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THEIR WONDROUS WORKS AND WAYS

In 1862 the eastern Sioux Indians, the Santee of Minnesota, rose up against white settlers, killing some 800 men, women, and children within a month. American retaliation was swift, and Charles Alexander Eastman, then four years old, was among the Santee refugees who fled to Canada for sanctuary. When his father was turned over to United States authorities, relatives raised the boy near Fort Ellis in southern Manitoba.

Born with the Indian name "the Pitiful Last," but later called "the Winner" (Ohiyesa), Eastman did not see a white person until he was sixteen. He then became one of a stream of Indians who since the eighteenth century had attended Dartmouth College. In 1890 he earned his medical degree from Boston University. Just after the turn of the century his books on Sioux life and philosophy gained great popularity, especially among young readers. In this selection from the autobiographical work, Indian Boyhood (1902), Eastman recalls his own amazement at his uncle's eyewitness report on white culture.

I HAD HEARD marvelous things of this people. In some things despised them; in others we regarded them as wakan (mysterious), a race whose power bordered upon the supernatural. I learned that they had made a "fireboat." I could not understand how they could unite two elements which cannot exist together. I thought the water would put out the fire, and the fire would consume the boat if it had the shadow of a chance. This was to me a preposterous thing! But when I was told that the Big Knives had created a "fire-boat-walks-on-mountains" (a locomotive) it was too much to believe....

I had seen guns and various other things brought to us by the French Canadians, so that I had already some notion of the supernatural gifts of the white man; but I had never before heard such tales as I listened to that morning. It was said that they had bridged the Missouri and Mississippi rivers, and that they made immense houses of stone and brick, piled on top of one another until they were as high as high hills. My brain was puzzled with these things for many a day. Finally I asked my uncle why the Great Mystery gave such power to the Washichu (the rich)-sometimes we called them by this name-and not to us Dakotas [Sioux].

"For the same reason:' he answered, "that he gave to Duta the skill to make fine bows and arrows, and to Wachesne no skill to make anything:'

"And why do the Big Knives increase so much more in numbers than the Dakotas?" I continued.

"It has been said, and I think it must be true, that they have larger families than we do. I went into the house of an Eashicha (a German), and I counted no less than nine children. The eldest of them could not have been over fifteen. When my grandfather first visited them, down at the mouth of the Mississippi, they were comparatively few; later my father visited their Great Father at Washington, and they had already spread over the whole country.
"Certainly they are a heartless nation. They have made some of their people servants-yes, slaves! We have never believed in keeping slaves, but it seems that these Washichu do! It is our belief that they painted their servants black a long time ago, to tell them from the rest, and now the slaves have children born to them of the same color!

"The greatest object of their lives seems to be to acquire possessions-to be rich. They desire to possess the whole world. For thirty years they were trying to entice us to sell them our land. Finally the outbreak [Minnesota, 1862] gave them all, and we have been driven away from our beautiful country.

"They are a wonderful people. They have divided the day into hours, like the moons of the year. In fact, they measure everything. Not one of them would let so much as a turnip go from his field unless he received full value for it. I understand that their great men make a feast and invite many, but when the feast is over the guests are required to pay for what they have eaten before leaving the house. I myself saw at White Cliff (the name given to St. Paul, Minnesota) a man who kept a brass drum and a bell to call people to his table; but when he got them in he would make them pay for the food!

"I am also informed," said my uncle, "but this I hardly believe, that their Great Chief (President) compels every man to pay him for the land he lives upon and all his personal goods-even for his own existence--every year!" (This was his idea of taxation.) "I am sure we could not live under such a law….

"In war they have leaders and war-chiefs of different grades. The common warriors are driven forward like a herd of antelopes to face the foe. It is on account of this manner of fighting-from compulsion and not from personal bravery-that we count no coup on them. A lone warrior can do much harm to a large army of them in a bad country."

It was this talk with my uncle that gave me my first clear idea of the white man.

CHARLES ALEXANDER EASTMAN. Santee Sioux

Excerpt from

Nabokov, Peter, ed. Native American Testimony: A Chronicle of Indian-White Relations from Prophecy to the Present, 1492-2000. New York: Penguin Books, 1999.

BEFORE THEY GOT THICK

This tale of the Lipan Apache reads like a southwestern version of the story of the Plymouth Colony legend: Native Americans help white pioneers survive by bringing them gifts of pumpkin and corn seeds and showing them how to plant them. Related by Percy Bigmouth in 193.5, it describes events that probably took place in the early nineteenth century when his ancestors were living near the Texas-Louisiana border. During the Indian wars in the Southwest (1845-56), when official policy in Texas called for the brutal extermination of all Indians, the Lipan hid in Mexico. Eventually they made their home with their kinsmen, the Mescalero Apache, in New Mexico.

