousands of
friendly Indians of different tribes by boring away at a subject
which they were unable to elucidate, attacking the matter from
every angle until they were worn out or I had attained my
object. They must often have felt that I had been sent to them
for their sins, or would have, had they thought they had any
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sins for which to be punished. But the idea of sin is the white
man’s invention, and is foreign to the Indian.

INTO THE FIELD

Everybody in the Seventh Cavalry was feverishly engaged in
training the ‘“green” men and horses for the new campaign
that everybody felt was imminent. I soon got an order to go
down the Missouri, twenty-five miles to old Fort Rice, and
bring back some artillery harness and make a battery out of
some muzzle-loading guns, with cavalry soldiers and con-
demned cavalry horses, unfit to ride. Long before these new
men and horses were properly trained and disciplined, orders
came to cross to the east side of the Missouri. We were ferried
across the river and went into camp on the Missouri bottom,
my first night in the field with the Seventh Cavalry. Hare, whom
I had known well in the class of ’74, took command of the bat-
tery as my superior, as well as of his own Troop I, to which I
had been transferred from E. We tented and messed together
from that time on whenever we were in the same camp.

I was awakened in the middle of the night by a fearsome
sound, which to my tenderfoot mind could only be caused by
an attack on the camp by the whole Sioux tribe, and aroused
Hare to help defend the camp. This caused Hare much merri-
ment, for his longer experience had taught him that those
incredible sounds were caused only by the ardent efforts of one
lone coyote to impart his sorrows to the moon. I have since
heard this sound times without number and always with pleas-
ure. Although he is proscribed and hunted by men, I have the
same friendly feeling for the coyote that actuates the Indian.

We were joined in this camp by our colonel and headquar-
ters and remained here several days. No one knew where we
were going or against whom we were to operate until orders
were received to go down the Missouri River to disarm and
dismount the Indians at the various Sioux agencies below, who
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had been sending ammunition, rifles, and supplies to the hostile
camps of Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull near the mountains.
The Indian Department had at last awakened to the advisabil-
ity of ending the traffic in arms and ammunition with the
hostile camps.

Although there was a strong probability that the Sioux would
resist having their arms and horses taken from them, we were
going to attempt it with a force composed largely of new men
and horses that had not had time to become half disciplined
and instructed, and my battery was the least efficient of all
because of the wider scope to be covered by instruction. I kept
instructing them every day, but I well knew that my efforts
and ability were inadequate if we were going to fight. How-
ever, it was the best that could be done under the circum-
stances, and I was too young and reckless to worry much.
What bothered me infinitely more was that I had come west to
be a flying cavalryman, to be free and far ahead with the
scouts, and instead my adverse fate had nailed down my coat-
tails to a battery that had to travel at -a walk behind the
column. I had not undergone five years of toil at West Point
to come out to the Plains to be a wagon soldier, and my spirit
chafed at the idea. I made every effort to get away from the
battery to travel with the scouts, who broke camp and were
on their way before daylight, covering the country far in front
as carefully as pointer-dogs in search of quail.

We were furnished with that bane of the soldier’s life, “con-
tract transportation,” that was continually breaking down on
the road, by reason of which the command was often without
its tents and dinners until one o’clock in the morning, wearing
out men and animals uselessly. The battery, however, was
allowed to keep its wagons with its guns and not in the quarter-
master’s train, and whenever one of our wagons got stuck in
the mud a four-horse battery team would soon jerk it out. We
saw to it that whenever we reached camp our wagons would
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be with us, and we soon had our tents up and dinner ready.
Seeing our colonel waiting for his, we would always invite him
to dine with us, and it happened that he dined at our mess
more frequently than at his own. The procurement of game
made him more willing to let me go ahead with the scouts,
and I would come into camp laden with chickens, snipe, and
ducks for our mess and his, and it soon became a matter of
course for me to leave the battery with Hare, my superior, in
command, and go off with the scouts before daylight every day.

As we approached Standing Rock the signs of excitement
among the Sioux began to be frequent. Every now and then
we would find a travois ! lying on the ground where the owner
had left it on learning of our approach, cutting the lashings,
allowing it to fall to the ground, then jumping on their horses
and getting away in flight, abandoning all their property. This
carried small message of danger to my tenderfoot mind, and
the efforts of the Arikara scouts to make me join the others,
motioning me back with their hands, saying, “You go home,
Sioux kill him—Sioux kill him—Ktepi Ktepi!” made as little
impression.

While I traveled carelessly along with my orderly we saw
in the middle of the river bottom some Sioux bodies lashed on
high platforms and went to examine them. We had seen a long
line of Indian heads skirting the edge of the timber, watching
our movements, but that made no difference to us until the
orderly, looking up, called out, “Hurry up, lieutenant; they
are going to fight!”” and we saw the eight troops of the Seventh
Cavalry coming front into line at a gallop over the bluffs, and
Hare going into battery on a high knoll, while we were out in
the middle of the bottom, half-way between the two forces.
We thought we had better join our battery in a hurry to take
part in anything that was going to happen.

T A litter made of two lodge poles drawn by horse or dog, the rear ends
dragging on the ground.
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After a short time some Indians started toward us, and old
Two Bears, long chief of the Yanktonais Sioux, approached
with several followers. He was dressed in buckskin, covered by
a scarlet blanket with a broad band of beads across the center
of the back, his face painted a deep red, and he carried a
large red-stone pipe on his arm.

The colonel told him what he had come for. This caused the
old man great excitement, the perspiration popping out through
the greasy paint. He tried to make an argument, but the colonel
told him he was there under orders from higher authority and
was compelled to carry them out, whether he wanted to or not,
and there was no use in discussing a matter which had been
determined in St. Paul or Chicago; it was not in his power to
alter the arrangements, and it would be best for all if Two
Bears were to give up his horses and arms quietly and cheer-
fully, because he would take them anyhow and greatly pre-
ferred to do it without bloodshed. Two Bears agreed finally to
give them up quietly and went back to the other Indians in
the brush. Although several hundred Indians had been seen,
nobody knew how many more there were in the woods.

The colonel and staff rode forward near the edge of the
woods, and I went along uninvited, in an unostentatious posi-
tion in rear. After a long wait Two Bears came out with some
of his head men and laid an old broken cavalry saber, with
half a blade, down at the feet of the colonel’s horse, stepping
back with a grand flourish as if saying, “There! See what I am
doing for you!” After another long wait, probably utilized in
hiding the good guns, a rusty old muzzle-loading rifle without
a hammer was laid down beside the saber; then a Hudson’s Bay
fuke, without any flint, and some other guns equally as
serviceable.

Although the proceedings were very ceremonious and the
conditions highly tense and dangerous, I was obliged to hold
on to my saddle to avoid falling off my horse with laughter. The
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colonel’s temper began to give way, and thinking that he was
possibly being spoofed by wild Indians, he directed some de-
tachments to dismount and search the lodges hidden for a long
distance among the willows up and down the river. I joined one
of these detachments. We searched the lodges up the river with
a lot of other ignorant tenderfeet, some of whom acted very
rudely and had to be severely checked. Looking back now I
perceive that we were all in great danger of being killed, espe-
cially in view of the insulting mien of some of the recruits.

We gathered up a number of rifles and some carbines that
showed by their numbers that they had been taken from
Custer, but most of the good rifles had been hidden away earlier
in the day and were never found.

It is more difficult, however, to hide a horse, and some three
thousand were taken here and at the Cheyenne River agency
and driven to Bismarck.

The colonel attempted to swim a bunch of horses across the
Missouri and desisted only when he had succeeded in getting
forty of them mired in a quicksand out of reach of help, where
they were slowly sinking out of sight in the cold water in which
a cake of ice would now and then float past. We had no boat
with which to go to their assistance, and I asked permission to
shoot them to put them quickly out of their misery, as their
slow drowning was a heartrending sight to a cavalryman. I
was told that certainly I might shoot them, if I wanted to, but
that I must first pay their market price in St. Paul, and I had
to go away in helpless sorrow.

Another sad thing happened here. I was sitting at headquar-
ters when a Sioux chief named Mad Bear brought in a letter
signed by General Sully in 1862, commending Mad Bear for
saving a white woman at the Sioux massacre in Minnesota,
having led her along by the hand, carrying her child on his
back. When the colonel finished reading the letter, Mad Bear
asked if he were going to take his rifle and horse away, treat-
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ing him just as he did the wild Sioux who were at war with the
soldiers half the time. The colonel told him that he had no
authority to make any distinction and would have to take them,
This embittered me beyond words; had I had my way, I would
have given Mad Bear his horse and gun, making an example
with ceremony to draw the attention of all the Sioux, and
would have gone to the mat afterward with St. Paul by tele-
graph, but I was powerless to take any action.

Orders came from the secretary of the interior, through the
War Department, to drive the horses to Bismarck, and then to
St. Paul to be sold in that market. Every second lieutenant
well knew the futility of trying to drive three thousand horses
four hundred miles to St. Paul in the snow and cold of a
Dakota winter. The consequence was that when the snow
melted in the spring the passengers on the Northern Pacific
Railway saw the road lined with the carcasses of horses on
both sides of the track for four hundred miles to St. Paul. It
was impossible to properly guard so many horses in a snow-
storm on the open prairie, and large bunches were stolen at
night along the way, a bare remnant of those starting from
Bismarck reaching St. Paul, nothing but skin and bone, to
meet a dead market. Under the circumstances, it would have
been far more humane and less expensive to shoot every animal
before leaving Bismarck. If the taking of the horses had been
postponed until the grass started in the spring, all would have
been saved.

Riding along one day with the scouts and the celebrated
scout guide and interpreter, F. F. Gerard, we stopped for lunch
near Blue Blanket Creek and Gerard gave me my first taste of
beaver-tail, that celebrated prairie delicacy. It looked and
tasted to me like tender cold roast pork and was very much
songht after in the northwest by mountain men,

The Seventh Cavalry arrived once more opposite Fort Lin-
coln on November 11, 1876, Hare and I, being at the head of
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the column, got across on the ferry with our troop and battery
among the first, with a few others, the crossing ending at dark.
The river froze over that night, and as the ice was too thick
for the ferry and too thin to carry cavalry, half the command
were prevented from crossing for a week, until the ice was
strong enough to bear them.

TROUBLES AT HOME

The winter of 1876-77 was a cold one in the northwest and
was made more so for us by mismanagement at St. Paul,
where the wood contract was not made in time to season the
wood as usual, and we had to burn green cottonwood all winter.
The cottonwood is full of sap, and it was only with the greatest
difficulty and with the help now and then of a dry stick that
we could keep the fire alight.

The weather was usually too cold and stormy to drill out
of doors. The men had not been sufficiently disciplined and
instructed on their arrival, having had to take the field too
early; and now, after an expedition, they considered them-
selves veterans and never did become thoroughly disciplined.
They were a rough lot who had enlisted in cities under stress
of the excitement caused by the Custer fight, and were called
the “Custer avengers.” Many of them were criminals that were
got rid of by court martial from time to time during the winter
and discharged.

I succeeded to the command of I troop for the winter, dur-
ing Hare’s absence on leave, for our captain was away for a
year abroad. Fifteen or twenty of the men would run away at
night, crossing the Missouri, the boundary of the reservation,
on the ice, to a small village maintained just off the reservation,
where they could not be reached, and where whisky and de-
praved women were to be found in plenty. Here they would get
drunk and fight, and now and then one would be murdered or
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infected with a disease, and there was no legal way to stop it.
Some fell down drunk on the road at night and froze to death.

I was officer of the day on Christmas and responsible for
order in the post. Just as I sat down to our Christmas dinner
some one whispered in my ear that the prisoners had procured
whisky in the guard-house and were battering down the door
with the cord-wood sticks given them to burn. I rushed down
to the guard-house at once and heard pandemonium going on
inside. The guard-house was divided into two parts by a drive-
way through the center, with the prison-room on one side and
the guard-room on the other, both raised a foot from the
ground. There were fifty prisoners altogether, some of them in
for murder and robbery, all in one large room, lighted by a few
candles. They were still pounding on the door with cord-wood
sticks, and the noise inside was so great that they could not
hear my orders to desist. The door by that time was hanging
only by the outside hasp and the upper hinge. I formed the
guard with loaded rifles in frofit"3f the door and, freeing the
hasp suddenly, saw two drunken men standing on the floor
a foot above me, engaged in breaking down the door. Before
they got over their surprise at the sudden opening of the door,
I jumped up on the floor between them and threw them down,
one after the other, on the floor outside, where the guard
jumped on top of them, handcuffed them, and put them away
in a cell to sober up. One of the sergeants then went around
inside with me to cull out the worst cases, to be locked in cells.

It has always been a surprise to me that some of them did
not blow out the few dim candles and stab us there in the
dark where no one could ted who did it; but things happened
too quickly, I suppose, for them to think of it. They were none
too good, however, for they formed a conspiracy the same week
to knock the sergeant of the guard on the head when he opened
the door, and all were to rush out and escape; but the sergeant
was too careful for them, and had the door unlocked by a
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member of the guard, standing himself below the entrance with
a cocked revolver in his hand. When the door opened he saw
a man poised above him with a club, about to crush in his
skull, and he killed him with the revolver before he could
strike the blow. That ended the conspiracy for the time being.

The dead man had been a member of my troop, and it was
at this juncture that I made my début as a chaplain. There
was no regular chaplain at the post to bury the man, and I had
to do it myself, reading the Episcopal service for the dead, as
I have had to do a number of times since.

Shortly after a pay-day in the middle of winter, I rode alone
to Bismarck to buy a chair and a student-lamp, and found
the town full of intoxicated soldiers. The mayor had tele-
graphed to the commanding officer to send over and “get the
Seventh Cavalry,” some three hundred of whom were shooting
up the town. Lieutenant Williams Biddle, a very fine young
officer from Philadelphia, whom I had known at Princeton Col-
lege, was sent over with fifty men to bring back those who
were there absent without leave and making a disturbance.
When I ran across Biddle he was in great distress. He had dis-
mounted his troops in the middle of the street and had gone
into a saloon to bring out the men he was after, putting them
under charge of his guard while he went after some more, and
when he came back again guard and prisoners were all gone.
I volunteered to help him, one to catch and the other to hold.
He soon went off with the “Seventh Cavalry,” and I went back
to make my purchases.

Returning to the post alone, I found a soldier dead drunk,
lying in the snow, with his arm through the bridle of his horse,
which was standing over him, by far the more intelligent of the
two. He was more than a mile from any house. I tried to lift
him up on his horse, but he was totally without intelligence.
I could lift him up against the side, but he would slip down
like a sack of wheat when I tried to change my hold to lift him
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higher. I worked at it in a sort of desperation, for there was
no help in sight for miles, and he was certain to freeze to death
if I left him to summon an ambulance from the post. Finally
I had to give up trying to get him on his horse, and, working
myself down underneath him, pulled his arms forward over
my shoulders and stood up, with him on my back, his legs
hanging down as limp as strings. I then put my arm through
both bridles and staggered along, carrying him on my back for
more than a mile, and leading both horses until I reached a log
house occupied by a depraved woman, on whose floor I threw
him and left him for her to take care of, too angry to care
much what became of him, so long as he did not die.

I was much occupied during the winter, with Blacksmith
Korn of I Troop, in taking care of the horse Comanche, a
survivor of the Custer disaster left on the battle-field. He was
brought down on the steamboat with the rest of the wounded,
with nine shots through him. He had been ridden into the fight
by Colonel Keogh, then captain of I Troop, who was killed.
Comanche was one of the original mounts of the Seventh Cav-
alry, purchased in 1867 in St. Louis, and was a very fine
cavalry horse.

We nursed him all winter and finally got him well and strong.
Our colonel issued a regimental order that he should never be
ridden again and should be paraded in all his regalia with the
headquarters of the regiment at all ceremonies, led by a mem-
ber of I Troop. Longfellow heard of this and wrote a poem
about him. The noble animal marched with the regiment to
the Black Hills in 1879, south to Fort Riley, Kansas, in 1888,
to the place where he began service in 1867. He was a great
favorite in the regiment, and he died years afterward at Fort
Riley. Professor Dyce of the University of Kansas, at Law-
rence, “set him up,” and he may be seen now at Lawrence, just
as he used to look during his valiant life.

Toward spring my colonel sent for me and said he wanted
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to send a batch of prisoners to the military prison at Fort
Leavenworth, that no batch had ever left Fort Lincoln from
which some of the prisoners had not escaped, and that he had
selected me to take this batch, in the belief that I would get
them all through.

There were ten in the batch with long sentences. One man in
particular, named Williamson, seemed to have a mania for cut-
ting people, having tried to cut Lieutenant McIntosh on the
Yellowstone, and having succeeded in cutting a wagon-master
on Powder River. After that episode he had deserted with
several others, but eventually they had all been picked up near
Fort Lincoln in a starving condition. They made the boast now
that they would all escape before getting to Leavenworth.

When it came time to leave I had them shackled in pairs, left
leg to left leg, so that should they start to run in a crowded
station, where they could not be fired on for fear of hitting
innocent people, the chain, joining the shackles, would trip
them up.

I warned them that this was the only talk I was going to
make to them, and that at the first attempt to escape they
would get a bullet without warning. The Northern Pacific Rail-
way did not run at night and the prisoners had to be put in
jails at Bismarck, Fargo, and St. Paul. At Brainerd, Minnesota,
the lock-up was too old and rotten to be trusted, and I hired
a large room in the hotel in which to spend the night. Passing
through a dark hall at dusk, Williamson and his shackle partner
started to run into a side door, but, hearing the click of the
revolver being cocked, they threw up their hands and begged
for their lives just in time.

The members of my guard were all strange to me but one,
who got drunk, and I was afraid to trust any of them. I told
them to go to bed and I would watch all night. The prisoners
slept on the floor at one end, and I sat up with my revolver
handy at the other, as far away from them as I could get, lest
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they make an attempt to rush me. I took a knife away from
Williamson at Bismarck, at Fargo, and at Omaha; he always
begged for them. The others would steal hair-pins on the train
with which to unlock their handcuffs. I took them away at
every stop. I handcuffed them, four together, in addition to
shackling them, two and two, when going through crowded
stations. It took a week, but we finally all got to the military
prison, and I got my receipt for them.

Later Williamson cut a companion with a shoe-knife in the
shoe shop and was then put in the Federal Prison at Leaven-
worth, where he committed suicide, and he never carried out
his threat to come “up the creek” (Missouri River) to take
care of me when his time was up.

I did well in not trusting my guard, for the sergeant returned
to Fort Lincoln, where he was sergeant of the guard in charge
of a very important prisoner. He was bribed to allow him to
escape, and they both deserted together. They were recaptured
up near the British line, brought back, and tried by court-
martial, and the sergeant, among other things, was sentenced
to be drummed out of the service.

Drumming out of the service was a custom inherited from
the British Army. The whole command was paraded, and the
prisoner under guard brought to the front and center, where
all his buttons and insignia were cut off and the order read.
Then the prisoner was brought to the right of the line with a
placard tied around his neck marked “Deserter,” “Thief”—
depending upon his crime—and started down the line from
right to left, preceded by the drums and fifes which played
the tune for this refrain:

Poor old soldier; poor old soldier,
Tarred and feathered and sent to hell
Because he would not soldier well!

At the left of the line he was turned loose and told to get
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off the post. The sergeant of my guard was drummed out of
the service at Fort Lincoln in the summer of 1877, and this
was the last case of the kind in the American Army.

THE ANNUAL EXPEDITION

Shortly after my return from Fort Leavenworth, prepara-
tions were begun for the annual expedition. We crossed the
Missouri on May 3 and went up to Fort Buford at the mouth
of the Yellowstone—eleven troops of the Seventh Cavalry and
a0 battery. The grass had not started yet, and the nights were
cold. After the first rain the burned prairies were covered with
grass-plover running about everywhere in pairs, and the big
sickle-billed curlew were innumerable. Their shrill whistle
would be heard at all hours of the day, and they would fre-
quently hover overhead, stationary enough to be killed with a
rifle. The little green and purple anemone was the first flower
to make its appearance, but soon the flowers were everywhere
in great banks of every hue.

We crossed the Missouri at old Fort Union, then went up the
Yellowstone to Sunday Creek near the cantonment of logs with
dirt roofs where General Miles had wintered with the Fifth
Infantry. I went from here with my captain, H. J. Nowlan, and
his Troop I, up the Yellowstone, crossing above the mouth of
the Big Horn; then up the Big Horn to the mouth of the Little
Big Horn, where the Fifteenth Infantry had come to begin
construction of Fort Custer. Here we met Colonel Mike Sheri-
dan, military secretary to his brother, the general. He was to
go with us to get the bones of Custer and all his officers whose
bodies were recognized, except Crittenden, whose father wished
him to be buried where he fell—he lies there yet. Custer is
buried at West Point, Keogh at Auburn, New York, and the
others at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, where tablets to their
memory were placed by the Seventh Cavalry in the post chapel.

We borrowed a skiff here and swam the horses and mules
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across the Big Horn, then at the June rise and ice cold from
the melting of the snow in the mountains, and very swift.

Captain Nowlan was a close friend of Captain Keogh, both
Irishmen, and he loved the government horse Paddy, ridden by
Keogh up to the fight, when he changed to Comanche.

The horses were towed by their lariats, six at a time, across
the Big Horn behind the skiff. The lariats were thrown loose
near the opposite shore to facilitate catching the horses on
landing. Nowlan’s orderly failed to take off the iron picket-
pins of Paddy and his own horse, and the current wound the
ropes around the legs of both horses in an inextricable snarl,
drawing the head of the orderly’s horse under the water and
drowning him. The current here, twenty feet deep, carried both
horses up against a cut-bank, where it swerved in near the
mouth of the Little Big Horn, right against the bank. I ran
down and caught Paddy’s head-stall, wrapping my legs around
a stump, and was nearly pulled apart by the current, hauling
on the two horses, until some men came up and relieved me.
I was very angry at the orderly for his neglect and ordered him
to swim down and cut his dead horse loose. He began to cry,
saying he could not swim; nobody else wanted to volunteer,
and since it was impossible to order anybody into such a place
lest he be unable to swim well enough and be drowned, I had to
strip and go down myself.

The water was ice-cold and dark below with mud, so that
nothing could be seen. I first cut the dead horse loose and let
him go. Then I had to go down nine times alongside of Paddy
in the darkness to cut him free from the knotted and tangled
lariat, that tied his hind legs together and fastened in some way
his front legs. He was held up by his head-stall, with no foot-
ing below. Every now and then he would make spasmodic
efforts with all four feet to get a footing, and this was ex-
tremely dangerous in the darkness; but finally all the tangles
were cut away, and he was eased down to the mouth of the
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Little Big Horn and led out, none the worse for his experience.

The horse of one of the men went down with the current and
landed on a little island in the Big Horn. The man swam over
and got him and brought him back. Many years afterward he
wrote asking me to get him a medal of honor for his conduct
in getting that horse. He said Le was exhausted before reaching
the island and had already commended his soul to God, fully
expecting to drown when he struck a bar and waded out. He
said, “What the lieutenant done was noble, but what I done
was heroic.” But the hard-boiled medal board to which his
letter was referred would have none of him.

We picked up Colonel Sheridan and all the Crow scouts that
had gone with Custer the year before, and went out fifteen
miles to the battle-field and were there on June 235, exactly a
year after the fight. The valley was a different sight; whereas
the year before it had been thick with dust from drought and
the tramping of innumerable hoofs, now the grass grew luxuri-
antly, higher than the stirrups, and flowers were everywhere.

Nowlan had a chart he had made the year before, when he
was quartermaster for General Terry. The chart showed where
each officer was buried. A piece of a lodge-pole about five feet
long was driven at the head, and as both pole and chart were
marked with the same Roman figures, it was easy to find them
all. Nowlan and Sheridan worked all the morning while I kept
the camp, and I was to go out to work in the afternoon, but
the work was finished sooner than expected. I went out with a
detachment to bury all the others I could find. There was no
time to dig deep graves, and I was told to cover the bones
made up into little piles where they were lying. This I did, but
the soil was like sugar and I have no doubt the first rain
liquefied it and exposed the bones later. We had neither the
force nor the time to rebury the whole command in deep
graves, as we were obliged to join the main command.

We left about noon next day for the Big Horn River. I went
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out to count the sites of the Sioux lodges and had counted
more than fifteen hundred when I had to stop and leave with
the troop. There were very many willow wickiups, in addi-
tion, occupied by Sioux, who were out there from the agencies
without their families; the lodges were crowded with some-
times four and five men in one. It was said there were nearer
seven thousand men than six thousand in the various villages.

Shortly after leaving the neighborhood of the battle-field,
the Crow scouts rushed in, saying that the Sioux were out there
thicker than the grass on the ground. Half Yellowface and
Curly had run off to the camp of the infantry at the site of
Fort Custer, afraid of another Custer disaster. We squared off
at each other, getting ready to fight, until it was discovered
through the glass that there was a cavalry officer among the
Sioux, and we soon got together and found that it was Captain
Rodgers of the Fifth Cavalry, with a large band of Sioux and
Arapahé scouts, who had taken some pack-trains to General
Miles at Tongue River and was on his way back to the Platte.
After a little talk we left them, continuing our march to the
Big Horn.

We recrossed the Big Horn in a skiff, swimming the stock
again, and next day marched to the Yellowstone. Two days
before, the Crows had killed one thousand head of buffalo in
the Big Horn Valley, above where Hardin now stands. There is
to-day a bridge across the Big Horn, and from this bridge last
year I pointed out to Mrs. Scott where I had had to cut the
ropes from Paddy. It was six hundred miles from the railway
when it occurred, and Mrs. Scott, then a young girl at Fort
Lincoln, never expected to see that country.

The Great Crow camp was at the mouth of the Big Horn,
composed of all the Mountain and River Crows, together with
fifteen thousand horses. They had been held there by General
Miles for a steamboat to take them over the Yellowstone and
give them rations and ammunition. The thousands of buffalo
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and horses had tramped the valley into dust, and the verdure
was all gone.

Our transportation was very short, and I had only a little
bit of a tent of white canvas which let the sun through and
burned my face. When left open it filled with flies; and when
shut the heat was unbearable, and every little puff of wind
would fill it with dust. I wandered into the huge buffalo-skin
lodge of Iron Bull, head chief of the Crows, passing at once into
a new world. The hide lodge cover was well smoked from the
fire and the sun could not penetrate. There was a dim religious
light inside that discouraged the flies. Beds of buffalo robes
were all around the wall, and the floor was swept clean as the
palm of one’s hand. The old man, attired only in his breech-
clout, was lying on his back in bed, crooning his war-songs and
shaking his medicine rattle. He was the picture of comfort in
that cool, dark lodge, and I said to him, “Brother, I want to
come and stay in here with you until we leave”’; and he and
Mrs. Iron Bull made me very welcome. Theirs was the largest
and finest lodge I have ever seen. The cover of twenty-five skins
was in two pieces. The poles were twenty-five feet long and five
inches in diameter, and it took six horses to drag them.

The Crows crossed the Yellowstone in a steamboat before
we could, and went down the river. We crossed some days
after, swimming the stock as before. One of our fine mules got
loose with all his harness on his back. We saw him carried
down by the current out of our sight around a bend of the
river, and bade him good-by, never expecting to see him again,
but three days afterward we found him peacefully grazing out
in the middle of a river bottom, far below, with all his harness
intact.

We had a very unpleasant hail-storm on Froze-to-Death
Creek, with hailstones one and a half inches in diameter, and
there was great to-do to prevent our horses from getting away.
When struck in the head by hailstones they think they are
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being beaten and become frantic. The year before some of the
horses had got away in a hail-storm, with saddles, bridles, and
carbines, and ‘'were never seen again.

This storm was very general in the Northwest, the hail-
stones breaking more than a thousand panes of glass at Fort
Lincoln and destroying the gardens; but the greatest damage
was caused on Porcupine Creek, where the Crows were camped.
We passed through there next day and found that the Crows
had lost seven hundred horses, some of which had stampeded
over a high bluff into the Yellowstone, and their dead bodies
floated down the river, past Fort Keogh, for days. Many
horses and colts were killed, where they stood, by chunks of
ice larger than half a brick, caused by the freezing together of
several large hailstones in the upper air.

We went on down the river and joined the Seventh Cavalry
on Sunday Creek. The whole of the Northwest seemed very
peaceable, and the talk of the Seventh was that we should soon
go back to Fort Lincoln. Everybody built sunshades over their
tents and generally made themselves comfortable. I went over
to Fort Keogh several times, the old log cantonment, and took
dinner with my classmate Long of the Fifth Infantry, as well
as with Captain and Mrs. Baldwin and General and Mrs. Miles.

While here, Generals Sherman, Sheridan, and Terry came
out, and one day a telegram arrived, telling of the killing of
my classmate, Sevier Rains of the First Cavalry, with fifteen of
his men, by Nez Percé Indians, far on the other side of the
Rocky Mountains in Idaho. I had little dreamed that those
Indians hundreds of miles away would ever affect me.

General Miles sent for me soon after and said that there
were Sioux war-parties, from Sitting Bull’s camp in Canada,
operating over on the Musselshell, and directed me to take ten
men and thirty-five Northern Cheyenne scouts and go over
and see what they were doing.

Among the Cheyennes were Two Moons, Little Chief, Hump,
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Black Wolf, Ice (or White Bull), Brave Wolf, and White
Bear—some of the cream of the Northern Cheyennes, who
had fought against Custer the year before and had surrendered
to General Miles from the hostile camps but recently. My
friends cheerfully advised me not to go with them, saying that
they had just surrendered, and that they had only to shoot
me and run over the Canadian border to Sitting Bull, where
they could not be punished; if I went with them the chances
were I would not come back. But I never felt that way toward
them. They were all keen, athletic young men, tall and lean
and brave, and I admired them as real specimens of manhood
more than any body of men I have ever seen before or since.
They were perfectly adapted to their environment, and knew
just what to do in every emergency and when to do it, without
any confusion or lost motion, Their poise and dignity were
superb; no royal person ever had more assured manners. I
watched their every movement and learned lessons from them
that later saved my life many times on the prairie.

We did not, however, see any Indians or a recent trail.
After our return, Captain Benteen was sent with his Troop H
over to the head of the Mini-pusa or Dry Fork of the Missouri
on the same errand, and a number of us were allowed to go
with him to run buffalo. We were sitting one day on top of a
high peak that overlooked the country in every direction for
twenty miles on all sides, and everywhere we looked the prairie
was full of buffalo. Benteen thought that we could see at least
three hundred thousand buffalo in one view. And if we could
see that many, there were many thousands more out of sight
in the ravines and hollows. I have ridden in after years
through a pasture of Indian Territory thirty miles square,
where one hundred thousand counted cattle had been turned
loose, and did not see more than five hundred, the others being
hidden away out of sight.

