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  DEDICATION.
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  TO MY MOTHER,

  who first took me afield, I dedicate this record of an out-of-doors life. In the earlier days, as I approached home, I would lilt some song to let her know of my safe return. Let this book now be my tribute to her as she closes a beautiful life, whose words and deeds have instilled into my own life whatever has been shown as noble and manly.


  [image: images]


  INTRODUCTION.
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  This fascinating narrative, which the publishers experience much pleasure in offering to the public, has come forth as the result of years of loving participation in hunt, in Indian fighting, and in nature studies, by Dr. W. A. Allen, a typical old time Westerner, who, for over a quarter of a century, has taken part in the wild life of the West, being in the early days the trusted leader of immigration, a keen enjoyer of the sports of the chase, a crack rifle shot, who won and successfully maintained an enviable record as an Indian fighter of bravery and distinction.

  This volume will be welcomed by lovers of nature and nature studies for its scientific value in the portrayal of natural history; by the “old-timers” of Montana and Wyoming for its lifelike retrospect of the days when every man held his life in his own hand, and peril lurked on the bank of every stream, glanced out from every mountain side and lay in wait everywhere amid the rich grasses of the plains; by all lovers of their country, true Americans, for the light it throws upon the flora and fauna of the primitive prairies and mountains, and for its minute descriptions of the different animals that were once the occupants of this then strange, mysterious, unknown country, since that time wrested from savage domination for the establishment of civilization by that class of tireless, brave and heroic pioneers, of which the author is a notable example.

  An attempt to narrate, even in epitome, the incidents which have characterized the life of this Montana pioneer would transcend by far the normal province of an introduction, yet it would be culpable neglect were there failure to advert to their more salient expressions, for he stands prominent, not merely in a local way as one of the founders of the city of Billings, Montana, but also as a leading student of physical, natural and geologic history, and as an acknowledged authority on the flora and fauna of the Rocky Mountain region. He is known as a ‘’dead shot” hunter, and such journals as the Turf, Field and Farm esteem him as a valuable correspondent and contributor to their columns.

  Descending from good old English and Irish families of the long ago, Dr. William A. Allen is far more proud of his relationship on the paternal side with Ethan Allen, the “hero of Ticonderoga,” and on the maternal, with the distinguished Benjamin Franklin. He was born at Summer-field, Noble county, Ohio, on September 2, 1848. His finishing literary education came to him in an Ohio normal school, and, showing marked mechanical tastes, he early became both a blacksmith and a maker of guns. In 1877 he started for the Black Hills. At Spearfish, now in South Dakota, he joined an emigrant party of 250 persons, here commencing his twenty-five years of adventurous western existence and hunting exploits.

  Starting for Bozeman, in far off Montana, the strenuous existence of the frontier soon came to the party in full vigor in attacks of savage Sioux Indians, in which a number of the company were killed and others wounded, Doctor Allen being among the latter. Returning to Spearfish to reform their organization, Doctor Allen was made the commander of the train, which he divided into four companies. Their route took them up the Belle Fouche River, past old Fort Reno, through Wyoming, by the site of Buffalo and old Fort Kearney, thence up Goose Creek, where, in a spiteful attack by Indians, one man was killed and others wounded.

  In the locality of the historic last battleground of the gallant General Custer, they remained three days, which they profitably passed in a careful study of the grounds, tracing accurately the various movements of the contesting foes until they ended at the pile of bones that showed where the last white survivors met their death. Here the party divided, one part going to the Crow agency, another by Pryor’s Pass, Sage Creek and Stinking Water crossing to Wind River, the others, with Doctor Allen, going to Camp Brown and to Bozeman, the end of their journey.