MY GRANDM0THER used to tell this story; she told it to my mother. It is about the time when they lived near the gulf. She says that they lived at a place called "Beside the Smooth Water." They used to camp there on the sand. Sometimes a big wave would come up and then they would pick up many seashells. Sometimes they used to find water turtles. They used to find fish too and gather them and eat them.

One time they had a big wave. It was very bad. They thought the ocean was going to come right up. It came up a long way. Living things from the water covered the bank, were washed up. Then, when the sun came out and it was hot all these things began to swell and smelled bad.

One day they looked over the big water. Then someone saw a little black dot over on the water. He came back and told that he had seen that strange thing. Others came out. They sat there and looked. It was getting larger. They waited. Pretty soon it came up. It was a boat. The boat came to the shore. The Indians went back to the big camp. All the Indians came over and watched. People were coming out. They looked at those people coming out. They saw that the people had blue eyes arid were white. They thought these people might live in the water all the time.

They held a council that night. They were undecided whether they should let them live or kill them.

One leader said, "Well, they have a shape just like ours. The difference is that they have light skin and hair."

Another said, "Let's not kill them. They may be a help to us some day. Let's let them go and see what they'll do.”
So the next day they watched them. "What shall we call them?" they asked....

Some still wanted to kill them. Others said no. So they decided to let them alone.

The Lipan went away. After a year they said, "Let's go back and see them."

They did so. Only a few were left. Many had starved to death. Some said, "Let's kill them now; they are only a few." But others said, "No, let us be like brothers to them."

It was spring. The Lipan gave them some pumpkin seed and seed corn and told them how to use it. The people took it and after that they got along all right. They raised a little com and some pumpkins. They started a new life. Later on the Lipan left for a while. When they returned, the white people were getting along very well. The Lipan gave them venison. They were getting along very well. After that, they began to get thick.

PERCY BIGMOUTH. Lipan Apache
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SILMOODAWA GIVES A COMPLETE PERFORMANCE

Following the example set by Christopher Columbus, the Spanish conquistador Hernando Cortez continued the ritual of sending Indians to Europe in order to parade them before royalty. At the court of Charles V, Aztecs posed for artists and juggled for gawking lords and ladies. Later, in the eighteenth century, Indian chiefs went abroad to discuss disputed territorial boundaries and present petitions. And in 1827, a party of Osage Indians undertook a three-year sightseeing tour of France. Such trips were encouraged not only for the entertainment Indians provided, but because officials wished to impress Native Americans with the splendors of Europe and the power of their 90vernments. In 1870 an anonymous Micmac Indian-from Canada's Maritime Provinces-told the Reverend Silas T. Rand the following story about one "Real Live Indian" who turned the tables on his aristocratic audience.

SHORTLY AFTER the country was discovered by the French, an Indian named Silmoodawa was taken to Planchean [France] as a curiosity. Among other curious adventures, he was prevailed upon to exhibit the Indian mode of killing and curing game. A fat ox or deer was brought out of a beautiful park and handed over to the Indian; he was provided with all the necessary implements, and placed within an enclosure of ropes, through which no person was allowed to pass, but around which multitudes were gathered to witness the butchering operations of the savage.

He shot the animal with a bow, bled him, skinned and dressed him, sliced up the meat, and spread it out on flakes to dry; he then cooked a portion and ate it, and in order to exhibit the whole process, and to take a mischievous revenge upon them for making an exhibition of him, he went into a comer of the yard and eased himself before them all.

ANONYMOUS, Micmac
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OUR STOCK OF FOOD AND CLOTHES

Whites who lived alongside Indians found it difficult to accept the idea that native hunters enjoyed any sense of property. They seemed to roam at will. How could they “own” land or resources as the white man did? As a Chippewa man explained to anthropologist Frank G. Speck, however, his people had definite customs regarding territorial rights, which were trespassed at high cost.

Among Indian groups in California, the Northwest Coast, along the Atlantic seaboard, and elsewhere as well, Indians commonly recognized inherited tenure for berry patches, fishing banks, trapping or hunting grounds-sometimes marking them with visible signs such as boulders or blazed trees. The Chippewa speaker is Aleck Paul, from the Temagami band located at Bear Island, Ontario.

IN THE EARLY TIMES the Indians owned this where they lived bounded by the lakes, and rivers, and hills, or determined by a certain number of days' journey in this direction or that. These tracts formed the hunting grounds owned and used by the different families. Wherever they went the Indians took care of the game animals, especially beaver, just as the Government takes care of the land today.

So these families of hunters would never think of damaging the abundance or the source of supply of the game, because this had come to them from their father and grandfather and those behind them….