While sitting on the bank of the Yellowstone one day, wait-
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ing for the ferry, I heard the jingle of sleigh-bells on the
trail coming down from the table-land above, and soon some
Northern Cheyenne came down and asked if they might cross
with me on the ferry. I noticed an extra horse with a bloody
scalp tied to his bit, and, asking whose horse it was, learned
that it belonged to White Bear, who had been separated from
the others on the table-land above, where he was attacked by
seven Sioux. He got into some brush and killed and scalped one
Sioux and took his horse; and the others, not daring to go into
the brush after him, got tired and went away, leaving him
alone.

White Bear had a great scar across his face that made him
look very savage. He was sitting at the opening of a skin lodge
in the Cheyenne village inside which some medicine ceremonies
were going on one day, when I came along with Tom Sherman,
whose father, General Sherman, had asked me to show his son
the Cheyenne camp. Tom started to go into the lodge, where he
was not wanted lest he “break” the medicine going on inside.
Not understanding the refusal, he persisted in trying to enter,
until White Bear flourished a knife about a yard long in his
face. The combination of the knife and White Bear’s face was
more than enough for him.

AFTER THE NEZ PERCES

I had no sooner got rested on Sunday Creek than I was
ordered to take a wagon-train to Fort Custer. The empty
wagons were each hauled by a six-mule team, the driver riding
the off-wheel mule, managing the team with a jerk-line—a long
single rein. I put my saddle in the wagon and drove the lead
team for a hundred and ten miles, so as to learn to drive with
the jerk-line. This knowledge has since stood me in good stead
many times.

Coming back with one wagon and a few men below Porcu-
pine Creek on the Yellowstone, I cut across a high prairie and



54 Some Memories of a Soldier

saw some one riding alone at a distance. Such things had to be
inquired into in those days, and getting near I was astounded
to meet an officer of the Seventh Cavalry, out there all by him-
self. We sat down together on the prairie to exchange the latest
news, our horses being held at a little distance by my orderly.
I asked him what he was doing there alone and where he was
going. He said that Lieutenant Doane of the Second Cavalry,
with De Rudio of the Seventh, and E Troop, were out of sight
on the river bottom, going to the Judith Gap to fight Nez
Percés, and he was going to join them in a few minutes. He
said the Seventh Cavalry was still on Sunday Creek, and he
bemoaned his fate in having had to give up a poker game and
come away.

It flashed on me that since that poker game was so dear to
his heart, I might suggest a temporary transfer, which would
let me go to the Judith Gap and let him go back to his game.
The orderly was holding the horses about thirty feet away,
and I called, “McKenna, how would you like to go and fight
the Nez Percés?” He answered quickly, “I’m wid yez,” and it
was soon arranged for me to go down to the regiment on
Sunday Creek and get the authority and catch up with them.
Their mess needed a bottle of walnut pickles and a tin bucket,
which I promised to bring if I could get away.

We took the trot and went twenty-five miles, camping oppo-
site the old cantonment on the bluffs above the Yellowstone.
McKenna went down to the regiment twelve miles to get per-
mission to exchange and bring back my extra horse, while I
went across to get the permission of General Miles, who then
commanded the district of the Yellowstone. McKenna returned
with the permission next morning. I got the walnut pickles
and tin bucket, and sent my clothing and bedding roll to the
regiment, intending to exchange it for the other fellow’s roll,
as I had no other transportation than our saddle-horses, but I
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never saw my property again—my overcoat, underclothing,
boots, extra clothing, and six silk buffalo-robes I had picked
out of four thousand robes that a trader had bartered from the
Crows at the mouth of the Big Horn for six cups of brown
sugar apiece, holding his big thumb all the time in the cup.
He charged ten dollars apiece for a blanket, and I traded my
blankets for robes—and never saw any of them again.

We took the trail and trotted forty-five miles to the Big
Porcupine and reached camp as they were sitting down to
dinner. About the middle of dinner we saw a steamboat coming
down around the bend and fired a shot across her bows. She
turned into the bank, the officer led his horse aboard, and I
was not to see him for three months, during which I traveled
more than a thousand miles.

We went up to the mouth of Froze-to-Death Creek, where
eleven Crows had frozen sometime in the long past. We fed the
last of the oats here. Grain is very bad for the morals of a
horse or mule, though good for his body and strength. It will
seduce the morals of any mount, no matter how reliable he
may be otherwise. Next morning we marched forty-five miles
up Froze-to-Death Creek, one of the most exhausting marches
I ever made. The creek was dry above, and the heat was terrific.
The buffalo had eaten off all the grass, We passed antelope that
stood and let us go by not more than thirty yards away, when
the wind was right, for all animals are tame when running
among the buffalo, they were probably unable to distinguish
us from buffalo by sight but were exceedingly quick to get
away when the wind was toward them. We reached a small lake
up on the divide, about six inches deep, where we watered the
stock and took care of the animals, but we were all so ex-
hausted that we lay down on the ground and passed the night
without cooking dinner or making camp.

The next morning seven pack-mules were reported missing,
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and it was thought that some Indian had run them off, but I
said that I knew where they were; they had gone back to the
Yellowstone where we last fed grain. A sergeant was sent to
look for them, and sure enough there they were, howling for
grain, and the poor sergeant had to make that grueling march
with his detachment three times, all on account of the grain
fed on the Yellowstone.

We got breakfast and went over to the big Crow camp then
at the Big Bend of the Musselshell, where we remained for
some time, moving camp with them once a week to find grass
for their immense horse herd. They ran buffalo once a week
with savage ceremony. All Mountain and River bands of
Crows were in that village of more than three thousand per-
sons, and needed a great deal of meat. Those Crows were rich
in everything an Indian required to be happy. They wore
wonderful dresses of th&,prjfgitive style, buckskin ornamented
with beads, porcupine quills, and ermine. A thousand dollars
would not pay for one of those costumes now.

The camp had meat drying everywhere. Everybody was
care-free and joyous in a way we do not comprehend in this
civilized day. All the life of a nation was going on there before
our eyes. Here the head chiefs were receiving ambassadors
from another tribe. Following the sound of drums, one would
come upon a great gathering for a war-dance, heralding an
expedition to fight the Sioux. Or one came to a lodge where a
medicine-man was doctoring a patient to the sound of a drum
and rattle. Elsewhere a large crowd surrounded a game of ring
and spear, on which members of the tribe were betting every-
thing they owned: the loser lost without dispute or quiver of
an eyelid. In another place a crowd was witnessing a horse-
race with twenty-five horses starting off at the first trial, and
no jockeying back and forth to wear out the opponent’s nerve;
the stakes were two piles of goods, one the property of each
side, the victors to take both and divide the winnings. All day
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and far into the night there was something happening of
intense interest to me.

We were once sitting at dinner when we heard a great shoot-
ing of guns and thought it must be an attack by the Sioux, and
we all rushed out to see. It was the return of a war-party with
Sioux scalps taken along the Powder River. They dashed into
camp, firing off their guns, and their wives and sweethearts
ran out to receive them with the utmost joy, while a wail for
the dead went up from their relatives.

I was completely fascinated with the life in that great village

of skin lodges, the color, the jollity, the good-will and kindness
encountered everywhere. Getting into camp sometimes before
the train, I would pick out our camp, unsaddle, put my rifle-
belt of ammunition on it, with field-glasses, and go visiting all
around the village, without seeing my property for hours in
the midst ‘of that camp of more than three thousand wild
Indians.
- The Crows were very primitive in those days. All they had
of the white man’s manufacture was a few blankets, beads, guns
and some saddles made by Main & Winchester, of California.
Many rode saddles of their own make, but there was not a
wagon nor a white man’s suit of clothes among them. My rifle,
ammunition, and field-glasses would have been a fortune for a
Crow, but I never lost so much as a cartridge in that village,
although I left my belongings unguarded for hours. I wonder
how long one of their beaded fire-bags would last if left on the
pavement in one of our large cities.

The buffalo runs were under control of the soldiers, who
had the management of the whole village. Buffalo runs were
allowed only on certain days agreed upon among the chiefs.
The herds were carefully watched by the young soldiers to
note the direction they were moving, and none was allowed to
shoot a gun on an off day, or disturb the herds, under pain of
being “soldiered,” i.e., punished by the soldiers. If men had
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been allowed to shoot any time they wished, the buffalo would
soon have been driven far away from the village, and the people
would have gone hungry. It was a severe punishment for the
aged, crippled, and wounded to have to move frequently to
keep up with the buffalo; and in order not to frighten the
animals and prevent them from going far away, the soldiers
would select a small bunch far from the main herd to avoid
alarming them. Everybody who wanted meat would go out
under the direction of the soldiers and drive them away so as
not to scare the others, and would kill every one if possible.
Sometimes a family would get out of meat, and the man
would get stubborn. The soldiers would see him tying up
several pack-ponies in front of his lodge; on an off day that
would mean that he was going after meat. A soldier would
quietly cut the ponies’ ropes and drive them out of camp, while
the owner was inside his lodge. This would put him in a fury,
and he would then take his packs somewhere out of sight and
saddle, and get out of camp, thinking he was unseen. He would
kill an antelope or buffalo, and the soldiers would come up
out of a ravine, break his gun, and maybe slit his lodge-cover
into ribbons and beat him with a quirt. This was not the act
of an individual but the act of the tribe for the protection of
its food, a tribal punishment, and was called soldiering—to
soldier a man. To soldier-kill was not a murder but a tribal act.
I once knew of an officer sent out on the range with a large
band of Indians, who were out to make meat. He went with
them to prevent complications with white men. He was told
not to hunt on an off day, but he announced that he was the
commander there and would do as he pleased and would not
be told by Indians what he might or might not do. He started
out on an off day to kill an antelope and, seeing one, first
looked all around to make certain he was alone. He saw no one
but as soon as he fired at the antelope Indians began coming
up out of ravines, seemingly from under the ground. They gave
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him a good beating over the back with their bows and told
him that a second offense would mean his death. -

This action was far different from that of Lieutenant G. K.
Warren in 1855, who went on an exploring expedition west of
the Black Hills of Dakota. He was met by a band of Sioux
under their chief, Bear’s Rib, who told him that they were
holding the buffalo between the Black Hills and the Big Horn
Mountains until their robes were in proper condition; that the
buffalo were their shelter, food, and clothing, and if he went up
there he would likely drive away and scatter their winter food.
Bear’s Rib said he was a friend of the white men but did not
believe he could control his warriors if their food were inter-
fered with. Warren replied that those were their buffalo, and
he certainly would not interfere with them, but would turn
back, going through to the east side of the Black Hills, thence
north, and out of the way of the buffalo. If all white men had
been as considerate of the Indian as Lieutenant Warren, we
would never have had such bloody clashes.

Lieutenant Doane, although of the Second Cavalry, with only
five men of his own troop, was put in command by General
Miles of De Rudio’s Troop E of the Seventh Cavalry. He had
been with the “lost tribes of the Second Cavalry,” the squadron
stationed at Fort Ellis, Montana, ever since 1868, and he was
a thorough plainsman, able to do everything anybody else
could do on the prairie except interpret. I modeled myself on
him as a soldier, watched him carefully, and learned from him
how to set up an aparejo and to throw the diamond so that,
if the packing should be delayed, we two would pitch in to
help pack ourselves and get the command out of camp in a
hurry. There was no delay, for no one loitered where we were
in the train, and we could put our hands to anything and
show others how it was done. I was by that time an interpreter
in a small way, knowing enough to get about, but not yet able
to interpret in council.
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We left the Crows on the Musselshell and marched up the
Swimming ‘Woman Creek toward the Snowy Mountains and
the Judith Gap. We spent two nights of clear moonlight on the
banks of the Swimming Woman. Nearing the Judith Gap next
day with Jack Baronett, the scout a blacksmith, and one
other whose name I forget, we were about two miles ahead
of the troop. Jack looked up and said, “There the Nez Percés
are now!” and we could see a party of twenty Indians in the
gap.

The blacksmith said, “Let’s charge them!” I did not want
to charge them a little bit, but I was very green and thought
that if a blacksmith was willing to charge, it would not do for a
second lieutenant to demur, and so we galloped right at them,
revolvers drawn. They did not seem at all disturbed, and when
we got almost within shooting distance Jack called out,
“They’re River Crows!” Had they been Nez Percés, as we
thought at first, they would have killed us as dead as Julius
Cesar, which would have served us right for being such fools.

Two railways now run through the Judith Gap, and passing
through on the train lately I had the pleasure of pointing out
to Mrs. Scott the place I once nearly lost seven years’ growth
from fright, while charging twenty men with four.

When we were camped in the gap, watching for Nez Percés
to come along, an Indian came in with a despatch giving us the
news of the battle of the Big Hole, far westward from us, be-
tween Joseph, the Nez Percé chief, and General Gibbon with
the Seventh Infantry.

Doane had told us where the Nez Percés were going to go a
month and a half before they actually went. He knew that
country and the habits of the Indians so well that he could
predict everything they did. He saw that our supplies were too
low to wait for Indians to travel all that distance from the
Big Hole, and so we went into Fort Ellis to reshoe and refit.
Colonel Allen and Doane had been trying to get up a Crow
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war-party to go with us to strike the Nez Percés somewhere
west of Fort Ellis. The Crows refused to say anything except
that “the Nez Percé heart was Crow, and the Crow heart was
Nez Percé,” showing their friendship for their own color; and
despairing of getting any Crow Scouts, we started off without,
them.

At our camp that night we heard many small parties coming
singing on the prairie. The next morning there were two hun-
dred Crows in camp, ready to go to war with us. It was their
custom to rendezvous at the first camp out at night, and to
come singing across the prairie so we would not mistake them
for enemies and fire on them in the darkness.

As soon as we could refit and draw rations at Fort Ellis,
we loaded a number of wagons and started for the Yellowstone
Park, where Doane said he was going to intercept the Indians.
We took our pack-train also, intending to send our wagons
back from Gardners River, for there were no roads beyond.

The Crows began to drop out before we had gone far, parties
leaving in the night, each morning seeing fewer and fewer,
until we had only twenty left, who stayed with us to the end.

Going through the second and third canyons that lead down
to Cinnabar Mountain with its red streak, called the Devil’s
Slide, we could see a column of smoke far in the distance.
Soon the Crows came rushing in back behind the troops, saying
that the Nez Percés in front were as thick as the grass on the
ground. They threw off their saddles, painted their faces, put
on their war-bonnets, and came rushing to the front again,
riding bareback. Soon Jack Baronett and Colonel Allen came
back, reporting that the smoke we saw was at Henderson’s
ranch on the Yellowstone, set afire by Nez Percés. Jack an-
nounced his intention of going back there, and I announced
mine of going with him, and asked Doane’s permission. He
said I could go if T would take ten men and the troop would
come along as fast as it could behind. I told him I didn’t want
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ten men; that that was just enough to get us all killed as
Rains was Kkilled by these same Indians with fifteen men in
July; that they were not enough to make a fight with, and I
could not leave them, whereas Jack and I could at the first sign
separate in the brush, where Indians would not follow, and get
away. But Doane said, “You can’t go without them.” “Get
them out then,” I said, “in a hurry,” and changed my saddle
to my best horse, ready to go, and we were away in less than
ten minutes, leaving the troop to follow with the train.

It seemed that there were three men and a boy staying in
Henderson’s ranch on the Yellowstone, near the mouth of
Gardiner’s River. Two had gone down to the Yellowstone to
fish, three hundred yards from the house, leaving one man
lying on the bed and the boy working about the place. After a
while the man arose, walked to the door and looked up the
road. Seeing eight Nez Percés Indians charging down toward
the house, he called to the boy, and both seized all the rifles
and ammunition and ran to the other men fishing; all hid be-
hind the bank, watching. The Indians came up behind the
house, got the horses out of the corral, set fire to the house,
and went back to join ten others who had stopped, watching
from the hillside. Then the eighteen went back, driving the
horses up the river. The white men put us on the Indian trail
at once, and we pushed them hard enough to get back nineteen
horses. We rounded a point and at McCartney’s cabin in
a side gulch found a white man lying dead at the door, not
yet cold. He had been standing in the doorway, looking out,
when one of the Indians we were chasing rounded the point and
shot him. He had plunged forward on his face, and been shot
again, the bullet going the length of his body.

The trail led past the base of an extinct geyser cone called
the Liberty Cap, near where the hotel is now, and I proposed
first to follow it, and bury the dead man afterward; but Jack,
who had spent his life in that country and knew it far better
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than I, would not hear of it. He said we could be ambushed
from a near-by ridge at twilight and we must get right back
lest a larger force get us all, and it was too dark anyway to
follow the trail. I depended largely on Jack’s superior experi-
ence and judgment, and we went back to find the troop camped
on an irrigating ditch, in which we could lie with access to
water and make a good fight, if attacked by a large force.

That night Doane told me to take twenty men next morning
to go to Baronett’s Bridge and see if the Indians had crossed
there, and to set fire to the grass coming back to burn the
Indians out of the Yellowstone Valley. The Crows could not
be induced to go ahead, and I paid one named “Full up to his
Throat” to ride with me thinking he would be apt to hear or
see something in one of the copses I might miss along the trail,
and give us warning. He rode along by my side every day for
more than a month.

They wanted me to go on the trail down Blacktail Deer
Creek, but I refused to follow any trail, knowing that if the
Indians were there they would hide in the quaking aspen copses
along the trail and give us a blizzard of bullets as we came
along. We did not go over a ridge until we were assured all
was safe beyond. With great difficulty in getting the horses
down and up, we crossed the deep, narrow box cafion of
Blacktail Deer Creek where there was no trail. The edge of
the cafion was held by ten men to hold back any Indians who,
though unseen by us, were doubtless watching us all the time,
to keep them from coming up on the edge and killing us
all like rats, The other ten went down with me, and we climbed
out on the other side. Then we held the cafion edge for the
others. I felt very uneasy at putting the cafion between me
and the command, but had to carry out my orders.

After crossing the cafion, we went on to the bridge, which
was still intact. It had been built by Jack Baronett at the
mouth of the East Fork of the Yellowstone, and was the first
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bridge ever put over the Yellowstone River. We set fire to the
grass as ordered and started back to camp, having seen no
Indians. There were Indians there, however, even if we could
not see them, for we picked up two of General Samuel D.
Sturgis’ scouts, Groff and Leonard, who had come across the
mountains and were going down the river, traveling on the
trail I would not use in order to avoid just what happened to
them. They were fired at from one of the quaking aspen
groves; their Warm Spring Indian boy was killed with all
the horses, and Groff shot through the neck. Groff and Leonard
had scattered into the brush. We took them into camp with us,
where the surgeon dressed Groff’s wound. Later they were
both killed by the Nez Percés.

I found on my return to camp that night that a party of our
men had gone to McCartney’s cabin, at Mammoth Hot Springs,
to bury the man killed there—named Dietrich, from Helena,
Montana—and had seen Indians following along behind the
crest of the divide, watching me all day.

That little chase the day before after the eighteen Nez
Percés had momentous consequences we little dreamed of and
surely never intended, since with us it was mostly a lark.
None of us had thought that with ten men we could beat the
Indian force that had nearly overcome the Seventh Infantry;
we had only wanted to drive in their advance-guard and maybe
get back the horses, if we were quick enough, and we actually
were quick enough to get back nineteen. It was months after-
ward that I learned what had really resulted.

Chief Joseph, on various occasions since, has repeatedly told
me that they had intended to go out to the buffalo country,
down the Yellowstone Valley, leaving the mountains where the
river turns northeast—now the site of the town of Livingston,
Montana. But they were diverted by seeing us in front. They
had been surprised by General Gibbon and the Seventh In-
fantry in their front at Big Hole, and had caused General
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Gibbon to fortify, after he was shot in the leg. They would
have killed the entire command, corraled as it was away from
water, if General Howard, following their trail, had not raised
the siege. The Nez Percés had enough to think about with
General Howard on their trail, and they did not wish to
encounter any more troops on their front, with the risk of
being caught between two forces.

The eighteen we chased back were Joseph’s scouts, feeling
far in his advance, who returned and reported meeting troops
down the river. No one could imagine that we would chase them
that way unless we had a strong support behind us. The
Yellowstone Valley here is hemmed in between high mountains
with little room to maneuver. If both ends of the valley were
closed by troops, the Indians could never hope to save their
women, children, and horses, and ‘s, instead of trying to go
on down the river, as originally imtemded, they crossed the
Yellowstone at the Mud Geysers just below the outlet of the
Yellowstone Lake, and went up Pelican Creek, across the
mountains and down Clark’s Fork of the Yellowstone, which
they recrossed at the mouth of Cafion Creek, just above
Billings. This change from crossing at Livingston put them
more than a day’s march nearer General Miles at Tongue
River, thus losing them several days, without which it would
not have been possible for General Miles to overtake them, as
he brilliantly did within a day’s march of the British line. White
Bird, one of their chiefs, escaped Miles, finding shelter with
Sitting Bull across the border.

I was first told of this by Joseph in 1877, and his informa-
tion was confirmed by a signed statement obtained by the Nez
Percé agent at Nespilem, Washington.

I will speak of Miles later in this narrative, for I was to
know him better some years afterward. But chronologically,
more than passing reference belongs to him at this juncture.

Then colonel of the Fifth Infantry, commanding the district
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of the Yellowstone, his capture of the Nez Percés was one of
the most brilliant feats of arms ever accomplished by the
American Army, considering the immense distance he had to
travel through primeval country. He was a remarkably manly
and handsome officer. The first time I had seen him was the
summer before at Fort Keogh, sitting on a cracker-box on the
north side of the Yellowstone, whittling a stick, where he called
me “Scott,” which caused me to swell visibly with pride. We
once rode together from Fort Buford to Fort Stevenson, where
he took an ambulance and a small escort from my troop and
drove the seventy-five miles into Bismarck in one day.

When we returned to camp that night, Doane put a cordon
of Cossack posts around the camp. De Rudio had the one on
the trail. We were awakened in the middle of the night by a
great commotion, and De Rudio came in, bringing a negro he
had caught coming down the trail, each taking the other for a
Nez Percé in the darkness, and a clash was only prevented
because both heard some English.

The negro told us that he and Dietrich were from Helena,
and had been with a party in the Yellowstone, ignorant of any
Indians in the vicinity. 1he Nez Percés had surprised their
camp in the Firehole basin, captured a man and his wife, with
her sister and brother from Helena, and were bringing them
along the trail, all mounted. Reaching the foot of a steep hill
not far from Mary’s Lake on the divide, an Indian rode up and
shot the husband with a small pistol, striking him on the head
with a soft bullet that flattened and failed to penetrate the skull
and he fell off his horse. His wife took his head in her lap,
but was dragged away, and she believed her husband dead. He
lay for a long time in a faint, but, coming to, he rose on his
elbow, and a passing Indian shot him again, making a wound
in his hip, throwing him into another faint. When he came to,
the Indians had all gone by. He traveled on his hands and
knees for a while, and then was picked up by Howard’s scouts,
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He and I occupied opposite corners of a room on Boteler’s
ranch, where I was sick with pleurisy for a while.

His wife was taken forward with her brother and sister until
Chief Joseph sent his young men back to take mules from
General Howard, and then Joseph generously used the oppor-
tunity to give the man and his two sisters horses and let them
go home. They reached Helena safely, the woman under the
impression that her husband was dead. She was overjoyed to
find that he was alive at Boteler’s ranch on the Yellowstone,
and came after him in a carriage.

But Dietrich had escaped from the Nez Percés and came
with the negro to McCartney’s cabin. The boy hid in the grass
and eventually reached Virginia City. Citizens came to Mc-
Cartney’s to get the wounded man and wanted Dietrich to
return with them, but he refused, fearing to leave the hiding
boy alone. So they left him. The eighteen Nez Percés were later
seen approaching, and Dietrich and the negro climbed a tree
back of the house and saw the war-party of eighteen loot the
cabin and go down the river to Henderson’s. Dietrich got tired
and climbed down out of the tree, leaving the negro still there.
When I chased the eighteen back, they came suddenly around
a point and killed Dietrich in the doorway. The negro re-
mained in the tree until night; then, starting for Helena afoot,
he ran into De Rudio in the middle of the night and finally
reached home in safety.

No Indians ever waged war as humanely as the Nez Percés.

We planned that night to go forward to meet the Nez Percés
the next day, not knowing that our presence in the Yellowstone
Valley had caused them to leave it at the foot of the lake,
Others of our scouts reported Indians up Gardiner’s River.
A courier, however, brought a despatch from Colonel Gilbert,
Seventh Infantry, ordering us to await his arrival with L
Troop, Second Cavalry. General Sherman, who had lately
been in the Yellowstone, authorized Colonel Gilbert to take
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over General Howard’s command, if he desired to give it up,
since he was now outside the limits of his department. Gilbert
arrived next day. Doane begged him with tears in his eyes tc
go forward the following day, but he refused, saying that he
was only trying to reach Howard and did not want to be de-
layed by a fight and miss him.

If he had gone forward as Doane advised, he would have
met Howard that day at Baronett’s Bridge, but instead he
turned back down the Yellowstone thirty miles to Tom Miner’s
Creek, up which he went on an old Bannack trail over to and
up the West Gallatin, striking the Madison eight days after
Howard had passed. He had no idea of marching cavalry;
and fearing to separate his command, although away from
the zone of operations, he camped two troops and two pack-
trains without grain in a mountain pocket, where there was
grass for only half the number; the animals whimpered all
night for food, although there was another pocket half a mile
away. The animals of that command were starved until they
became too weak to carry a man. We piled up twenty-five
saddles on the West Gallatin and left them there, unable to
transport them, and we sent twenty-five horses down the Madi-
son by easy stages to Fort Ellis to recuperate. Gilbert took
Jack Baronett and our best horses, trying to catch up with
Howard, but never reached him, and we started back through
the park, traveling slowly down the Yellowstone so that our
animals might recuperate. .

My horse and my orderly’s got too weak to carry us, and
we made fifty miles over Mount Washburn in two days and a
half, walking and leading our horses. One would have to pull a
horse uphill and the other would push and then go back for the
other horse. I got caught in my shirt-sleeves in a sleet-storm
on a mountain—in August—and got a bad case of pleurisy.
I had a tent-fly for shelter, open at both ends, which allowed
the sleet and rain to enter. They waited for me one day, my



Service on the Plains 69

orderly giving me the most tender care. He put his extra socks
on my feet and put hot stones at them. We had no wheeled
vehicles and had to go on; so I was lifted on my horse and
bandaged in the saddle, with my knees almost under my chin.
Every step of the horse would stab my lungs like a knife, but
we had to travel until we reached Boteler’s ranch and could
get some food for the men.

Nearing the divide at the head of Trail Creek on the road
to Ellis, I saw a mountain sheep drinking about two hundred
yards away. He ran up on a point and stopped to look at us.
I wriggled out of my bandages, and got my rifle from my
orderly, who had been carrying it during my illness. I wounded
him at the first shot, though he did not move; and I was so
excited, never having had a chance at a mountain sheep before,
that I then missed him twice. He ran about ten feet and fell
over dead from the first shot. I felt so elated that it cured
me, and I straightened up and rode the rest of the thirty miles
into Fort Ellis, throwing away my bandages.

BUFFALO RUNNING

Traveling up the Musselshell one day during this Nez Percé
expedition, I was a couple of miles ahead of the troop with
several men; and looking across the Musselshell, which ran
between perpendicular banks twenty feet high, I saw what I
thought was a’clay-bank pony, standing with his head down
among the rose-bushes. I called out, “There is a lost pony.”
But it was a magnificent bull elk, which, hearing me call,
raised his head out of the rose-bushes, showing a beautiful
set of antlers, then, running toward me, jumped down into
the river-bed, here covered with gravel, and joined a band of
eight or ten elk, clattering up the stream. The river is very
crooked here, winding from side to side of its valley. I rode
out on the prairie to cut off a couple of its bends, then came
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in again ahead of the elk, dismounted, and waited for them
to break out of the brush. A great number came out quite
close to me, but they were cows and calves, or bulls with small
horns, and I let them go until I saw a large bunch break some
distance away from me, one splendid set of horns showing
above the group. I fired from the ground and turned out of the
herd a bull with poor horns. Then I mounted quickly to get
the finer bull. In the meantime elk were breaking out all
around me, and I found myself running in the middle of a large
herd of elk. I forced my way up to the great bull and killed him
with a revolver, and soon got five in all. Then I suddenly found
that my saddle had become loose and I was riding on the
horse’s haunches uphill and on his neck going down, and I
stopped to tighten it. The horse was very much excited, and
by the time I got on him again the elk were a mile away.
Sending for some pack-mules, we soon had my kill butchered
and meat despatched to the troops.

It was very exciting to be running in the middle of a band
of six hundred elk.

We got a despatch on the Musselshell, saying that the whole
regiment was marching up the Yellowstone about parallel with
us, going up the Mussellshell probably forty miles away. The
regiment stampeded the buffalo, which came over our way
in countless numbers, running for dear life. When a big herd
came down, going to the river as into the small end of a funnel,
they jumped over the bank and down into thé river. I dis-
mounted on the bank to kill a calf for supper, but the buffalo,
climbing up the bank, separated on both sides of me about
ten feet away, a long string of them going past my horse,
which was swinging me from side to side, trying to get away
in mortal fright. I could not use my gun because the troop
was in front of me and the pack-train behind, but they began
to shoot into the buffalo from both sides, not seeing that I
was among the herd. I howled at them as loud as I could,
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but the din was so great no one could hear me. After the buffalo
had gone by I expected to see at least a dozen on the ground,
but there were none there.

During our visit at the Crow village, wishing to know what a
real buffalo horse was like, I got the Crow chiefs arguing as
to who had the best buffalo horse in the tribe. The argument
waxed hot, but finally it was agreed by the council that Iron
Bull had the best buffalo horse, and I borrowed it at the
next run. He did not have to be fought with like our horses.
All he needed was to be pointed at the animal selected; then
he would take one so close that one could put his hand on
the buffalo’s back if one wished. He would lay alongside a
little abaft the beam, as the sailorman says.

The buffalo is very heavy forward and turns differently
from a horse, which has to be pulled up and pivots on his hind
feet, while the buffalo pivots on his fore feet like a shot with-
out pulling up. His hind quarters swing around in a flash when
his fore feet are planted, and if you are too far forward his
head is under your horse’s belly, throwing horse and rider
twenty feet, with the horse’s belly perhaps ripped open. In the
running season in July an old bull may stop running and gore
and tramp a man who is helpless with a broken leg or other
injury. The bull behaves very badly in July, far more so than
at any other time.

