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PREFACE.
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  I first met Frank Grouard at Fort Washakie, Wyoming, in 1887, being introduced to him by Nelson (Charlie) Yarnell, then a scout in the government service. I remember that meeting very distinctly. I was prepared to meet a man who, at one period of his life, had been forced through capricious circumstances to not only abandon but partly forget his native tongue; but I imagined that he would not be loth to speak of his life among the Indians; that, having been freed from the bonds of captivity, and dwelt among his own people for the past thirteen years, ample time had been given him to acquire familiarity with his native tongue. In short, I supposed that he would be glad of an opportunity to open his lips, sealed for so long a time, and recount some of the experiences and adventures which had made his life of so much interest to people generally.

  As a newspaper correspondent I was more than anxious to get from Grouard the story of his life, snatches of which had come to me from various sources and divers places; and I did not imagine, successful as I had been on many occasions in securing interviews from men who bore the reputation of being impregnable to “pen pushers,” that I would have any great difficulty in securing the data I wanted from this noted scout.

  How delusive were my imaginings as a matter of fact. I found the man a veritable sphynx. He made a few signs, which I did not understand, but which Mr. Yarnell kindly interpreted (on the side) as indicating that Grouard did not care to talk for publication. I discovered later that I had been more successful than any of my newspaper brethren in an attempt to interview this man, inasmuch as he had made signs to me, while the others had utterly failed to get this much from him.

  I spent the next three years in an almost constant endeavor to make this man’s acquaintance, and I am free to confess that I was as much astonished as gratified when, in the spring of 1891, at Fort McKinney, Wyoming, he informed, me that if I would wait until he returned from a duck-hunting trip which he was then preparing to take with some of the officers of the Post, accompanied by a party of gentlemen from Chicago (among them Mr. Charles E. Nixon, musical critic of the Chicago Inter-Ocean), and which would occupy some three weeks’ time, he would meet me at his home and listen to what I had to say to him.

  In conversation in 1890 with Gen. James S. Brisbin (since deceased), an officer in the service whose writings cover many volumes and have interested thousands of readers, that gentleman told me, when I broached the subject of procuring in detail the life and adventures of Grouard for publication, that it was time thrown away to attempt to get anything of the kind. He stated that he himself had made an offer to Grouard several years previous of quite a sum of money for papers and information which the scout had in his possession, and which he (Gen. Brisbin) desired to get for use in a history he contemplated writing of the Sioux nation. He stated to me that Grouard had flatly told him that he was not ready at that time, and did not know that he ever would be ready, to give the facts concerning his life and adventures to any man, under any circumstances, for any consideration, for publication. The General also informed me that although he had learned enough concerning Grouard to write a thousand-page volume of his adventures while with the Indians and of the services he had rendered the government since his escape from the Sioux, it would not, when completed, be such a history as would bear the stamp of authenticity without the aid and assistance of Grouard himself in compiling it.

  General Brisbin said he knew from personal knowledge that Grouard had in his possession at the time he attempted to secure the facts relating to the scout’s life, a complete, unbroken record or history of the Sioux nation, covering a period of over eight hundred years; but that since that time, Grouard’s house at Fort McKinney had been consumed by fire, and that all this documentary evidence had been destroyed by the hungry flames, the scout saving nothing but his dog and revolver. With the assistance of this record the general had hoped, could he have secured Grouard’s individual assistance, to have written such a history of the redmen as would have at once and forever set at rest the constantly recurring controversies touching the origin of the aborigine, These records were kept in hieroglyphics which Grouard could readily have interpreted; but his want of disposition to talk, coupled with his total indifference to acquiring a competency through the medium of the Sioux records which chance had made him the possessor of, stood as a bar to the laudible ambition of Gen. Brisbin, and lost to the reading world one of the most unique chapters in the history of the universe.

  I must confess that, from my previous endeavors and inability to in any way secure Grouard’s friendly attention, this conversation with Gen. Brisbin gave to my hopes a terrible backset, but it in nowise dampened my ardor. Having started in to win, I proposed to overcome every obstacle.

  Suffice it to say Grouard went upon the duck hunting expedition previously referred to, and was gone nearly three weeks. Upon his return I met him in the trail between the Post and his house, whereupon, without the formality of a hand shake, a nod of the head or a “How”, he asked me what I wanted with him. I told him that I was anxious to secure a history of his life for publication in book form. He wanted to know what good that would do anybody. He said a dozen other men had told him they wanted the same thing, but that he could not see what use the story of his life would be to anybody, except to make a pauper of the man who attempted to have it published. It probably took half an hour to get this much out of him, when he informed me that if I would come to the Post on the following day he would have had time to think the matter over and would give me an answer then. It is almost needless to say that I was at the Post on the following day. We met in the old commissary building (since destroyed) and his first words to me were, “I will give you the story of my life.”

  Thereupon we entered into a written agreement and appointed a day to begin the work. From that time to the present day I have labored as steadily as I could to write the history and adventures of this strange, taciturn, wonderful man—a man whose life began ’neath the tropical sun on the island of Tihiti in 1850; whose childhood was passed in the home of those who were strangers to his blood and curious disposition; whose youth was spent, mid those frontier scenes which the epoch of the ’50’s record as strangely grotesque and terribly realistic, and the dawn of whose manhood was darkened by the bonds of captivity.

  Without memoranda of any kind to guide him, relying wholly upon, what everyone must concede to be, his wonderful memory, Grouard has given, as detailed in the pages of this book, the most minute history of his adventurous career.

  The object of the author of these pages has been and is, first, last and always to “nothing extenuate nor set down aught in malice.” The hero of this volume has been permitted to recall his adventures in his own way; to employ his own method in detailing his army service.

  Nothing has been shaded to suit a purpose, establish a truth or raise a doubt. Grouard has told a plain, unvarnished tale, and his words have been preserved in shorthand as they fell from his lips.

  In my relations with him, he has never given me occasion to doubt a single statement he has ever made, and I can thoroughly appreciate the confidence reposed in him by Gen. Crook, who, in 1876, referring to Grouard in his official correspondence with the War Department, said:

  “I would sooner lose a third of my command than Frank Grouard!”

  No greater compliment, no higher tribute, could be paid any man, and Gen. Crook has never been accused of flattery. Above all the scouts in his command, Crook held Grouard highest in his esteem. He had weighed him in the balance, and found him not wanting.