  Various vocations have been followed by Doctor Allen in the Great West. He was for some time a blacksmith, having a shop at Bozeman, later an express messenger, the government blacksmith at Fort Custer, a stockraiser on Canyon Creek, in 1882 removing to Billings, then a mere cluster of crude, primitive dwellings, where he erected the first house in the Yellowstone Valley covered with a shingle roof. After this he thoroughly pursued the study of dentistry in the Chicago College of Dentistry and in Haskell’s Post-Graduate School of Dentistry, and has since maintained his home dental office at Billings, acquiring an extended reputation as an expert in both mechanical and surgical branches of dentistry. The genial Doctor is a true “old-timer,” a man of honesty and integrity, charitable and generous to his fellow men. He has ever been a total abstainer from intoxicating liquors. Honored as a citizen, reverenced as a pioneer, few people of the state of his adoption stand higher in the estimation of the public.

  We have closely adhered to the plain vernacular used by the Doctor and trust that the reader will fully appreciate the thrilling interest of the narrative. Of the numerous illustrations, so profusely scattered through the work, too much cannot be said of their accuracy and value. Many are from photographs taken by Doctor Allen himself, in localities and under circumstances never again to be repeated. The Past of the Great West here comes once again to the reader, in all of its romance, peril and enjoyment, and, in the perusal of these pages, the greatly changed and practical Present will be for the time forgotten.


  PREFACE.
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  As I look back after many years spent on the plains, mountains and rivers of the Northwest, the trail seems long and full of dangers of every description. Many personal accidents, hazardous undertakings, conflicts with savages and wild beasts in a strange land, loom up large as I recall my past days. I can see the trail running through fifty years, from childhood’s day, and, in that time, the Great West has undergone many changes. I have witnessed the extermination of the buffalo, the wild horse, the fan-tailed deer and the wild pigeon. The elk, the moose, the caribou and the antelope families are now reduced to a few scattering bands, occupying only the very wildest and most inaccessible places, far from the haunts of man. I wonder what the next fifty years will bring forth. Deer parks and game preserves will no doubt be the order of the day. The youth will read of the buffalo chase and of the wild Sioux and will earnestly wish that he could see these strange, exciting phases of a life which has even now passed away forever.

  It has been my lot to see many marvelous sights and my fortune to be a part of not a few strange episodes. I have seen millions of buffaloes extending in a mass as far as the eye could see on plain and mountain. It would require three days for these herds to pass a given point. The Sioux Indians, the Cheyennes, the Crows, the Blackfoots, the Bloods, the Flatheads and many other tribes have passed away before my eyes. The wild scalp-dances are a thing of the past, and the sun-dance, with its tortures as a test of endurance, is now only a memory. This record of my life is neither wholly comprehensive nor consecutive. I have recorded only those events, truly within the scope of this book.

  We can look back to the great Missouri and see no railroad crossing it until 1882. The opening of this wonderful thoroughfare through the Dakotas and Montana, made access to the wealth of the Northwest comparatively easy. The face of the earth then speedily changed. The old hunter, and the trapper with his packs and traps, stole sorrowfully away to new fields in virgin hills, far from civilization, where they now reside or have passed with feeble footsteps over the Great Divide. Next came the era of the plow. The pastures of the buffalo were planted in grain and civilized homes were built. The plains were irrigated and fertilized and now they blossom as the rose.

  My life on the plains has exposed me to all kinds of inclement weather, but, at the age of fifty-three years, I am still in perfect health. I attribute this condition to the fact that I use no alcohol, drugs or narcotics in any form, nourishing myself with plenty of fresh air, pure water and wholesome food. My sight is as good as ever, and I can still travel over rugged heights with younger men.

  Go into the mountains, study the trees and flowers, explore the canyons, smell the fragrant hemlocks and pines. Consider the ways of the majestic eagle, the noble elk, the cunning fox and the practical beaver. Learn of the flowers and ferns which beautify the hills, whose veins of gold, copper and iron will enrich generations yet to be. Through these creations, study the great Creator, and you will be the better because you will feel the greatness of the Maker, and realize your own insignificance without His guidance.

  W. A. ALLEN.
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  MONUMENT ON CUSTER’S LAST BATTLEFIELD.
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CHAPTER I.

  [image: images]

  MY EARLY ADVENTURES—My first chipmunk—gray squirrels—skill with the rifle—leaving home—my mother’s gift, a Bible—starting for the Black Hills—my first deer—prospecting.