The Indian used to fight and run buffalo bareback, often
with nothing on his horse but a lariat around the lower jaw
trailing behind, which made it easier to catch the animal if the
rider was thrown. The horse is pointed at the intended victim,
and a good buffalo horse will then do everything himself but
the shooting and butchering. As said before, he lays a little
abaft the beam, and the rider drives a single arrow in behind
the last rib, ranging forward, which skewers many of the in-
terior organs on the arrow. These organs are suspended in the
interior by membranes attached to the ribs, which the next jump
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pulls different ways, and the pain is so great that the animal
stops where he is, and you can continue doing the same thing to
others, without fear your previous victims will escape. When
you fall behind you can go back and despatch the wounded
one at a time and at your leisure. They won’t go away; they
will wait for you and will sometimes bleed to death through
the lungs. There have been many cases when the arrow, meet-
ing with no bone, has been put clear through the body of a
buffalo, to fall on the ground on the other side.

When the pony hears the discharge of bullet or arrow, he
sheers away from the animal, which is liable to plant his fore
feet and swing his head under the pony if too far forward.
The pony may sheer so quickly as to jump out from under
one, throwing one to the ground at the mercy of the bull,
who is not apt to stop apd-gpre one, unless in July, though this
is possible at all times. * "

A sure-footed pony will usually take you in safety through a
prairie-dog village full of dog and badger holes. The thing to
do as you are running behind the herd is to steer him at the
fattest cow you see, judging by the width of her hump, a
barren cow if possible, and then trust all to the pony. I rode
many of the cream of that herd of fourteen thousand head
afterward, and although I had many falls, horse and all, was
never injured, although two Crows were killed among the
buffalo while we were with them.

A few guns were used but most men used a bow and arrow,
as better suited to the purpose. Ammunition was sold by the
traders for exorbitant sums six hundred miles from the rail-
road, and the Indian wanted his cartridges to fight his enemy
and never had enough, whereas, an arrow could be used many
times, or, if lost, could be replaced on the next creek where
there was timber. Although I had all the ammunition I wanted,
I frequently used the bow and arrow, with which I became
very skilful as a boy. Our cavalry horses were very much
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afraid of the buffalo, and most of them could not be urged
any closer than thirty yards, too far to shoot a bow. We
would often shoot a buffalo through with a gun six or eight
times without hitting a vital part, and have him get away,
dying next week at a distant spot. I have known a buffalo to
carry fifteen balls without being knocked down.

While we were a couple of miles ahead of the troop, with
Jack Baronett, who has a peak in the Yellowstone Park named
for him, a discharged blacksmith of the Second Cavalry, Col-
onel Allen, and some Crows, we dismounted on a high eleva-
tion to rest, and began to look all around, as was wise to do
in those days. Allen took a small pair of glasses out of his
waistcoat pocket and looked at the buffalo that covered the
country below and beyond us out of sight. Suddenly he ex-
claimed that he saw a white buffalo. All then took a look
through the glasses, and, sure enough, there was something
white moving among the buffalo far below us. This threw us
into great excitement, for the white buffalo is a rare animal;
possibly one may be found among a hundred thousand black
ones.

We adjusted our saddles for a great run, marking the place
and our course to it, so as to be out of sight and yet have the
wind. We lined up on the opposite side of a hill from the white
one, and when I gave the word we all came up over the ridge
abreast on a fast gallop. I was riding a horse that had won
many races in the Seventh Cavalry before I got him and went
far ahead of the others. We saw at once then that there were
five horses running with the buffalo, one of them white. Near-
ing a blue roan, I very foolishly put my rope down on him
and choked him to a standstill. Having the swiftest horse, I
ought to have left the slow one for those that came after and
gone for a better horse myself, but when I thought of this it
was too late. The blue roan had shoes that had not been
changed for six or eight months, and the hoofs had grown
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around them; his heels were so contracted that they were
badly split in the cleft.

Forty-nine years afterward, in 1926, Mrs. Scott and I were
at a convention of Montana pioneers at Fort Benton, and an
old fellow came up and asked if I knew him; he was greatly
disappointed when I did not. When he told me his name was
Allen, I asked if he still carried that opera-glass in his waist-
coat pocket to look for white buffalo, which showed that I
really knew him. We spent a very pleasant time together until
our train left. When I got back East I found that he had sent
me the opera-glass in memory of old times, and I have it still,
nearly fifty years after I had first looked through it on the
Musselshell at a white buffalo that was not there.

ON THE MARCH AGAIN -

By the time we had finished reshoeing and refitting at Ellis,
orders came for us to go to Fort Benton, the head of naviga-
tion on the Missouri, to act as escort to General Terry, going
up to interview Sitting Bull in Canada.

We reached Helena, out of food, money, and clothing, and
I went to the paymaster, a brother of President Arthur, to get
~. some money, as I had not been paid for six months. He told me
he had no money; Congress had got into a snarl over the
use of the army as a posse comitatus in the South and had
failed to appropriate money for us. He took me around to the
bank and made arrangements to cash my pay voucher for
$125, giving me $100, charging me one fifth of my pay as

~—_discount. We were all ragged, and the Helena paper, com-

menting on our appearance, riding through the town, said our
horses ‘were so bony that a hat thrown at one would catch
anywhere.

- The army would have suffered greatly for lack of money
had it not been for that patriotic citizen, Mr. J. P. Morgan
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- of New York, who said that if the government would not
pay its officers, he would not see them suffer, and he arranged
to have their pay vouchers cashed without profit, for just
what the transaction cost, 1 or 2 per cent., until the next
meeting of Congress, for which act we older officers have
always held Mr. Morgan in grateful remembrance,

Soon after reporting to General Terry at Fort Benton, a
courier came from General Miles, asking to have supplies sent
to him at once. Benton was a small town, but the quarter-
master scraped up fifty two-horse teams. Some of the animals
had never worn harness before, and many of the drivers were
clerks or town men without knowledge of driving. There were
six fine six-mule teams sent to take General Terry over the
Canadian border, but their drivers were infantrymen, picked
without experience, who knew nothing about handling a six-
mule team with a jerk-line. The train was handed over to me
to take out, and De Rudio, with E Troop, went as escort. We
started from Benton at two o’clock with most of the teams
“balky and the drivers drunk, and I must have lost ten years’
growth that day getting the train along. The trail was new to
me, and we had twelve crossings of the Marias and Teton to
make, some of them after dark, so that I did not get into camp
and to dinner until one o’clock in the morning. The wagons
would stick in every mud-hole, and as I was the only man in
the command who could really drive a six-mule team with a
jerk-line, I had to stop at every crossing, take out a six-mule
team and, mounting the saddle-mule myself, jerk every wagon
across, We made a slow and painful progress around the Bear
Paw Mountains to Milk River, where we met a squadron of
the Second Cavalry, to whom I turned over the train; I was
never so glad to get rid of anything in my life.

"We went down Milk River i in search of the Seventh Cavalry
I was allowed to go as far ahead as I wanted; and far in
advance of the command, somewhere above old Fort .Belkn&p,
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a wooden stockade then used as an Indian agency and trading
post, near the present town of Chinook, where the main line of
the Great Northern Railway now runs, I ran across a naked
Indian lying dead among the sage-brush, without a scalp. 1
searched about on the ground for a clue and scon found four
more scalped Indians. Thinking it the work of one of Sitting
Bull’s war-parties from north of the line, I looked about to see
if there were any of them still around to treat me in the same
way, and concluded to leave the neighborhood.

I went on down to the camp of a large number of Upper
Assiniboines and asked them about it. They said that the five
men and two others were Nez Percé scouts who had come to
them, asking them to turn out and help them fight the whites.
“What did you do about it?” I asked. They said, “We held a
council and determined to tell them we had no cause to fight
the whites, by whom we were well treated, and advised them
to go over and see the Gros Ventres, who might want to fight.
We said to each other, ‘Give them a good dinner—give them
the best you have got, for it is the last dinner they are ever
going to eat.””

After their dinner, I was told, they started toward the Gros
Ventre village, and were allowed to get some miles away, when
the young Assiniboine braves saddled up and went out and
killed them all, and their scalps were there hanging on a pole
to dry in the wind.

Leaving the Assiniboine village, I soon encountered Lieu-
tenant Maus with ten men of the infantry, mounted, who said
he was hunting for Nez Percé fugitives from Miles’s fight, and
thought there might be a lot of them in the village of the Red
River half-breeds living on Milk River. I told him that if
there was to be any shooting I would go with him. We went
over and persuaded forty-five Nez Percé Indians to surrender
without a fight. Hiring some Red River carts, we loaded them
with women and children and started for Miles’s camp on the
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Missouri near the mouth of the Musselshell, and I sent a mes-
sage to De Rudio, saying that I would meet him at the Three
Peoples Buttes, three prominent landmarks half-way between
the Bear Paw Mountains and the Little Rockies. We went
down through the battle-field, where I killed a fine young bull.

The weather had become quite cold by that time, especially
at night, and I had left camp only with my rifle and am-
munition. Maus had one moth-eaten robe, and we had besides
our two wet saddle-blankets to sleep on, and about a quart
of cracker-crumbs to eat. I would brush the frost out of my
hair on getting up in the morning, stiff with the cold. The
children would cry all night until we killed some buffalo and
wrapped them up in the green hides, and fed them and our
men with meat without salt, cooked without utensils. Neither
of us had intended to be away from our commands overnight
when we had started, but we were actually away more than
ten days, living on berries, buffalo (straight), mule and any-
thing we could find; watched, doubtless, by hostile Indians
every minute.

The following letter refers to the incident:

Headquarters of the Army,
Washington, June 26, 19o2.
Captain H. L. Scott, 7th Cavalry,
Washington, D. C.
(Through the Lieutenant General Commanding.)
Sir:

After fight with Nez Percé Indians at Bear Paw, Montana, in
1877, which resulted in the capture or destruction of Chief Joseph
and band, on the homeward march information was received that
there was a portion of these Indians on the Milk River, about
twenty-five miles from the British line, they having escaped at the
beginning of the attack. General Miles asked for vlunteers to go
after them. It was considered an especially dangerous duty, as
Sitting Bull was near the British line, and threatened to come down
with a large force and assist the Nez Percé in wiping out our com-
mand, and had he done so the situation would have been extremely



78 Some Memories of a Soldier

serious, considering our small force. Two enlisted men only vol-
unteered. The General then ordered a detachment of eleven men to
perform this duty, assigning me to its command. Near the Milk
River we met you with a detachment of six men, you being a day
or two in advance of your troop. When informed of the object of
my mission, you volunteered to go with me. The number of Indians
that had escaped was unknown, and there was every reason to
expect a fight. We surprised the camp, and captured as near as
I can remember forty-one or two Indians. You were sent to find
your troop, in order that it might take charge of the prisoners,
which you did cheerfully, although the country was infested with
Indians, frequently seen in the distance on high points, evidently
observing our movements. For three or four days after leaving the
Milk River, I do not believe there was a time when hostile Indians
could not be seen.

I desire to express my appreciation of your gallant and valuable
service, voluntarily offered, in the successful carrying out of orders.
No official acknowledgment has been made of this important service
up to this date.

I have the honor to be,

Very respectfully yours,
MaroN P. Maus,
Lieutenant-Colonel, and Aide de Camp.

1st Indorsement. Headquarters of the Army, Washington, D. C,,
June 27, 1902. Respectfully forwarded to Captain H. L. Scott, 7th
Cavalry, through the Adjutant General of the Army.

The details of the gallant and important service performed as
stated herein are well remembered by the Lieutenant General. Cap-
tain Scott’s action in volunteering to perform this duty is highly
commendable, and the Lieutenant General fully concurs in the esti-
mate of his service by Lieutenant Colonel Maus. Due official recog-
nition should be given him for the performance thereof.

THoMAS WARD,
Assistant Adjutant General.
2nd Indorsement. Adjutant General’s Office, Washington, June
30, 1902. Respectfully forwarded to Captain H. L. Scott, 7th
Cavalry, 20 Jackson Place, Washington, D. C.
Henry P. McCaln,
Assistant Adjutant General.
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While riding along, a Nez Percé named Tippit attached him-
self to me, and we rode together every day. The horse he
rode was branded with a big rooster; nobody branded stock
in the Northwest in those days, and I concluded that it was
a Spanish brand and that the horse must have been stolen in
Mexico. Tippit started to teach me Chinook, the jargon used
intertribally on the Columbia and up the Pacific coast. He
would ride silent for a long time, trying to think up the English
equivalent; then he would give me questions and English inter-
pretation: “Cumtox Chinook wawa?” “You understan Chinook
talkin?” “Tenas cumtox.” “Me little understan.” “Nuyu cum-
tox.” “Me heap understan.” “Wake cumtox.” “Me no under-
stan.” “Cumtox Boston wawa.” “You understan white man
talkin?”’ Then to my complete astonishment he began to sing,
“Where, oh, where are the Hebrew children in Chinook?” “Ika
—nika clatawa Siah”—which he had learned from some mis-
sion on the Columbia when a child. Tippit proved an amusing
companion and we encouraged him to talk as we marched along.

We reached the camp of the Seventh Cavalry on the north
side of the Missouri, opposite the mouth of the Musselshell,
where I rejoined my troop and returned the bedding roll I had
been using. General Miles had started for Fort Keogh across
country, with the Cheyenne scouts, Fifth Infantry, and the
Nez Percé prisoners. All the wounded had been sent to Fort
Lincoln by boat. Sitting Bull had sent word that he was com-
ing down out of Canada to wipe us all out, and General Miles
held us here to let him try, but he never came, though some
of his scouting parties were operating in the country. I asked
Nez Percé John if he would like to go up and help fight Sitting
Bull, and he broke out with fervor, “Oh, by God! that too
much—too much fight—eat squash now.” He had been fighting
all summer, and was fed up on it and wanted to turn farmer.
A saying originated from this which was long current in the
Seventh Cavalry: when a stranger asked about some officer
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absent from a campaign, he would be told, “He’s eating squash
now.”’

Another Seventh Cavalry saying was ‘“to lead the pelican.”
This came from the plains of Kansas. Custer had a light
spring-wagon which he kept right behind the troops while on
the march, to carry water, lunch, footsore dogs, or what not.
They carried a wounded pelican in it for some time, right
behind the last troop. The army regulations used to require
that an officer in arrest should march in the rear of the troops,
and it would be said of an officer in arrest that “he is leading
the pelican.”

We were camped on a silted-up channel of the Missouri,
which made a beautiful sward, without brush or rose-bushes,
the edges dotted here and there with giant cottonwood, five or
six feet in diameter, reminding one of an English park. The
weather was quite cold, and at night we would all gather
around a huge fire and listen to stories from the scouts, mainly
from Liver Eating Johnson, who was said to have eaten a
piece of an Indian’s liver in a fit of bravado. His language was
very quaint, and we would often listen to him until one o’clock
in the morning. He was a tall powerful man with a hairy torso
like that of a bull. He carried a sixteen-pound buffalo Sharp’s
rifle, which, with its belt full of ammunition, was a load for an
ordinary man. He would leave camp on foot and soon kill and
dress an antelope, cutting off its head and tying all four feet
together. This he would swing over his shoulder like a sack,
the body under his left arm, and go on and kill another, to be
swung under the right arm.

Billy Jackson was a Blackfoot, who had been a scout for the
Seventh Cavalry the year before, and had been cut off in the
timber with De Rudio, Gerard, and Sergeant O’Neill, left
behind by Reno. Jackson had wintered at Lincoln, Rice, and
Standing Rock, and I had thought in those days that he was
a Sioux half-breed. He had come up the Missouri with us as
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far as Fort Keogh, where I had missed him until meeting him
here. His brother, Bob Jackson, was with him, but was not
nearly so good a man. When Bob Jackson and Liver Eating
Johnson left our camp, it may have been a mere coincidence
that a bunch of our horses left the same night.

The antelope here were more numerous than the buffalo.
They went north into Canada in the spring to drop their
young, and came back in the autumn to winter in the sage-
brush, which rises above the snow south of the Missouri. One
of their main crossings was at the mouth of the Musselshell,
and their number was incredible. One could see a bunch of five
thousand in one place, and go on a few miles and see another
bunch just like it. Moving camp one day, five miles, to change
the grass, the men shot thirty-five out of the column while
marching along. No one knew how many they wounded, for
they carry lead like a grizzly bear or a Sulu Moro. I have
known an antelope, though unable to run, to walk off with
seven 45-caliber carbine bullets through his body, none of
which had struck a vital spot; and I have known one to run
a mile with the lower portion of his heart torn off by an
explosive bullet. It is always best to leave a wounded animal
alone, to allow him to lie down and bleed, when he will soon
stiffen and become unable to rise. Chasing seems to give him
a nervous strength that may carry him far away from you.

A dressed antelope would weigh anywhere from fifty to
seventy-five pounds. Everybody hunted that cared to during
the day, and all the antelope brought in would be thrown on
the pile in the center of camp, about eight feet high, and be
issued out as meat to the troops by the commissary; and
when we moved, every wagon would be festooned outside with
dead antelope carried along for food. People said that there
must have been millions of antelope in the region. The meat
is greatly improved by hanging for a week or ten days in that
climate. Of late years I have several times gone three hundred
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miles a day in an automobile in the same region without seeing
an antelope.

General Miles, losing faith in Sitting Bull’s threats, started
us down the river for home in November. We passed through
Fort Peck, Wolfs Point, and Poplar Creek agencies of the
Assiniboine and Yanktonais Sioux; great villages of three hun-
dred lodges; newly made white skin lodges of buffalo hide,
where everything was full of joy and laughter, with plenty of
buffalo meat hanging up to dry everywhere, and dances, horse-
races, ring and spear games going on on every side. Here I met
old Red Stone, head chief of the Assiniboines, who came to our
camp, made me a great speech in the sign language before the
assembled officers at my tent, and threw down a beautiful
buffalo robe at my feet as a gift “on the prairie,” or a free gift.
Nevertheless I felt that I had to make it up to him with hard
bread, sugar, and coffee.

At Fort Buford I was invited to dinner by Mrs. Robinson,
the wife of the post chaplain, who was from Princeton, a
niece of Joseph Henry of the Smithsonian, and a connection
by marriage, whom I had known from my childhood. She also
invited General Miles, who was going to the railroad with the
Nez Percé prisoners of war. Mrs. Robinson set me to freezing
the ice-cream, and when General Miles entered the front door,
he looked down the passageway and saw me grinding for dear
life at the handle of the freezer.

In 1923 I inspected the Nez Percé agency at Lapwai, Idaho,
where the agent said to me, ‘“You must not leave here without
seeing Jesse Paul.” I asked why I should see Jesse Paul par-
ticularly. He said it was because Jesse Paul had been a little
boy among those Nez Percé prisoners of war I conducted to
Bismarck in 1877 to the railway on the way to prison at Fort
Leavenworth—a ragged little Indian prisoner, with no future
whatever. When Jesse Paul came in he took me two hundred
miles in his own high-powered touring-car, and showed me his
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house far from the agency, with electricity and hot and cold
water. He had raised a fine family of boys on his two-hundred-
acre farm. The agent said Jesse owned mortgages on the farms
of white people, and could go into any bank in the neighbor-
hood and borrow what money he wanted without security;
he was one of the most respected citizens of Idaho. Where is
that man that said, “There is no good Indian but a dead
Indian?”

We passed the site of old Fort Union at the mouth of the
Yellowstone, built by Kenneth McKenzie for the American
Fur Company in 1829—the emporium of the Northwest, now
destroyed—and we refitted at Fort Buford a few miles away.
Here Joseph and the Nez Percés prisoners of war joined us
from Fort Keogh, with some Sioux and Northern Cheyennes on
their way to Chicago to see General Sheridan. These Cheyennes
were the old friends of the preceding spring. My Troop I,
Seventh Cavalry, and a company of the First Infantry, were
started down the river, as escort for the Nez Percés, to travel
225 miles to Bismarck, the end of the railway, whence the
prisoners were to be shipped eastward by rail. I was made
quartermaster and put in charge of the train. I rode in the
wagon with Joseph a part of every day, together with the
Nez Percé interpreter, a man from Idaho named Chapman,
and I rode part of every day in the wagons with the Cheyennes
and Sioux, carrying on my study of Sioux and the sign lan-
guage, of which I never missed an opportunity to learn more.

The night we camped at old Fort Berthold, the agency of the
Arikaras, Mandans, and Gros Ventres of the village, many indi-
viduals of those tribes came out to see the Nez Percés, whom
they had heard of as fighting all summer, but had never seen
before. At a big council held at our camp, Joseph stood up in
the middle of a great circle, containing about fifteen hundred
Indians, whom he addressed in the sign language. There were
representatives there from eight languages including mine, Nez
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Percé, Sioux, Cheyenne, Crow, Arikara, Mandan, Gros Ventre
of the Village, and English. Joseph related his trials and tribu-
lations entirely by gestures, without opening his mouth, and he
was completely understood by all that vast concourse. I have
twice addressed a similar concourse in the sign language, com-
prising members of thirteen different tribes, brought by the
Great Northern Railway in 1925 and 1926 to the mouth of the
Yellowstone to celebrate events at the site of old Fort Union,
but I never saw a more interesting exhibition of the sign lan-
guage than was given by Joseph that day.

Joseph was then a tall, stalwart, active, fine-looking young
man of great force and dignity. His life in Kansas and the
Indian Territory, where many of his people died, did much to
break his body and spirit; this was quite patent at the times
I saw him in Washington in after years. He and his people
were among the finest Indians America produced, but they
were treated most unjustly by the government, first as to their
lands, and secondly in their deportation to Oklahoma, where
they could not live. These Nez Percés received Lewis and
Clark, Bonneville and many other white men with great hos-
pitality and kindness, but their treatment by the white man is
a black page in our history.

A WINTER'S PROGRAM

Arriving at Fort Lincoln in the first part of December, we
began to get ourselves ready to settle down for the winter.
Several snow-storms occurred presaging a cold season.

Suddenly orders came for our squadron to go to the Black
Hills, 225 miles southwest. About three hundred lodges of
Sioux had run away from the Nebraska agencies. They passed
north along the east side of the Black Hills on their way to
join Sitting Bull in Canada, and were trying to slip through
the country unnoticed, but thirty of their young men chased
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the treasure coach from Deadwood, riddling it with bullets.
The driver pulled off the road toward a high rocky hill; com-
ing near, the Indians succeeded in killing a wheeler, which
stopped the coach at the bottom of the hill and enabled the
driver and messenger to get away among the rocks. They
watched the proceedings from their hiding-place and saw the
Indians for half an hour unsuccessfully pound with an ax the
treasure-box, which contained thirty thousand dollars in gold
bullion from the mines. Then they all went away, leaving it
behind, but taking the mail-bags with them.

News of this was carried by wagon two hundred miles to
Bismarck, and our squadron was ordered out to the Black
Hills and had to march two hundred miles to get there. We
passed C Troop going in, which had been in garrison all sum-
mer, and we could not understand why it should be going
back. Some of us were much enraged over this, but I was
as happy out there as anywhere else. We went into camp on
Cherry Creek, but during the time news of the trouble was
coming in and we were marching, several snow-storms occurred
to cover the trail completely. The Indians had been gone a
month, and there was nothing we could do but hunt for the
place where the mail had been opened. Our captain had been
searching in different directions without result when one day
I went with him. I suggested that we follow a straight line,
from their point of departure, to a gap in the hills which they
must have gone through to get out of the valley. About half-
way to the gap a small piece of paper was seen blowing about
over the snow. We dug in the snow thereabout and found
many torn checks on a Deadwood bank. We pieced many of
these together and sent them to the bank.

The old people of the Sioux village deprecated the attack
of some of their young men on the treasure coach, especially
as they had wished to slip through that country without
molestation; and to mark their peaceful intentions they drew a
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picture on a piece of paper of a white man and an Indian
shaking hands and put it in a cleft stick standing up in the
middle of the road. The white man was drawn with a beard
and a plug hat, which differentiated him completely from the
Indian, who was drawn with long braids.

As there were no more Indians creating trouble, we were
drawn into Fort Lincoln the latter part of January and spent
the rest of the winter in the post. I had traveled with troops
more than forty-five hundred miles on horseback since spring
and had traveled as much again without troops, exploring and
hunting, yet had brought my two horses back in good con-
dition. Some I knew that did no hunting used up three horses.

My spare time for the rest of the winter was occupied in
driving Miss Mary Merrill, daughter of General Lewis Merrill,
major of the Seventh Cavalry, who has since become Mrs.
Scott, all over the country, and in visiting the Cheyenne prison
village that Benteen had brought down with his squadron from
Buford in January, to winter at the post. I visited their village
every day, subsidizing White Bear, principally with sugar,
coffee, and other rations, to teach me the sign language, and
we both worked hard at it.

I went down for my lesson one day when the snow had
melted off in the spring, and was surprised to have White Bear
tell me that they were all going to run off that night, leaving
their lodges standing, and go back to the buffalo country where
they could get something to eat. At the post they drew rations
for each member of the family for ten days, and he complained
that in three days these rations were all eaten up and so they
were always hungry. I could not believe he was telling the
truth until I looked about the lodge and saw all their peoperty
tied up ready for packing.

I took the news very casually, going around among the other
lodges as usual, and noticing that all movable property was
ready; then I hurried to the commanding officer to report.
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He would not believe it possible at first; then he sent a guard
down to bring up the principal chiefs, using me as the only
interpreter at the post. These chiefs all said “yes, we are
going back to the buffalo country, where we will not starve to
death.” They became very emphatic and so insulting to the
general that I was reluctant to tell him all they said, but I
gave him enough to make him very angry in his turn. One of
them, Ridge Bear, told him he was a liar when he said they
had enough food; that he, better than the colonel, knew when
he had enough to eat; that he had been accustomed to do as
he pleased when a little boy, and now a grown man he was
not going to let anybody tell him he could not go where he
pleased.

General Sturgis could not believe that I knew enough to
interpret correctly, and so he sent for the Arikara interpreter,
F. F. Girard, who had left the service and settled near the
present site of the town of Mandan, and also for a Cheyenne
man married to an Arikara woman. Then the colonel went
through the interview again. Starting with English, it went
through the Arikara woman to her Cheyenne husband and
back again through the same channels, all verifying what I
had already said.

The colonel then sent a squadron of cavalry to camp at their
village to prevent them from running away at night. Had they
succeeded in escaping they would have had a long start, for the
Heart River was up and there would have been plenty of time
to put the river between them and us before we learned of
their leaving; moreover it would have been a long hard chase
costing many lives, and the colonel would have been dealt
with severely for permitting the conditions of which they com-
plained, and for not preventing their departure. The general
complimented me on stopping their get-away, and directed me
to have the quartermaster present a voucher for a hundred
dollars as compensation for extra service as an interpreter,
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but I told him I could not do that. He might have done far
better for me if he had reported the service, putting it on my
record, but this he was afraid to do lest it bring an inspector
to investigate his management of the Indians.

It did not get on my records for many years afterwards,
when it was put on by the inspector-general, who was at that
time the adjutant of the Seventh Cavalry, in the following
letter now on file in the War Department:

War Department
Office of Inspector General, South Atlantic District,
Washington, D. C., June 19th, 1902.
To the
Adjutant General,
U. S. Army.
Sir:

I have the honor to state that in the spring of 1878 a large band
of Cheyenne Indians were held prisoners of war at Fort A. Lincoln,
Dakota, having been captured the year before by General N. A.
Miles, then Colonel, sth Infantry, and commanding the District of
Yellowstone; Little Chief was, I think, head chief of the band.

The Indians had recently been hostile and the situation was deli-
cate. Captain H. L. Scott, 7th Cavalry, then a 2nd Lieutenant of
the 7th Cavalry, and at that time stationed at Fort A. Lincoln, was
very much interested in the Indians and was beginning the study
which has placed him at the head of the officers of the army in
knowledge of the Indian’s character, his human nature, his method
and thought of action, and of the Indian Sign Language.

He spent nearly all his time, when not on duty, in the Indian
village, became well acquainted with the head men, won their con-
fidence and esteem. On the occasion of one of his visits to the camp,
White Bear told him that as soon as night came the entire village
would depart from the Yellowstone, leaving their lodgings standing.
Captain Scott with adroitness ascertained all he could about the
proposed movement; satisfied himself of its probability by finding
that everything which the Indians could likely take with them was
packed and ready. Captain Scott talked to Little Chief, corroborated
the statement of White Bear; after conversing with him on various
matters so as not to appear very much impressed by the report,
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Captain Scott left the camp immediately, found the Commanding
Officer, General S. D. Sturgis, Colonel, 7th Cavalry, then command-
ing the regiment and Post of Fort A. Lincoln. Two troops of the 7th
Cavalry were sent to prevent any movement by the Indians.

General Sturgis summoned the chiefs and talked to them through
Captain Scott by means of the sign language. General Sturgis was
apprehensive that Captain Scott might have failed to catch the exact
meaning of the Indians. Mr. Girard, an old Indian interpreter of the
Ree language, was summoned from Mandan, and through a Ree
woman who was married to a Cheyenne warrior in the camp, Mr.
Girard ascertained that the report as made by Captain Scott was.
correct in every essential particular, and that the Indians did con-
template running off at nightfall.

The adroitness of Captain Scott, and his prompt action in
this emergency enabled dispositions to be made which pre-
vented an outbreak, and possibly a long Indian war, for which
he deserves great credit, and if it is not already a matter of
record in the Department it should be made so.

I was Adjutant of the 7th C@val;y, and of the post of Fort A.
Lincoln at the time of the occurrene of the facts narrated above.
Very respectfully,

Your obedient servant,
E. A. GARLINGTON,
Major, Inspector General.

The Northern Cheyennes, forced to go to the Indian Terri-
tory by the secretary of the interior, ran away the same spring
from Fort Reno, Indian Territory, a quarter of the army
following them. They killed all the white men they could,
coming across Kansas and Nebraska.

These Northern Cheyennes were on their way with their
women and children, horses and dogs, to the Indian Territory
under charge of the celebrated frontiersman and Cheyenne
interpreter, Ben Clark, who had been chief of scouts for Custer
at the battle of the Washita in 1868. This was a part of the
harsh policy of the secretary of the interior, to assemble all
Indians in the Indian Territory, no matter where their habitat,
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even if it killed them, as it did very many. These Cheyennes
were escorted to the Black Hills of Dakota and thence to
Sidney, Nebraska, by the Seventh Cavalry, from where they
were taken on to Fort Reno in the Indian Territory by Cap-
tain Mauck’s troop of the Fourth Cavalry. A long stay was
made in our camp to recuperate their stock, and I used this
period to learn much from them and from Ben Clark, with
whom I contracted a friendship that lasted during the re-
mainder of his life.