  The jealousies of other scouts, the outcome, in part, of the General’s preference, counted naught with Crook. When Grouard first joined the command he had but recently escaped from captivity among the Sioux, and advantage was taken of this latter fact by some of the scouts to poison the General’s mind against Grouard. It was even told Crook that Grouard had come among the troops to carry out a well laid plan to lead them into the hands of the Indians for the purpose of destroying them. But Crook looked beyond these scandalous stories. He was a good character reader, and he knew “the silent man” (as he was fond of calling Grouard) possessed a wise head and a brave heart. His confidence in Grouard was never shaken nor betrayed, and, up to the day of his death, Gen. George Crook was a firm and steadfast friend to the hero of this volume. Nor was this friendship unreciprocated. Grouard would have dared any danger, faced any contingency, in the performance of a service for the man who had won his affection by confidence and kindness.
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  JOE DEBARTHE.

  In giving to the world this volume of adventure, I may be permitted to say that no effort has been spared to reach truthful ends. The years of labor I have devoted to the work have, indeed, to me been a labor of love; and no reader of these pages will be more fascinated by Grouard’s recitals—more interested in the stirring events narrated by him—than I have been.

  Enjoying as I have, and do, the confidence and friendship of Frank Grouard, I can pay him no higher tribute than to say I have never known him to prove faithless to a promise, recreant to duty or false to a friendship.

  True to himself, how could he be anything but true to other men!
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  PHOTOGRAPHED BY TRONE, SHERIDAN, WYO.

  B. F. GROUARD. (FATHER OF FRANK.)


  
PART FIRST.
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CHAPTER I.
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  FAMILY HISTORY.

  Early in the Seventeenth Century Francis Grouard, a French Huguenot refugee, the great grandfather of Frank Grouard, came from France and settled in New Hampshire, near Portsmouth, where Frank’s grandfather and father were born. They were named respectively Francis and Benjamin F. Grouard. The great grandfather of the hero of these pages, served on board a privateer during the war between the American colonies and Great Britain in 1812, while the grandfather of Frank, touched with the same fire that burned within the breast of his ancestors, took early to the sea, and did service on the frigate Brandywine, under Commodore Wodsworth, on the coast of Peru, during the second term of General Jackson’s presidency.

  In the year 1843 Frank’s father, then a young man of twenty years, went to the Paumoto Islands in the South Pacific Ocean as a missionary. These islands lie about two hundred and fifty miles east of the Tahiti, of the Friendly Group.

  Becoming very much attached to the natives of these islands, and looking forward to a life work among them, in 1846 Mr. Grouard married the daughter of a high chief of the island of Ana—the principal one of the group. The issue of that marriage was three sons—Frank, born on September 20th, 1850, being the second.

  The French in the meantime having taken possession of this group of Islands, and making it so unpleasant for foreigners, in the year 1852 the elder Grouard brought his family to California and settled in San Bernardino. But the rigors of the climate proving to severe for the mother, she, in 1853, with her oldest and youngest children, returned to the islands.

  The elder Grouard finding it impossible to accompany his wife and children to their home in the South Pacific, took charge of his second son and remained in San Bernardino for some years. He finally placed the boy in the family of Addison Pratt, shortly after which event the Pratt family moved to Beaver, Utah. Frank was then five years of age, and never looked again upon his father’s face until the month of April, 1893. The elder Grouard, who had long mourned his son as dead, during the winter of 1893 read an item in, a California paper about the compilation of “The Life and Adventures of Frank Grouard, Chief of Scouts, U. S. A”, and at once set about getting into communication with the man who bore his son’s name. To the author Mr. Grouard, Sr., told the story about as follows:
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  MRS. LOUISA B. PRATT. (GROUARD’S FOSTER MOTHER.)

  “I had heard of Frank as being in the employ of the Government, but was unable to locate him. It must have been at the time he was carrying the pony express from Musselshell to Fort Hall that rumors concerning him reached me. Then followed news of his capture by the Indians. Long years came and went before I again heard of my son. The Sioux campaign of 1876 was on, and it was immediately after the published account of the Custer Massacre that I read of the ‘Sibley Scout,’ the paper giving details of the capture and death by torture of Frand Grouard. I never learned the untruthfulness of that report for many years, and had about given up the last hope, when I read an item in my home paper about a book that was soon to be issued, the title being the “Life and Adventures of Frank Grouard.”

  “I immediately put myself in communication with the war department, and was in turn referred to the department of the Platte, the officials at Omaha giving me my son’s address at Fort McKinney, Wyoming. Imagine my surprise and joy upon receiving an answer to my last letter from Frank himself. I took no time in coming to Wyoming, and am anxiously awaiting my son’s arrival here.”

  This conversation occurred in the City of Sheridan in the spring of 1893, and in the evening of that same day the writer witnessed the reunion of father and son—one tottering on the threshold of eternity, the other in the prime of magnificent manhood.

  Thirty-seven years had come and gone since these two beings had looked upon each other’s faces. All the love the human heart is capable of feeling for its own flesh and blood beamed in the eyes of the gray-haired man who held his long-lost son to his throbbing breast. The picture—the memory of that meeting—is ineffaceable. Not a word was spoken—silence was more eloquent than words—while these two men remained in each other’s embrace. And when they drew apart, the father held his son at arm’s length, and through his tears, smiled and said:

  “I would know you among ten thousand.”

  Mr. Grouard remained in Wyoming with his son for something over a month. On his way into the state he was seriously affected by the high altitude, and while at his son’s home at Fort McKinney suffered a stroke of paralysis, from which he never fully recovered. Upon his return to his California home his health failed rapidly, and on the 28th day of March, 1894, while passing from his garden to his house, the messenger of death met and overcame him.

  Some years after the death of his first wife, Mr. Grouard married again, five children being born to him. He was engaged for a number of years in mercantile pursuits in Illinois and California, and left a fine estate. He was very highly esteemed by the people of Santa Ana, where he spent the last years of his life, and the following tribute to his memory was paid by one of the local papers of his adopted city:
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  CHARLES E. GROUARD. (BROTHER OF FRANK.)