  I am impelled to write of my adventures in the far West, and of the many strange and thrilling incidents through which I have passed, but my thoughts recur with persistent obstinacy to my childhood, so I will give a brief retrospect of those early events which did much to shape the course of my subsequent days.

  My father died when I was two years of age, and from this time my childhood days were spent at the farm of my uncle, Samuel Guiler, near Freedom, Noble county, Ohio. My uncle was a Christian, unwisely generous and a true sportsman. Hence it is that I was imbued with the spirit of sportsmanship. But, had it not been for my innate love for the gun, I never would have become proficient in its use in the small amount of time allotted to such sport in farm life. My first killing was a chipmunk when I was seven years old. That event is still photographed on my memory, as clearly as is the bright spring morning down in the cornfield, where the red bird and chipmunk were then in partnership in harvesting the newly planted corn.

  As the years passed, I began my rambles through the forests, with my mother as guide, for she was in constant fear when I was out of her sight. On one occasion I stole out alone with my old Kentucky rifle and soon found a large gray squirrel culling nuts in a hickory tree. With the tread of a cat I soon located him and prepared the limb of a dogwood tree for a rest. When the stinging report broke the stillness of that grand old forest, centuries old, down came my prize. With a joyful heart I took the trophy home. My people were delighted and I was then privileged to tramp the forests at my will. I was devoted to that old gun, and, as the days went by, I became a marksman of no small skill. For the amusement of my boy friends I would shoot the clapper out of a cowbell at forty yards distance, or could cut off a pig’s tail with a rifle ball as though with a knife.

  In 1864 my mother remarried and moved to Centerville, Iowa. Here I soon became noted for my daring and mark-manship. Presently I became acquainted with the city gunsmith, and, after showing him some of my feats with the rifle, he accepted me as an apprentice. I worked with a will at my new trade, for I was devoted to anything pertaining to a gun. After a few months I undertook to make myself a gun, every part of which should be my work. I set my tapered barrel in the guide and commenced my labor of love. As the rifles were cut, one by one, and the trimmings placed, I could see that a gun was being formed and was pleased beyond words. After three weeks we went to the testing field. Judge of my surprise when my instructor, with my rifle, drove seven balls into a stump four hundred yards away. I was now, in my own estimation, a man, ready to stake my life on the accuracy of that gun.

  An expedition was then about to start for the Rocky Mountain country, and I was acquainted with the organizer, whom I had met several times while making rifles for the expedition. I decided to join him and his party, and was outfitting myself as rapidly as my means would permit, when my stepfather, in terms which admitted of no misunderstanding, informed me that I should not go. I rebelled at this, and, as I had never received much encouragement at his hands, I resolved to leave home for all time.

  I collected my scanty wardrobe and prepared to go to the home of my uncle in Ohio. With a sorrowful heart my mother met me at the gate, and while our tears fell like rain, she kissed me good-bye and placed a little Bible in my hands, exacting a promise that I would ever refrain from liquor and gambling. I readily gave her my word of honor, not thinking seriously of its importance, but in after years I have had frequent occasion to recall her words. The little Bible has remained in my possession, a comfort and a link to the past. It has survived two fires where the houses were burned to the ground, and passed through a flood where it floated for twenty-four hours. The lessons learned from the little book still have a sacred place in my heart.

  With my relatives and friends in my old home, I soon forgot the unpleasant scenes I had left behind. I remained in this place for several years. During this time I met and married a Miss Houston. My salary as a farm hand was very small, and I engaged in blacksmithing with a partner, whom, six months later, I bought out and started business for myself. By this time I was the father of two boys, and as I looked into their bright little faces, I would ask my wife if we would ever be able to educate them as we wished to do, for we were very ambitious for them. Doubting our ability to do this in the overcrowded East, for their sakes I resolved to take my chances of fortune in the wild, unbroken country of the West. I had counted the cost of hardship and danger, of death, but was undaunted. Stories of gold fields in the Black Hills reached my ears, and I determined to depart thither. When my intention became known, I was overwhelmed with all kinds of advice, admonition and warning, and as the days passed the excitement became more intense. But my hopes were strong and I was a healthy man, accustomed to a hard life.

