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SACAGAWEA
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Name: Sacagawea

Born: c. 1788

Died: c. 1812

Position: Explorer

Career Highlights:

• Was the translator for the Lewis and Clark expedition, which set out to find a route to the Pacific Ocean

Interesting Facts:

• She was the daughter of a Shoshone chief

• During one stop along the journey, she was reunited with her brother who she hadn’t seen since childhood
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The name “Sacagawea” has been pronounced in a number of different ways, but the author prefers Sah-kah´gah-way´a as nearest to the way the Native Americans say it.
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Full Pages

Sacagawea cut away with the stiletto.

“You may watch Baby Brother.”

Travels Fast prepared to ride away.

Bird Girl began to weave her basket.

Sacagawea struck at the rattler’s head.

She heard a little cry and looked back.

“Look up there!” said Sacagawea.

Sacagawea held Pomp up to see.

It had been a hard journey.

Numerous smaller illustrations
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BIRD GIRL IN HER NEST

SACAGAWEA CAME OUT of the tepee into the bright sunlight. Her black hair hung about her bare shoulders. Her eyes were brown and so was her skin. An Indian girl of the Shoshone tribe, she was about seven years old.

Her mother was sitting on the ground in front of the tepee.

“What are you doing, Mother?” the girl asked.

“Use your eyes, Bird Girl,” said her mother. “Let them answer your questions.” She shook out the deerskin on which she was working. It was almost shapeless, but Bird Girl could see that it looked like a soft slipper.

“Oh, I see!” Bird Girl said. “Big Brother’s moccasins!”

“I am mending them,” her mother explained.

“Where is he going?”

Travels Fast—he was several years older than Sacagawea—had come up and was listening.

“Hunting,” he said proudly.

Sacagawea opened her brown eyes wide. Hunting! That meant he was almost grown-up. She felt a bit envious.

“Where are you going? When will you start? May I go, too?”

Travels Fast laughed. “How can I answer three questions at once?” he asked teasingly. “No, hunting trips are not for girls,” he went on. “You will be fast asleep when I start off in that direction.”

He waved his hand toward one of the rocky hills. These hills were all around the valley where the tepees, or skin tents, of the tribe were. The valley was high up in the Rocky Mountains, in what is now the state of Wyoming. But this was in 1794, long before Wyoming became state. At that time the Shoshone had never even heard of the United States, which was a very new country. Indeed, no one of the whole tribe had ever seen a white man.

“Oh-h-h!” Sacagawea nodded. “The sun comes from behind that hill every morning. Where does the sun start from?”

“Much farther away than that hill, I think,” Travels Fast told her.

“Beyond many hills,” said Grandmother, who had been listening.

“I want to go see it get up,” said Bird Girl.

“It is much too far away,” Grandmother told her. “When we go to hunt the buffalo we go off in that direction. Many days we travel, but still we do not reach the tepee where the sun lives. It is always farther away.”
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Grandmother saw the disappointment in Bird Girl’s face. “Here is something for you to do,” she said. She took up a round piece of skin on which she had been working. She had been making slits around it, near the edge.

“If you can finish this properly,” she said, “it will be a nice bag for your belongings.” She laid it out on the flattened log on which she often worked.

“See how I have made these narrow slits? There are a few more to make, and you must be careful not to let them come out to the edge. When they are finished I will show you how to thread in these two long strings of leather.”

Bird Girl took it eagerly, and with Grandmother’s sharp stiletto—a kind of pointed knife made from a buffalo bone—she began to cut away at the few holes that were left to do.

“I know what this will be,” she thought to herself. “My doll is going to be a medicine man, like Old Man, and cure sick people with her chants. Only I suppose Quiet Child will be a medicine woman instead. And in this bag I shall gather all the things for her to make medicine with, to make charms and call out in the dances.” It made her laugh to think of her dolly chanting and dancing. Quiet Child was made of a soft piece of deerskin, stuffed with dried grass. Her eyes and nose and mouth were marked with charcoal.

Grandmother looked at Bird Girl, smiling to herself, and saw that she had forgotten her disappointment that she could not go with her brother. But Sacagawea did not forget so quickly. She had made up her mind that if Brother could go hunting, she could go, too.

“I know where to pick berries and how to dig roots,” she said to herself. “And I know which ones are good to eat and which will make me sick. I can go to see where the sun rises.”

But she did not say this aloud. She worked quietly and soon all the slits were made. Not once did the bone knife slide out of her hand and cut through to the edge! That would have spoiled the bag, she knew.

Then Grandmother showed her how to wind in the strips. She drew them up, puckering the skin together, and there was a fine bag, to be sure! It would hold a lot of things for Quiet Child—pretty sticks and bright stones and maybe a bone. The bone would be a charm, for everybody knew that some bones had magical powers.

“I shall find something for it this very night,” Bird Girl decided. “I shall watch when Big Brother goes, and follow him!”

But when evening came and she had eaten her share of the food Mother prepared for them, Sacagawea began to feel sleepy. She thought she would close her eyes for just a little while. Before she knew it she was fast asleep. She did not hear Big Brother when he went off for his first hunt.

It was still dark when Sacagawea woke up. She could scarcely see, but not far away was the skin with which Travels Fast covered himself when he slept. It was all in a pile, but there was no boy under the heap. His bow and arrows were gone, too. He always kept them near him while he slept.

Sacagawea put out her hand and felt Quiet Child, propped against the side of the tepee. The new bag was beside her, just where it had been left when she went to sleep.

How long had Brother been gone? And how could she get away without awakening Grandmother, who always slept near the entrance to the tepee?

Slowly and carefully she crept toward the opening. She held her breath.