The Indian families used to hunt in a certain section for beaver. They would only kill the small beaver and leave the old ones to keep on breeding. Then when they got too old they too would be killed, just as a farmer kills his pigs, preserving the stock for his supply of young. The beaver is the Indian's pork, the moose his beef, the partridge his chicken. And there was the caribou or red deer, that was his sheep. All these formed the stock on his family hunting ground, which would be parceled out among the sons when the owner died.

He says to his sons, "You take this part. Take care of this tract. See that it always produces enough." That was what my grandfather told us. His land was divided among two sons, my father and Pisha'bo (Tea Water), my uncle. We were to own this land so no other Indians could hunt on it. Other Indians could travel through it and go there, but could not go there to kill the beaver. Each family had its own district where they belonged and owned the game. That was each one's stock, for food and clothes.

If another Indian hunted on our territory we, the owners, could shoot him. This division of the land started in the beginning of time, and always remained unchanged. I remember about twenty years ago some Nipissing Indians came north to hunt on my father's land. He told them not to hunt beaver. "This is our land:” he told them; "you can fish but must not touch the fur, as that is all we have to live on." Sometimes an owner would give permission for strangers to hunt for a certain time or on a certain tract. This was often done for friends or when neighbors had had a poor season. Later the favor might be returned.

When the white people came they commenced killing all the game. The left nothing on purpose to breed and keep up the supply, because the white man don't care about the animals. They are after the money. After the white man kills all the game in one place he can take the train and go three hundred miles or more to another and do the same there.

You can write this down for me. If an Indian went to the old country England, and sold hunting licenses to the old country people for them hunt on their own land, the white people would not stand for that. The Government sells our big game, our moose, for $50.00 license and we do get any of it. The Government sells our fish and our islands or gets the money, but we don't get any share.

What we Indians want is for the Government to stop the white people killing our game, as they do it only for sport and not for support. We Indians do not need to be watched about protecting the game; we must protect the game or starve. We can take care of the game just as well as the game warden and better, because we are going to live here all the time. ...

ALECK PAUL. Chippewa
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IF I COULD SEE THIS THING

Native Americans lacked all resistance to what in the long run proved to be .the most deadly aspect of living in company with whites-their diseases. The dread smallpox began killing Indians as early as 1514, when it first appeared in Panama. Successive epidemics of it continued throughout the nineteenth century. Disease was the overwhelming cause for the estimated 90 percent drop in Indian population between 1492 and 1900. No tribe was left unscathed, as smallpox, cholera, "the great red skin" (measles), tuberculosis, scarlet fever, and influenza took a greater toll than warfare, slavery, or starvation.

Here George Bent, a part-white, part-Cheyenne trader, describes the terrible cholera scourge of 1849. Originating in the ports of New York and New Orleans, the disease was carried to the Great Plains by gold rushers, where it struck Bent's relatives.

IN' 49, the emigrants brought the cholera up the Platte Valley, and from the emigrant trains it spread to the Indian camps. "Cramps" the Indians called it, and they died of it by the hundreds. On the Platte whole camps could be seen deserted with the tepees full of dead bodies, men, women

and children.

The Sioux and Cheyennes, who were nearest to the road [wagon train], were the hardest hit, and from the Sioux the epidemic spread northward clear to the Blackfeet, while from the Cheyennes and Arapahos it struck down into the Kiowa and Comanche country and created havoc among their camps.

Our tribe suffered very heavy loss; half of the tribe died, some old people say. A war party of about one hundred Cheyennes had been down the Platte, hunting for the Pawnees, and on their way home they stopped in an emigrant camp and saw white men dying of cholera in the wagons. When the Cheyennes saw these sick white men. they rushed out of the camp and started for home on the run, scattering as they went; but the terrible disease had them already in its grip, and many of the party died before reaching home, one of my Indian uncles and his wife dying among the first.

The men in the war party belonged to different camps, and when they joined these camps, they brought the cholera with them and it was soon raging in all the villages. The people were soon in a panic. The big camps broke up into little bands and family groups, and each little party fled from

the rest.

[My] grandmother (White Thunder's widow) and [my] stepmother, Yellow Woman, took the children that summer out among the Cheyennes, and they went to the Canadian, I think, where the Kiowas and Comanches were to make medicine. During the medicine dance an Osage visitor fell down in the crowd with cholera cramps. The Indians broke camp at once and fled in every direction, the Cheyennes north toward the Arkansas. They fled all night and halted on the Cimarron.

Here a brave man whose name I have forgotten-a famous warrior-mounted his war horse with his arms and rode through the camp shouting, "If I could see this thing [the cholera], if I knew where it was, I would go there and kill it!" He was taken with the cramps as he rode, slumped over on his horse, rode slowly back to his lodge, and fell to the ground. The people then broke camp in wild fright and fled north through the big sand hills all that night.

GEORGE BENT, Southern Cheyenne