  On the 12th day of March, 1877, I set out for the Black Hills. At Zanesville I met Alexandrer Mitten and Thomas Sipe, of Sarahsville, Ohio, who were also bound for my destination. We joined company and journeyed to Sidney, Nebraska. As we arrived at this frontier town, the rain was falling in torrents and the Black Hills stage came in with a dead driver in the boot, shot by the Sioux Indians. While this circumstance did not enhance the cheerfulness of the situation, neither did it deter us from proceeding.

  On the following morning we contracted with three men, who were driving teams to the hills, to take us as passengers. Our baggage, consisting of seamless sacks, was brought forward and weighed, and we soon struck a bargain for the transportation. As soon as our train had pulled out, we saw a band of Pawnee Indians, and Mitten predicted that our “hair would be raised” before we reached the hills. After we had travelled about ten miles, we were informed that the teams were exhausted and that we would be obliged to walk the balance of the day or return to Sidney. In the trail of teams better fitted than ours, we walked through rain and mud, and snow, not only that day, but all of the succeeding days until we reached the hills.

  Our entire trip was one of hardship, danger and privation. Our bedding became wet and our nights were often spent shivering with the cold. Often our attention was called to the bodies of men killed by Indians. They were those of hunters and trappers who had lost their lives in this huntsman’s paradise, and no one took the trouble to bury them. The remnants of burned wagons, pack saddles and camp kettles were to be seen at almost every crossing.

  When we reached Deadwood, we secured shelter at fifty cents each in a small stable. We slept there rather comfortably. On the following morning we went to the postoffice and took our positions behind a line of men half-a-mile long, who were waiting for mail, and in our turn at the window we received our first letters from home. After a few days in Deadwood, we went to False Bottom and started mining, after providing a grubstake including sugar at one dollar per pound, evaporated potatoes at one dollar per pound, bacon at one dollar per pound and flour at fifty dollars per fifty pounds.

  While the boys were getting the camp started, tents erected and the cooking utensils ready, I shouldered my rifle and started for the woods. A fine rain was falling. I went to the southern ridge, started in my hunt down among dead timber, where after about a mile’s travel I came to a blacktail sign. While I was carefully scanning every tree and bush I saw a large pair of ears rise from a bed of moss under a large pine tree. I could not see the body to which they belonged, but I thought that at one dollar per pound they represented sufficient value to bring me one hundred dollars. I aimed at the neck beneath and fired.

  Instantly a beautiful doe started down the ridge at a terriffic speed. I threw in another shell as quickly as possible, and as she bounded away I shot her in the back. She proved to be a prize, and I soon had the skin off the fore-quarters. I cut off the saddles and started for camp. My comrades hailed me with delight and we soon had a feast of venison. Two of the boys brought in the remainder of the deer, and I made a rug of the skin, which proved to be very useful in my after travel.

  We prospected this creek and found extremely fine gold dust but no pay dirt. Our provisions were decreasing and we had very little money left. Meantime I sharpened miners’ tools until I had earned enough money to fit us out again. When word came that gold had been struck in rich deposits on Wind River in Montana, as miners are always ready to “stampede” on short notice, we went thither with the crowd, taking with us a year’s provisions.
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  SITTING BULL.

  War-Chief of the Sioux.


  
CHAPTER II.
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  INDIAN WARFARE—Sioux massacres—horrible mutilations—on the trail of murderers—a battle with the Sioux—Indian tricks—Nickerson fires first fatal shot—eleven Sioux killed—“Calamity Jane”—attacked by Indians—Randall’s successful shot—fourteen Sioux lie dead—we pursue our journey.