Our camp was immediately under and north of Bear Butte,
a single peak some miles east of the Black Hills range, which
was regarded by the Cheyennes as their principal medicine
place. Many of them climbed to the summit, where they left
presents to the medicine that inhabited the mountain. Some
would go to the top, about twelve hundred feet above our
camp, and stay there three days and nights, without eating,
drinking, or sleeping, believing that the medicine would help
them get horses or perhaps to strike their enemy.

While the Cheyennes were still in that camp on eclipse of the
sun took place that was announced by the public press. I told
the Cheyennes to expect it several days beforehand, but they
did not believe me. They became very much excited when the
eclipse began, shooting off guns and making every sort of
noise they could to frighten away the evil medicine which they
thought was destroying the sun. Their treatment was highly
successful—the sun recovered.

A PACK-TRAIN FOR THE REGIMENT

After the Cheyennes went south, General Sheridan arrived
for the purpose of selecting a site for the new post of Fort
Meade. He took Jackson’s Troop C and went over to Spearfish,
the best stream in the Black Hills, where we all thought he
would locate the post. Something over there displeased him,



Service on the Plains 91

however, and he would have none of it. When he came back to
our camp, he sent Hare and myself to where Fort Meade now
is at Sturgis City, to make a map of that region. We put our
two maps together upon return, and upon this he located the
post.

The Seventh Cavalry officers all made an official call on him
in a body in our colonel’s tent. It was a large hospital tent, but
it was so full and my rank so low I could not get entirely
inside. General Sheridan expatiated upon the value such a post
would have, when Indians broke away from the Nebraska
agencies and went north toward the camp of Sitting Bull; a
telegram to Fort Meade, he said, would enable a cavalry force
to head them off here. I took my courage in hand and asked if
he thought that post would be any good here without a pack-
train. Instead of having me thrown out, it seemed to strike
him just right, for he turned to our colonel, saying: “Sam, do
you want a pack-train? I’ll give you one.”

The Seventh Cavalry had never had a real pack-train before,
because General Terry thought you could catch Indians with
a six-mule team, though he never did it himself. Whenever we
encountered cavalry from General Crook’s Department of the
Platte, away from our wagons, the difference was painfully
evident, for General Crook was the father of the modern
aparejo train. The sound of the pack-train bell means food,
shelter, and ammunition to me; without these an officer, even
on the verge of victory, must let go and retire to save his men
from capture. I fear that the sound of that bell has little mean-
ing nowadays for the men of this age, who listen for the honk
of an automobile, which cannot climb mountains where there
is no road, as can our old long-eared comrade of the plains,
the mule.

Pack-trains are expensive to maintain, and the quarter-
master-general is always breaking them up to save money.
It takes time to make a pack-train and it is not everybody
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who can make one, even with the money. Custer’s train was a
disgrace, improvised from the mules taken from the wagon-
train, and his packers were without experience. His train was
scattered for miles and could easily have been captured had
the Indians known about it.

Notwithstanding frugal quartermaster-generals, the Fort
Meade pack-train given us by General Sheridan in 1878 sur-
vived even the penurious General Batcheler, who stripped the
army of mules, and this train even survived the retrenchment
after the Spanish War. It was sent to the Mexican border in
1912, where the chief packer called on me at San Antonio, and
that train serves the cavalry on the border to this day. I used
to love every mule in it, long ago.

Several times during the summer of 1878 our Troop I would
be sent out eastward after Indians with A Troop, Captain
Moylan in command. Returning from one of these expeditions,
we wanted to camp at Washté Springs, but no one knew where
it was. Nearing the Belle Fourche River, we saw some men
riding off to one side of it to avoid meeting us. I started over
to ask them where Washté Springs was, when they began to
gallop away. I cut them off and asked them why they were
running away. They disclaimed running away, saying they
belonged to a bull-train and were trying to catch up with it.
I noticed that their horses were too good for bull-whackers,
but there was nothing to be done about it. I got the directions
for the springs and let them go. We made camp at the springs
and were sitting down to dinner some hours afterward, when
along came Seth Bullock, marshal of the hills, with a posse in
pursuit of the men I had stopped. They had had a battle with
the messengers on the Sidney treasure coach, had killed a tele-
graph operator on the box, and were going east with thirty
thousand dollars’ worth of gold bricks from the mines; there
was five thousand dollars reward offered for each one of them.
I had had them in my hand with two troops of cavalry to help
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hold them, but they were ahead of the news, and we knew
nothing about it until Seth Bullock arrived.

Bullock followed them with his posse toward the Missouri
River, where they were seen camping at a water-hole. Seth
wanted to take them right away, but his posse refused, well
knowing they were desperate, having already killed one man.
They agreed to go on past as if they knew nothing about them
and return to surround them in the darkness and tackle them
at daylight. This they proceeded to do, but when daylight came
there was nobody there. One was captured trying to sell a gold
brick in Iowa and was being taken west of Omaha when he
jumped out of the car window. The train was stopped and a
great search made for the fugitive, until the conductor had to
go on, leaving the search party still hunting for the prisoner.
It was found later that he had never left the car, but had
climbed up and was lying flat on top and was carried swiftly
away from his pursuers. He was captured further west, how-
ever, and was sent to the penitentiary.

In 1920 I was inspecting the Sioux agency at Standing Rock
when the governor of North Dakota invited me to Bismarck
and a dinner was given to me and other old-timers. Alexander
McKenzie, who had been sheriff there in my youth, was one of
the guests. He had become very wealthy and was the political
power of that region. We got to talking about old times and
he asked me, “Do you know who those robbers were you
had in your hand?” I told him that I did not and that we
were continually on the march for months afterward without
sleeping in a house or seeing a paper. He said, “Those were
Frank and Jesse James who did that job, and you had them
both.”

While moving along the trail of the Bismarck stage, we
noticed that the passing stages were overladen with pas-
sengers. We asked what the excitement was and were told that
“color’” had been found in the Bear Paw Mountains of the
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Upper Missouri, and that there was a stampede for the Bear
Paw. Everybody was leaving from the Hills, and we even saw
men riding that 225 miles to Bismarck on the break-blocks be-
cause the stage was too full to hold them—all to no purpose,
it developed, for there was never pay dirt in the Bear Paw
Mountains.

We were sent east again to Pinau Springs, about seventy-five
miles out on the Sioux Reservation, because the Sioux were
reported as bothering the stages. On the return we passed
through a gap in the outer rampart of the Black Hills and saw
a battalion of infantry going south. Encountering their wagon-
train, we asked where they were going. It was then we heard
that Red Cloud, chief of the Ogalalas, had broken out on the
Missouri River, after killing his agent, and had gone back into
the hiterland, nobody knew where; the Northern Cheyennes,
taken down to the Indian Territory in 1876 by Captain Lawton,
Fourth Cavalry, had broken away from Fort Reno, and were
coming north, killing everybody in their path through Kansas
and Nebraska, to join the Ogalalas, with whom they were
intermarried. I made passing reference to this before but it was
in the foregoing manner that we learned of the danger.

The orders were for us to draw thirty days’ rations and
catch up with the infantry battalion and other troops of the
Seventh Cavalry and prevent the Cheyennes from forming a
junction with Red Cloud. We stopped right there, fortunately
near some water, unloaded our wagons, throwing everything
on the ground, and Hare took the empty wagons to where they
were building Fort Meade, for the thirty days’ rations. On his
return we took up the trail down into the bad lands of Bad and
White rivers, across the Cheyenne, making night and day
marches, camping at times without water, in a frantic effort
to overtake the others. After a toilsome night march, we
reached their camp on White River at the mouth of the
Wounded Knee (Chankpé opi wakpala) at seven o’clock in the
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morning, just as they were leaving camp. We were told to get
breakfast there and join the infantry right away, although
our men and animals were nearly done for.

We caught them up near the Porcupine Tail Butte in the
forenoon. When we stopped for lunch, the officers all con-
gregated on a high place, from which we could overlook the
country, when some one exclaimed, “There are Red Cloud’s
horses now!” I carried a small telescope, through which we all
took a look. We could see color and movement about six
miles away, and everybody was convinced that they were Red
Cloud’s horses. It was all settled to everybody’s satisfaction,
when I declared that they were not horses but Texas cattle.
That brought out a roar of derision; the buffalo were hardly
out of the country, and there were no cattle ranches yet estab-
lished; how did I, a four-eyed man, have the impertinence to
maintain my views against those of men who could really see?

Nevertheless I stuck to my opinion and, sure enough, when
we got near, we found that it was a beef herd under contract
for the agency, being driven up on the cattle trail from Texas.
Then they wanted to know how I had come to the conclusion
they were not horses, too far away to distinguish the shape.
I told them I had spent some time the previous summer with
the Crows, who had more than fourteen thousand head of
horses; each lodge would have from two to five hundred head,
many of them bred in that bunch. A little Indian boy could
round them up, drive them to water right through the other
bunches, and if one got separated from his own bunch he
would howl until he was answered and got back among his
own. After watering, they would be driven out to the hillside
and left where there was room to graze, in bunches, each be-
longing to a different lodge. The animals we saw on the
Wounded Knee were not bunched—we could see movement
and color—but they were scattered irregularly over the hill-
side; and I knew that they were cattle because they were not
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in lodge bunches, as cattle have no such affinity for each other
as horses. There were old captains there who had served on
the northern and southern plains and had been in every fight
the Seventh Cavalry ever had, who did not know that. Many
were first-rate garrison soldiers, who knew their drill, took
good care of their men, and who never made a mistake in their
muster-rolls. but who were blind on the prairie.

TROUBLE WITH RED CLOUD

Going up to Red Cloud’s village on White Clay Creek, I
noticed ugly signs. Red Cloud was said to have five thousand
young men, many recently from the hostile village, and I
could see that they were in'a very ugly mood. When passing
one on the trail he would dsaw off to one side, cover his face
with his blanket, and refuse to answer a question; and when
riding near they were seen to be carrying two belts of
ammunition, one around the waist, and the other over the
shoulder. I could feel trouble in the air.

There was no interpreter with the command, when one was
needed most, nor any Indian scouts. When the head of the
column stopped at Red Cloud’s lodge, they sent back in the
column for me and I was told I was wanted as interpreter.

Red Cloud was in a most surly mood. There he stood in the
presence of eleven troops of cavalry and boldly asked: “What
do you come looking for here? My young men don’t want you
here. If you come here looking for a fight my young men will
fight you. If you don’t want to fight, you go home.”

It was a good deal of responsibility to throw on a young man
only two years out of West Point; I not only had to act as
interpreter, and extricate the commanding officer from the
tense situation, but must still preserve his dignity. Fortunately
I succeeded.

It was found that Red Cloud had not killed his agent, as
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reported, but had left the Missouri, where the Ogalala, with
Red Cloud, and the Brilé Sioux with Spotted Tail, had been
taken the year before, to save the two-hundred-mile haul of
their supplies; and Red Cloud had broken away, taking the
agency beef herd without permission. They were evidently very
cross, and I warned the commanding officer to look out for
trouble.

We went a day’s march away to camp, and I was sent back
to live in Red Cloud’s lodge for a few days to keep tab on
what he was doing. Indians are always hospitality itself, and
he made me welcome in his lodge. I stayed there three nights,
watching. I could not see that anything overt was under way
but felt that I had no friends there and that hostilities might be
brewing without my knowledge.

Red Cloud was an excellent sign talker, but he made his
gestures differently from any one I had ever seen before or
since. While each was perfectly distinct, they were all made
within the compass of a circle a foot in diameter, whereas they
are usually made in the compass of a circle two and a half
feet in diameter. We talked about everything under the sun,
but he would not give me any clue to what made him so ill-
humored, and to what was actuating his young men. I never
did learn until I made a visit to Pine Ridge in 1920, when the
half-breed Sioux interpreter Billy Garnett told me that Red
Cloud saw troops coming from Laramie and from every direc-
tion, to rendezvous near him. He would not believe that it was
on account of the Northern Cheyennes coming north from the
Indian Territory, but thought we were all brought there to
arrest him for making off with the agency beef herd without
permission, until one of the Cheyennes left Dull Knife and
Little Wolf somewhere south of the Niobrara, and came in
with one lodge to tell Red Cloud that it was true the Cheyennes
were at war; after which Red Cloud softened and matters
returned to their normal condition.
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When the Cheyennes neared the Red Cloud country, for
which they headed, they slowed down, intending to work their
way a few at a time unnoticed among the Sioux. Little Wolf
separated from Dull Knife (Mila Pésni) south of the Niobrara,
and went far east among the sand-hills of Nebraska. Dull
Knife worked his way slowly and cautiously north of the
Niobrara and, encountering a squadron of the Third Cavalry
suddenly in a fog, to the surprise of both parties, surrendered
without a fight, and the prisoners were brought into Fort
Robinson.

Their principal men, Dull Knife, Wild Hog, and Old Crow,
got permission to come down to my tent under guard. They
were the scare-heads in the Eastern dailies at that time, and we
all wanted to know why they had run away from Fort Reno.
The officers of the seven troops of the Seventh Cavalry present
gathered at my tent to learn, and they told us the whole story
in the sign language. I would interpret the technical signs, but
many others were made that were such natural imitations that
everybody there who did not understand signs comprehended
what was said with little assistance. They told also of a visit
to Washington in 1873, where they attended a circus and saw
a white man jump off a spring-board over five horses. They
made everybody understand that they had seen an elephant,
although the language contains no sign for an elephant. They
told us with great earnestness that they had run away from
Fort Reno on account of the many deaths from fever, de-
termined to die quickly in battle rather than at a slower rate
by fever, and they said they would die in the North rather
than be sent back. I reported to Colonel Carlton, commanding
the post, that they would never go back alive.

Moylan gave me an order to search the country within eighty
miles to the eastward with ten men, between the Niobrara and
White rivers, for Little Wolf, and to bring him in without a
fight. A large proportion of the army had been chasing Little
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Wolf for months, and how Moylan conceived the idea that I
could bring him with ten men I never learned. We had no
scouts, and I wanted one of the Cheyenne prisoners to go
with me. The matter was broached among the prisoners in the
barracks, where they were confined. After a discussion among
themselves, they announced that Old Crow would go with
me. I told them that was all very well so far as it went, but
would he come back with me? He promised that he would.
The commanding officer, however, refused to let me take him,
saying that he had him safe as a prisoner and I might lose him.
I sent Captain Moylan to try to induce him to let me have Old
Crow, giving many solid reasons, but he was adamant. Meet-
ing Old Bill Rowland, who had been with the Cheyennes for
forty years, I asked him whether he thought Old Crow would
really come back with me. He replied that “he certainly would,
if he said he would.” I took Bill Rowland with me to Colonel
Carlton, who knew him, and at his request the colonel let me
take the Indian.

We got out about ten miles from Fort Robinson when Old
Crow wanted to leave the column to go up on a high butte
to look around. Coming back he said he had seen a troop of
cavalry from Fort Laramie going in to Fort Robinson with
eleven pack-mules and three Sioux scouts, which I verified
when I got back and found to be just as he said. I gave him
a rifle to go off and kill an antelope. He shot the antelope in
some peculiar way so that it could only walk, and instead of
killing it and carrying the meat, he herded it down to the
trail, on which I was about to pass. He made it furnish its own
transportation and killed it right in front of me.

About forty miles east of Camp Sheridan he announced that
he could see Little Wolf’s band in the east. We traveled low
in the ravines, out of sight, and came up suddenly over a ridge,
to find the Indians to be Chase and Hunter of the Third
Cavalry with a fine pack-train. I could get no pack-train at
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Robinson and had to borrow three wagon mules from the
quartermaster, with sawbuck pack-saddles, and had to pack
the bedding, food, and ammunition myself, for there was no
one else to do it until I had taught one man to pack on one
side. Chase and Hunter, however, who were in General Crook’s
department, had a pack-train with every comfort.

I returned to Fort Robinson, without Old Crow’s seeing even
a track, convinced that Little Wolf had never been in that
region. This was confirmed afterward by Little Wolf himself
in Montana. If my orders had told me to find Little Wolf in-
stead of directing me to search a certain country, where he
never had been, I would have kept on until I found him. I
went back to Robinson without him and returned Old Crow to
the commanding officer with thanks.

We all started north for Fort Meade. Nearing the post,
Slocum went ahead and bought up all the canned oysters, in-
tending to give a party in a few days. He had a hole dug in
the floor of his tent in which to keep them. Suddenly the
trumpets sounded the signal to pack up, and we started for
Fort Lincoln, 225 miles to the Northeast, and Slocum came
away, forgetting the oysters, which may be in that hole yet.
He resents even to this day my asking him how his oyster-bed
is thriving.

I admired a horse of Benteen’s troop that was being ridden
temporarily by the lieutenant-colonel. At every halt I would
go up to take in his points, and the orderly holding him would
say, “Look out, lieutenant; he don’t like fur and will strike
you with his fore feet if you get too near.” I noticed the lieu-
tenant-colonel was not wearing his fur coat, although it was
quite cold. I asked Benteen to let me buy the horse from the
government, and he said I might if his Lieutenant, Russell, did
not object. Russell said to take him, with his blessing, as he
wanted a driving horse; they had put a harness on this beast
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last winter at Fort Rice, and it had taken all H Troop to get
it off, and I was more than welcome to him.

IN STATION AT FORT TOTTEN

I bought the horse at Fort Lincoln. The troops received their
winter assignment here, and we were ordered to Fort Totten,
two hundred miles further east, to take station. My captain
ordered me to go to Jamestown by rail, taking a batch of re-
cruits just received, and my new horse was shipped also by
rail, the troop marching along the railroad.

The day after arrival I got an order to carry a despatch in
a hurry to Fort Totten, eighty-two miles north. The trails
were all covered with eight inches of snow, and a black cloud
in the north promised more storm. It was quite cold, and it
was necessary to wear a buffalo coat and other furs. The new
horse and I had a battle in the streets of Jamestown, but I
soon got on him, furs and all, and trotted him twenty-five
miles without dismounting. This was quite contrary to my
habit of riding horses, but I was afraid that if I got off him
alone, far out on the prairie, I might not be able to mount
again. There was a string of road stations twenty-five miles
apart all the way to Totten, but they were hard to find, since
the trail was completely covered. If I should miss Fort Totten
in that great white expanse I could go a thousand miles north
without ever seeing a human being. But I reached Fort Totten
safely and delivered my despatch within twenty-four hours, on
Thanksgiving Day, 1878. The horse was fresh enough to have
gone back next day, had it been necessary.

The troop arrived in about ten days, and the men settled
down for the winter, Fort Totten was one hundred miles east
of the Missouri River on Lake Miniwakan, the Medicine Lake
of the Sioux, foolishly called Devils Lake by the whites, fifty
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miles long and, opposite the post, nine miles wide. The water
was not too brackish for animals to drink, and it contained
many large pickerel or pike weighing from three to twenty
pounds. This was the agency mainly of the Eastern Sioux from
Minnesota, who had lived east of the sign-talking area, and
when I tried to use signs with them they thought I was crazy
to make those foolish gestures.

The ice on the lake would sometimes freeze five feet thick.
The Sioux would cut a hole through the ice, put some rushes
on the windward side, then put down the head of their robes
on the rushes, on which they sat, bringing the robe up over
their backs; then putting a hook and line down through the
hole, baited with a chunk of meat, and the other end of the
line tied to the middle of a stick, three feet long, for a pole,
they would jiggle the line up and down fot an hour, and
would usually catch three or four big pike.

The wood for the post was hauled nine miles across the lake.
This hauling packed down the snow, and the road-bed was
raised higher and higher, often six feet above the ice. This
track was the only one easily traveled, as the snow was too
deep to go elsewhere. I usually rode across and back on horse-
back for exercise, then drove a sleigh over, the weather often
20° or 40° below zero. I wore a buffalo overcoat, leggings of
buffalo calfskin, over heavy clothes, a fur cap, gloves, and
mask. I wore Blackfoot winter moccasins of buffalo hide, with
hair inside, and with a felt insole an inch thick; silk or cotton
socks next to my feet and over these heavy Dutch socks. It
was necessary to wear hide clothing, for no woven material
would keep out that piercing wind.

My classmate, Slocum, and I occupied the same quarters,
and our main task was to keep the stoves well stoked, for
that was the coldest part of the United States, the coteau of
the Missouri, where blizzards come straight from the Arctic
Circle. The snow would bank up in front of the windows so
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that no one could see through them, and remain that way
until it melted in the spring. Often we would not get our mail
for one or two months; sometimes it would be brought in
by dogs.

The lake broke up on May 5. There was something uncanny
about the disappearance of the ice, It would melt and freeze
for days, melt all around the edge, thirty to fifty feet from the
shore, this space getting continually wider, until there could
be movement of vast ice-fields; then some night it would dis-
appear completely, leaving no trace. The Indians and Red
River half-breeds believed that it sank. I have seen an explana-
tion of the disappearance somewhere in print. The surface
does not melt, for what melts in the daytime refreezes at
night; it is the under surface that melts—because water is
warmer than ice—and the water eats its way up into the under
side of the ice, leaving long spicule in the space between.
Thus the ice gets very thin without showing on top, and one
night the force of the wind moves the ice-field, and it begins
to break up. The spiculz are rubbed together, and, being rot-
ten, the ice ground up by the waves vanishes entirely.

When the ice would melt for thirty feet out from the shore,
we would walk along the edge with a carbine to shoot the big
pike coming out from under the ice to the open water to
spawn. They would thresh about, merely stunned by the shot,
and you would have to get hold of them quickly or they would
escape under the ice.

Lieutenant Robinson shot one and jumped into the water
up to his armpits and threw the fish up on the ice. We helped
him to climb out; then instead of taking the fish by putting
the points of his thumb and forefinger in the eyes to get a
leverage against the skull, he put his fingers in its mouth.
The teeth were long and sharp, and the fish closed down on
his fingers and would not let go until I pried his mouth open
with the muzzle of a carbine.
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When the chicken season began I was in high spirits. The
pointer brought out from the East had too close a range, and
I bought two others, father and son, splendid dogs. The father
was self-taught and had no fine points in his education, but he
was the greatest chicken dog I have ever known. He seemed
to perform miracles when he wanted to, but he never wanted
to in the heat of the day. He was old, and I bought him to use
for one season and used him three. Everybody used him for
years, and he had probably seen the death of more than ten
thousand chickens. We had trouble getting his son from a
French half-breed who had sold him to us, and when Slocum
and I went to get him he refused to part with the dog, because
of his wife. Slocum asked him if he were not master in his
own house and could not do as he pleased with his own
property. He said, “Lieutenant, it is easy to see that you are
not married.” But we got the dog finally, and for four years
I had wonderful chicken shooting. The bay-birds and curlew
were in countless numbers there, but about the time they raised
their young, the chickens which could be hunted with a dog
were ready to shoot, and I never bothered about the others.
All sorts of ducks nested in that country except the black
mallard, and the season began about August 28.

The officers told me they would show me how to get ducks
and would drive out to the mallard slough. If the birds were
flying there that evening we would have some sport; other-
wise they would announce that there were no birds flying and
we would have to go home empty-handed. I wondered about
this all season. There were millions of ducks seen in the air
and on the small lakes and ponds; why would they fly in the
mallard slough one day and not the next? When not shooting
I was driving about seeking an answer to the question. All
the birds and animals have laws of their nature that compel
each kind to do the same thing under the same circumstances.
These laws are very simple and, when once deduced, make the
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finished sportsman and deliver the game into his hand with
little effort.

I learned the laws of the rabbit when a boy at home. The
rabbit, followed by a slow hound, will return to where he is
started from, and one has only to wait until he comes back
to shoot him. I learned of the black bear from the Caddo
Indians by watching their movements when hunting; they can-
not give one their reasons for doing certain things; and the
only means of learning lies in close observation. I learned the
laws governing the mountain sheep from the Crow, the black-
tailed deer from the Sioux and Cheyenne. I never did master
any law for the white-tailed or Virginia deer, perhaps because
none prevailed.

The ducks at Fort Totten rafted in immense bodies far out
on the lake during the heat of the day, and would go inland
toward evening to feed and spend the night, flying over water,
if possible, and I soon discovered that the law governing this
flight was their desire to fly from the big lake against the wind.
If the wind were from the south they went out on the south
side, and vice versa. I soon had twenty-five duck passes, and,
applying the law, never again missed a flight. Why does a duck
want to fly against the wind? Because his feathers are then
smoothed down rather than ruffled, and when they are ruffled
the sharp points of the quills hurt him. Whenever you see a
robin perched on a tree or fence, his face will always be
toward the wind, if there is any, to keep his feathers smooth.
These observations are not to be found in books.

The quartermaster asked St. Paul for a steam-engine for
our schooner. When it came it was too large for the boat and
would have sunk her if used. Then we began the construction
of a good-sized tug, cutting and hauling the oak logs and
sawing them at the agency saw-mill. We built a fine dock of
crib-wood filled with boulders far out into the lake, giving
eight feet of water off the end of the pier, into which we could
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dive; and many a large pike was caught off that pier, although
we were told by the former garrison that it was of no use
to fish in the lake, for the pike would never bite.

This time, not being very expert marine engineers, we made
the boat too large for the engine, though it was excellent in
every other way. The boat went very slowly, not more than
seven miles an hour. General Sherman came to the post for an
inspection, bringing his daughter and an aide, Captain Bacon.
I invited them, as post quartermaster, to go out on the lake in
our home-made steamboat. After we got out a short distance,
the General asked, “What makes this boat go so slowly?” I
told him of our trials and tribulations, and he turned to Bacon
and told him to see that we got a proper engine for our boat.
This time we got what we wanted, and our boat plowed those
seas for years, a credit to a real shipyard.

Those were the days before vegetables were issued to the
soldier, and we raised wonderful crops of potatoes, cabbages,
tomatoes, carrots, beets, and onions. My troop had one thou-
sand bushels of potatoes and splendid heavy heads of cab-
bages and root vegetables such as I had never seen before;
these we stored in a root-house and issued to the troop all
winter. The half-breeds would bring in a train of Red River
carts, loaded with frozen pike from springs that never froze
on the Mouse or James River, where the pike would congre-
gate in the warm spring water in winter, so thick they could
be thrown out with a pitchfork. The trader bought these,
threw them in a great pile on the floor of an empty store-
room where one could pick out the fish that pleased him,
thaw it out, and thus have fresh fish for dinner. During the
summer the Sioux women would bring in wild raspberries and
give us half an oilcanful for twenty-five cents. All this enabled
us to live better and cheaper than we have ever lived any-
where since. We felt abused when the price of beef went up
to seven cents a pound. We killed our own game and fish and
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raised our own vegetables, and when the frost threatened the
tomatoes we picked them green and ripened them in corn-
meal.

I went on a leave of absence for four months in January,
1879. My mother was then living in Princeton with her sister
at Morven, the old Stockton place. My grandfather had died,
and when I turned a corner and met my grandmother she put
her arms around my neck and cried as if her heart would
break. My aunt’s children got scarlet fever soon after my
arrival, and fearing to be put in quarantine, I spent my time
going back and forth between New York and Philadelphia
until the fever was over.

Just before leaving Totten, news came that what I had
predicted about the Cheyenne prisoners at Fort Robinson had
happened. Ordered sent back to the Indian Territory by the
secretary of the interior, they had broken out in the dead of
winter at the fort Robinson and, without food or clothing had
been nearly all killed refusing to surrender to the troops which
tried to recapture them. Dull Knife himself escaped and
reached asylum among the Sioux. Wild Hog, who had been
the most earnest in his determination to die in the North rather
than go back to die of sickness in the Indian Territory, was
captured at the beginning and tried to stab himself with a
fork. This treatment of a fine, virile tribe, one of the most
moral on the Plains marks another black page in our history.
I had warned Colonel Carlton, commanding at Fort Robinson,
months before the affair took place, but he had been sent to
take station at Sidney, Nebraska, and there was a new com-
mander at the time.

Returning from leave, through Chicago, I stopped at the
Palmer House, then the army hostelry, where General Sheridan
and his brother Mike were living. General Sheridan saw me
sitting in an arm-chair against the wall in the lobby, came and
sat down by me, tipped his chair back against the wall, and
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talked to me for an hour about conditions in the Northwest.
I had all the Indian gossip of the Plains—what Sitting Bull
was thinking about—which the General could get from no-
body else except Ben Clark. When he called me “Scott,” plac-
ing me on a conversational level with himself, I swelled up
with pride so that Chicago could scarcely hold me. Both Sheri-
dan and his brother always asked me to dinner whenever I
passed through Chicago, and I never appealed to either of them
for help in vain. The General left me to go to the barber shop,
and a scion of a prominent Philadelphia family, whom I had
known when he was in college at Princeton, came up and asked
me who had been talking to me. I replied, “General Sheridan.”
When he asked where he had gone, I said, “To the barber
shop,” and about an hour afterward I met him again and he
told me he had bought the razor with which the General had
been shaved.

The winter of ’79 and ’8o was exceptionally cold and stormy.
I had seen Miss Merrill a number of times while she was at
school in Philadelphia, and now that she was back at Fort
Yates at Standing Rock, Dakota, I got a month’s leave from
Fort Totten to go there.

I went back over that road in June to be married at Stand-
ing Rock. It was on a still, clear night, with the moon at its
fullest, that Mrs. Scott and I started out on our honeymoon
that has lasted until now. We drove back those eighty-two
miles from the railroad in an ambulance covered with wire
netting to shut out the flies and mosquitoes that were un-
endurable; the greensward was dotted with blue-bells and other
flowers, with now and then a tiger-lily sticking up through the
grass. We started our life together at Totten, and spent there
three happy years, sailing, fishing, and shooting. QOur eldest
son, David Hunter, was born here.

I used frequently to swim my old horse a mile into the lake,
forcing him against his will, then allowing him to turn back.
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He would stretch every effort to go straight back in a hurry,
towing me by his tail. The art of controlling a horse in the
water and making him go where you want him to, whether it
is according to his will or not, was taught me by Hare when
camped on the Belle Fourche River in 1878. It was taught to
my two boys at Fort Sill when they were little, and I have
never seen any one else able to do it. Many horses will swim a
river willingly when they can see the other side, but to be able
to turn them up or down the river and back and forth at your
pleasure, or straight out into a lake where they cannot see
the other side, is a difficult art.