Grandmother moved a little and made a sharp sound. Bird Girl kept perfectly still. She hoped that she would look just like the dark tepee wall, and just as motionless.

Then Grandmother was quiet again, and sleeping. Sacagawea crept past her as carefully and quietly as she could, lifted the flap and came out into the cool darkness.

It was not yet morning. The stars were still shining, and twinkled down at her.

Over by the eastern hill the sky looked a little lighter, and Sacagawea thought it would not be long until morning.

Brother must have been gone a long time. Would she be able to catch up with him?

Away she went as fast as her feet could go. She did not have any moccasins, and sometimes the stones cut her bare feet.

She had never tried to climb a hill so high and so steep as this one. She scrambled from one rock to another. Once she slipped and scraped some skin off her ankle. But she kept going.
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She felt as if she had been on her way for a whole night and day, instead of just part of one. And now, above her, there were streaks of light that told her before long the sun would be coming into sight. “I must hurry faster,” she panted.

Just then something pretty caught her eye. It was a bright red feather that had dropped from the breast of a bird.

“This is for Quiet Child’s medicine bundle,” Bird Girl said. “It will bring good luck.”

She held it in her hand as she hurried on.

At last she reached the top of the hill. All she could see was one hill after another, with valleys in between. She could not count them all.

“How big the world is!” said Bird Girl. “I did not dream that it reached so far.”

And a long way off, beyond the highest of all the hills, was the top of a golden circle. The sun was coming up!

“It would take many, many days to travel to that hill,” thought Bird Girl. “I won’t reach the sun’s home this morning.” She began to feel discouraged.

And now she began to feel hungry, too. While she had been hurrying to reach the top of the hill she had not thought of looking for food.

She looked around her. Not one bush had any berries on it.

She remembered how the young horses chewed the bark of the small cottonwood trees. But cottonwood trees grew by running water, and she had come far above the stream near the Shoshone tepees. Farther down the hillside she could see a running brook. Water would taste good to her now.

So down through the underbrush she went. How good the cool, clear water felt! And there beside the little stream was a bush with beautiful, juicy red berries. She stuck her red feather in her hair so that she could pick the berries with both hands.

This was a good breakfast. She was sorry she had not found Brother and learned how to hunt. And she was disappointed because the sun’s home must be so very, very far away.

She had found out that the world was very large, with many hills and valleys. She had looked up at the wide blue sky with its soft white clouds. She felt very small and a bit afraid to be all alone in such a wide country.

Now, down in the valley where the little brook ran, she somehow felt safer. But it must be time to go home. Brother would be on his way back by this time.

But where was home? From the hilltop she had been able to see the camp of the Shoshone. However, coming down to the stream she had lost sight of it. How could she find it again? She started in what she thought was the right direction.

On and on she went. Still she could not see the camp. Little birds cheeped and hopped about. Up in the trees others sang their morning songs. None of them told her how to find her way.

“I am a bird girl,” she said to herself, “but I can’t understand their talk and ask them the way home. And I can’t fly, either.” Her feet were sore by this time, and the bushes had scratched her.

Grandmother had told her, “Brave girls do not cry.” She remembered this, but now and then a tear came into the corner of her eye and started to roll down her cheek. She would dash it away with her hand and wink hard to keep another from following.

“If I were really a bird,” she thought, “I’d fly right over these horrid old rocks. I can’t, so I think I’ll sit down and rest for a while.”

She sat down, feeling very lonely. At first it was hard to keep more tears from coming, but pretty soon her eyes closed, and the tired Bird Girl fell asleep.

“Sister! Bird Girl!”

In her sleep Sacagawea felt someone shaking her by the shoulder. She had been dreaming she was a home. But she opened her eyes in a strange place.

There was Travels Fast beside her, and suddenly she knew she wasn’t lost any longer. She smiled up at him happily.

“How ever did you get away off here?” he asked her.

“I wanted to see where the sun lives,” Bird Girl answered. “I climbed and climbed and climbed, but it’s much farther off than I could go. It’s farther than I thought it was.”

“Indeed it is,” said Travels Fast. “Quite too far for a girl. And all alone, too! We are a long way from home, and Mother must be looking for us both. I went farther hunting than I expected to. See this!”

He held up a rabbit and two prairie hens.

“Let’s hurry home and eat them,” said his sister. “I’m hungry!”

Travels Fast laughed. “So am I.”

They walked a long, long way before they came in sight of the Shoshone camp.

How glad Mother was to see them! She put her arms about the tired girl.

She washed Bird Girl’s scratched hands and feet and put cool green leaves on them.

“Mother,” asked Sacagawea, “why am I a bird girl?”

“Because when you were a baby, like Little Brother, I saw a great beautiful bird fly to the sky, singing. So I named you for it.”

“But if I am a bird, why can’t I fly?”

“You watch the little birds,” Mother said. “Little birds have to learn to hop first, and afterward they may learn to fly. At first they stay very near the nest and the mother bird. It is not safe to go far away alone.

“So you, my Bird Girl, must stay near this nest of ours for a long time yet. Someday you will be able to go faster and farther than you do now, but that will be when you have grown much bigger than you are now.”

“And when I have grown up,” said Bird Girl, “I shall fly off beyond the hills to see the sun come out of its tepee in the morning.”

“Why were you wearing a feather in your hair, like a warrior?” Travels Fast teased her.

“That is for Quiet Child’s new bag,” his sister answered. She smoothed the red feather carefully and laid it in the bag she had made the day before.


[image: Images]

DOWN TO THE RIVER

“THE BIG FISH are coming up the river!” Travels Fast came running to tell them. He had fun so fast he could hardly talk.
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