  Spearfish was our objective point, and, with a party consisting of thirty miners, we pulled out of False Bottom over a road which never had been worked. We arrived at Deadwood Corral, halted in a little valley, where we struck a camp and began our preparations for the great trip across the plains. Our attention was presently attracted by the rapid firing of rifles, and we soon saw that a party of whites below us in the valley was fighting for life, against great odds, with Sioux Indians. Curling smoke could be seen and we knew the prairie had been set on fire. Some of our party started to the rescue as fast as their horses could bear them, but were too late to aid.

  Seven men and one woman had been massacred. They had not only been shot and scalped, but their ears and noses had been cut off, and they were otherwise mutilated beyond recognition. Powder had been shot into their faces until all possible chance of identification was lost. The bodies were hauled into camp in a small cart, the bed of which was not long enough to hold them. Their limbs hung down and dangled to and fro as the vehicle moved. It was a horrible sight. I vowed that I would be one to follow that trail of blood until we had avenged the death of these emigrants. One after another, with blanched, but set faces, we put down our names on a paper, until twenty had volunteered to avenge the innocent people who had met such a fearful death. It was a determined party that left our camp. The trail of blood was two hours old, but our horses were in good condition and we sped down the valley of death. We came soon to the dreadful field of carnage. The wagon had been burned, the horses killed and the harnesses cut to pieces. The ground was covered with clothes and stained with blood from the innocent sufferers.

  The Indians’ trail led off in the direction of lower Red Water and Hay Creek, and on this track we started at a swift gallop. After a few miles of silent travel, we passed through a wooded canyon. Here the Indians had watered their ponies and left a few articles of no value. We dismounted and held a short council while the horses drank from the rivulet. We decided to follow and surprise the savages at their camp for the night. We selected two of our lightest riders to skirt the stream and the eastern and western hills, in order to get the course they were traveling. The remainder of our party kept the trail, which we followed at a rapid gait.

  About twelve o’clock our west side man signalled from a butte. We were soon at his side and in plain view of a small band of Indians. From the direction from which they came we could not determine them to be the band of assassins whom we were trailing. However, they quartered on the same creek which we were following and, as they disappeared over the steep bank, we started in pursuit. On nearing the water, the Indians must have heard the thunder of our horses’ hoofs as we rode swiftly down the valley, for they came out on the same side they had entered, about one hundred yards below us. We at once sent a volley of bullets, and two Indians swung out of their saddles. Like a flash the Indians started for a green forest far down the valley, with our party in swift pursuit. Our repeaters were making the valley ring and we saw another warrior writhing in death. But at this point the Indians swung into a rough ravine and disappeared.

  We followed a short distance and found blood on the trail, whether this was from horse or rider we could not determine, but, for our own safety, we returned and scalped the three Indians, who were laden with plunder from emigrant trains. Flour and sugar were found on one warrior. We soon started once more in pursuit of those who had escaped us. After traveling about ten miles we found the trail very fresh. Water carried on to the bank by the feet of the horses was not yet dry. We held a short council, then sent out scouts with field-glasses to search for the savages. At sundown they returned, having located about thirty Indians in a camp in a small basin in the valley of the Red Water. We drew as near their camp as possible, avoiding all chances of being discovered. We ate a lunch and then Thomas Nickelson and myself started to make a survey. It being moonlight we soon located the camp, where the savages were already in motion. Their camp fires still smouldered. We followed them about a mile further to the place where they went into camp for the night. This camp-moving is an old trick of the Indians to deceive their enemies and to induce them to make a charge on an abandoned camp. Having once more assured ourselves of their location, we crept softly away and soon rejoined our comrades.

  We planned to “cache” our horses, leave five good men with them, while fifteen went to attack the camp. We knew, however, that we should be compelled to exercise continual vigilance. John Wustun, Thomas Nickelson and myself were detailed to overlook the ground and make the final arrangements for the attack. Each man, with a magazine rifle and a belt full of cartridges, crawled up to within fifty yards of the camp. We found the Indians in the mouth of a deep, narrow canyon, their horses above them in the canyon, which made it impossible for the animals to get out without passing over their masters’ beds. They had some fine war-horses, with Pintos and sorrels which showed good blood, but all were firmly hobbled and picketed.