  “On last Sunday morning, about 8 o’clock, B. F. Grouard, an old and well-known resident of this city, dropped dead from heart disease while returning to the house from a short walk in his door-yard. His sudden death was not unexpected, as his family had been warned by several physicians that such an end might occur at any moment. In April, 1893, Mr. Grouard made a trip to Wyoming, and while there was stricken with paralysis of the left side, which naturally aggravated the disease of the heart with which he had been afflicted in some degree for several years. The Deceased was aged 75 years, 2 months and 15 days. The funeral services were held Tuesday morning, at 10 o’clock, from the home place, Rev. Edw. T. Fleming officiating. The Congregational choir furnished several beautiful and appropriate selections for the occasion, and with the eloquent and well-chosen words of the pastor, formed a ceremony well fitted to close the long and eventful life.

  “In the death of Mr. Grouard, Santa Ana loses one of the most picturesque figures in its history. Born of Puritan parents in New Hampshire, he grew tired of the rigid exactions then in vogue and ran away to Boston when fourteen years of age, from whence he embarked on a whaler and left the old home for good. Many voyages, embracing nearly all lines of ocean service, followed this one, and the world lost some of its mystery to him when he had circumnavigated it several times. His adventurous spirit finally landed him on the Society Islands, where, with the assistance of the natives and their crude implements, he constructed a vessel of comfortable size and traded among the natives of the fertile islands of that region for six or seven years. His ship met the fate of many a good craft, and was totally wrecked in a terrible storm in which the sturdy navigator narrowly escaped with his life.

  “Mr. Grouard first came to California in 1852, and joined the great ranks of the gold miners, but with poor success. He settled in Los Angeles a few years later, and often told of the first orange trees that were planted in Southern California, and of the curiosity they excited. From the Golden State he removed to Illinois, but the recollections of this good land were so tempting that he again came to California fourteen years ago, when he settled at Santa Ana, which has since been his home.

  “A complete history of his life would fade most of the fictitious stories of adventure. He was always a great reader, and possessing a most retentive memory, his mind was stored with a knowledge, the vastness and variety of which was scarcely realized except by his most intimate acquaintances. For many years Mr. Grouard had conducted a successful business as brickmaker, contractor and builder, with his son Charles. Being naturally of an impulsive disposition, he did many things which were heartily regretted; but inside the gruff and hearty exterior of the man there beat a heart always warm for those in poverty and distress, and dwelt a nature which was sympathetic to the highest degree, as many a recipient of his generosity can testify.”


  
CHAPTER II.
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  “THE SILENT MAN OF THE WESTERN PLAINS.”

  Grouard has been well named “The silent man of the western plains.” It must be borne in mind by the reader that his term of captivity among the Sioux Indians covered a period of nearly six years, and sixteen months of that time were spent under the strictest surveillance. Unacquainted with the language of the Sioux, and not knowing for a long time what disposition would eventually be made of him, he had no incentive to learn the red man’s manner of speech, and satisfied himself by closely watching the signs made by the Indians in communicating with each other, for Indians will rarely be found conversing audibly, even among themselves, when they can so conveniently make themselves understood through the language of signs.

  Numerous writers have claimed to have had long talks with Grouard, and have printed at various times a great deal of fiction regarding the noted scout. But the author wishes to emphatically enter his protest against the mode adopted by the aforesaid writers in fashioning history to their own liking, without any tangible facts upon which to build a truthful structure.

  An amusing instance of the manner in which Grouard’s name has been mixed up with matters he was never connected with came to the writer’s attention during the past summer. A correspondent of an eastern paper visited Wyoming, and was introduced to the scout. He attempted to “interview” Grouard, and, finding he would not talk if he could make himself understood by a sign, the correspondent gave up the job and fell back upon his imagination for a long-winded special to his paper on Grouard’s nativity, age, captivity and adventures.

  The correspondent informed his readers that the scout was “part Sioux and part something else,” he could not exactly tell what, as Grouard had been “captured by the Indians when only three years old.” It was pretty generally conceded, however, explained the correspondent, that Grouard was some “kin to Sitting Bull,” and that “his mother was a Cheyenne or Shoshone squaw.” When the battle of the Big Horn was fought, this writer went on to explain, Grouard was one of the party making the attack upon the Custer force, “his object being to work the destruction of the Sioux.” He had purposely drawn the attacking party “away from Reno in order to rush it against Custer, believing the latter had numerical strength enough to wipe the entire Sioux and Cheyenne nations off the face of the earth.” “But he made a miscalculation,” observes this astute writer. Reno, contrary to Grouard’s expectations, “never left the entrenched position he had occupied when the first attack had been made upon him,” and all the Indians, some five thousand in number, drew off down the Little Big Horn to meet the charge made by the Custer force, and one of the greatest of massacres was the result. Immediately after the battle, goes on the history maker, Grouard fled the Indian village and stole his way to Gen. Crook’s command, then located at the mouth of Little Goose creek canyon, where he informed that officer of the fate of the gallant Custer and his brave followers, and “from that day on became an invaluable scout to the government.”

  Thus, is history made! But the space writer must earn his daily bread, and the “truthful chronicler” must be permitted to sing his song for the plaudits of the same public that Barnum said would rather be humbugged than not.

  Even so good an authority as Captain John G. Bourke—a writer than whom there is none more fascinating and whose graphic pen-pictures are preserved so faithfully in his latest book, “On the Border with Crook,”—who had a more intimate knowledge of Frank Grouard than any man outside of General Crook himself (and perhaps John F. Finerty, the Chicago Times correspondent who campaigned with the scout during the year 1876,) remembers Grouard as “a native of the Sandwich Islands, who for some years was a mail rider in northern Montana, and was there captured by the forces of Crazy Horse; his dark skin and general appearance gave his captors the impression that Frank was a native Indian whom they had recaptured from the whites; consequently, they did not kill him, but kept him a prisoner until he could recover what they believed to be his native tongue—the Sioux. Frank remained several years in the household of the great chief Crazy Horse, whom he knew very well, as well as his medicine man—the since renowned Sitting Bull.

  That Grouard was a mail rider goes without question; but, as to his place of birth, his capture and the reason of his life having been spared by the Sioux, the line is drawn altogether to carelessly, as is explained further on. Captain Bourke, however, gives ample evidence of his appreciation of Grouard in the following glowing words:

  “Grouard was one of the most remarkable woodmen I ever met; no Indian could surpass him in his acquaintance with all that pertained to the topography, animal life and other particulars of the great region between the head of the Piney, the first affluent of the Powder on the west, up to and beyond the Yellowstone on the north; no question could be asked him that he could not answer at once and correctly. His bravery and fidelity were never questioned; he never flinched under fire, and never growled at privation.”