In the fall of 1882 Mrs. Scott took our son and went to
visit her father, General Merrill, who commanded all the troops
escorting the constructors of the Northern Pacific Railway
from Bismarck to the Rocky Mountains, with his headquarters
then at Billings, Montana, I was going to go after her, but was
put to building the telegraph line from Fort Totten, seventy-
eight miles east to Larimore, to meet the Great Northern Rail-
way that had stopped there for a while, and it was time for
Mrs. Scott to come back when the line was finished. Depart-
ment headquarters had notified us that there would be no
change of station that year, and we were settling for the winter
when an order came sending us on a four hundred mile march
‘to Fort Meade in the Black Hills. I gathered up my six dogs
and started with the troop. Mrs. Scott was picked up with our
boy at Bismarck, and we marched across the Sioux Reserva-
tion for the Black Hills, without any sort of comfort. We lost
one man, a recruit who had started out on foot in the snow
to kill a buffalo. I rode fifty miles next day in search of him,
and many parties looked for him far and wide, but no trace of
him was ever found.

We encountered plenty of buffalo, and Mrs. Scott shot her
buffalo on the Moreau or Owl River. After a long march in
great cold, wet, and discomfort, we arrived at Fort Meade.
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We had left comfortable brick two-story barracks, the best
in the Northwest, to march four hundred miles through in-
clement weather to a post where there were no quarters for
us and we had to start building our own of logs, in winter.
There was apparently no emergency to cause this change of
station and it seemed nothing but a wanton disregard of the
comfort of troops.

Shortly after our arrival in January, 1883, Mrs. Scott took
our boy and went east with Mrs. Hare and her little girl on
the stage to visit her family in Philadelphia. The ground was
frozen hard, and the stage carried them right through to Fort
Pierre on schedule time. The stage line now ran from Dead-
wood 230 miles to Pierre, instead of to Bismarck as formerly.
They started back in the spring, and Mrs. Scott had one of the
hardest trips any one ever had; it was really a wonder she
lived through it. One night on a stage is enough to play out a
strong man, but they were seven days and nights on that stage
on account of the condition of the gumbo soil, which rolls up
on the wheels like glue when at all wet. I have known a stage
on that line to be eight days going twenty miles.

About half-way the boy was taken with convulsions because
of his teeth, and Mrs. Scott expected every minute to lose him,
she borrowed a pocket-knife, carried by a passenger for
cutting tobacco, and lanced her son’s gums, relieving the pres-
sure on his brain. There was little chance of getting food for
any one, let alone for a sick child. The four big horses would
pull about five hundred yards and stop, out of breath, the
wheels glued up with gumbo. Then the messenger would call
for the gumbo paddle and pry great chunks of clay from the
wheels, matted with grass; those same chunks were lying on
that trail ten years after, baked hard as a brick. Mrs. Scott
expected me to meet her seventy-five miles from Fort Meade
with a light wagon and four horses to hurry her in with Mrs.
Hare, but instead of that they met a lawyer from Deadwood
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going out on horseback, and, upon asking if he knew me, were
told that he did and that he had lately seen me going out the
other way with a large command and a pack-train after
Indians. That was almost the last straw. They reached Fort
Meade finally, exhausted completely, and the boy barely alive.

A MISSION OF PACIFICATION

A telegram had come to Fort Meade, directing a large force
to be sent after some Indians reported to be depredating west
of the Black Hills. I told the adjutant that there was no use
for a large force; he could take a few men and packs and I
would go as his interpreter, and we two would take care of it.
This pleased him and the commanding officer until the telegram
was reread, which called for-a,‘large force,” and it was seen
that a squadron at least must be sent, and I was told that I
could go as interpreter, for there never was an interpreter or
any Indian scouts kept at Fort Meade. I demurred at this, and
the commanding officer said I would have to go anyhow, since
there was no other interpreter. I told him I was not employed
as an interpreter and declined to put my reputation in the
hands of the officer who was going in command, who would be
sure to saddle any disaster, which might come from his in-
efficiency, on me as an interpreter. The commanding officer
told me to get out, and I got out before he changed his mind
again.

He ordered out a squadron of the Seventh Cavalry with the
full train of fifty cargo animals, but the troops were slow in
getting ready, furbishing up their private wagons which, if
they had been taken, would have been stuck in the gumbo yet;
it was so bad that some of our pack-mules, newly shod, pulled
off their shoes, and two pulled their shoulders out of joint.
The commanding officer lost his patience with them, and I was
awakened at night by the adjutant, saying the order had been
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changed. The commanding officer had directed that I take what
amounted to a squadron, composed of large details from every
troop, two other officers, and the pack-train. We got away next
morning, leaving everybody mad behind us, because though
the officers of the squadron had been grumbling about going,
they did not want to be superseded by a lieutenant. All the
lieutenants of higher rank were angry at being passed over for
such a command, which was equivalent to that of a major, and
all the troop commanders were disgruntled at having such a
large proportion of their troops taken from them.

Though the Indians were said to be depredating west of the
Black Hills, we got word at Spearfish that they were now north
on the Little Missouri. We crossed the Belle Fourche and
camped on Iron Creek just as a blizzard started. We had only
our shelter-tents, since it was April and the season for snow-
storms was over. The train carried some grain, and we shel-
tered men and animals on the lee side of a bluff on Iron Creek,
in an oak grove, giving us plenty of fire-wood. The snow was
blowing horizontally and fell two feet deep, keeping us here
three days, hardly able to see a yard. Then it began to rain,;
this was the time Deadwood washed out and every river in the
Northwest was more than bank-full.

We heard at the Little Missouri that the Indians had moved
down sixty miles to the Short Pine Hills, and we started down
after them, through wind and snow, none of us dry for a week.
Every night I had to put my boots under the pillow to keep
them from freezing stiff. We met a buffalo hunter at the Short
Pine Hills who said the Indians had crossed there before the
river rose and were somewhere on the other side beyond the
river, The snow was standing in patches then and the Little
Missouri was bank-full, a hundred and fifty yards wide and
twenty feet deep, with a roaring current. The question was how
to get the command across the river without any facilities.

The matter was discussed with the other officers, and they



114 Some Memories of a Soldier

said: “You can never get across here with this outfit. You
came out with fifteen days’ rations, and nine of them are gone
already. You are more than a hundred miles from the post, and
you can’t wait for the river to go down. You will have to start
back right away, for there are rivers up between us and the
post to be crossed.” This looked very black, and I went off by
myself to reread my orders; they said “find those Indians” but
nothing about giving up the effort. So, “Find them we must,”
I argued, and ordered all the sling and lash ropes to be brought
from the train and joined together by bowlines, and all the
lariats without picket-pins. I could see a cabin on the other
side, made of ties left.by tie-cutters for the Northern Pacific.
Out of these a good raft could be made by our carpenter, if
I could get him over there, for he could not swim.

I found an old extension top for a farm-wagon, rotting in
the grass, which some one had thrown away long before. I
wrapped this frame with canvas mantas from the pack-train
until it would float and carry a man, and called for a volunteer
to swim across with the rope and drag this canvas boat across,
carrying the carpenter. The buffalo hunter said he would do it
for a plug of tobacco. I promised him three plugs, and to have
a hot blanket thrown around him when he got back and a drink
of whisky to warm him up. He undressed to take the rope, but
one of those dancing sawyers came around the bend, made
when a cottonwood-tree is undermined. It comes down with
the current, root first, until it strikes a bank; then, top first,
the branches broken and sharp, it dances up and down with
the waves like a ckevaux de frise, ready to rip up any one who
gets in front of it. The buffalo hunter, not liking the looks of
this, changed his mind and concluded that he did not want the
tobacco enough to earn it.

A call was then sent out through the squadron, and one of
the men volunteered, undressed, put his foot in the flow, and
drew it back, pronouncing the water too muddy and cold. The
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call was then sent up to the pack-train, but no one there cared
to try it. Seeing that we were getting nowhere, I threw off my
clothes, tied the rope around my waist, and jumped out into
ice-water that made me gasp loud enough to be heard a mile.
I pulled the carpenter and one other man over, and put the
rope around a tree in an endless loop. They hauled me back in
the boat, then sent several men over, and in two hours we had
a raft ready on the opposite shore.

Hauling it across, the water boiled over it so as to wash away
the property, if any had been on it. The raft was taken off the
main rope and put on a short one, tied to the main line in such
a way as to give more buoyancy and lift the raft when the
strain came, rather than submerge it. The boat was put on a
crib built with ties on the raft, so that when the current sub-
merged the raft it boiled across under the boat, in which men
and property were loaded, and we crossed everything except
the horses before sundown, swimming the mules across in a
body after the bell.

We attempted to swim the horses across in the way laid
down in the drill regulations. I attached one of my horses to
the rope and had him pulled across as a guide for the others.
They waded in to their bellies but, disliking the cold, began
to mill around in the water and turn back. We were all around
them and attempted to drive them ahead after the guide, but
they broke through the cordon of men and started for home. I
caught my other horse as he went past, hung on and stopped
him, put a man named Barron of E Troop on him bareback,
and told him to head the bunch, lead them around in a circle,
and bring them back. We felt pretty sad out there afoot, more
than a hundred miles from home, and the pessimists gave up
getting the horses back at all, but I directed a number of fires
to be built to guide Barron to the camp, for it would soon be
dark. After it had grown really dark we could hear them
coming, and Barron rode in, followed by every one of the
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horses, a little blown by their run. The men went up quietly
and caught them and tied them up for the night, without losing
a horse. The next morning we tied their halter-shanks to the
endless rope, six at a time, and hauled them over, ate break-
fast, packed up, and were on the Indian trail by ten o’clock.

We camped that night on the Box Elder near the Hole in
the Rock (Inyan Okeloka). Here was a roaring stream to be
crossed, of a different kind, in a different way. The stream was
usually dry, and its bed fifty feet below the plain with per-
pendicular clay banks, with places for entrance and exit only
on the buffalo trails that crossed it at times. The water was
now thirty feet deep with a roaring current. A good-sized
cottonwood-tree was growing there, much bent, which we cut
down; and a detachment was sent ten miles up the river with
axes to cut and float down any other cottonwoods over six
inches in diameter that they could find, from which resulted
the trunks of three green cottonwoods.

We set about to build a floating bridge. All the ropes were
gathered again, and the trees were lashed in such a way as to
reach in a great convex curve. On the upper side this was
eased off by the ropes, the butt end of the cottonwood wedged
into the near bank, the other end pushed by the current into
the far bank. Then some long lodge-poles, left by the Indians,
were gathered up and pushed into the mud, to which ropes
were tied so as to make a hand-rail. A man holding to this
rail and feeling under the water with his foot for the cotton-
woods, and looking away from the current, could get across
and carry property. The horses and mules were both hauled
across six at a time by the endless rope, so as to prevent them
from being washed down-stream past the landing-place. By ten
o’clock all the property was across except one aparejo cinch
that fell off into the water and was carried away by the current.
The ropes were soon recoiled, and we were on the road again.

Coming into a valley, the trail scattered so as to make it im-
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possible to follow, and I was asked, “What are you going to
do now that the trail has disappeared?” I said: “I am not
going to try to puzzle out this trail. We are going to go straight
for that gap at a trot, twenty miles ahead, where we will find
all these trails coming together again.”

Nearing the gap we found a lost dog; then all the trails
swung into a large beaten trail that could be followed with the
eyes shut. We began to double up on the camps until we found
that the ashes were warm. Next we came to a camp with the
fires still burning, and I proposed to take an officer and a man
and go ahead into their camp before they saw the troops
coming and stampeded away from us. At first no one wanted
to leave the command, but a little gentle ridicule changed this,
and I started out with my classmate, Lieutenant Sickel, and
one man. We had not gone far on the trail when the man said
he could hear a mountain lion. We looked all around but could
not see a lion, but looking farther we could see two women
riding at a distance against the background of a high pine-
covered bluff, which made them difficult to see. They were
traveling slowly on horseback, as if they had not discovered us.
It was necessary to cut them off before they could stampede
the camp, and desirous of not frightening them we kept on our
course until they had crossed out of sight over the ridge, then
gave a little time for them to look back to see what we were
doing, whereupon we started straight for them at a sharp gallop
to catch up with them. Instead of keeping on slowly, they had
begun to gallop just as soon as they had got out of our sight,
but away from the direction of the village, probably with the
intention of drawing us away from it. We let them go, how-
ever, and, turning back to the lodge-pole trail, we soon went
over a ridge close to the village and got into it before we were
noticed.

The first lodge was entered and the head chief sent for, but
he was not in camp. The next chief came, and he was told of



118 Some Memories of a Soldier

the approach of troops and that he was to prevent his people
from stampeding as the troops were not going to hurt anybody
if they behaved themselves. A crier was sent out to make the
announcement, and by the time a good defensive camp site was
selected, at a little distance, that would command the village,
the troops came along and went into camp where I told them.

We kept our horses tied up tight under a strong guard.
Everything passed quietly during the night, and finding the
Indians reassured, I told them that they would have to come
with me. We conducted them to their reservation and let them
go. It was not long after, however, that I read that the head
chief was in jail at Fort Snelling, Minnesota, near St. Paul.

There we were, seventy-five miles south of Fort Keogh, the
nearest place we could get a supply of food; two and a half
good marches and only one day’s rations left. We issued half-
rations and made the seventy-five miles into Keogh in two
days; several deep, cold rivers were crossed; and our mission
ended.

While superintending the reshoeing of the animals at Fort
Keogh, I received a telegraph order from St. Paul to find
another band of hostile Indians and put them on their reserva-
tion. No one knew where they were to be found; all sections of
the country were eliminated by telegraphic inquiries, except the
Powder River Valley, which could not be reached by telegraph.

We struck the Powder about twenty miles above its mouth,
and I was lying on top of the highest peak available at dawn
the next morning, searching the valley with a glass, hoping to
see a number of parallel columns of smoke rising in the still
air from the different lodge fires kindled at that time to cook
breakfast and to warm the lodges, but none was seen. Fearing
to stampede the village if we were seen approaching it, we left
the valley and marched up the river thirty miles and came
back to the valley. At dawn the next morning we searched for
smoke without result. We were rewarded on the fourth day by
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finding what we were looking for; and hiding the troop on the
bluffs, I got into the village before being seen and calmed the
chiefs, who reassured the people, so that no attempt was made
to run away. We put them on their reservation and started
back to Fort Meade. We had to devise means to cross all the
rivers except the Powder, which we crossed on a deep ford
above the boots of the aparejos, wetting the cargoes but slightly.

When I became superintendent of West Point I determined
that no cadet should graduate in my time without a knowledge
of the various means of crossing rivers with few facilities, and
I had the professor of military engineering set up a course in
addition to that of building pontoon-bridges. I had him make
a canvas imitation of a bull’s hide to simulate the bull-boats
made by the Indians of the Upper Missouri, round in shape
like a coracle, with a framework of willows, by which I have
seen an old Arikara woman transport two men with their horse
equipment, leading their horses swimming behind, across the
Missouri at its worst. I allowed such facilities as are always
carried in a pack-train; an ax, rope, canvas mantas, and even
some soft wire from a bale of hay. We crossed thirty-five
cadets over the Hudson River and back in an hour and a half.
I do not know whether this is still kept up or not; if it is not,
the graduates are losing something they can ill afford to miss.

The following letter bears on the 1883 experience:

Columbia Barracks, Cuba,
March 20, 1900.
The Adjutant General,
U. S. Army,
Washington, D. C.
Sir:

I have the honor to request that this paper be filed at the War
Department with papers pertaining to the Military History of Lieut.
Colonel H. L. Scott, Adjutant General, U. S. Volunteers.

During the month of April, 1883, Lieut. Colonel Scott, then 1st
Lieutenant 7th Cavalry, stationed at Fort Meade, Dakota, was de-
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tailed to command a scouting party consisting of two officers, 1st
Lieutenant H. G. Sickel and 2nd Lieutenant James H. G. Wilcox,
and about go enlisted men, all the 7th Cavalry, selected from the
troops serving at that post, for the purpose of locating and conduct-
ing to their reservation a band of Crow Indians, reported to have
been committing depredations in south-eastern Montana, near the
Little Missouri and Powder Rivers. The detachment was furnished
with about fifty pack mules as transportation for ration, forage, etc.,
and was to be absent from the post for an indefinite period.

The day following the departure of the detachment, a heavy fall
of snow occurred, and by the time the Little Missouri was reached,
in the vicinity of the Short Pine Hills, the weather had moderated
to such a degree that the greater part of the snow had disappeared,
and the rivers and creeks were running bank full, the Little Missouri
being about 150 yards wide and 20 feet deep, carrying logs and
other driftwood. It was learned from the buffalo hunters that the
Indians had shortly before moved west, and it became necessary
to make a crossing of the Little Missouri River without delay. A
problem presented itself to Lieutenant Scott to get his detachment
across without endangering the lives of men and animals, and a call
was made for volunteers from the enlisted men to carry a line made
of the lash and sling-ropes on the pack-train, across the river. Two
or three men responded and prepared to make the attempt; but
after stripping and testing the ice-cold water, and realizing the
danger of the undertaking, reconsidered and resumed their clothing.
Lieutenant Scott, without further effort to secure volunteers, stripped,
and tying the line about his waist, plunged into the water and, after
tremendous effort, succeeded in reaching the opposite bank. By
means of this line, and an old wagon bed, converted into a kind
of pontoon, the entire party, with rations, forage, horse equipment,
aparejos, etc., was safely crossed in a few hours,

Resuming the march westward, the detachment was stopped the
following day by Box Elder Creek, usually an insignificant stream,
but swollen by the melting snow until it presented a fair sized
river. On this occasion Lieutenant Scott constructed a floating bridge,
using driftwood, lash ropes from the pack outfits, lariats, etc., for
the purpose. This bridge served to cross the men, supplies, aparejos,
and horse equipments, while the animals swam the stream, being
attached to an endless rope suspended over the water and worked
from both ends.
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Lieutenant Scott never seemed to be wanting in resources to meet
every emergency during this scout, the detachment being absent
from the post about one month and having traveled over 500 miles
and having crossed several other streams at a high stage of water.
(During the absence of the command from the post a large part of
the city of Deadwood was washed out, and all the streams in that
section were running bank full.)

The band of Indians was finally overtaken at Mizpah Creek and
here Lieutenant Scott’s knowledge of the Indian sign language served
a good purpose. He was selected for this duty mainly on account of
his knowledge, as there was no other interpreter at the post.

The detachment returned to Fort Meade, Dakota, about May 235,
having accomplished the purpose for which it was ordered into the
field, and the enlisted men much benefited by the experience.

Very respectfully,
H. G. SickEL,
Captain and Adjutant, 7th Cavalry.

Upon my return I found that I was still very unpopular. All
sorts of dire predictions had been made that I would be hung
up on some river and would not be back for months. About my
only friend was Hare, who said he would give me five days to
return, successful in my mission, which faith I justified by
getting back in two. I felt very bad that my old friends should
abandon me for nothing, and looked about for some employ-
ment with the idea of leaving the service, and picked out a
most valuable place to start a horse ranch at the head of the
Little Missouri, but, losing my resentment, decided to remain
in the service—most fortunately for me, for they were
canning horses in that country within seven years, and I
would have gone broke. The horse industry revived during the
Boer War, and the Earl of Portsmouth was said to have made
a good deal of money at his ranch in the foot-hills of the Big
Horn, furnishing horses in South Africa to the British Army,
but that market did not last long. One can get a good saddle-
horse out there now for five dollars.

We found that a large part of Deadwood had been washed
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out during our absence, and large logs, three feet in diameter,
deposited by the high water at the stable doors, were still
stranded there.

We went East to see our people on four months’ leave of
absence early in 1884. The Cheyenne River was very high and
floating large cakes of ice when we arrived there in the stage.
The mail and passengers were transferred to stages on the other
side in a cranky skiff. I tied our trunk-handles to the thwarts to
have the boat as a buoy for the trunk if it tipped over, as it
seemed likely to do. I took our boy on my lap, to swim out with
him, trusting to Mrs. Scott to save herself, with a little help,
as she was a good swimmer. The risk was great from the large
ice-cakes and character of the boat, but we crossed without
mishap. When we reached the Missouri the ice was pronounced
too rotten for the stage to cross and liable to break up at any
minute, and what to do no one knew. There was no place to
stay there, and we did not want to go back on the stage, so 1
hired a boy’s sled and a man to haul it by a long rope. Mrs.
Scott sat on her trunk with the boy; she carried a long dry
pole to support her if the sled should break through the ice.
We others carried similar poles, marched at some distance
from her sled, and all got across in safety. An officer’s wife
was drowned there the following spring. That season no more
stages crossed on the ice, which broke up with a loud crash
that night.

While visiting my brother at Pittsburgh, our daughter Anna
was born, after which we went on to Philadelphia and Prince-
ton. My brother, who is professor of geology and paleontology
at Princeton, was getting up an expedition of college students
to hunt for fossils in the Big Horn Basin. I concluded that I
wanted to go with him and went to Washington to see General
Sheridan, who had just moved from Chicago to command the
army. I asked him for permission to go as my brother’s escort,
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and to take a small pack-train and a dozen men of the Seventh
Cavalry. Those were the days before electricity, and the Gen-
eral smashed down his hand on his desk bell to call his brother
Mike, who was his military secretary. He said, “Mike, fix this
fellow up,” and I soon got an order giving me what I wanted.

After assembling my party at Fort Meade, there were three
hundred miles to go across country to Fort Custer on the Big
Horn to meet my brother. There was no trail, but I guided our
party across, and was chief packer, interpreter, commanding
officer, guide, and hunter for the party all summer for fifteen
hundred miles, through the Big Horn Basin, Yellowstone Park,
and back to Fort Custer down the Yellowstone River. Many
were the vicissitudes by flood and field. Our camp was washed
out by a cloud-burst on the Gray Bull.

I killed my last wild buffalo near-by, the last I ever saw, in
August, 1884. Another was killed among the horses by the
horse guard on the Gray Bull also—just scabby old bulls, for
the spring of 1883 saw the last of the buffalo. I was on the
range for a month at the Short Pine Hills, killing meat for
my troop, which was accumulating a fund to buy vegetables by
selling its salt meat in the mines above Deadwood; I replaced
this with buffalo meat, and I had no trouble in January, 1883,
to keep a six-mule team going into the post all the time. There
were about three thousand men on the range killing buffalo for
their hides when the railroad got near. Whenever a dollar can
be made on the hide of an animal, that animal is doomed. The
hunters would sometimes get a stand on a herd of buffalo and
kill one hundred or more. The weather was intensely cold, 40
degrees below zero for days and never above 20 degrees below
at noon for weeks at a time, and after taking the tongue and
skinning one animal the hides would freeze on the others and
would be left untouched by the knife. The waste was terrific.
Major James McLaughlin, the Sioux agent at Standing Rock,
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took a large contingent of Sioux out on the range to make meat
and hides. They Kkilled five thousand head and dried the meat
to take back; that was the end of the buffalo.

I traveled with Hare five hundred miles in search of buffalo
in September, 1883. They had been plentiful the year before
but now we did not see even a recent track. We met an old
Sioux Indian who had been searching all summer and had
killed one old scabby bull. Many thought they had gone north
into Canada. The Indians thought they had gone underground
to rest and would come again, as they were told in their ancient
legends had happened before.

But the buffalo never returned, and many Indians starved to
death in consequence; starved to death under the American
flag, wards of our government, because our government was too
weak and too careless to protect their food from wanton
destruction by white men.

The army regulations in those days encouraged an officer to
take hunting leaves, provided he would turn in a map of the
country traversed. I turned in maps of the country for two
hundred miles about Fort Meade in every direction. I got the
urge every now and then, and if it were not the hunting season
I would just travel with some congenial friend exploring the
Black Hills and beyond, far and wide, with a couple of packers,
a couple of orderlies and a cook.

One day we were on top of the Slim Buttes (Paha Zipzipela),
where Anson Mills had his fight with American Horse. It was
raining hard, and all the dry washes were full of running
water. I came along behind in a heavy overcoat, riding bare-
back, and my horse attempted a greasy clay bank and slipped
backward, sitting down in a dry wash two feet deep. I fell back-
ward off his wet slippery back, and he sat on my chest, clawing
the bank with his front feet, his hind feet far in front of him
where he was unable to get them on the ground under him.
The swift current was carrying gravel down the neck of my
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overcoat. I could look up and see light through the muddy
water and reflected that it would be a curious fate for a man
who had swum the Hudson River to be drowned in a dry
wash two feet deep. The horse was making violent struggles
to regain his feet, and I feared he would put his hind hoofs
in my face. He stood up just before I would have had to give
up holding my breath, and got off my chest, allowing me to
get my head out of water in the nick of time. He ran on to
catch up with the others, giving them their first knowledge of
a mishap, and they hurried back to find what had happened
and found me sitting in the wash, too weak to stand up, the
water up to my armpits. I soon recovered, however, and went
on again. The clay washed into the fabric of that coat was
still in it when I gave it to an Indian years afterward in the
Indian Territory. I really believe that I came nearer to drown-
ing in that two feet of water than I ever did in my life before
or since. The others decided that any man who could make an
escape as narrow as that must be reserved for a hanging,
though I hope they were mistaken,

RECRUITING SERVICE

In August of ’86 I was given the two years’ cavalry recruit-
ing detail for the Seventh Cavalry, with station in Philadelphia.
My horses, cow, and other property were put up for sale at
auction at Fort Meade, preparatory to moving East. When my
old buffalo horse was bid up higher than his cost, he seemed
to look at me with reproach and say, “After all our times
together among the buffalo, are you really going to sell me?”
and I withdrew him hastily from sale, although I needed the
money.

His first trip with the Seventh Cavalry had been with
Custer to the Black Hills in 1874, and he had been shot
in the foot on the Little Horn with Reno. He died at Fort Sill
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at about thirty years of age, after having drunk in every
important stream from the British line far down into Texas.
He was very nervous and quick to act. Once when I put my
hand on him at Fort Totten, while his head was down in the
manger, he kicked me in the ribs with both feet, clear across
the stable passageway, from which my ribs did not recover for
twenty years, but it was done in fright and not in malice.
When I proposed to break him to drive, Slocum said it would
have to be done with one of those iron-bound treasure coaches
from the Black Hills, for no wagon could stand it; nevertheless
he was driven for years. At first no one but Mrs. Scott would
drive with me, and I was often remonstrated with for trying
to kill her, but she is still alive, I am thankful to say, while the
prophets of evil are not. Whatever distrust Mrs. Scott may
have about me in other ways, she has always accorded me her
full confidence with a horse or dog, in the water, or in an Indian
tanglement, and her confidence has never been misplaced in
those particulars.

Leaving Fort Meade, we drove twenty-five miles to Rapid
City, which the railroad had just reached. We soon established
ourselves in Philadelphia, where our daughter Blanchard was
born. We both had many relatives in Philadelphia and Prince-
ton, forty miles away. We were able to have my mother stay
with us from time to time, and we saw much of Mrs. Scott’s
relatives also. I examined, enlisted, and shipped recruits every
day but Sunday, and besides became acquainted with large
libraries. I felt that my two years in the city were wasted,
away from troops and away from the peculiar service for
which I had trained myself in the Indian country, but I did
not have enough money to take myself and family at any one
time back to the Plains, until, at the expiration of my tour of
duty, I was ordered to Fort Sill, Indian Territory, the station
of my Troop M, Seventh Cavalry. I rather pitied myself for
going to a post where the Indians were too tame, but I need not
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have done so, for I found the Kiowa, Comanche, and Kiowa
Apache Indians still as wild as the Sioux and Cheyennes I had
left in the North. They were all blanket Indians still and were
capable of kicking up a serious bobbery if not carefully
handled. They were quite primitive in every way.

I went out on the train from Philadelphia with a handsome,
serious-minded gentleman, dressed in the traditional costume
of the Southern statesman, with frock-coat and black slouch
hat. We happened to be on the same train leaving St. Louis and
became acquainted. He told me he had just been elected to
Congress. He got off somewhere near Sherman or Dallas,
Texas, and he became Senator Joe Bailey from Texas in after
years.

INTO THE SOUTHWEST

I got off at Henrietta, Texas, the railroad point for Fort Sill
at that time, and drove sixty-seven miles north in the mail-
wagon in a piercing wind that kept me chilled to the bone. I
was received at Fort Sill by my old friend, Lieutenant Baldwin
of the Seventh Cavalry, and by Thomas Clancy, my new
orderly, who stuck to me for many years clear to Cuba and
Porto Rico. He fell out of a window in Manila and was killed,
much to the sorrow of my whole family, for we all loved him
for his fidelity. The only fault Mrs. Scott ever found with him
was that he would purloin her kitchen utensils for our camp
cooking when we were going into the field. He loved the horses,
the dogs, and the children, who looked on him as their pro-
tector and friend. He stayed with us for nine years at Fort Sill.
I had only to tell him that I would have so many in my party,
wanted so many horses and dogs, would be away so many
days, and wanted to find him camped, say, at the spring “where
the Osage cut the heads off the Kiowas” in 1834, and that was
enough. We would wait for the mail next day, then, trotting
forty-five miles to the hill looking down on the spring, would
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find Clancy there with the tents up, the dinner cooked, and
the beds made.

A party of Kiowa and Comanche scouts, the principal In-
dians of that region, were sometimes camped near-by waiting
for a conference. After hearing the news and the troubles of
the region I would ask who knew where there were any
“foolish” turkeys in that country. In their parlance a “foolish”
turkey was a tame one that would allow himself to be killed;
a “wise” turkey was a wild one that would get away quickly
and escape. The Indian of the buffalo country never ate birds
or fish in those days. The quail and turkeys might be every-
where under his feet without notice; he had nothing to do
with them. They are glad enough to get them now, but then,
so long as they had beef or buffalo meat, they did not really
need anything else, though they liked bread and sugar and
coffee well enough, but did not feel deprived if they went
without.

I was presented with two dogs the day of my arrival, one of
which became a most excellent quail dog and the best turkey
dog in the Southwest. Wild turkeys were plentiful then as were
quail. The whole country was soon mine, from Kansas to
Texas, and a wonderful primeval country it was. The streams
were bordered with elm, cottonwood, oak, hackberry, pecan,
and walnut. Fort Sill could not afford to haul coal sixty-seven
miles from the railway, and contracted for many cords of
hardwood as fuel every year. When I became quartermaster
of the post I induced the higher-ups to erase pecan and walnut
from the list of hardwoods in the wood contracts, and when
receiving the wood under the contracts would throw out pecan
and walnut, refusing to take them. This soon stopped the burn-
ing of those valuable woods, and there are many alive down
there now that otherwise would have been burned many years
ago. I also stopped the Indian women’s custom of cutting down
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trees to secure the nuts, a wasteful habit which had arisen
from their migratory lives with the buffalo; here to-day and
gone to-morrow, possibly never to see that part of the country
again, the women knew no reason for conservation, which
comes later in the history of peoples. We are only coming to
it now ourselves,

Wherever I live near mountains, they call until I go to them.
The Wichita Mountains were within plain sight and twelve
miles from Fort Sill, and they began to call to me the first day.
It was not long before I started with a visiting cousin, accom-
panied by I-see-o and five of the Kiowa and Comanche scouts,
a cook, a packer, and two pack-mules, to answer their sum-
mons and to learn about the country. We rode all around the
Wichita group and through the middle before we got back, the
Indians pointing out the sites of historical occurrences and
relating their legends in the sign language. Having learned the
sign language on the Northern ‘Plains, the Indians of the
Southern Plains were surprised te sf¢ me, a new man from
the east, come there with a good knowledge of it, something
never seen before, and the Comanche called me at once “Molay
tay—quop,” “he talks with his hands” or “sign-talker,” and it
enabled me to get into the good graces of all the Indians of
that district almost at once, giving me their confidence and
good-will within a radius of two hundred miles from Fort Sill.