  Believing that we had secured the best possible location, Nickelson, being very light of foot, went after the other boys. The Indians were cooking and not a word could be heard. The fires, made of buffalo chips, whose flame resembles that of charcoal, were blinded as much as possible. After the savages had finished their supper I expected to see a scalp dance; but in this I was disappointed, for they no doubt felt it more prudent to wait until their return home, when all, old and young, male and female, might mingle in the jollity, while the sounds of the tomtom would keep time to the fiendish actions and the “Hey, hey, a hey, hey, a hey!” so curdling to the blood of a white person.

  I could plainly see the goods taken from the emigrant’s wagon, and the sight made me run my hand along the barrel of my rifle to clear all obstacles and push a cartridge carefully home. I knew it would not be long until they would begin to look after their horses and prepare to sleep. We occupied the point just over the canyon on the south, where we held the party of Indians in full view, although we could not see them as well as we desired, for they glided around stealthily, sometimes appearing in the shadows like wild animals. Our party soon came up eager for the attack. One gaunt warrior started in the direction of the horses with a bundle of something which I took for bedding; as he passed a blazing fire Thomas Nickelson sent a bullet through his brutal heart. Fifteen rifles rang out simultaneously. Fire flew and horses plunged headlong through camp, while volley after volley was sent after the Indians. It was sometime before they got out of our range and a deadly fire was kept up until they reached the north side, where they began to return our fire. When one of their rifles flashed we sent fifteen bullets after it. I do not think two shots came from the same spot. I received a wound in the foot, and Nickelson’s arm was shot through the fleshy part near the shoulder. Wustun had his hat-rim cut off by a bullet which made a terrific noise. We could hear the Sioux tearing through the bushes and dry leaves, but they were soon past our range, and we hastened back to camp on another branch of the creek. We then placed onr horses on good feed, for on the following day we had a long ride before us. After stationing guards, we lay down to rest. Thus closed one of the hardest day’s work of my life.

  We awoke at the gray of morning and our men were soon ready to resume their journey. After a breakfast of salt pork and dried buffalo meat, we examined the battlefield. Several men stood guard on the bluff, while the remainder searched every foot of ground in the vicinity. The bodies of eleven Indians and fifteen horses were discovered. It was not strange that some scalps were taken, for our watchword was “Vengeance.” We followed the trail a short distance. It lead away from Spearfish, and, as we were already in the midst of a savage tribe, with no provisions and tired horses, we left this desolate spot and started for Spearfish. We knew that some of Uncle Sam’s wards would not return to the agency for their rations on the next issue-day. These were the petted warriors under Sitting Bull, Rain-in-the-Face, and Gaul, who were stationed at Red Cloud Agency, and by a lenient government permitted to ride the plains and murder emigrants.

  At Spearfish we were to rejoin our main party, which was there in camp. We started across a country looking beautiful with the advent of spring. The rich grass was matted on the earth and pine trees dotted the landscape. Parks were numerous and the antelopes roamed over a thousand hills, while the huge buffaloes in great herds wandered carelessly about, scarcely noticing our presence. We made a hard ride and reached Spearfish about dark, for we had lost the route and had gone out of our way. As we passed up the valley we were surprised to see a white woman riding toward us at full gallop and leading a pack. We suspected that it was “Calamity Jane” and pulled up as she approached.

  “How! How!” said she, ‘’Where are you fellows going?” “To Spearfish,” we answered. “Well, you had better get to Red Water Crossing, because there is a party there corraled by Indians, and there are some women in the bunch. I would go with you, boys, but I have this dispatch to take to Custer City. Take that trail and follow my tracks and you are all right.” Nickelson declared that he must go to Spearfish to get a fresh horse, and would follow and meet us at daybreak. John Wustun and Grizzly Bill offered to go with him. We arranged our plans to meet at dawn, for we knew that there would be trouble.