  From his appearance Grouard is often mistaken for a full blooded Sioux Indian. He stands six feet in height and weighs two hundred and thirty pounds. His massive head and neck rest upon broad, square shoulders, the head being surmounted by a heavy growth of black hair, now slightly tinged with gray. His forehead is broad and high, and his eyes, which are very large and expressive, have that peculiar appearance so noticeable and distinctive in persons born in the tropics. The cheek bones are very prominent. The nose is large, though none too large for his full, round face. He has a very kindly mouth. The chin is broad and firm, and evinces one of the man’s most striking characteristics—determination.

  Many are the stories told of Grouard’s origin, none of which, so far as the writer has been able to discover, bear any resemblance to the real facts. Nor is there any truth in the stories that parties bearing the name of Grouard and living in the Dakotas are in any way related to him. His two brothers, born in the tropics, were brought from the Friendly Islands to San Francisco in 1852; but the climate not agreeing with his mother’s health and she falling into a decline, these children, with their mother, were taken back to the land of their nativity, and neither Grouard nor his father have ever discovered what became of them. The elder Grouard made many unsuccessful attempts to place himself in communication with the wife of his youth and the children she had borne him. He received, through the medium of sea-faring men, news that his wife had died shortly after her return to the Island of Tihiti, and that her children had been taken in charge by her people; but neither Grouard nor his father have ever been able to discover their whereabouts.

  Grouard was two years old when he arrived in San Francisco in company with his father, mother and two brothers. When the other children were sent back to their island home, Frank was kept in San Francisco by his father, whose business at that particular time did not permit him to accompany his family to Tihit. Frank was finally entrusted to the care of a family by the name of Pratt, and while he was still a very small child, this family removed from California to southwestern Utah, where the boy remained until his fifteenth year, when, tiring of the monotony of the wilderness, he ran away and began life for himself.

  The elder Grouard visited his son off and on until the boy arrived at the age of five years, at which time the Pratt family moved to Utah. From that time, 1855, father and son never met again until April, 1893, when they were reunited at Sheridan, Wyoming.

  Grouard was captured by the Sioux Indians when nineteen years of age and, to all intents and purposes, became a full-fledged Indian. When he knew for certain that his captors did not intend to destroy him (a discovery he did not make until he had been in the village of the hostiles sixteen months) he made the best of his situation, and entered into the spirit of savagery with a zest that astonished even those who had been friendly toward him—none more so than Sitting Bull, who was very proud of his adopted brother. The torture, the dances, the sweats, the hunts and ceremonials were partaken of by the captive as they presented themselves. Civilized dress gave place to the breech-clout and moccasin; the demands of society to the customs of the aborigine. Young, hardy and superbly built, he became an object of pride among his captors. He outplayed them in their games and outran them in their races. His marksmanship became phenomenal. No Indian in the nation could outride him; he bore the fatigue of travel better than the best; he gloried in the chase; was successful in the hunt. The summer’s heat and the winter’s cold he bore with stoical indifference. In the eyes of his savage brethren he was an ideal Indian.

  But Grouard had “method in his madness.” He knew, instinctively, that the redman’s sway could not endure forever; that the halcyon days of savagery were passing. He looked beyond the present into the future; saw that the knowledge he was acquiring of the red-man’s customs and habits would be of use to others as well as himself. He learned that the Indian’s cunning was but the study of tradition—handed down—taught and learned. A riper intelligence—the mind of the Caucasian which could grasp all the wealth from the fountain of savage knowledge—could better on the instruction from Indian tradition. So he become content to bide the time of his deliverance, feeling, believing, knowing there was no loss in his transitory transformation.

  For nearly six years he watched, and studied and waited. And when the hour of departure from the tepi and the tribe was at hand, he stepped forth eagle-plumed to do his fellow-man service. From the village of the redman to the camp of the frontier army! And back again, with vengeance in his wake, over those old, familiar trails, into the mountain fastnesses, across the sun-scorched plains, driving his former captors from the lands of their fathers into the circumscribed sections set apart by government for their use, or into the great and fathomless Beyond! The Uncapapa, the Minneconjou, the Ogallalla, the Sisseton, the Yankton, the Sans Arcs, the Assiniboine, the Brule, the Blackfoot, the Cheyenne, the Arapahoe, the Shoshone, the Yanktonnais, the Bannock, the Crow and Nez Perces fled before the host he led against them, stopping in their course to give battle against the conquering army—the riper intelligence—now striking a blow, like on the Little Big Horn, that sent a shudder through civilization, then meeting almost total annihilation beneath the shadows of the Bear Paw.

  Grouard had suffered everything but death at the hands of the savages during the term of his captivity. He was now the avenging sprite, and the Indians feared and hated him. Revenge was not his controlling motive, however. He was righting myriad wrongs.
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  BIG GOOSE CANYON, ABOVE SHERIDAN, WYO.


  
CHAPTER III.
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  PRELIMINARY OBSERVATIONS.

  The policy of the government toward the Indian, up to a very recent date, has been one of vacillation and uncertainty. There has always been manifested a desire to “handle the red men with gloves.” To this steadily-pursued policy may safely be attributed all the perplexities and uncertainties that have existed in our relations with the Indians on the western frontier. Treaty after treaty was made by the government on one side and the Indians on the other only to be broken ere the seals were secure and the ink of the signatures dry.

  This was notably the case with the agreements entered into at Fort Laramie by the United States Peace Commission and the Sioux and Cheyennes in the year 1866. In fact, it was well known at the time the conference was held that but few of the head chiefs of either the, Sioux or Cheyenne nations were present at that conference, and history records the fact that when the Commission sent trusted agents out to treat with the head chiefs of these nations, several of those agents suffered great indignities at the hands of the savage leaders, and were sent back to the Commission with answers that never found their way into print as part of the report made by the members of that august body. Like most of its predecessors, the Commission of 1866 accomplished nothing that lent any additional security to the emigrant or the settler. On the contrary, its labors but tended to confirm a long-standing belief among the savages that the Great Father was afraid to attempt a conquest by arms.