My first journey away from the post on duty was to go
after fifty thousand dollars of “grass money” back at Henri-
etta, Texas. A large part of the reservation of the Kiowa and
Comanche Indians was leased to cattlemen in large pastures,
and the rent was called “grass money” to indicate to the
Indians that they were leasing only the grass on the land and
not the land itself. The grass money in those days was paid
directly to the Indian per capita, the payment supervised by
the agent and witnessed by some officer of the army. Nowadays
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it is paid directly to the Treasury and an act of Congress is
required to get it out; the Indian cannot get it when he
wants it.

I took with me a sergeant and three mounted men as guard
for the money, for it had been noised abroad that the money
was coming, and it was freely predicted that I was going to
be held up and have it taken away from me. I started back,
carrying it loose in the ambulance, without a safe, and sat on
the box with the driver with a six-loading shot-gun filled with
buck-shot across my lap, ready to shoot as soon as anybody
made an attempt. The mounted men went ahead and searched
every ravine before I would go near it.

We camped at Elm Springs the second day, one of those hot
days they call a “weather breeder” in that country, a fore-
runner of a “norther.” A number of cattlemen came up and
camped with me, without any tentage or cooking facilities, and
I had to take them in with me. We were all in a perspiration
putting up the tents, when, bang! the wind changed like a
flash, and a norther was on, nearly freezing the perspiration
on our faces, our teeth chattering with cold, inside of five
minutes. I have known Mrs. Scott to be playing tennis in
light summer garments, wet with perspiration, and hardly be
able to get into the house when struck by a norther. These
northers go down as far as Vera Cruz, and how much farther
I never learned.

The cattlemen had with them an old man from Chicago,
to whom I had to give my bed or he would have died that
night with the cold. I had a sick dog to take care of and fifty
thousand dollars, and did not sleep much. With the cattlemen
there were two deputy U. S. marshals whom I did not trust a
great deal, for no one trusted a marshal in those days. They
would start out as marshals and many would graduate as bank
and train robbers, and fifty thousand dollars was a good deal
of money. They had no bedding, and as a great kindness to
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them I rolled them both together in the canvas cover of my
bedding roll and strapped them in tight so that they could not
wander around at night, and their subsequent history showed
that I had made no mistake. Those cattlemen have since all
come to great fame in Texas, some of them having become
multimillionaires from their oil wells, especially Burke Burnett,
after whom the great Texas oil field was named, but they are
all dead now, with the possible exception of Waggoner. They
were an interesting lot, prone to shoot quickly and often. They
were the product of their time, growing up in the Southwest in
the period after the Civil War, when there were no school
facilities and no restraint, and I am glad to have known and to
have been on friendly terms with them. We do not see people
out there like them any more. They were real cattle barons,
each running from thirty-five to a hundred thousand head of
cattle in a pasture, leased from the Indians, besides other
ranches they owned in Texas.

The word “pasture” is sometimes deceiving. Lieutenant Bald-
win, Seventh Cavalry, was taking a wagon-train from Fort
Sill to San Antonio. When he arrived at Elm Springs to camp,
after dark, he was advised to turn his mules into the pasture
for safe-keeping. He did so and found to his dismay next morn-
ing that the pasture was thirty miles square, and he did not
get his mules rounded up for a week.

I turned the money into the agency at Anadarko next day,
glad to get rid of it, and got a receipt for it. I found Colonel
Carlton there with a squadron of the Seventh Cavalry to over-
awe the Kiowa into giving up their sun dance. They gave it up
very reluctantly, believing that the well-being and health of
their tribe depended on it, and they held much resentment for
a long time. They were doing no harm to anybody and should
have been led away, not forced away, from it. Soon they all
gathered into Anadarko for the payment, surrounded by white
gamblers, fast women, and bootleggers, with every device to
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cheat the Indian out of his money. Those payments, military
as well as Indian, attracted the vultures of society and were a
crime against humanity. We could never get a law that would
permit us to take proper care of our men and protect them
from such vultures until Secretary Baker got us one for the
World War. Congress would not extend it further, and the
officer is without the necessary power now. Congress is willing
to protect the volunteer but cares nothing for the health of the
\ Regular Army.

The two troops of the Fifth Cavalry were ordered over to
the Canadian River to take part in the opening of the original
Oklahoma, April 22, 1889. I asked to go with them but was
refused permission. It was only a few days, however, before
our squadron got their orders, and we all started East to take
our position on the line, under Colonel Wade, Fifth Cavalry,
who assigned us our places and directed us to synchronize our
watches. Our station was at Purcell on the Main Canadian.
We marched through the site where Oklahoma City now is,
without seeing a vestige of life, although there were doubtless
“sooners” hidden in the timber, ready to pop out at twelve
o’clock noon and beat some honest man to a claim, but we did
not see them. By sundown the next day ten thousand people
were camped on that site,

We lined up about five thousand people on the line at Pur-
cell, as motley a land-hungry crew as ever gathered in America.
When the signal was given at noon they surged forward on foot
and on horseback, with every sort of vehicle, some drawn by
horses, a mule, a cow, or a woman. For years afterward I
would be accosted by some one I did not know, who expected
me to know him because he had ridden past me on April 22,
and thought I ought to be able to swear to the fact of his iden-
tity and presence on the claim he had chosen.

That method of opening the land gave rise to innumerable
lawsuits over title, and many honest men were cheated out of
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farms by bullies and crooks of high degree. Law seemed con-
spicuous by its absence. I have been told that there were a
few United States marshals about, but I did not see them and
would not have known they were marshals if I had, and of
course there could have been no municipal officers until mat-
ters had settled down long enough to elect them. In the mean-
time the crook and the bully had free swing. Two or three
armed crooks would see some inoffensive claimant located on
a farm they fancied, probably for speculation, would flash a
gun on the man and tell him to leave, and he would have to go
and, being without witnesses, could never establish his superior
claim in the courts, and while often first on the ground, the
only thing he would get out of it would be a lost lawsuit. Many
piteous cases were laid before us, but having no civil jurisdic-
tion, we were equally helpless.

I did, however, drive out a band of thugs from the week-old
town of Norman, where the University of Oklahoma now is,
without breaking the law. A man came into our camp soon
after the opening announcing that he was mayor of Norman
and stating that the town was terrorized by an armed band of
thugs engaged in jumping the best lots in town, driving out
their holders, and he wanted protection from the gang. I was
told to take ten men and go up and drive them out, an order
for which there was no legal basis, and if I had been foolish
enough to do anything overt I could have been proceeded
against in the courts, but I was then old enough in the service
to know better. I asked the mayor if he had a policeman in the
town. He said, “No.” “Then you hurry on ahead and appoint
one and have him ready by the time I get there,” I advised
him.

Reaching Norman, it was found that the news of my ap-
proach had acted to give some touch of legal formality to
proceedings. Ruffians had before boldly taken a lot, warning
off the owner, and had built a board shanty on it. Now they
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hired a woman of the town with a hired baby to occupy it,
thinking that no one would dare to disturb a woman with a
baby for fear of public opinion. I told the mayor and police-
man to conduct me to the lot and dismounted my men all
round it, telling the policeman to get a team and haul that
shanty out into the middle of the public street without disturb-
ing the woman and the baby.

The gang was afraid to interfere, not knowing my legal
limitations, and the house was hauled off the lot by municipal
authority. My wagon came up by that time, and they saw us
go into camp as if we were going to stay there indefinitely.
I told the mayor to issue a municipal ordinance to get that
house out of the public street, and the gang, seeing no prospect
of making a haul and desirous of not losing the value in the
house, returned their hired baby, tore down the house, disposed
of the lumber, and left town for greener pastures, without my
having violated any law, and without my speaking a word to
any one in Norman but the mayor and the policeman. Although
we remained at Purcell for some months, I never heard of a
recurrence of the trouble anywhere in that neighborhood.

When 1 first went on the Plains there was no semblance of
law or justice. Wherever the railroad ended or any settlement
was made, criminals of every kind were present. The criminal
was master until things became so intolerable that a vigilant
society would be formed to put down lawlessness by lawlessness
and force. These conditions could all have been avoided by
giving the higher commanders of troops civil jurisdiction in the
Indian country, just as the Northwest Mounted Police of
Canada had civil jurisdiction. When the latter arrived in Al-
berta in 1873 the crooks and criminals disappeared at once;
the mere presence of the police acted to drive the undesirables
over to our side of the line, where they could operate with
impunity.

There were numerous military posts all over the Plains, the
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commanding officers of which represented the power of the
United States, and they comprised the only force capable of
maintaining law and order. If they had been given legal power,
they would have cleared the Plains of the criminals and avoided
the orgies of crime that disgraced our frontiers for more than
a hundred years; they would have enforced our treaties, keep- .
ing faith with the Indian, and so avoided our shameful Indian
wars. They would have been able to enforce the law and protect
life and property over all the Plains; but our Congress read
accounts of the most horrible crimes year after year on the
Plains, and never made an effort to use the remedy that lay
at hand. '

Shortly after the opening of Oklahoma, while we were still
kept at Purcell, a deputy U. S. marshal named Carr came into
camp and asked for a posse comitatus of troops to assist him
in arresting the McDonald brothers, a gang of seven men, who
were camped about five miles away. There had been many
gangs of outlaw brothers in those days; the Dalton brothers,
who tried to rob a bank at Coffeeville, Kansas, and came to
grief; the Cook brothers; the Marlow brothers; the James and
Younger brothers; and now the McDonald brothers.

The commander explained that he could not furnish the
posse under the law, which forbade him to do so under penalty
of losing his commission. This made the marshal sorrowful at
the loss of a gang he thought he had held in the hollow of his
hand. I thought there might be some adventure in this and
asked for a seven-day leave to go with the marshal in a civil
capacity, which was granted me, although a moment’s con-
sideration would show that I could not divest myself of my
military status in that way. When I sent for my horse it
became known where I was going, and one of our sergeants
asked for a furlough to go also, and we three started off to-
gether on horseback, three civilians.

Arriving at a place where we could reconnoiter the camp
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with a glass, the seven men were seen to be engaged around
the fire, busy cooking dinner, all their rifles standing against
a black-jack oak-tree in a bunch. The camp was on a black-
jack knoll, with a ravine coming down on each side of it, and
a wood to the left of one ravine. I laid out the plan, which was
for me to ride up the left ravine, putting myself between the
men and the woods, in the event they should attempt to break
that way. I would appear suddenly as if coming up out of the
ground, drawing their attention, while the sergeant and mar-
shal would ride up the other ravine behind their backs and
dismount; the marshal would gather up their rifles and put
them out of reach. The sergeant was to hold them under his
gun when they found out what was going on behind them.

It turned out exactly as planned. They were greatly sur-
prised to see me sitting quietly on my horse, between them and
the woods, and while they were engrossed in me, the marshal
carried their rifles out of reach before they knew he was there.
When they saw the sergeant standing with carbine in hand,
their rifles gone, and me between~ thc;m and the woods, they
allowed the marshal to come up and handcuff every one of
them without a word. I sat on my horse without saying any-
thing and could not be breaking any law by just sitting there.
The marshal put them in a wagon and took them off to Fort
Smith, Arkansas, for trial by the celebrated Judge Parker,
who was a terror to evil-doers, after having eleven men hung
in one batch.

Running out of clothes in this camp, I got permission to go
to Fort Sill, and started off with Clancy. The first day out we
jumped a spotted fawn, which I ran down and caught. Clancy
took a gunny-sack from under his saddle and cut four holes
in it; through these we put the legs of the fawn, which was
tied in the sack, and we carried it into Fort Sill where it grew
up in our yard, the last deer I will ever raise or have about.

From Purcell we were all sent up to Chilocco to take part in






NYOIHIIW 40 ALISYIAINN

NYDIHDIW 40 ALISHIAINN

Generated on 2021-08-23 23:02 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015059422348
Public Domain / http://www.hathitrust.org/access use#pd

Ag pazmbig

way jeulblug



Service on the Plains 137 -

the first real maneuvers the army ever had conducted, under
General Wesley Merritt on the Kansas border near Arkansas
City. These maneuvers were long known as “the bloody war
of 1889,” and they had the salutary effect of awakening a
good many of us to the fact that the day of Indian wars was
over and that we must fit ourselves for war with civilized
peoples. After these were over we all returned to our posts. ™
All the way home to Fort Sill we had wonderful quail shooting.

The influenza that was prevailing all over the United States
reached Fort Sill, and I had a case that kept me in bed for
two weeks, after which I began to make arrangements to
receive Mrs. Scott and the children from Philadelphia. I met
them at Henrietta with a four-mule ambulance, and took them
off the railway. The weather was gentle and warm, and every-
body complained of the four buffalo robes in the ambulance,
but when we were struck by a norther the complaints changed
to commendation.

The children were all young then, and one of their strongest
recollections of that time is of a prairie-fire that came down on
us swiftly from the north on both sides of the road. One might
try to force a pair of mules through it, but not four, for the
leaders would certainly whirl around, jack-knifing the team,
and upset the ambulance, probably breaking the pole and
setting the ambulance on fire. We set fire to the grass and fol-
lowed it into the smoking prairie and let the fire go on without
harm to ourselves.

Those were the days of the presidency of Grover Cleveland,
whom we had met at Philadelphia with his bride, where she
had charmed all hearts. The president was desirous of opening
the Cherokee Strip along the south border of Kansas to settle-
ment. Each time he made preparation, the western senators
would represent the hardships this opening would work on the
men whose cattle were running on the strip, and who were
continually putting in new cattle to prevent the opening, until
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the president got tired, and ordered everybody out of the strip,
forbidding the introduction of more cattle; I was sent with F
Troop, Seventh Cavalry, to take the cattle that came up from
Texas on the cattle trail and escort them to the Washita River,
where Captain Jake Augur, Fifth Cavalry, would convoy them
through the strip into Kansas. They were not allowed to run
loose anywhere along the way. The job was turned over to
the army, because the president knew it would be faithfully
performed.

I had Lieutenant A. G. C. Quay, Fifth Cavalry, son of the
senior senator from Pennsylvania, and one of Mrs. Scott’s
cousins with me, as well as some Kiowa and Comanche scouts.
The cattle began to strike the trail in bands of two to five
thousand head, all intending to turn loose on the Indian reser-
vations and drift later into the Cherokee Strip, in violation -of
the president’s proclamation. The trail came up through Ver-
non, Texas, and crossed the North Fork of Red River, which
was then the boundary line between Texas and the Indian
Territory. The foremen were up to every device to cross above
or below me and turn loose, without my knowledge, in the
Kiowa and Comanche country, which I had been directed to
prevent.

A Kiowa or Comanche scout was stationed on the flanks of
the mountain in the rear of the camp with a field-glass, and he
signaled down whenever he saw the dust of a herd trying to
cross twelve or fifteen miles above or below, and another scout
would be sent with a polite note to the foreman of the herd,
asking him to come to see me. He would usually arrive in a
great rage, declaring that he got his orders only from his boss
and was not going to be told by any soldier what to do. It
would then be politely explained that he would be acting
against the proclamation of the president if he crossed into the
Indian reservation, rather than on the cattle trail, and as I
was aware that no legal penalty was attached to the violation
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of the president’s proclamation, I would not oppose his cross-
ing, but would allow him to proceed five miles into the reserva-
tion if he wanted to, against my advice. He would then. how-
ever, be a trespasser, and I had one hundred mounted men
here who would be used to chase his cattle back into Texas,
and, driving off their fat and causing many, doubtless, to get
their legs broken and others to be mired down in quicksands
of the North Fork, this would cost real money, which his boss
might be rich enough to afford, but which would get him
nowhere, for the same would be repeated at every subsequent
attempt.

Soon thirty thousand head of cattle, their owners unwilling
to have them go on through into Kansas, banked up at our
crossing on the North Fork, and the owners began to appear,
saying that they were losing big money and asking if I could
not help them in some way. Some produced a permit from the
agent of the Kiowa and Comanche to turn loose on that reser-
vation, but were told that I did not take my orders from the
agent but from the commanding officer at Fort Sill, who had
sent me here. Their cries for help were piteous. I told them
that the only way I might be able to help them would be to
send an Indian seventy-five miles to Fort Sill, asking the com-
manding officer whether I should honor the agent’s permit. This
was done, and the commanding officer called on the agent to
explain, and the agent became frightened and repudiated his
own signature; the cattlemen had been paying him to give
them permits illegally. The commanding officer sent me word
that there would be no change in my orders. This and the
daily loss convinced the owners it was no use to wait there
longer. A few elected to drive on to Dakota and Montana;
others turned back into Texas and disappeared, but none
turned loose on the reservations or on the Cherokee Strip,
which was soon prepared for the opening.

A Kiowa Indian came in and told us of the location of the
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nest of a war (golden) eagle, high up on a cliff on a mountain-
side, five miles from camp. My cousin and I went over to see
it with Arose, a Comanche scout. We could see it plainly up
against the face of a cliff, and concluded that the best way
was to go above it and climb down. Looking around for Arose
we found that he had disappeared. We climbed down and
made our way with some difficulty along the edge of the cliff
and found there was only one young bird in the nest, sur-
rounded by the remains of a jack-rabbit and several prairie-
dogs. We put our captive into a gunny-sack and climbed down
with him to the horses, where we found Arose, who had been
watching our progress with great fear.

We staked the young bird out in camp, and the old ones
came hovering over next day, answered by the shrill pipe of
the fledgling. The Indians told us that we ought not to have
taken the only bird in the nest lest misfortune come to us. This
bird grew large and strong, and when leaving Fort Sill I
shipped him to Fairmount Park, Philadelphia, where he is
probably alive yet, as they are said to live a hundred years.
An account of his capture may be seen in Richard Harding
Davis’s “West from a Car Window.”

The golden eagle has twelve feathers in the tail, from which
the Plains war-bonnets are made. We plucked this bird’s tail
five times to make a Kiowa war-bonnet of sixty feathers; it
was beautifully made by I-see-o, Elk Tongue, and Chaka.
One war-eagle tail used to be equal in value to a good horse
before the days of automobiles, when horses cost money.

I fell sick in this camp with malarial fever and had to be
carried seventy-five miles to Fort Sill in an ambulance. The
morning after I left, one of the men drowned while swimming
in the North Fork, and the Indians attributed all these mis-
fortunes to our taking that single eagle out of the nest. “No
one can go against the wisdom of the elders without suffering
for it,” they said.
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PROBLEMS OF FORT SILL

After recovering from the fever I was appointed adjutant
quartermaster and commissary of Fort Sill, and it was not long
before the post was put on the list for abandonment. The rea-
sons were several. One was that Fort Reno, only seventy-five
miles away, had been the station of General Merritt, who con-
sidered that two posts were not needed in that country so close
together, and he preferred Fort Reno. I told them that they
would never be able to get any good drinking-water at Reno
because the red gypsum beds sloped right under the region,
and they would always get bad water. They had hauled their
drinking-water five miles from the Caddo Springs for thirty
years, and now sank a well twelve hundred feet deep, costing
fifteen thousand dollars, only to get water that would curl
your teeth; whereas Fort Sill had good, clear limestone water
and plenty of it.

General Merritt objected to Sill also because the stone
gables were falling outward, and nothing could be done to keep
the plaster on the rooms from crumbling. Captain Pond, then
at the height of his fame building Fort Riley, was sent down
to inspect the post. He reported that nothing could be done
for it; for one thing, the stone was too soft, and the post ought
to be torn down completely and a new post of brick con-
structed, at an estimated cost of three hundred thousand
dollars.

I felt that the post ought to be saved for many reasons. It
was in a far more agreeable country than Fort Reno, with
clear streams and a view of the mountains within twelve miles.
It had a history not to be lightly tossed away, and, more than
all, troops were needed there, and if they could not live in the
post they would have to live in tents; so I set out to save
Fort Sill in spite of everybody. I made a close examination and
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found the stone quite hard, bearing the quarry marks as sharp
as the day it was quarried. I soon found also that the gable-
ends were falling outward because, originally, the grass had
been merely scraped to lay the foundations; in fact, there were
no foundations, and this was the cause of all the trouble. I
saved three hundred dollars in the erection of a water-tank
and proposed to the chief quartermaster to expend this money
on the worst set of quarters—which had the gable-ends propped
up by large logs—mainly for the purpose of buying lifting-
jacks. This he promptly refused, saying that the gable ends
would fall in on me just as soon as we began to excavate under
them.

We fenced with each other at long range over this for six
months, when he finally allowed the saving to be used. When
the lifting-jacks arrived, an excavation was made under the
wall, four feet wide and four feet deep, the wall being held up
in the meantime by jacks. The work was done by a stone-
mason brought down from Kansas City; the limestone quarry
a mile away furnished stone for the foundations, and we burned
our own lime right there. Great slabs of stone were put in the
excavations and a real foundation built; but how to get the
weight off the jacks, without allowing the wall to sag a little,
and perhaps fall out, no one knew. I was passing down the
front of the quarters soon afterward, looking at the ladies’
flower-beds, many of which were contained inside a circle
composed of old tires taken from six-mule wagons. I gathered
up all the old wagon tires to be found everywhere, had the
blacksmith cut them into wedges, eight inches long and half
an inch thick, wedged the walls so as to lift them off, freeing
the jacks, and my work was accomplished. The ends of those
wedges may be seen yet in the old post. The chief quarter-
master came down to see what had been done with his three
hundred dollars on the worst set of quarters, pronounced him-
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self satisfied, gave me eight thousand dollars and promised
twenty-five thousand the next year,

No money had been spent on the post for a long time, in
anticipation of its abandonment. The original floors were
rotting so that I could stand on the ground in the middle of
the drawing-room, my feet through holes in the floor, while
every time it rained Mrs. Scott would place milk-pans all over
the floor to save her carpets, and the cook would have to hold
an umbrella over the range. I roofed the post with the eight
thousand dollars, put in new floors where needed, and new
foundations, ran two chimneys up in each house instead of
one which smoked so that the open fireplaces could not be used,
and built an extra room on many of the houses. Colonel Peter
Vroom inspected the post and said, “Well, you have been
fighting to save this post for three years, and now you can stop;
the post is saved, and Reno is to go.” The twenty-five thou-
sand never materialized, because the chief quartermaster was
retired, and the headquarters were transferred from St. Louis
to Chicago, where they had other uses for the money.

Fort Sill then was in the Indian Territory, neither in Texas
nor Kansas, and it had no congressional delegation to fight for
it in Washington; in fact, it had nobody but me, a first lieu-
tenant of cavalry, who did not count for much in the halls of
Congress, where it was not known that I was even alive.

Our ice-machine had been put in an old building, 1020 feet
from the pump. Our boiler was a little upright contrivance that
would not allow the flues to be cleaned. These flues, covered
with scale from the limestone water, were eternally leaking,
putting the fire out, and in need of repairs. It was plain when
I first became quartermaster that the boiler would soon be
useless, and an auxiliary boiler was asked for and refused.

One Sunday night the engineer came in and reported that
the flues could be repaired no longer; they had leaked so that
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the fire was put out and could not be lighted. I hurried down
and tried to heat the flues with a fire outside the fire-box, but
this failed. From the post trader I got an old hand fire-engine
that had been condemned and sold years before, gave each
family a water-barrel, filled by an abandoned water-wagon,
which in turn was filled by pumping water through the fire-
hose out of the spring; and they had drinking-water but no ice.
We dug up the two-inch pipe carrying water to the stables and
watered the horses in the creek. The two-inch pipe was coupled
up and laid between the ice-machine and the pump to carry
steam, but it lacked two hundred feet of reaching the pump.
This hiatus had to be filled with inch pipe, and when we tried
the pump it gave a couple of chugs and stopped, and the steam
cooled down so as not to do the work. Going past the corral, I
saw one of the old iron telegraph poles, two inches in diameter,
that used to be on the line running into Kansas, and the aban-
doned poles were used for closing corrals. We soon gathered all
we could find, cut threads on them, coupled them up, put them
in the line, built fires under them to dry off the steam, and
began to make ice for the hospital first, and later for the post,
until we got our new forty-horse-power horizontal boiler from
Chicago and hauled it down the sixty-seven miles from Minco,
which had now become our railroad point.

A Plains quartermaster used to live by his wits in those days,
for almost nothing was given him. If he ever saw a real twelve-
inch pine board, he would have put it in his safe, if there had
been room, for often he would have to make his coffins out of
packing-boxes. It was a fine school for a young man, however.
The modern quartermaster must have everything to his hand
called for by the books or he cannot turn a wheel.

That ice-machine makes me think of an incident which oc-
curred a long time after. I was dining at Yale with Dr. Hadley
and a party of gentlemen, and asked my neighbor what was
the most remarkable thing he had ever seen. He could not
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answer, and soon the discussion became general. Finally they
said to me, “You started this; you tell us the most remarkable
thing you have ever seen!” I told them that I had seen Pharach
—the one who “would not let my people go.” I had had my
face within two feet of his and could see his own teeth, his own
face, and knew what he looked like, in the museum at Boulak,
just on the outskirts of Cairo, and it had given me a thrill I
had never felt before. Then I told of my putting the same
question to a crowd of Comanches, who went out to agree upon
the answer. Coming back, they announced that the most re-
markable thing they had ever seen was the ice-machine at
Fort Sill, where a white man made ice every day out of hot
water in the summer-time.

Formerly most all my studies had gone toward warfare with
the Indian, which I used to think, at one time, would last
during my lifetime, but conditions on the Plains were rapidly
changing. Instead of protecting the white man from the In-
dian, it was now for the soldier to protect the Indian from the
white man, and my military ideas had been changed by the
maneuvers at Chilocco in 1889. I began to study civilized war-
fare intensively, perceiving that the day of the Indian on the
Plains was over. While I was always too busy with something
important to go to the school at Fort Leavenworth, I studied its
textbooks and began to fit myself for war with a foreign coun-
try, although no sign of such a war could yet be seen.

The same question was soon taken up in our post schools
and continually discussed in our clubs. My classmate, Arthur
Wagner, put out his work on “Strategy and Information,” and
a new era dawned for our army—a new epoch ushered in—
that was to progress until it found us, at the outbreak of the
World War, with our officers the best instructed of any army
in the world.
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A MESSIAH ON THE PLAINS

In the summer of 1890, those who were in communication
with the Indians began to hear rumors of the coming of a
Messiah. Vague stories were heard at first that there was a
white man out on the Staked Plains of Texas, with long fair
hair and beard, who might show you your dead relatives, and
who bore on his hands the scars of the crucifixion. Small atten-
tion was paid to these stories for some time, but they became
more and more insistent, attracted more and more attention,
until by the beginning of winter they were causing the whole
of the Plains, north and south, to rock with what Mulvaney
called “invidjus apprehension.”

The story was now that Jesus had come back to this earth,
which was worn out, since the buffalo and wild horses were all
gone, the white man had cut off all the wood, and the rivers
were dry. Jesus was on top of a new earth somewhere in the
Northwest, coming with a slow movement like that of a glacier,
covering the old earth. On it were the spirits of the buffalo, the
wild horses, and all our dead relatives. Jesus had come once to
the white man, who had killed him, and now he was coming to
the Indian, bringing with him all the conditions of the golden
age before the white man; and this slowly moving new earth
was going to push the white man off into the sea, forcing him
to go back whence he came or to drown. All that was neces-
sary for the Indian to do was to believe, and to cultivate the
dance; otherwise he would be pushed off with the white man
into the sea.

Colonel Caleb Carlton, Seventh Cavalry, commanding at
Fort Sill, placed this matter, pertaining to eight tribes, in my
hands, and I spent the winter wherever the excitement was
greatest, going about with an orderly, cook, driver, and light
wagon, a saddle-mule, and a pair of quail and turkey dogs,
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often accompanied by my cousin and my son, Hunter, then a
young lad, besides some Kiowa scouts, notably Sergeants
I-see-0 and Clancy, and Chambers, driver and packer. It was
recognized that something dangerous might be hatched up
underneath the surface, of which I might be kept in ignorance
until it broke, and so I-see-o was told that a very serious
situation was developing, which bade fair to bring about a
clash with troops that would probably wipe out those eight
tribes if they persisted in acting under this delusion; but that
if he would do as I told him, whether his tribe disapproved or
not, we would save them all, and he would be thereafter like
a man standing on a high peak, looked up to by everybody.
I-see-o was a very simple honest Indian, brought up in the
old times with the buffalo, having spent a large part of his life
on the war-path on the Arkansas, in Texas, and in Mexico. He
had little or no influence in his tribe and was too simple to
initiate any policy or to put one over alone, but was faithful
to the last degree and would do exactly as I told him. After
considering the matter for a week he agreed to my request,
and we went about together everywhere; he kept me informed
of everything going on underneath the surface and nothing
could start without my knowledge.

The excitement became as great among the white communi-
ties as among the Indians, the former expecting an uprising, a
feeling that was greatly intensified by news of the battle of
Wounded Knee in South Dakota with the Sioux, when Sitting
Bull was killed near the Missouri River. The press called for
the disarming of the Indians all over the Plains. Some of the
agents, notably the agent in charge of the Kiowas and
Comanches at Anadarko, were insistent upon the use of troops
to bring about disarmament and the stopping of the dance, a
policy I resisted with all my force. Meanwhile the Indians still
looked for the coming of the Messiah, who was fully expected
to arrive in the spring.
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I was awakened one night far up on the Canadian, eighty
miles from Fort Sill, by a Kiowa Indian scout who brought out
a telegram from General Merritt, commanding the Department
of the Missouri, directing me to get ready to disarm the In-
dians. The rest of the night was spent with a candle, the stub
of a pencil, and a piece of manila paper, giving reasons why
this should not be attempted. I took the view that I had control
of the situation, and ample warning would be given of anything
overt; that the Indians were going to dance anyhow, and if
not allowed to dance openly where I could keep my fingers on
their pulse, they would dance somewhere in the mountains
secretly where they could hatch up anything they pleased with-
out our knowledge. Moreover it would not be possible to disarm
them, for they could ride one horse and lead another into any
of those little towns in Texas or Oklahoma, and exchange a
horse for a rifle and ammunition, which would then be hidden
somewhere in the brush away from their villages, until needed
for use. Many were already without rifles who would go and
get them in case of such a movement, and a spirit of animosity
would be wakened that would not be ended for ten years, which
was altogether unnecessary. The doctrine taught did not call
for any action by the Indian; Jesus was going to do it, and if
Jesus were to come in the spring and shove us all into the sea,
he could not be prevented by mortal means. If he did not come
the whole fabric would fall of its own weight, and the best
way to treat the situation was to stand by quietly and let it
fall without interference. In the meanwhile I would see that
nothing untoward was being hatched up secretly.