  Calamity Jane was a noted female scout of the western frontier from 1870, her daring intrepidity, her rapidity of movement and her deadly skill with firearms, as well as the qualities she displayed as a rider, causing the Indians to consider her as possessed of supernatural powers. She was given her doleful name in 1872, by Captain Egan, then Commander of the U. S. army post at Goose Creek, whose life she saved. The captain was shot in an Indian fight and was in danger of death, when the brave female scout appeared on her horse, shot the Indian nearest the captain, and, picking up the wounded and unconscious officer, she placed him in front of her on the horse and carried him to the fort, uninjured by the shots of the other hostiles. When Captain Egan learned of his rescue, he said to his preserver: “You are a good person to have around in time of calamity, and I now christen you Calamity Jane, the heroine of the plains.”

  Col. W. I. Cody (Buffalo Bill) tells this story, which I give to illustrate the character of this brave woman, who did so much for the safety of the whites in pioneer days. She was only fitted for a wild and adventurous life and closed her eyes in death in the summer of 1903.

  “In 1876 this daring woman by a most courageous action saved the lives of six passengers on a stagecoach traveling from Deadwood, S. D., to Wild Birch, in the Black Hills country. The stage was surrounded by Indians, and the driver, Jack McCaul, was wounded by an arrow. Although the other six passengers were men, not one of them had nerve enough to take the ribbons. Seeing the situation, Jane mounted the driver’s seat without a moment’s hesitation, and brought the stage safely and in good time to Wild Birch. Jack McCaul afterward recovered, and some time later, while in Deadwood, he assassinated Wild Bill, one of Calamity Jane’s best friends. The murder was a cold-blooded one, and it was the general opinion that lynching was only too mild for him. Calamity Jane was in the lead of the lynching party, and it was she who captured the desperado. She had left her rifle at home, but with a butcher’s cleaver she held him up, and a very few minutes later McCaul’s body was swinging from a cottonwood tree and his soul had passed over the great divide.”

  We rode into camp, where the story of the eleven dead Indians was not referred to, for we well knew that there were several persons who would go no further if the truth was told. Red Water Crossing was twenty miles away and we knew that it would be necessary to rest, procure something to eat and have our wounds dressed before doing anything else. I cut my boot from my foot, washed and dressed the wound, replacing the boot with a Sioux moccasin.

  After supper we secured twenty recruits and started at twelve o’clock for Red Water. This was a hard ride and several times I fell asleep in the saddle. But we pressed on and at last found ourselves in the breaks of the river. The red hills of this country resemble those of the limestone hills found in the East and Southwest. We were now on dangerous ground, as our camp was at the Crossing and Indians were on every side, therefore no time was to be lost. The birds were chirping for the dawn and the wooded fringe of the creek began to become discernible as we passed on in silence. Coyotes were prowling around and their chorus was almost as blood-curdling as the song of the Sioux scalp-dancers.

  We beheld at this point a blue smoke curling upward, close to the valley through which we were riding, and we felt sure that this must indicate the presence of the party we were to meet. By peering closely I could see Nickelson in the uncertain light, eating what later proved to be buffalo steak. We approached the fire and were heartily welcomed. Nickelson came forward with a blessing and assured us that we were none too soon. Our horses, not being needed for the present, were put with the rest of the animals and a strong guard set around them. We were soon eating, and I shall ever remember with gratification the buffalo marrow-bones and the bread which Mr. Nickelson had prepared for us. Our time was precious, but we ate heartily.

  Presently Tom drew me aside and said he had something to show me. We went behind the wagon where he pointed out to me the bullet holes made in the attack of the day before. He said that the Indians had been signalling in the early part of the night, and that his wife maintained that they had been reinforced since dark. From the manner they had made the attack yesterday on the knoll across the creek, he said he had learned there was only one break where they could get down; that we would command that place and at the same time protect the camp. It was fast growing gray and we knew that very soon we would be the probable subjects of attack. Every sign of our horses and of every person was securely hidden, in order to give the impression that we were unprepared. We “cached” twenty of our men opposite the mouth of the break to await results. The remaining men were stationed to protect the camp and horses.
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