  In the very face of the work of the Peace Commission of 1866, the Phil Kearney massacre occurred, and, as if to establish more firmly the belief among the red men that the government was afraid to “carry the war into Africa,” the posts of defense in the heart of the Indian country were abandoned by the government through one of the most compromising treaties ever made between the government and the aborigine, thus closing the country from the Laramie river to the British line, and giving to the warlike Sioux and Cheyennes complete possession of the vast domain from the Platte to the Missouri river on the north, and from the Dakota Black Hills on the east to the Wind range of mountains on the west (one of the richest mineral and agricultural sections in the United States, if not in the world).

  In fact, while the government was assured that the Indians had patched up a lasting peace through the efforts of the Commission of 1866, and was congratulating itself upon the success of its latest overtures, the Sioux were covertly making preparations to carry on a war of extermination in the region they had secured by conquest from the Crows; and it was under just such conditions that Colonel Carrington and his brave little garrison faced the heavy task of building Forts Phil Kearney and C. F. Smith at points where savage assaults were of daily and deadly occurrence.

  Two years after the butchery of the Fort Phil Kearney command, the posts that menaced the Indians and afforded some protection to the emigrant and settler were dismantled and abandoned.

  The Indian, once more, held arrogant and undisputed sway over one of the finest scopes of country in the United States—what to-day is the great commercial gateway to and from the land of the setting sun. But savagery could not long withstand the encroaching footsteps of advancement and civilization. What the government would not concede to frontier settlement, was wrested from the Indian by the hardy pioneer and the fearless adventurer.

  Some slight show was made in the Black Hills by the government to remove the gold-seekers; but the demand for the opening of that section to settlement was stronger than the language of the treaty with the Indians to keep it closed, and in the fall of 1875 the Hills echoed and re-echoed with the victorious shouts of a newer race.

  Stories of fabulous wealth hidden beneath the surface of the Dakota hills and under the majestic Big Horn mountain peaks had reached the hungering adventurers of the east, and nothing could beat back the wave of advancing humanity. The promised harvest was golden, and many were the reapers.

  In this unequal battle for gold all hazards were scoffed at; all dangers were dared. Anticipation, like some beckoning angel, lighted up the dreary western wastes over which men must travel to the land of Realization. Strangers became brothers in their new-found acquaintanceships; and brothers, alas, rushing madly forward to secure a promised prize, became strangers to each other’s love.

  The Sioux, the Cheyenne, the Arapahoe and the Blackfoot disputed possession with this horde of incoming humanity. Their rights, resting on the parchment given them by the Great Father, made sacred through the promises that were fashioned only to be broken, like dicer’s oaths, were suffering annulment, and the white man’s government permitted it.

  Right or wrong, the Indian stood his ground. Faith in treaties made with the Great Father was shattered. Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse, one a diplomat, the other a warrior, were yet fashioned in the same mould. Both hated the white race with a hatred born of savage blood. The overtures of government fell like funeral dirges upon their unwilling ears. The agency to them was a prison. Like Macbeth (with physic), they’d “none of it.” They knew no methods of conciliation, but studied all means to crush. There was no happy medium with these men. They steadily and persistently maintained that the hope of the Indian was in war. They realized that, little by little, the sceptre of savagery was being wrested from the hand of the redman. Annihilation, striding like a Colossus over the western empire they had called their home, had already planted its iron heel on the southwestern slope of the continental divide. The shadows of everlasting silence were gathering for the aborigine over the valleys where their fathers had held undisputed sway. Nothing was longer secure to them. A newer, riper, alien race was driving the buffalo from its wallow, the deer, the elk, the antelope from mountain and plain. The steamboat and iron horse had formed a magic link between the lands of the rising and setting sun. The savage had nothing to concede. His safety, the safety of his race, was to be found nowhere if not in pitiless, unrelenting, never-ending war. This was the creed of Sitting Bull, and Crazy Horse echoed the sentiment.

  “There is, indeed, in the fate of these unfortunate beings,” says a learned writer, “much to awaken our sympathies and much to disturb the sobriety of our judgment; much that may be urged to excuse their own atrocities. What can be more melancholy than their history? We see by the law of their nature they are destined to a slow but sure extinction. Everywhere at the approach of the white man they fade away. We hear the rustling of their footsteps like that of the withered leaves of autumn, and they are gone forever. They pass mournfully by us and return no more. Two centuries ago the smoke of their wigwams, the fires of their councils, rose in every valley from the Hudson Bay to the furthest Florida. From the ocean to the Mississippi and the lakes, the shouts of victory and the war-dance rang through the glades; the thick arrows and the deadly tomahawk whizzed through the forest. The warriors stood forth in their glory. The young listened to the songs of other days. The aged sat down, but they wept not. They would soon in the far region be at rest where the Great Spirit dwelt in a home prepared for the brave beyond the western skies. Braver men never lived; truer men never drew the bow. They had courage and fortitude and sagacity and perseverance beyond most of the human race. They shrank from no danger; they feared no hardship. If they had the vices of a savage life, they had the virtues, also. They were true to their country, their friends and their homes. If they forgave not injury, neither did they forget kindness. If their vengeance was terrible, their fidelity and generosity was unconquerable, also. Their love like their hate, stopped not this side of the grave.

  “But where are they? Where are their villages, their warriors and youth? The sachem and his tribe; the hunters and their families? They have perished! They are consumed! The wasting pestilence has not alone done the mighty work; no, nor famine, nor war! There has been a mightier power; a moral cancer which has eaten into their heart core; the plague which the hand of the white man communicated; a poison which has betrayed them into a lingering ruin. Already the winds of the Atlantic fan not a single region they may now call their own.”

  “I saw the last feeble remnant of the race prepare for their long journey beyond the Mississippi. I saw them leave their miserable homes; the aged, the helpless, the women and the warriors. Few and faint, yet fearless still. The ashes have grown cold on their native hearth; the smoke no longer curls around their lonely cabins; they move on with a slow, unsteady step. The white man is upon their heels, but they heed him not. They turn to take a last look at their deserted villages; they cast a last glance over the graves of their fathers; they shed no tears; they utter no cries; they heave no groans. There is something in their looks, not of vengeance nor submission, but hard necessity, which stifles both and has no method; it is courage absorbed in despair. They linger but for a moment. Their look is onward. They have passed the fatal stream. It shall never be repassed by them, ah, never; yet there lies not between us and them an impassable gulf. They know and feel there is for them one removal further, not distant nor unseen! It is the general burying-ground of the race!”