General Merritt approved of this policy, and the eight tribes
were carried through the excitement without the firing of a
shot or the shedding of a drop of blood, although the news of
the battle of Wounded Knee in the North, where many were
killed on both sides, caused the excitement in the South to be
greatly intensified.
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General Merritt was rather put out by the sending of troops
from his department to General Miles in the Sioux country,
where a large part of the army was congregated, as he had
the same trouble in his own department and did not want his
troops taken away. The last time I saw him in the Metropolitan
Club in Washington, he said, “I will never forget you; you
kept me out of trouble when I didn’t know enough to keep
myself out.”

When news of the Messiah first began to circulate in Okla-
homa, a Kiowa Indian by the name of Ahpiatom, or Wooden
Lance, was deeply affected. He pondered some time over it
and concluded to go north and see that Jesus with his own eyes.
He went north to the Sioux Agency at Pine Ridge and was told
that he could go back and tell his people that the story was
true; Jesus was not actually there—he was over in the Sho-
shone and Arapahé country, and all Ahpiatom need do was to
go home and “push hard on that dance.” He said, “No, I am
going to see that Jesus with my own eyes.” He went back
south to the Union Pacific Railroad and made his way to the
Shoshone and Arapahd agency, a hundred miles north of the
railway. Here they told him the same thing: “Jesus is not
actually here; he is over at Fort Hall, Idaho. It is all right;
you go back and tell your people it is true.” He said, “No, I
am not going back until I see that Jesus with my own eyes.”

Then he made his way back to the railway a hundred miles,
footsore and hungry, having to stop to work at times to get
something to eat, and thence in the same manner to Fort Hall,
to hear the same story. This time Jesus was over on Pyramid
Lake in Nevada, which he reached after a long journey. He
was told that Jesus was there, in a lodge not far away. He
put on his best clothes and approached the lodge with the most
reverential feeling. It appeared to him that if that was the
real Jesus, the latter would recognize him at once, and would
speak to him in his own language, saying: “You are Ahpiatom,
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that Kiowa man who has been worshiping me for three years,”
and he would show Ahpiatom his son who was dead, and his
other dead relatives, and show him likewise the scars of the
crucifixion on his hands.

Ahpiatom was taken on arrival into a lodge where there was
a Piute Indian by the name of Jack Wilson lying in a bed on
the ground with a blanket over his face, singing. After a
long time Wilson took the blanket off his face and asked him
who he was in the Piute language. “Why,” he said, “I am
Ahpiatom; don’t you know me? I am that Kiowa man who
has been worshiping you for three years.” Wilson said, “What
did you come looking for here?” Ahpiatom said, “I have been
traveling for a long time, going from tribe to tribe looking for
Jesus.” “Well,” Wilson said, “you don’t have to travel any
more for I am the only Jesus there is. What do you want?”
“I want to see my son who is dead.” Wilson said, “I haven’t
got any dead people here,” and began to excuse himself for
the killing of the Sioux at Wounded Knee; it wasn’t his fault
that the Sioux people should go wrong and have so many killed
in one day.

During the conversation Ahpiatom was watching him care-
fully, and seeing that the scars of the crucifixion were not there,
he came to the conclusion that he was being spoofed. He re-
turned to his people at Anadarko, to whom he announced that
was a false Jesus and his religion false too. This was a tre-
mendous disappointment to his people, who were expecting
the coming of the Messiah, and it made Ahpiatom very un-
popular. They said that Wilson might be a false Jesus, but
Ahpiatom had not gone to the right place. Ahpiatom had seen
an Arapah6é who had gone only as far as Pine Ridge and had
accepted the dictum of the Sioux that the doctrine was true,
and he was enriched on his return by gifts from his people. I
have seen Sitting Bull, the Arapah6 John the Baptist, drive off
forty horses and a dozen beeves at one time, presented to him
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by the different tribes, together with rifles, saddles, blankets,
buckskin, and other Indian property; and Ahpiatom was told
that his people would make him rich if he would take the same
message, but he said, “No, that is not for the good of my
people.”

I represented this to the President, who presented him with
a silver medal, and Indian Commissioner Morgan promised to
build him a house—a promise that was never fulfilled.

Commissioner Morgan promised to give a house also to
Quanah Parker, chief of the Comanche, but withdrew his
promise when he heard that Quanah (Odor or Smell) had
seven wives. He had no sort of knowledge of the people over
whose lives and fortunes he had control and thought he could
change the manners and customs overnight as so many good
narrow-minded people have thought before him as well as
since. He ordered Quanah to get rid of all but one of his wives
at once. Quanah remarked on hearing this that a man with
seven wives needed a house much more than a man with
only one.

It was not for any commissioner to enact ex post facto laws,
to break up and scatter families of young children and throw
them out on the world; it was for him to go at the matter
gradually, and forbid any new plural marriages. Time would
soon attend to the old ones without disturbance, and the status
quo should not be altered violently.

Quanah went to Washington to interview the commissioner
on this wholesale divorcement and said to him:

“A long time ago I lived free among the buffalo on the
Staked Plains and had as many wives as I wanted, according
to the laws of my people. I used to go to war in Texas and
Mexico. You wanted me to stop fighting and sent messages all
the time: ‘You stop, Quanah. You come here. You sit down,
Quanah.’ You did not say anything then, ‘How many wives
you got, Quanah.” Now I come and sit down as you want.
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You talk about wives; which one I throw away? You pick
him? You little girl, you go ’'way; you got no papa—you pick
him? You little fellow, you go ’way; you got no papa—you
pick him?”

But the commissioner could not “pick him,” and Quanah
died long after, still holding his seven wives.

The next time that Sitting Bull (Arapahd) came down to
Andarko, Ahpiatom challenged him to a public debate, and
denounced him before a great crowd for deceiving the people
for the sake of gain. Sitting Bull said that he had never asked
for any gifts; that they had been presented to him without
request, and he stood ready to return them if it was so desired.
Ahpiatom replied: “No, that is not the Kiowa road”—custom.
“Whatever has been given you should be kept. But you are
deceiving my people. I want you to cease.”

Notwithstanding Ahpiatom’s efforts, the Kiowa did not give
up their belief in the coming of the Messiah for some time, and
the excitement among the Caddo, Wichita, Delaware, Southern
Cheyenne, and Arapahd continued unabated. The Comanche,
being a skeptical people, never did have the craze as badly as
the others. The Caddo danced continuously day and night for
twenty days; when some dropped out to eat or rest, others
would take their places, although it snowed at one time eight
inches deep.

While this was going on I would be sitting by the fire dis-
cussing such important matters with the old people as they
propounded from time to time. Old Caddo Jake would begin
to flatter me, and I would know at once that he was going to
try to lead me into a trap to get the laugh on me before the
others; but, being warned, I was usually able to turn the
tables on him, though I would never have suspected him if it
had not been for the flattery, which an Indian always uses to
lay a trap. All these Indians received me into their camps with
freedom, confident that I had no ulterior purpose and was not

A



Original from
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN

Digitized by
UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN

pd#asn ssadoe/buo1sniiTyiey-mmm//:dily / uTewoqg dT1qnd
8YETTY6SOSTO6E "dpuw/Lzaz/3Idu d1puey 1py//:sdidzy / 1W9 ZO:EZ €2-80-12OZ UO paiedausn






Service on the Plains 153

seeking evidence against them or going to try to stop their
dance.

I traveled far up into the Cheyenne and Arapahé country
where the Washita could be stepped across, and killed wild
turkeys in the tributary gulches. We spent three days hunting
for stone on the site of Custer’s battle of the Washita with
Black Kettle’s band of Southern Cheyennes. Clancy had been a
stone-mason at one time and engraved ‘“7th Cavalry, Nov. 27,
1868” on a large flat stone, which he placed on a pile of rock

with some of the bones of horses Custer had killed to keep
the Cheyennes from recapturing them. He killed seven hun-
dred in all; many of the bones had been carried away and sold.

When the Cheyenne country was about to open for settle-
ment I sent a photograph of this monument to the Minco
Minstrel with an appeal to the new settlers not to disturb this
monument or Black Kettle’s tree, under which he was killed.
The tree was a cottonwood that had been blazed by the
Cheyennes shortly after the ﬁght The last I heard, the monu-
ment had been torn down, but thk‘étéb and the tree were still
there.

I had great curiosity to see Sitting Bull, who had taught the
Messiah dance up and down the Plains, and I would always
arrive when he had just left, until I heard that he was expected
on Sugar Creek in the country of the Caddo, Wichita, and
Delaware Indians. I put four fine mules on a light buckboard,
drove fifty miles in a day, and found him.

He was remarkable in that he had light eyes; he was an
excellent and graceful sign talker, most affable and obliging,
and I greatly enjoyed talking to him. I put my camp near his
lodge and spent a great deal of time with him, watching him
and his proceedings. I saw there all the scenes depicted in the
Bible about Jesus. The Wichita and Caddo women would sur-
round him weeping and touch him “to get some of the virtue
out of him.” Presents of every kind were heaped on him and
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it was said that he had six thousand dollars deposited with a
trader at Fort Reno.

Some time previously I had wished to photograph the dance
on the Canadian River and could easily have done it without
their permission, for none of them knew at first what the
.camera was. I told them I wanted to show a picture of the
dance to General Merritt at St. Louis, so that he could see the
men, women, and children dancing together without guns or
war costumes and would not believe the lies told him about
their going on the war-path; but they were terribly disturbed .
lest I should “break the medicine,” and I gave it up. Some
talked afterward about breaking the camera, and I-see-o told
me that there had been talk of killing me rather than have the
medicine broken. I could even then have taken the photograph
without their knowledge, but I never treated them that way,
never played tricks on them.

At this visit I asked Sitting Bull, who had control of every-
thing, about it. He gave his permission with alacrity and even
stopped the dance when I raised my hand. This photograph
was on my last film and was the only genuine photograph ever
taken of a Messiah dance, either on the Northern or Southern
Plains, for no one else was allowed near them with a camera.
The Sioux ran away into the bad lands to dance, in spite of
the agent’s prohibition, and they killed Lieutenant Casey for
intruding.

In this picture will be seen a number of people lying on the
ground in a hypnotic trance, where they would be surrounded
by their women to prevent their being touched. Their spirits
were thought to have left their bodies and to have gone above
in conference with Jesus. If a dog should even touch them
with the point of the nose, their spirit would be jerked rudely
away from the presence of Jesus.

While constantly watching them I could see a new religion
growing up around me, which, if they were not dominated by
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the white man, and the times were suitable, might have grown
into something like the religion of Mohammed; but the times
were unfavorable, and it soon died. The Indian was then most
susceptible to conversion to Christianity; the name of Jesus
was on every tongue, and had I been a missionary I could have
led every Indian on the Plains into the church, but the mis-
sionaries were not awake to their opportunity.

Many preposterous and impossible statements were made by
Sitting Bull, which he evidently expected to have believed, but
which no white man would consider for a moment. The Indian,
however, could and did believe them and was willing to stake
his life on their truth, without a particle of proof. I am con-
vinced that, impossible as they were from the standpoint of our
superior knowledge, Sitting Bull himself believed the whole
thing implicitly.

The mind of the Indian was prepared to believe the impos-
sible, as our forefathers of the Middle Ages believed in dreams,
apparitions, and miracles. Something seen by them in a dream
was “confirmation strong as proofs of holy writ.” We others
must not judge the Indian as we judge the actions of the people
of our time, for the older ones are still living in a more back-
ward age, the age of barbarism, when we too had much the
same beliefs and had not acquired the mass of knowledge that
we now enjoy. The attitude of mind of the Indian, brought up
on primitive legends without the correction due to modern
thought and information, was altogether different from ours,
and he was prepared to believe anything presented to him
from a source in which he had confidence.

I saw Sitting Bull last at the cantonment on the North Fork
of Red River in 1920, and asked him, “How about that Mes-
siah dance?” He said: “My father’s brother, I hope you won’t
talk about those things now. I have put them all away behind
me, and I pray now only to the Spirit above and go to the white
man’s church.”
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10! THE POOR INDIAN

The credulity with which the Indian accepts what he is told,
with no backing of proof, seems amazing in our eyes. It is this
credulity that makes him so dangerous. Some ignorant or de-
signing person may take advantage of it to arouse him against
the law or against the troops. It required but one shot at
Wounded Knee to produce a bloody clash, unforeseen and
undesired by both sides, at a moment when the troops and
Indians were in close proximity, with no time for consideration
or reflection.

Besides apprehension of this credulity, there is an inborn
racial fear of the Indian in our minds, due to our ignorance of
his thought, enhanced by the tales of scalping and bloodshed
we were fed on in our youth. We cannot get over this, since it
has become instinctive in many who cannot perceive that the
times have changed and that the Indians have changed with
them, and many have still a fantastic and untruthful view of
the character of the Indian. I have taken, through my Indian
camp at Fort Sill, visitors who have exclaimed in surprise at
seeing an Indian woman kiss her child, as if the Indians had
not the same human nature that they had themselves. This
ignorance on both sides brings about a mutual racial mistrust,
which I have never felt toward the Indian; but I could recog-
nize its existence in myself at Canton, China, among the
teeming millions of foreigners of different race and language,
from whose minds and intentions I was completely shut out.

Some one who understands both parties is always needed
in times of stress to prevent a clash, with disastrous conse-
quences, and to keep them far enough apart so that the
nervousness of one man may not bring it on, perhaps by a
single gesture; for placing such unstable forces as armed In-
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dians and troops together is like putting an open powder-keg
in front of an open fire, needing but one spark to explode it all.
The troops should be kept from the immediate presence of the
Indians, in a strong defensive position, yet near enough to an-
swer a summons promptly. If the Indians are then treated with
sympathy, kindness, patience, and tact, no body of red men
that ever lived can stand out against you, no matter how ugly
their mood, or how outraged their feelings, provided always you
can reach them so as to talk without being fired on. I have in-
variably found the Indian to be reasonable if you do not hurry
him too much, and willing to do the right thing if you can
show him what it is and give him time.

Some time afterward while talking to the Kiowas in the
camp of the families of my Indians at Fort Sill, I stated
that the Kiowa chief, Lone Wolf, had sold out his people to
the Cherokee Commission. The next day about four hundred
Kiowas came up to the post with Lone Wolf. Their spokes-
man said it was a matter of hearsay that I had made certain
statements about Lone Wolf. They did not know whether I
had actually made them or not; they only heard that I had;
but if I would make them again before that crowd they would
know exactly what had been said. They were told to bring a
chair and to put it down in front of the one I was sitting in,
and for Lone Wolf to sit in it, right in front of me; and in
the sign language, understood by all of them, I replied that
last night I had said that Lone Wolf had sold out his people.
“Lone Wolf, did you sell out your people?” I then asked.
His only reply was to hang his head in silence. The attention
of the crowd was then invited to him. “Look at that,” I said,
“a man that calls himself chief of the Kiowa people; just
look at him—afraid to look at me! Lone Wolf, you look me in
the eye. You are walking to-day down your chief’s road; you
are going to hear something coming after you like a hound
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after a deer. I am going after you, and I am going to overtake
you. I am going to break your chief’s road and throw you
away. That is all. You can go.”

Whenever, for months after that, I would meet parties of
Kiowas on the prairie, at the agency, or elsewhere, this
dialogue would take place:

Q. How do you like to have a chief that sells you out?
A. We don't like it.

Q. What kind of a chief do you like? A. We like an honest
man,

Q. Who is the most honest Kiowa you know? A. Ahpiatom.

Q. Why don’t you get him for a chief? A. I think we will.

Later the feeling coalesced and resulted in the first regular
election the tribe ever had for a chief, and they chose
Ahpiatom. That was about 1894, and he is still their chief
to-day. The hound had overtaken the deer.

About ten days after the battle of Wounded Knee, between
Big Foot’s band of Sioux and the Seventh Cavalry, in South
Dakota, Colonel Carlton, who commanded Fort Sill, asked my
advice regarding a telegram he had just received from the
Indian agency at Anadarko, thirty-three miles away, in which
it was stated that a little Kiowa Indian boy had been whipped
in the Kiowa school, after which he had run away secretly
and taken two other boys with him, and all three had been
caught in a blizzard on their way to their village and found
frozen to death; the Indians were very much excited over
this, and the agent desired a squadron of cavalry sent there
immediately to save the agency.

I reminded the colonel that this was no kind of weather in
which to send troops out in the field. There had been a heavy
fall of rain, filling up the streams, after which two feet of
snow had fallen, and now it was raining and sleeting again,
and if troops were compelled to march all night in such
weather they would arrive in Anadarko in a very ugly frame of
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mind; the Indians were coming there, armed, from every direc-
tion, much excited over the loss of the children, and a very
serious clash was probable and would cause a great deal of
bloodshed. If he would let me go up there I would settle it
without any troops.

The colonel replied: “You are asking me something very
difficult. Suppose you go up there and are not able to handle
the situation and the agency is destroyed; what kind of a
defense could I put up before a court-martial when asked by
the judge advocate, ‘Did you get that call for a squadron of
cavalry from the agent?’ I would have to say, ‘Yes.” The next
question would be, ‘What did you do?’ and I could only an-
swer, ‘I sent one man.” What sort of a defense would that be, do
you think?”

I had to reply that, no doubt, that was possible, but that
he was commanding officer, and that it was his duty to take
such responsibilities and of two evils to choose the lesser.
If he believed that I would not be able to handle the situation,
he had better send troops, but the probability of bloodshed was
very great, and he would have to take his choice.

Our old interpreter, Horace P. Jones, was there. The colonel
asked if I wanted to take him with me. I had no need for him,
but the last thing I wanted to do was to hurt his feelings, so
I said, “Yes.” The colonel asked him when he would be ready.
He said next morning at nine o’clock. The colonel asked when
I would be ready. I said: “I am ready now. The weather is
too bad to take Mr. Jones on horseback, so we will have to
have a covered wagon. If you will order one I will be ready
by the time it gets up.” We started out, with I-see-o going
ahead on horseback, carrying a lantern to enable our driver
to keep the road, and arrived at Anadarko about four o’clock
in the morning.

The agent was so frightened that nothing could be got out
of him. I-see-o was sent out to round up the Kiowa chiefs
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after breakfast, and we settled the whole matter satisfactorily
that morning. The teacher who had whipped the boy had been
hidden the day before over the rafters in one of the stores until
after dark, when he was taken out of the country and has
never gone back. The Indians were feeling greatly outraged
over the loss of their children and really acted in a very com-
mendable manner.

We were invited that evening to dinner at the house of one
of the traders, and strolled over to the store after dinner.
One could feel vibrations of great excitement the moment
we entered the store. Inquiry developed the fact that the uncle
of one of the boys had just come in and heard of their death,
and coming around the corner suddenly on the principal of the
school had hit him over the head with a quirt.

The Kiowa village was camped right behind the school about
three quarters of a mile away. Taking I-see-0 and my cousin,
who had come with us from Fort Sill, we ran down to the
school as fast as we could and found the women teachers in
great distress. They abused me roundly for not bringing troops
in and for “allowing innocent women and children to be butch-
ered in their beds.” I offered to go down into the Kiowa camp
and see if there was anything wrong down there, but they
seized me by both arms and said I would not be allowed to
leave the house; I was the only thing that stood between
them and death and would have to stay there all night. So
I-see-o was sent down into camp and directed to go around all
parts of it and listen to the conversations, bring back word
to me if anything overt was contemplated, and summon the
chiefs to the agent’s office the next morning at nine o’clock to
meet me there.

Nothing happened during the night, and at the meeting in
the agent’s office the agent and the principal were present,
with the Indians sitting on the floor around the wall, wrapped
in their blankets, some of them crying about the children. The
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principal insisted upon the arrest of the uncle of the dead boy.
I represented that the excitement was very intense over the
Messiah question, and the news of the recent battle of the
Sioux had greatly intensified this, and if that man were
arrested at this time it would probably be all that was needed
to push the Kiowas into war. The principal, however, insisted
upon it; he and the agent had no more respect for the feelings
of those Indians, sorrowing for their children, than they had
for the feelings of the chairs. Finally, however, they agreed
to forgive the Indian, whom I scolded for using his quirt.
I then told the Indians to go out of town and stay out until
the excitement was over.

A short time after this I was told by a friend that, not-
withstanding the forgiveness by the agent and the principal,
the principal had gone to the deputy marshal and requested
him to make the arrest, and he was going to make it. In re-
sponse to a protest, the marshal replied that it was his duty
to arrest the Indian, and hfs:duy was always paramount.
After some pleasant argument, which failed to move him, he
was told that my duty was always paramount also, and I
could see it very plainly. He said, “What is your duty, lieu-
tenant?” “I see very plainly that it is my duty to go down
to the telegraph office and get your commission as a deputy
marshal revoked by telegraph, as unfit to hold it.” He said,
“If you feel that way, lieutenant, I won’t do it.” I said, “That
is just the way I feel,” and he dropped the matter.

A telegram was sent down to the commanding officer at
Fort Sill saying that no troops were needed, as the trouble was
all over. It can be seen from the attitude of the agent in this
matter, as well as the insistence on disarming and the stopping
of the dance, how many of our Indian outbreaks have been
brought about, without real intention on either side, and for
the lack of some person with authority who understands both
sides.
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The following summer a Kiowa Indian was killed by a cow-
boy sixty-seven miles west from Fort Sill at the mouth of the
Elk Creek, a tributary of the North Fork of the Red River,
which then formed a boundary between Texas and the Indian
Territory. The killing happened at the headquarters of a cattle
company on the Texas side. News of the occurrence was
brought in to Fort Sill, and the colonel asked me what I
would need to go out and settle it. I told him I needed an
orderly, a cook, a packer, and a couple of pack-animals. He
said: “No, I am going to send out some troops and let those
people out there see that they cannot kill an Indian with im-
punity. You take a troop of cavalry and start.”

I took my own troop as escort, commanded by its second
lieutenant, as I was detailed away from the troop as adjutant,
quartermaster, and commissary of the post, and did not take
command. The road was very heavy, the wagons heavily
loaded; and it was extremely hot. We got a late start, went
into camp after making seventeen miles, and were eating din-
ner when an Indian came in and said there was a large band
of armed white men on one side of the North Fork and the
Kiowas on the opposite, scouting for each other, the Kiowas
outraged by the Kkilling of one of their kind. A battle was
imminent, if it had not already taken place after he left. He
was asked to have some dinner. He said he couldn’t wait; he
had to go back. Feed his pony? He said, no, he hadn’t time.
That was the first Indian that I had ever seen who hadn’t time
to eat, and I realized that things must be in a very dangerous
condition indeed. The troops were established in camp for the
night, and it would be impossible to take the wagons across
country in the darkness without a road. Six Kiowa scouts
were made ready, and we started to make the fifty miles that
night, leaving the troops to come on next day. Being very
thirsty along in the middle of the night, I asked for water,
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but was told, “You can’t have any water here; these are the
No Water Mountains we are going through.”

Shortly before dawn the Indians said, “Dismount; keep
quiet,” and we listened for about five minutes, when we heard
a dog bark. They said, “All right; come along.” They had
been afraid that their camp had been attacked and perhaps
taken after the Kiowa had left, but there was something
peaceful in that dog’s bark that reassured them.

Since these Kiowas considered that they were at war with
the white men, the kind of reception I would get in that camp
was somewhat doubtful, but I felt that if I could get into the
lodge of old Big Bow, the head soldier of the Kiowas, he
would protect me, certainly as long as I was in his lodge;
and if necessary I would stay there until the troops arrived.

I got into his lodge before dawn, without being discovered.
After sunrise the head men were all invited in, so that their
views might be ascertained. It seemed that there were about a
hundred white men on the other side of the river, all gathered
with their arms at the cow ranch, and the two parties had
been scouting for each other till dark the night before. The
white men had sent their women and children out of the coun-
try far down in Texas, away from harm. It was represented
to the Kiowa that if a delegation would come down with me
into Texas, I would cause the arrest of the man who had shot
the Kiowa, and leave the matter to the civil authorities; I
would see what reparation I could get, and would disperse the
white men. They agreed to this, and Big Bow took me in his
wagon. I caused the arrest of the cowboy by the civil author-
ities. The Indians said they wanted him to be hanged right
there, where they could all see him. The white men were
advised to go home and bring back their women and children;
the war was all over.

The ranch owner was asked if he intended to live there
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and expected to do business, after that Indian was killed on
his ranch. He said he would like to. I then told him that he
would not do it unless he made a settlement according to In-
dian ways; otherwise he would be going about some day on
horseback, and a bullet would come out of the brush and kill
him; but all the soreness could be wiped out by a present. He
asked what sort of a present would be acceptable, and was told
that if he would give them half a dozen beeves I had no doubt
the matter could be settled amicably. He gave the Indians the
beeves, the matter was settled, and has remained settled to this
day.

The cowboy contended that the killing had been done in
self-defense, which was probably true, for the Indian was a
mean one, as the Kiowa themselves acknowledged. The cowboy
was at once released by the civil authorities, after getting away
from our proximity.

We went back to the Indian camp, and on the way recovered
a lost government mule from a man who did not want to give
it up. I went to bed for a rest in Big Bow’s lodge, having been
on the go for several days and nights. The troop came in next
day, but everything had been arranged, and there was nothing
to do but go home, which we did, going south of the Wichita
Mountains, where there was no trail and where no one had
ever attempted to take wagons in all the history of Fort Sill,
because of the roughness of the country. I would not care to go
that way again.

While driving into Texas with Big Bow I noticed his fine
buckskin costume. His leggings each had twenty parallel rec-
tangular marks three-eights of an inch wide and three inches
long, down the outside. Putting my finger on one, I asked what
it meant. Big Bow counted it several times very carefully from
the top to make sure of its identity, and then he announced that
it represented an Osage he had killed. Each of the forty marks
represented a member of some tribe he had killed—Pawnee,
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Cheyenne, Utah, and many others—and if he had told the
whole truth I have no doubt that some of those marks repre-
sented white people he had killed when at war.

I asked if he wanted to sell those leggings; all our conversa-
tion was carried on in the sign language. He replied “My
uncle”—a term of great respect—“I don’t want to pick up
money for these leggings. I am getting old, and soon my die day
will arrive. Then my women will plait my hair, paint my face
red, and put these clothes on me, and my spirit will go out of
my mouth up to the Wolf’s Road”—Milky Way. “When I get
there they will look me all over and will say, ‘Big Bow, you
are well dressed.”” “I don’t want to pick up money for these
clothes.” As I did not wish to interfere with such laudible pro-
ceedings I told him we would drop further consideration of
purchase.

He had one of the two oldest and most historic buffalo
shields among the Kiowa, and I asked if he wanted to sell
that. He said that shield had protected him all his life by its
medicine or magic power. “My life is in that shield, and I don’t
want to part with my life,” he said, so we talked no more
about it. Six months afterward his son brought the shield in
to me as a present from Big Bow. It seemed that although the
medicine in it had always protected him heretofore, it had now
allowed him to lose control of his face—facial paralysis—
and since it no longer protected him he wanted me to have it.

Dr. J. D. Glennan, my next-door neighbor, was making a
collection of Indian curios and was eager to get a good shield;
and good ones were extremely scarce. I already had the best
shield in the Southwest, which used to belong to the celebrated
Kiowa chief, Satanta, more than a hundred years old. Satanta
had it on when he was roped by a Mexican just outside of the
town of Durango, Mexico, before the Civil War. He was
dragged some distance behind a horse until Frizzlehead and
some others rescued him, after both sides had been skinned
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from his head to his heels. When Satanta’s son died, he left the
shield to me in his will, which was probated by the Indian
court while I was in Washington, and the shield was sent me
by the agent. ' ‘

I told Big Bow’s son to take the shield to Dr. Glennan and
charge him fifty dollars for it, which was cheap enough, for he
could probably get a thousand dollars for it now.

It will show how ignorant most Indians were of values and
the white man’s way of bargaining, and how easy it was to
cheat them, to tell how Big Cow brought a horse to sell to me.
I told him I already had all the horses I could feed. He seemed
quite downcast at that, evidently counting on the sale, but he
said, “I have come in a long distance to sell him to you.”
“What do you want for him?” I asked. “I want ten dollars or
five dollars.” I told him to take the horse to Major Cook,
who wanted a horse for his boy, and to charge him fifty
dollars. The horse brought forty-five dollars and later went up
to Chicago in a car-load of polo ponies. He had genuine polo
talent and later was sold on Long Island for a thousand dollars.

The character of the Indian of the gloomy forests of the
east partook of the nature of those forests. He was vindictive
and cruel beyond limit; he used to burn his enemy at the stake,
prolonging his life so as to enjoy his torment the longer. The
nature of the Plains Indian reflected the open sunny character
of his habitat, and his rages were soon over.

Some strange Comanches from a distance brought whisky
into the scouts’ camp one night; and the officer of the day, re-
sponsible for good order, reported that there were drunken
Indians down there, firing off their guns and making a dis-
turbance. The commanding officer told him to go down and
arrest them and put them in the guard-house. He demurred a
little at this, asking if he did not think Lieutenant Scott had
better go, for nobody likes to deal with a drunken Indian,
who is usually a monomaniac in that condition. Mrs. Scott and
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I were dining out and could not be found for some time, but
finally the Indian was lodged in the guard-house. I went off
the next morning to Anadarko (thirty-three miles away) and
forgot about the prisoner until nearly there, when I tele-
graphed to the commanding officer, asking him to release the
Indian and give him back his rifle. The Indian loaded his gun,
hiding it under his blanket, and walked up and down in front
of my quarters for an hour, waiting for me to come out. Some
Indian told I-see-o about it, who jumped on his horse bare-
back, galloped up to the Comanche, and stripped off his blan-
ket with one jerk, disclosing his rifle, loaded and at full cock.
I-see-o took it away from him, kicked him and knocked him
about, and told him to get out of there at once, and if he ever
tried anything of that sort again he would kill him.