  “The policy of the American people has been to vagadondize the Indian, and throttle every ambition he may have for his own elevation; and we need not hug the delusion that the savage has been any too anxious for work, unless stimulated, encouraged and made to see that it meant his immediate benefit and advancement.”—Capt. John G. Bourke’s “On the Border with Crook.”

  After the Fort Phil Kearney massacre congress appointed a special commission to “investigate” the causes leading up to it. The report of this commission is known in history as Senate Document No. 13, and is dated 1867. It is as fair and impartial an account of the labors of the United States Peace Commission which met at Laramie in 1866 and the subsequent slaughter of Col. Fetterman and party as could possibly have been made; and as it is in itself a summarization of the tragic events following the attempt to open a highway through the heart of the Indian country—the particular section of country which became the field of operation during the Custer, Crook and Miles campaigns ten years later—it is given here to better illustrate the “kid-glove policy” of the government toward the Indians:

  The main object sought to be secured by the treaty of Laramie of July, A. D. 1866, was the opening of a new route to Montana from Fort Laramie, via Bridger’s Ferry and the head waters of the Powder, Tongue and Big Horn Rivers. This country was occupied by the Ogallalla and Minneconjou bands of Sioux Indians and the northern Cheyenne and Arapahoe tribes, and the mountain Crows.

  The region through which the road was to pass and does pass is the most attractive and valuable to Indians. It abounds with game, flocks of mountain sheep, droves of elk and deer; and herds of buffalo range through and live in this country, and the Indians with propriety call it their last best hunting grounds. All these Indians were reluctant to allow the proposed road to pass through these hunting grounds, but all would reluctantly assent to this for so liberal an equivalent as the government was ready to give. The Indians were required further to stipulate that the government should have the right to establish one or more military posts on this road in their country. All the Indians occupying it refused thus to stipulate, and through the chiefs, headmen and soldiers protested against the establishment of any military post on their hunting grounds along the road north of Fort Reno.
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  RESERVATION CROWS.

  While negotiations were going on with Red Cloud and their leading chiefs to induce them to yield to the government the right to peaceably establish these military posts, which they persistently refused to yield, saying it was asking too much of their people—asking all they had—for it would drive away all the game, Col. H. B. Carrington, 18th United States Infantry, with about seven hundred officers and men, arrived at Laramie, en route to this country to establish and occupy military posts along the Montana road, pursuant to General Orders No. 33, Headquarters Department of the Missouri, March 10, 1866, Major-General Pope commanding. The destination and purpose of Col. Carrington and his command were communicated to their chiefs. They seemed to construe this as a determination on the part of the government to occupy their country by military posts, even without their consent or that of their people, and as soon as practicable withdrew from the council with their adherents, refusing to accept any presents from the commission, returned to their country, and with a strong force of warriors commenced a vigorous and relentless war against all whites who came into it, both citizens and soldiers.

  Quite a large number of Indians, who did not occupy the country along this road, were anxious to make a treaty and remain at peace. Some of this class had for a long time resided near Fort Laramie. Others (Brules) occupied the White Earth River valley and the sand hills south of that river.

  The commissioners created and appointed several of the leading warriors of these Indians, chiefs, viz., Big Mouth, Spotted Tail, Swift Bear and Two Strikes. A portion of these Indians have remained near Fort Laramie, and a portion of them on the Republican fork of the Kansas river, and have strictly complied with their treaty stipulations.

  The number of Sioux Indians who considered themselves bound by the treaty and have remained at peace is about two thousand, while the Minneconjou and a portion of the Ogallalla and Brule bands, the northern Cheyennes and Arapahoes, with a few Sans Arcs, numbering in the aggregate about six hundred lodges, remained in their old country and went to war under the auspices of their old chiefs.

  We therefore report that all the Sioux Indians occupying the country about Fort Phil Kearney have been in a state of war against the whites since the 20th day of June, A. D. 1866, and that they have waged and carried on this war for the purpose of defending their ancient possessions and the possessions acquired by them from the Crow Indians by conquest after bloody wars, from invasion and occupation by the whites.

  This war had been carried on by the Indians with the most extraordinary vigor and unwonted success. During the time from July 26th, the day on which Lieutenant Wand’s train was attacked, to the 21st day of December, on which Brevet Lieutenant-Colonel Fetterman, with his command of eighty officers and men, was overpowered and massacred, they killed ninety-one enlisted men and five officers of our army, and killed fifty-eight citizens and wounded twenty more, and captured and drove away three hundred and six oxen and cows, three hundred and four mules, and one hundred and sixty-one horses. During this time they appeared in front of Fort Phil Kearney, making hostile demonstrations and committing hostile acts, fifty-one different times, and attacked nearly every train and person that attempted to pass over the Montana road.

  General Orders No. 33, Headquarters Department of Missouri, dated March 10, 1866, directed that two new military posts should be established on this new route to Montana—one “near the base of the Big Horn mountains,” the other “on or near the Upper Yellowstone,” and designated the 2d battalion of the 18th Infantry to garrison the three posts on this route, and created the Mountain District, Department of the Platte, and directed the colonel of the regiment (Colonel H. B. Carrington) to take post at Fort Reno and command the district, which included all the troops and garrisons on this route.

  General Orders No. 7, Headquarters Department of the Platte, June 23, 1866, directed that the 2d battalion, 18th Infantry, should take post as follows: Two companies at Fort Reno, on Powder river, two companies about eighty miles nearly south of Reno, on the waters of Powder or Tongue river, which Post should be known as Fort Philip Kearney, and two companies at the crossing of the Big Horn river on the same road, and about seventy miles beyond Fort Phillip Kearney, to be known as Fort C. F. Smith, and directed that the colonel of the regiment should take post at Fort Philip Kearney, and command the “Mountain District.”

  The orders above referred to were issued with the express understanding, apparently, that this road to Montana was to be opened through the Indian country by compact or treaty with the Indians occupying it, and not by conquest and the exercise of arbitrary power on the part of the government. Hence Col. Carrington’s instructions looked mainly to the duty of selecting and building the two new forts, Philip Kearney and C. F. Smith, and the command assigned was only sufficient for this purpose and properly garrisoning the posts. This command numbered in all about seven hundred men, five hundred of whom were new recruits, and twelve officers, including district commander and staff. The commanding officer, Col. Carrington, could not and did not fail to see at once that, although his command was entirely sufficient to erect the new forts, build the barracks, warehouses, and stables, and make preparations for winter, and properly garrison his posts, and could protect emigration from the small thieving parties of Indians, it was still entirely inadequate to carry on systematic and aggressive war against a most powerful tribe of Indians, fighting to maintain possession and control of their own country, in addition to those other duties. This officer carried the orders above referred to into effect with promptness and zeal, organizing the mountain district June 28th, 1866, establishing Fort Philip Kearney on the 15th of July, and Fort C. F. Smith on the 3d day of August, and as early as the 31st day of July informed Gen. P. St. George Cooke, the department commander, that the status of Indians in that country was one of war, and requested reinforcements sent to him, and two days previously had telegraphed the adjutant-general of the army for Indian auxiliaries and additional force for his own regiment.

  On the 9th of August, General Cooke, commanding department of the Platte, informed Colonel Carrington that Lieutenant-General Sherman ordered the posts in his, Colonel Carrington’s district, supported as much as possible, and announced a regiment coming from St. Louis.

  No auxiliaries were assigned, and no reinforcements came until November, when company C, 2d United States cavalry, reached Fort Kearney, sixty strong, armed with Springfield rifles and Star carbines. In December, about ninety recruits joined the battalion in the mountain district, a portion of whom were assigned to a company stationed at Fort Phil Kearney. No other reinforcements were sent to the district. Approved requisitions for ammunition were not answered. The command at Fort C. F. Smith was reduced to ten rounds per man; the command at Fort Phil Kearney to forty-five rounds per man, and the command at Fort Reno to thirty rounds per man. Recruits could not practice any in firing. Little time could be allowed from fatigue duty or drill, and with but twelve officers and three posts little could have been done in drilling recruits, if time could have been allowed.

  The result of all this was that the troops were in no condition to fight successful battles with Indians or other foes, and this from no fault of Colonel Carrington; and I am astonished at the zeal with which they fought, and the damage they inflicted, December 21st.

  The numerous demonstrations and attacks made by Indians prior to the 6th of December seemed to have been made for the sole purpose of capturing stock, picket posts, and small parties of soldiers who might venture beyond the cover of the garrison, and of annoying and checking the wood train constantly drawing material for the new forts.

  On the morning of December 6th the wood train was attacked, a common occurence, about two miles from the fort, and forced to corral and defend itself. Brevet Lieutenant-Colonel Fetterman, with a command of seventeen mounted infantry and thirty-five cavalry, moved out to relieve the wood train, and drive off the Indians, and Col. Carrington, with twenty-five mounted infantry, moved out for the purpose of cutting off the Indians from retreat, and destroying them. On this day, at a point on Peno Creek, about five miles from the fort, the Indians, the second time after the fort was established, made a stand and a strong resistance, and nearly surrounded Col. Fetterman’s party. The infantry obeyed orders and behaved well. The cavalry, with the exception of ten enlisted men, disobeyed the orders of Col. Fetterman, and fled with great precipitancy from this portion of the field. As the cavalry retreated, the Indians made a great display and effort to create a panic with the infantry, but Col. Fetterman, Lieut. Wands, and Lieut. Brown succeeded in keeping this small body of infantry cool, and by reserving their fire for proper range, rescued it from annihilation, and made a junction with Col. Carrington’s party, on the east side of Peno Creek. Lieut. Bingham, after leaving Col. Fetterman’s party, with Lieut. Grummond, a sergeant from Col. Carrington’s command, and two men from his own, without the knowledge or orders of any of his superiors, pursued into an ambuscade, more than two miles from the main party, a single Indian who was on foot in front of their horses, and Lieut. Bingham and the sergeant were there killed. The results of this day’s fighting, although not of a decidedly successful character to the Indians, were such as naturally to induce the belief on their part that by proper management and effort they could overpower and destroy any force that could be sent out from the fort to fight them, and no doubt at this time resolved to make the effort the first auspicious day, and postponed their proceedings from the new to the full moon. In the meantime everything was quiet about the fort, although they often appeared on the surrounding hills.

  On the morning of December 21st the picket at the signal station signaled to the fort that the wood train was attacked by Indians, and coralled, and the escort fighting. This was not far from 11 o’clock a. m., and the train was about two miles from the fort, and moving toward the timber. Almost immediately a few Indian pickets appeared on one or two of the surrounding heights, and a party of about twenty near the Big Piney, where the Montana road crosses the same, within howitzer range of the fort. Shells were thrown among them from the artillery in the fort, and they fled.

  The following detail, viz., fifty men and two officers from the four different infantry companies, and twenty-six cavalrymen and one officer, was made by Col. Carrington. The entire force formed in good order and was placed under command of Brevet Lieut. Col. Fetterman, who received the following orders from Col. Carrington: “Support the wood train, relieve it, and report to me. Do not engage or pursue Indians at its expense; under no circumstances pursue over Lodge Trail Ridge.” These instructions were repeated by Col. Carrington, in a loud voice, to the command when in motion, and outside the fort, and again delivered in substance through Lieut. Wands, officer of the day, to Lieut. Grummond, commanding cavalry detachment, who was requested to communicate them again to Col. Fetterman.

  Colonel Fetterman moved out rapidly to the right of the wood road, for the purpose no doubt of cutting off the retreat of the Indians, then attacking the train. As he advanced across the Piney a few Indians appeared in his front and on his flanks, and continued flitting about him, beyond rifle range, till they disappeared beyond Lodge Trail Ridge. When he was on Lodge Trail Ridge, the picket signaled the fort that the Indians had retreated from the train; the train had broken corral and moved on toward the timber.

  The train made the round trip, and was not again disturbed that day.