I came back in about a week and heard about this. Going
into the trader’s store ten days after, I saw the Comanche
leaning on the counter with his back to the door, his head
resting on his hands, with elbows on the counter. I walked
around behind the counter and leaned on it in the same way,
our noses about a foot apart, and asked what was the matter
with him. He asked, “Why?” in some surprise. I said, “A little
bird told me that you were walking up and down in front of
my house with a loaded gun the other day; what was that
for?” “Oh!” he said, “that was a long time ago—away back
there,” making the sign for a time tradition tells of. “I have
forgotten all about that; that is all over long ago.” I told him
he had better keep on forgetting it if he wanted to walk around
on the ground like other live people. “Oh!” he said again, “that
was all over long ago,” and it was. If he had been a timber
Indian he would have been apt to kill me a year afterward,
if the right opportunity occurred. I was warned in the Choctaw
country that if I ever had a quarrel with a Choctaw or Semi-
nole to kill him right away or he would kill me, if it were years
afterward; but the Plains Indians are entirely different, some
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being very jolly, others more reserved and stately, but all
good-tempered. The Kiowas were more difficult than the
Comanches, who were remarkably open and friendly, although
our literature makes them appear otherwise.

The first expedition of the First Dragoons in 1834, which
my Uncle David Hunter accompanied as captain of Company
D, First Dragoons, passed near the site of Fort Sill, which
was not built until 1870. George Catlin, the artist, was with it
also, and told about it in his “North American Indian,” which
made a deep impression on the country. They met the Kiowa
and Comanche, and we have heard the expressions ever since,
“he rides like a Comanche,” “he yells like a Comanche”; and
they then acquired an wideserved reputation for fierceness,
but to tell the truth they yelled and rode no differently than
other tribes of the Plains.

At the close of the Sioux War in South Dakota in the spring
of 1891, the secretary of war desired to fill some of the skeleton
troops of cavalry with Indian soldiers. The Sioux flocked to
be enlisted, because they had no food, no horses, no blankets,
nor clothing, and were willing to do anything that would bring
them food and shelter. The Kiowas and Comanches, however,
were well off, some of them having as many as two hundred
horses, and since the tribes were negotiating with the Cherokee
commission concerning their lands, the chiefs held their young
men back so as to keep them under their influence, and they
refused to enlist.

The secretary of war sent Captain Jesse Lee, Ninth Infantry,
who was most successful in enlisting the Sioux, down to Fort
Sill to find out why I did not enlist the Kiowas and Comanches.
A council of the Indians was called to meet him, at which he
stated his case. Old Tabananaca, a Comanche chief, got up and
replied. thanking him for coming so far to talk to them and
bringing the word of Washington. He said that Lieutenant
Scott had already told them those things, and the kindest thing
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he could do was to go back to Washington and tell them that
the Kiowas and Comanches did not want to be soldiers.
Whereupon he wrapped his blanket around him and stalked
out, followed by his lifelong friend, White Wolf, who had
grown up with him from boyhood, side by side. Captain Lee
went back to Washington and reported that the Kiowas and
Comanches could not be enlisted. Although I have seen hun-
dreds of councils, this was one of only two occasions when
I had seen a rudeness perpetrated.

A month after that, Poor Buffalo, a Kiowa chief, invited
me to his lodge. Talking in the sign language, he said: “Here-
tofore we have held our young men, in a corral, from enlisting,
and to-day I am going to tell you something good. We are
going to open that corral and drive our young men right at you
like a herd of horses.” In a short time a troop was enlisted,
the only one of the Indian organizations to serve out its
appointed time. None of the Indians could read or write, and
so Ernest Stecker of my Troop M was appointed first sergeant
to take care of the paper work, Thomas Clancy quartermaster
sergeant to look after the property, and I-see-o as first ser-
geant, who was, however, a figurehead, unable to deal with
white men, never having learned any English. The other non-
commissioned officers were all Indians. The troop was above
the middle of all the organizations of the army with the rifle,
fourth among eighteen troops of cavalry in the Department
of the Missouri with the revolver, and was considered by the
War Department as a success in every way but one; they said
it was a success as long as I stayed with it, but its officers
could not be changed around as in white troops; and since all
the other troops were a disappointment, the experiment of en-
listing Indians was regarded as a failure.

It seems a remarkable thing that British officers could make
efficient soldiers of Egyptians, who have been slaves for three
thousand years, but American officers could not make soldiers
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out of Indians, who had fought us successfully for a long
period, and who when suitably armed and mounted were the
best light horsemen the world has ever seen. The truth was
that the army was angry at General Schofield for mustering
out the white men of the two troops in each regiment, and
did not want the experiment to succeed. Innumerable obstacles
were thrown in my way by unthinking officers, and support in
Washington was withheld by a change of the secretary of war.
The men of that troop nevertheless are men of power and
influence now in the Kiowa reservation and dictate its policies,
and I have been told by a number of agents that the marked
difference between this agency and those surrounding it was
caused by the discipline, instruction, and general improvement
brought about by service in that troop, and that it would be of
advantage to the government to have a similar troop at every
agency. The men were made to save their money, and by the
time that they were discharged they received help from troop
funds, so that every one of them had a house on his lot, to
which he retired.

At first the men held off a little from enlistment by the fear
. of being made to cut their hair. They were told they might
cut their hair or let it drag on the ground so far as I was
concerned, and they all enlisted. After some months an order
came down from the War Department to have every one of
them cut his hair. This placed me in a very awkward position,
and I felt much dismayed over it. All during the winter I
would make a little fun of them, saying that they called them-
selves soldiers going around with hair like that, and telling
them to put their braid down under their coat collars so
that I wouldn’t see it. At the end of the cold weather eleven
of them came up and asked to borrow a quarter each. I asked
what they wanted it for. They said they wanted to have their
hair cut, and then gradually they all followed suit but one
man, an Arapahé by the name of Yellow Bull, who declared
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he would not cut his hair for anybody. He was reported absent
from retreat one evening. Inquiry developed that he was inside
the barracks, and the reason he did not come out to retreat was
that he was ashamed; he had been sleeping on his bunk when
some young Kiowa rascals had cut off his hair on one side,
and he was ashamed to come out. Afterward he had the other
side cut to match, and the orders of the War Department were
complied with, and I was not made out a liar after all.

MEMORIES OF BUFFALO BILL AND OTHER FAMOUS PLAINSMEN

In the summer of 1893 General Miles ordered me to the
World’s Fair in Chicago to deliver an article on the sign
language of the Plains before a World’s Congress of Ethnolo-
gists. I knew of this six months beforehand, and sent east for
books on philology, in order to find out the fundamental laws
of language, lest, studying alone on the plains, I should have
acquired a one-sided or distorted view of my subject. This
study of philology is still one of the great pleasures of my life.
Before my lecture, at which General Miles and my mother
were present, I asked Buffalo Bill for an Indian to use in
demonstration on the stage. He replied in his hearty way,
“Take the whole show,” but I compromised on six Ogalala
Sioux. The audience asked that my time be extended, and
I was told afterward by the management that this was the only
time such a request had been made during the life of the
Congress.

General Miles detailed me with one of the police detach-
ments at the Fair, which duty would give me a room on the
grounds with extra pay and access to everything, but it was
my misfortune to fall ill again with malarial fever. When I
asked him to send me back to Fort Sill he was much surprised
and asked my reasons. I told him I had a strong fever every
other day, and the warm water of the lake got on my nerves,
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and that I wanted to allay the fever in the cold spring water
at Fort Sill to get some goose-flesh on myself once more. So 1
went back without seeing very much of the Fair.

BUFFALO BILL

The days I felt well enough, however, I would sit with
Buffalo Bill in a little sentry-box with two chairs, at the heel
of the arena of his Wild West Show, where we could look out
at the performers coming in and going out. I asked him who of
all his people were the best performers. He told me that the
American cowboys were the best, for besides doing their own
stunts remarkably well, they could do those of all the others
too. Just then a Circassian prince came in at a gallop standing
on his head, and Cody said, “The cowboys can do what that
Circassian prince can do as well as he can, but there would
be no money in allowing them to do it in the show.”

There was one performer, however, who was not an adept.
While I was walking around with Cody between the acts, he
sent for an Australian he had imported to throw a boomerang,
as a stunt in the show. It was soon found that the various cur-
rents of air about the amphitheater prevented control of the
boomerang, which frequently went into the seats of the amphi-
theater. After trying him for a while and convincing himself
that it was dangerous, Cody said, “That act is no good; take
him away and put him to digging post-holes.” Imagine import-
ing a man from Australia to dig post-holes in Chicago! but
the show could stand that after clearing seven hundred thou-
sand dollars during the season.

Buffalo Bill and I both got in the Deadwood coach one
day, and I sat on the box by the driver, driving six fine strong
mules when the team was made to run away, chased by
Indians firing blank cartridges at us. I thought at first that I
was being powder burned by the Indians, but soon discovered
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that what had stung my face was not powder but the gravel
thrown up by the flying feet of the galloping mules.

That was the most realistic show I have ever seen. Those
old Deadwood coaches used to pass our house at Fort Meade
twice a day. Mrs. Scott and I had often ridden in them. I knew
the Indians were genuine because I had known some of them
on the Plains. When I first saw the show in 1884, in Phila-
delphia, I could hardly believe my eyes when I recognized
Shunkamanito Ota, alias Yankton Charley, and Red Shirt, who
guided General McKenzie into the Cheyenne Village on Powder
River, both Ogalalas. The West was still a far country in those
days, and one seldom met Ogalalas in Philadelphia.

Everything was exactly as represented in that show but one
thing: the shields carried by the Indians were not genuine.
Instead of being made of indurated rawhide from the neck
of a buffalo bull, which had then gone from the Plains, they
were barrel-hoops with canvas painted and decorated with
feathers, and they resembled shields so well that no one in the
audience knew the difference.

Cody was always very generous with his men, in fact with
everybody. One time I was sitting with him in 1884 at Phila-
delphia on the upstairs veranda of a club-house when the show
passed by to entrain. A cowboy left the column and called up
asking for an advance of a dollar on his pay. Cody told him
to hold his hat and threw down a twenty-dollar gold piece into
it as a gift. No old-timer ever came to him with a hard luck
story in vain; in fact, he was far too generous for his own
good.

Johnny Baker was his nephew and general executive, a sort
of aide-de-camp for every sort of confidential use. We loved
the colonel as did everybody else, but Cody was Johnny’s
idol. The first time I ever saw Johnny was at Philadelphia, and
he was standing on his head, breaking glass balls with a shot-
gun, alongside of Annie Oakley, who was doing the same thing,
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although standing well planted on her own feet. The last time
I saw him was lately in his museum and tea-house outside of
Denver, near which the colonel is buried on the top of Lookout
Mountain, where I hope his spirit can look far off over the
Plains he used to scout and loved so well.

The colonel came up with Johnny to the office of the chief
of staff in the War Department in 1916, bringing a photog-
rapher, who took a picture of us both together. He invited me
to stay with him for a month at the Hot Springs of Wyoming
in the Big Horn Basin and to stay another month at his ranch
above Cody. He said: “You have been sitting in that chair too
long. It will build you up—build you up.” That was the last
time I ever saw him, for he died within a month; and it was
the last photograph he ever had taken, a copy of which was
sent to Mrs. Cody, after his death.

He loved the army, with which he had been associated
nearly all his life and never let army officers pay to enter the
show if he could help it. He would give them a box or a dozen
boxes if they wished. He rather mortified me a little by his
kindness in 1908. For several years he invited the whole first
class at West Point to the show at Madison Square Garden
and told me to bring down all the officers any and every time
I wanted to come; but one time he invited Mrs. Scott and
myself especially, and we took two boys of one of our friends
to shake hands with Colonel Cody, as I wanted them to remem-
ber his personality. He sent us to our place with an usher, and
we found ourselves in the most important place in the show,
acclaimed by all the Indians when they massed up in front of
the box for a demonstration. This was all very well until I
looked down to a very inconspicuous position and saw the
general commanding the department there, hidden away almost
out of sight, which mortified me extremely, lest he should think
that I had engineered things. Mrs. Scott and I discussed the
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question of going down and exchanging with him but concluded
that we were guests and would have to stay where we were put.
The facts were that the general had come from the coast
artillery, and Cody had never heard of him on the Plains.

A number of the officers of West Point, including Chaplain
Travers, asked me to take them to the show at Madison
Square, saying that they had never seen the sign language used.
When we went together I told them we would get Cody to take
us into the Indian Village between the performances; the
Indians were a new lot of young men I had never seen before,
but I would be able to gain their friendliness by the sign lan-
guage within ten minutes. Cody was not about and had to be
sent for to his hotel. He took us down to Iron Tail’s lodge
where the others soon congregated, and I was on excellent
terms with them all within five minutes, asking about their
relatives who were no longer with the show.

When I first saw Cody in Chicago, he had a magnificent
head of long dark hair; and with his tall stalwart frame, I
thought he was the handsomest man I had ever seen. In later
years I several times heard him say that he despised a man
with long hair and that his first act after going out of the
show business would be to cut his hair. His long hair was
part of the Buffalo Bill show as much as the horses and
Indians.

Colonel Cody was a most remarkable man; as a boy in
Kansas he had started out in a lowly capacity in 2 bull train,
not even with the full title of bull-whacker but as the bull-
whacker’s assistant, a bull-wrangler. From that humble posi-
tion he raised himself by his own talent and determination
until he became a welcome guest of presidents and kings, the
idol of every red-blooded boy in America and withal a most
genial, kindly gentleman, the success and adulation he every-
where received never for a moment affecting his poise and
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judgment. He was the foremost plainsman of his day, the
exponent of one class of scout as Ben Clark and Horace Jones
were of another.

BEN CLARK AND HORACE JONES

Ben Clark had been the trusted chief of scouts for Custer
in 1868 on the southern Plains. He was the most accomplished
white sign talker I ever met, and I have visited him several
times at his Fort Reno home which was scrupulously cared
for by his Cheyenne wife, and extracted from him all the
knowledge of the sign language I could, which it afforded him
much pleasure to impart. Ben spoke very fluent Cheyenne and
once wrote a dictionary and grammar of the tongue for Gen-
eral Sheridan, who died before its publication could be ar-
ranged for. He had a comprehensive knowledge of the indi-
viduals of the different tribes of the Plains—their character,
legends, and customs—and knew how they would react under
given conditions. His different commanders looked to him for
advice as long as the Cheyennes were wild and dangerous,
and they trusted his opinions implicitly in a crisis, as the Fort
Sill commanders did that of Horace P. Jones, interpreter for
the Comanches, who had lived long with the Kiowas and
Comanches. General McKenzie had him in his house with him
so that he would be immediately available in troublous times.
Both interpreters were simple, efficient, dependable, honest
men and both died poor, scorning innumerable opportunities
to become rich in an unethical way.

When General Sheridan wanted to know real facts about the
southern Cheyenne or Arapahé he would telegraph Ben Clark
" directly without regard to the post commanders, who seldom
knew about anything off their parade-ground and took little
- interest in the Indian. Ben Clark had letters and telegrams that
anybody would be proud to have from General Sheridan, Gen-
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eral Miles, and other high commanders. I first saw him when
he conducted Little Chief’s band of Northern Cheyennes from
Fort Lincoln, Dakota, to Fort Reno in the Indian Territory in
1878. He had just returned from a mission given him by
General Sheridan in the northwest provinces of Canada where
he had been in Sitting Bull’'s camp trying to induce White
Bird, a Nez Percé chief who had escaped across the line during
General Miles’s fight with Joseph at the Bear Paw in 1877,
to surrender and join his people.

Buffalo Bill was not this type of plainsman. He spoke no
Indian tongue, and had no particular knowledge of Indians
other than that which he had acquired from experiences at
different ends of a gun, until after contact with them in the
show. He was a wonderful shot on foot or on horseback, a
super-hunter of large game, a splendid guide for troops in the
field, and a pony express rider without peer, His endurance
was most remarkable, his courage undaunted, and there was no
country infested with hostile Indians too dangerous for him
to carry through it an important despatch. He was greatly liked
and admired by the troops. His service was more with troops
against Indians than with the Indians themselves, and I am
sorry to say that the world will never see another Buffalo Bill,
the friend and companion of the army.

There came a transitional period in the history of the Plains,
after the Indian wars were over, when Ben Clark and Horace
Jones had become old after serving the government many
times from their youth up at the risk of their lives. General
Sheridan, their greatest friend, was dead; their other old
friends were scattered everywhere; a new race of young officers
new to the Plains were coming into responsible positions, and
a certain quartermaster-general was in Washington who did not
care what happened to anybody on the Plains so long as he
could save a nickel, not for the government but to enhance
his own prestige as an economical administrator. By this
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scheming policy the army was nearly ruined. Most of the
mules and spring-wagons, even from the posts far from the
railway, were sold off and Ben Clark, Horace Jones, and my
packer, Chambers, were discharged, although Jones and Clark
were still needed as interpreters. I went into a campaign along
with General Miles, though he was then persona non grata in
Washington, and we got them all restored in spite of the
quartermaster-general.

I was sitting at my desk in the Palace in Havana in 19oo
when two letters were handed me, the first from Horace Jones
at Fort Sill, saying that he had fled from the railroad for more
than forty years but now it was crossing the creek below
his house, blowing smoke in his windows, and he was bed-
ridden and could not go away any farther and did not expect
to last much longer. He had an old fox-horn that he had used
as master of the hounds when he was a young man, he said,
and since there was no one in the world whom he would like
to have it as he would me, he was having it sent to me by mail.
I have it now.

The other letter was also from Fort Sill from my old first
sergeant, Ernest Stecker, then quartermaster-sergeant of the
post, later a captain of Philippine scouts, and still later agent
for our old friends the Kiowas and Comanches at Anadarko.
His letter told me that Colonel Jones had died in the night and
that he was sending me the interpreter’s fox-horn as he had
been requested to do, and I prize the gift most highly to this
day.

Poor old Ben Clark became afflicted with a painful disease
and shot himself about 1915 at Fort Reno, leaving a paper
behind him saying that he could stand the pain no longer. He
had been a trapper and a mountain man with Kit Carson in his
youth, had been in the Utah war, and like Cody and Wild
Bill Hickok had served throughout the Civil War. He was my
friend for many years, and I mourned him sincerely. It was
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a great privilege for me to have known intimately all those
men. They were the product of a time that is gone forever.

General Miles was once sitting in the office of the chief of
staff, talking with me about old times on the Yellowstone, and
I said, “General, if we could go back to those old days with
the buffalo and all those old conditions, I would trade my
commission as a major-general for that of a second lieutenant
of cavalry before you could get out of that door.” He said he
would do the same.

A VISIT FROM CODY

The Wild West Show closed on October 31, 1903, and
Colonel Cody was brought down by General Miles to hunt
with us in the Indian Territory at the end of November, in
which interval he had spent thirty thousand dollars, throwing
it to the birds. I had two troops of cavalry on Cobb Creek as
escort to General Miles, who brought with him a number of
such celebrated plainsmen as Ben Clark; Jack Stillwell, who
had carried the despatch that brought succor to Sandy Forsyth
beleaguered on the Republican by Southern Cheyennes in
1868; Pony Bob, who was a rider on the pony express, and
had helped carry the news of the election of Abraham Lincoln
from St. Joe, Missouri, to San Francisco in seven days. I had
Indians of various tribes making a notable camp, and after
dinner in my huge tent they told delightful stories every night
for two weeks. I had to go out to give the orders for the next
day, assigning such and such horses, dogs, and Indians to
this and that party, laying out their hunting-grounds, and I
would run back as fast as possible to avoid missing the
stories.

Colonel Cody called, one day, with Mrs. Miles on old Doc
Sturm who had lived long with the Caddo lower down on Cobb
Creek, taking with them my boy Hunter, who had never been
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allowed to have a gun on account of his youth but had loved a
gun since before he could walk. He would pull away from me
walking in Pittsburgh when he was two years old whenever
we passed a gun-store to look at the guns in the window with
delight. Cody began to throw empty cans up in the air and
perforate them with the 22 caliber Colt rifle he had used to
break glass balls from horseback in the Chicago show. Look-
ing around, he saw the hungry look on Hunter’s face and said,
“Hunter, do you want a shot?” Hunter wanted it terribly and
perforated the first can he ever shot at, which pleased Cody
so much that he cried out, “Hunter, I give you that gun!”
Hunter carried it next day with General Miles at the lower end
of Cobb Lake. Colonel Maus had wounded a mallard duck,
which came over them slowly at the lower end when General
Miles called out, “Give it to him, Hunter!” and Hunter killed
it on the wing. Hunter’s own boy now has that famous gun.

CHIRICAHUA APACHE PRISONERS OF WAR

All during the incumbency of Secretary Lamont at the War
Department, 1893 to 1897, he had been badgered by the good
people of the East about the Chiricahua Apache prisoners of
war. This band was credited by the press with twenty-five
hundred homicides in Arizona and had held back the State for
twenty-five years. They had been chased for years in and out
of Arizona and Old Mexico through a fearful country, first by
the troops of General Crook, then by those of General Miles.
When at last they tired, Lieutenant Gatewood, Sixth Cavalry,
boldly entered their camp and negotiated their surrender.

The band, under Gerénimo and Naiche, were sent as prison-
ers of war to Florida, then to Mount Vernon, Alabama, where
they failed to thrive. Many of them died of tuberculosis, and
the death-rate was higher than the birth-rate. The secretary
was continually being abused in the press for keeping chil-
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dren, born since the surrender, as prisoners of war, which he
could not legally help, for Congress had passed a law for-
bidding the sending of that band west of the Mississippi
River, and there was nowhere else to put them. The secretary
had tried to induce the Cherokees in the mountains of North
Carolina to receive them, but their reputation had preceded
them, and the Cherokees refused.

After much trouble in reconciling General Miles, a bill
was introduced that would permit sending them west of the
Mississippi. This bill, sponsored /n the Senate by Senator Joe
Blackburn of Kentucky, at that time defender of the policies
of President Cleveland in the Senate, was strongly opposed
by the delegates from Arizona, New Mexico, and Oklahoma,
joined by the representatives of Utah and other States. Dennis
Flynn, then delegate from Oklahoma, made a very impassioned
speech in committee against the project, declaring it a crime
against humanity to “turn loose four hundred red-handed
murderers amid the law-abiding population of Oklahoma.”
Senator Blackburn asked if his eloquent friend, the delegate
from Oklahoma, wished the committee to believe for a moment
that the turning loose of four hundred red-handed murderers
among the population of Oklahoma would increase the pro-
portion of crime in that State. The bill passed in the laugh that
ensued and finally became a law.

The troubles of the secretary did not end here, however,
for there was no place west of the Mississippi where the
Apaches would be welcome to go, their reputation having pre-
ceded them everywhere, and the secretary nearly lost his mind
over those prisoners. Captain Maus of General Miles’ staff
wrote me to come up to Chicago to talk with General Miles
about the feasibility of locating them in the Kiowa and Co-
manche country. I answered that I was just going into the
field and would telegraph him on my return.

Soon after I had sent Captain Maus notification according
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to my promise, the post commander summoned me to tell me
that he had telegraphic orders for me to go to Chicago and
asked if I were going to hunt with General Miles. I told him
I could not afford to hunt with that party; they were going
in a private car with Secretary John Sherman, and my share
of the expenses would be more than a month’s pay. He then
asked, “What are you going to do then?” I said, “The papers
are carrying an item discussing the sending of the Apache
prisoners of war to Fort Sill, and maybe that is what the
general wants to talk to me akout.” The post commander broke
into a violent rage against General Miles. “The idea of his
sending for a first lieutenant of my garrison to consult him
about sending a lot of blankety-blank Indians to my reserva-
tion without saying a blankety-blank word to me about it!” I
said, “colonel, it is possible he wishes to talk to me about some-
thing else,” but this failed to quiet him.

The article in the paper was noted by the Kiowas and
Comanches, who held a council at Anadarko and appointed
a delegation to go to Fort Sill and inform me of their knowl-
edge of the article; they had never liked those Apaches who
used to kill Comanches whenever they could, but I was not to
wait for authority to bring them to the Comanche country, for
I had the authority now to do as I saw fit—to bring them or
not. Armed with this I reported to General Miles at his camp
at Evanston where he was just clearing up affairs pertaining
to the Chicago riots. He directed me to go to Mount Vernon,
Alabama, to talk to the Apaches and handed me a vast mass
of correspondence connected with them to read on the train.

I asked them how they liked Mount Vernon. They answered
that they did not like to live there at all: they were rapidly
dying off with tuberculosis; they were harassed by the civil
authorities; the reservation they lived on was no larger than
your thumb-nail, on which the trees were so thick that you
would have to climb up to the top of a tall pine if you wanted
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to see the sun; and when you climbed down and went some-
where to sit down and rest yourself, there was always some-
thing waiting there to bite you; and of course they all wanted
to go back to Arizona. They were told that this was impossible,
since the white men of that State would kill them all because
of their former crimes, but if they would promise me to behave
themselves I would take them to where they could see the sun
without climbing a tree and would be able to see the mountains
in the same view; and they all promised.

Eskimazin told me that he and his forty people were in a
different category from Naiche, Gerénimo, and their people,
imprisoned for killing white men, for Eskimazin, he explained,
had not been at war for twenty years. Somebody had said
that he had seen the notorious Apache Kid the week before;
then on account of that bit of gossip he and his forty people
had been kept in prison at Fort Wingate, New Mexico, for
three years, and three years more in Florida, and now ought to
be allowed to go back to Arizona.

The correspondence given me to read on the train bore out
this statement. Returning to General Miles’s camp, I recom-
mended that Gerénimo, Naiche, and their people be sent to
Fort Sill, and that Eskimazin and his people be sent home to
Arizona. General Miles flushed up at hearing the recommenda-
tion in the case of Eskimazin and became quite angry. He
declared that Eskimazin should never again set foot on the
soil of Arizona as long as he, Miles, was alive because
Eskimazin had buried a white man up to his neck in an
ant-hill. I reminded the general that this had been wiped out
by the lapse of twenty-five years, and that he himself had
condoned many acts of savagery in the case of other tribes;
why single out Eskimazin, who had led an extremely good
life for many years? He had located off the reservation in
Arizona, had become self-supporting by his own efforts, and
had been driven away from his place by designing white men
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who had stolen and destroyed his property and forced him to
give up his place and go back to the reservation. It seemed a
little stiff that he should be imprisoned with forty of his peo-
ple for the crime of speaking to the Apache Kid, of which
fact there was no proof, even if it were true. The general was
adamant, however, and after I had told him I thought he was
making a mistake, the matter was dropped, and I never men-
tioned it to him again.

Eskimazin had learned his lesson and had not misbehaved
for twenty years. There was a vast difference in my mind be-
tween him and a criminal who has had the advantage of
civilization and example. I thought he had already been pun-
ished too much, and since he had not been concerned in the
recent crimes for which Gerdénimo and Naiche were being
punished, he should go back to Arizona. Forty of his people
were not concerned in the episode of the ant-hill; why punish
them at all?

Neither Gerénimo nor Naiche was being punished in one
sense. To be sure, they were not allowed to go back to Arizona
because they would have been killed if they had gone. They
had duties to perform, but they had the freedom of the place
otherwise. They and their children were called “prisoners of
war,” a sort of legal fiction by which the army could restrain,
feed, and clothe them. As soon as this legal fiction was re-
moved, the army could no longer feed, clothe, and educate
them on the military reserve; they would have to be turned
over to the Indian Department, which had no restraining
force or place to put them. It did not have influence enough
with any Indian tribe to have them incorporated on a reserva-
tion, and this legal fiction that covered the children born in
captivity was solely in the interest of those Apaches.

I got the Kiowas and Comanches to permit them to occupy
the military reserve that was to revert to them in case the land
was no longer to be used for military purposes, so that by
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Service on the Plains 185

agreement, signed by the Kiowas and Comanches, the Apaches
could be allotted land severally on the military reserve, which
was enlarged by executive order so as to afford an allotment
of 160 acres apiece—something more than fifty thousand acres.

It was President Cleveland’s idea to abandon the post and
reservation when no longer needed for military purposes, and
his Washington adviser had reported to him that that time
was near. The policy changed, however, in the time of Gen-
eral J. Franklin Bell as chief of staff, who caused the expendi-
ture of more than a million dollars on Fort Sill as a school of
fire, since which time there has been no thought of abandon-
ment. When the time came to leave Fort Sill I had a number of
photographs taken of the plant and forwarded them with my
last report to the War Department. I knew very well my
policies would not be followed by my successors; those fences
and fields would disappear and people would be apt to say,
“Scott talks a great deal about his corn fields and so on,
operated by Indian labor, but he has nothing to show for them,
and he only imagined them” The photographs may be seen
any day in the office of the adjutant-general in Washington.

Several days after my return to Chicago from Alabama,
the press announced the abandonment of nine military posts
in different parts of the country, among them Fort Supply in
Oklahoma, and coming into the Pullman building I was told
that General Miles wanted to see me and wished me to take
the Apaches to Fort Supply. I hid out for a while to consider
this and to consult the list of property at Fort Supply in the
office of the chief quartermaster, which I wanted to have sent
to Fort Sill for my use instead of having it sold at auction at
Supply, as this would materially help my appropriation of
fifteen thousand dollars for the establishment of the Apaches.
This accomplished, I was ready to be found.

The general asked how I would like to take the Apaches to
Fort Supply, to take over the reservation as a cattle range and
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live in the abandoned post buildings. I told him I would not
like it at all, and based my objections on the size and shape of
the reservation, which would not permit me to get more than
a mile away from a border, making it impossible to keep clear
of the whisky sellers. Those Apaches were homicidal mono-
maniacs who would kill anybody when intoxicated, having
killed sixteen of their own people and wounded others in
drunken clashes in Alabama. The general nevertheless painted
quite an alluring picture of Fort Supply. He said he would
send my Indian troop there and give me a doctor, and I would
in reality be a post commander, a pretty good position for a
first lieutenant; I could occupy the post buildings and save my
appropriation thereby. But the liquor question remained para-
mount in my mind.

The general got a little impatient with my stubbornness and
ended by saying: “Well, you go out and look at Supply any-
how, with Maus. I am going to New Mexico on a bear hunt;
you and Maus go with me in my car as far as Newton, Kansas
and I will meet you afterward at Fort Sill.”

He was going to New Mexico with Captain Leonard Wood,
of the Medical Department, and with Frederick Remington,
the artist. I asked him for the sixty-seven mules then at
Supply, to be reserved from sale for me, with wagons, harness,
tools, coffins, window-sashes, and so on. He looked at me to
see whether I really meant this, thinking it possible that I was
trying to joke with him about the mules but seeing that I was
really in earnest he said, “All right.”

It was at this time that I first saw Captain Wood and
Remington, but by no means the last.

Remington told me that I was the most disappointing man
he had ever seen; he had been hearing about me in the Indian
country for ten years and now