  At about fifteen minutes before 12 o’clock Colonel Fetterman’s command had reached the crest of Lodge Trail Ridge, was deployed as skirmishers, and at a halt, without regard to orders, for reasons that the silence of Colonel Fetterman now prevents us from giving, he, with the command, in a few moments disappeared, having cleared the ridge, still moving north. Firing at once commenced, amd increased in rapidity till, in about fifteen minutes and about 12 o’clock M., it was a continuous and rapid fire of musketry, plainly audible at the fort. Assistant Surgeon Hines, having been ordered to join Fetterman, found Indians on a part of Lodge Trail Ridge not visible from the fort, and could not reach the force there struggling to preserve its existence. As soon as the firing became rapid Colonel Carrington ordered Captain Ten Eyck, with about seventy-six men, being all the men for duty in the fort, and two wagons with ammunition, to join Colonel Fetterman immediately. He moved out and advanced rapidly toward the point from which the sound of firing proceeded, but did not move by so short a route as he might have done. The sound of firing continued to be heard during his advance, diminishing in rapidity and number of shots till he reached a high summit overlooking the battle-field, at about a quarter before 1 o’clock, when one or two shots closed all sound of conflict.

  Whether he could have reached the scene of action by marching over the shortest route as rapidly as possible in time to have relieved Col. Fetterman’s command, I am unable to determine.

  Immediately after Capt. Ten Eyck moved out, and by orders of Col. Carrington, issued at the same time as the orders detailing that officer to join Col. Fetterman, the quartermaster’s employees, convalescents, and all others in garrison, were armed and provided with ammunition, and held in readiness to reinforce the troops fighting, or defend the garrison.
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  KIRKPATRICK’S RANCH, PRAIRIE DOG VALLEY, WITH MASSACRE HILL ON THE LEFT.

  Capt. Ten Eyck reported, as soon as he reached a summit commanding a view of the battlefield, that the Peno valley was full of Indians; that he could see nothing of Col. Fetterman’s party, and requested that a howitzer be sent to him. The howitzer was not sent. The Indians, who at first beckoned him to come down, now commenced retreating, and Capt. Ten Eyck, advancing to a point where the Indians had been standing in a circle, found the dead naked bodies of Brevet Lieut.-Col. Fetterman, Capt. Brown, and about sixty-five of the soldiers of their command. At this point there were no indications of a severe struggle. All the bodies lay in a space not exceeding thirty-five feet in diameter. No empty cartridge shells were about, and there were some full of cartridges. A few American horses lay dead a short distance off, all with their heads toward the fort. This spot was by the roadside, and beyond the summit of a hill rising to the east of Peno Creek. The road, after rising the hill, follows this ridge along for about half or three-quarters of a mile, and then descends abruptly to Peno Creek. At about half the distance from where these bodies lay to the point where the road commences to descend to Peno Creek was the dead body of Lieut. Grummond; and still farther on, at the point where the road commences to descend to Peno Creek, were the bodies of the three citizens and four or five of the old, long-tried and experienced soldiers. A great number of empty cartridge shells were on the ground at this point, and more than fifty lying on the ground about one of the dead citizens, who used a Henry rifle. Within a few hundred yards in front of this position ten Indian ponies lay dead, and there were sixty-five pools of dark and clotted blood. No Indian ponies or pools of blood were found at any other point. Our conclusion, therefore, is that the Indians were massed to resist Col. Fetterman’s advance along Peno creek on both sides of the road; that Col. Fetterman formed his advance lines on the summit of the hill overlooking the creek and valley, with a reserve near where the large number of the dead bodies lay; that the Indians, in force of from fifteen to eighteen hundred warriors, attacked him vigorously in this position, and were successfully resisted by him for half an hour or more; that the command then being short of ammunition, and seized with panic at this event and the great numerical superiority of the Indians, attempted to retreat toward the Fort; that the mountaineers and old soldiers, who had learned that a movement from Indians, in an engagement, was equivalent to death, remained in their first position, and were killed there; that immediately upon the commencement of the retreat the Indians charged upon and surrounded the party, who could not now be formed by their officers, and were immediately killed. Only six men of the whole command were killed by balls, and two of these, Lieut.-Col. Fetterman and Capt. Brown, no doubt inflicted this death upon themselves, or each other, by their own hands, for both were shot through the left temple, and powder burnt into the skin and flesh about the wound. These officers had also often-times asserted that they would not be taken alive by the Indians.

  In the critical examination we have given this painful and horrible affair, we do not find, of the immediate participants, any officer living deserving of censure; and even if evidence justifies it, it would ill become us to speak evil of or censure those dead who sacrificed life, struggling to maintain the authority and power of the government and add new lustre to our arms and fame.

  Of those who have been more remotely connected with the events that led to the massacre, we have endeavored to report so specifically as to enable yourself and the President, who have much official information that we cannot have, to determine where the censure must fall. The difficulty, “in a nutshell,” was that the commanding officer of the district was furnished no more troops or supplies for this state of war than had been provided and furnished him for a state of profound peace.

  In regions where all was peace, as at Laramie in November, twelve companies were stationed; while in regions where all was war, as at Phil Kearney, there were only five companies allowed.

  Following the massacre of Col. Fetterman and his command, came the treaty of 18GT, which gave to the Sioux as a hunting ground all the lands lying between the Yellowstone on the north and the Platte on the south, the Black Hills (included) on the east, and the Big Horn range of mountains on the west. Stipulations for Indian schools were also made, but never kept, and this, together with the excitement consequent upon the reported rich gold fields in the Black Hills and the invasion of the Hills by prospecters and adventurers, led the Indians to believe that the treaty of 1867 was nothing but an expedient and was never made to be kept. In 1874 the Sioux and Cheyennes began acting very badly, and it was found necessary to establish military camps at the Spotted Tail and Bed Cloud agencies, while Col. Custer and Col. Guy V. Henry were sent to the Black Hills to drive out the miners who had gone thither; but nothing of moment was ever done. The following year the government decided to call into agencies for registration all the Indians occupying the land ceded by the treaty of 1867; but Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse, with their following, refused to comply with the demands of the government. To the request sent these chiefs in 1875 to report at Red Cloud agency to negotiate a treaty for the opening of the Black Hills country, they sent a flat refusal to come in, and this led to the heroic measures adopted in 1876, when a force sufficient to subdue the hostile bands was sent into the Indian country, Gen. Crook entering from the south to form a junction with the troops under Generals Terry and Gibbon, whose approach was from the Yellowstone and Rosebud on the north, Crook’s operations beginning in the early spring, entailing marches over ground deeply covered with snow, and under the most trying conditions imaginable.
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