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all here: my mother, I, Kurteyef, Madam
Kolenkina, and ” — the other names I could
not catch. After a moment’s parley the gen-
darmes seemed to go away, Miss Armfeldt
shut and re-barred the door, and coming back
into the room said with a smile, “ They were
satisfied ; they did n’t insist on coming in.”
Then, turning to me, she added in English :
“The gendarmes visit us three times a day to
see what we are doing and to make sure that
we have not escaped. Their visits, however,
have grown to be formal, and they do not
always come in.”

Conversation was then resumed, and for two
hours or more I listened to stories of convict
life in prison, on the road, or at the mines, and
answered, as well as T could, the eager ques-
tions of the convicts with regard to the prog-
ress of the Russian revolutionary movement.
In the course of the talk my attention was ac-
cidentally attracted to a person whom I had
not particularly noticed before and to whom I
had not been introduced. It wasa man thirty
or thirty-five years of age, with a colorless,
strangely vacant face and large, protruding
blue eyes. He had seated himself on a low
wooden stool directly in front of me, had rested
his elbows on his knees with his chin in his
open hands, and was staring up at me with a
steady and at the same time expressionless
gaze n which there seemed to be something

I WAS camping
with a couple of
prospectors one
night some years
ago on the south
side of the Pinal
Range in Arn-
zona Territory.
We were seated
beside our lit-
tle cooking fire
about g o’clock
intheevening en-
gagedinsmoking
and drowsily dis-
cussing the celer-
ity of movement
displayed by Ge-
ronimo, who had
atlast been heard
of down in So-
nora, and might
be already far away from there, even in our
neighborhood. Conversation lapsed at last,
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unnatural and uncanny. At the first pause in
the conversation he said to me abruptly, but in
a strange, drawling, monotonous tone, * We—
have — a — graveyard — of — our — own —
here.— Would — you—like—to —see —it? "

I was so surprised and startled by his man-
ner and by the nature of his question that 1
did not for a moment reply; but the convic-
tion suddenly flashed upon me that it was a
political convict who had lost his reason. As
the knocking at the gate after the murder in
Macbeth seemed to De Quincey to deepen the
emotions excited by the tragedy and to reflect
back a sort of added horror upon all that had
preceded it, so this strange, unprompted ques-
tion, with its suggestions of insanity and death,
seemed to render more vivid and terrible the
stories of human suffering that T had just heard,
and to intensify all the emotions roused in my
mind by the great tragedy of penal servitude.

I remained with the political convicts that
night until after midnight, and then walked
home with my blood in a fever that even the
frosty atmosphere of a semi-arctic night could
not cool. Everybody had gone to bed except
Mr. Frost, who was watching anxiously for my
return. I threw myself on the divan in my
room and tried to get to sleep; but all that T
had just seen and heard kept surging through
my mind, and it was morning before I finally
lost consciousness.

George Kennai.

and puffing our pipes and lying on our backs
we looked up into the dark branches of the
trees above. I think I was making a sluggish
calculation of the time necessary for the passage
of a far-off star behind the black trunk of an
adjacent tree when I felt moved to sit up. My
breath went with the look I gave, for, to my un-
bounded astonishment and consternation, there
sat three Apaches on the opposite side of our
fire with their rifles across their laps. My com-
rades also saw them, and, old, hardened front-
iersmen as they were, they positively gasped
in amazement.

“ Heap hungry,” ejacu-
lated one of the savage
apparitions, and again re-
lapsed into silence.

As we were not familiar
with Mr. Geronimo’s coun-
tenance we thought we
could see the old villain’s
features in our interlocu- |
tor’s, and we began to get . il
our artillery into shape.

APACHE,
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The savages, in order to allay the disturb-
ance which they had very plainly created, now
explained.

“We White Mountain.
want flour.”

They got the flour in generous quantities, it
is needless to add, and although we had pre-
viously been very sleepy, we now sat up and
entertained our guests until they stretched
themselves out and went to sleep. We pre-
tended to do the same. During that night I
never closed my eyes, but watched, momen-
tarily expecting to see more visitors come glid-
ing out of the darkness. I should not have been
surprised even to see an Apache drop from a
branch above me.

They left us in the morning, with a blessing
couched in the style of forcible speech that
my Rocky Mountain friends affected on un-
usual occasions, 1 mused over the occurrence ;
for while it brought no more serious conse-
quences than the loss of some odd pounds of
bacon and flour, yet there was a warning in
the way those Apaches could usurp the pre-
rogatives of ghosts, and ever after that T used

No want fight—

to mingle undue proportions of discretion with
my valor.

Apaches are wont to lurk about in the rocks
and chaparral with the stealth of coyotes, and
they have always been the most dangerous of
all the Indians of the Western country. They
are not at all valorous in their methods of war,
but are none the less effective. In the hot
desert and vast rocky ranges of their country
no whiteman can ever catch them by direct pur-
suit. Since railroads and the telegraph have
entered their territory, and military posts have
been thoroughly established, a very rigorous
military system has kept them in the confines
of the San Carlos reservation, and there is no
longer the same fear that the next dispatches
may bring news of another outbreak. But
the troopers under General Miles always had
their cartridge-belts filled and their saddle-
pockets packed, ready at any hour of the day
to jump out on a hostile trail.

The affairs of the San Carlos agency are
administered at present by an army officer,
Captain Bullis of the Twenty-fourth Infantry.
As T have observed him in the discharge of
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his duties I have had no doubt that he pays
high life insurance premiums. He does not
seem to fear the beetle-browed pack of murder-
ers with whom he has to deal, for he has spent
his life in command of Indian scouts, and not
only understands their character, but has got-
ten out of the habit of fearing anything. If the
deeds of this officer had been done on civil-
ized Dbattlefields instead of in silently leading
a pack of savages over the desert waste of the
Rio Grande or the Staked Plain, they would
have gotten him his niche in the temple of
fame. Alas! they are locked up in the gossip of
the army mess-room, and end in the soldiers’
matter-of-fact joke about how Bullis used to eat
his provisions in the field, opening one can a
day from the packs, and, whether it was peaches
or corned-beef, making it suffice. The Indians
regard him as almost supernatural, and speak
of the “ Whirlwind ” with many grunts of ad-
miration as they narrate his wonderful achieve-
ments,

The San Carlos reservation, over which he
has supervision, is a vast tract of desert and
mountain, and near the center of it, on the Gila
River, is a great flat plain where the long, low
adobe buildings of the agency are built. Lines
of white tents belonging to the cantonment
form a square to the north. I arrived at this
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place one evening, after
a hot and tiresome march,
in company with a cavalry
command. I found a good
bunk in the tent of an army
officer whose heart went
out to the man in search
of the picturesque, and I
was invited to destroy my
rations that evening at the
long table of the officers’
mess, wondering much at
the culinary miracles per-
formed by the Chinamen
who presided over its des-
tinies. The San Carlos is
i a hotter place than I ever
| intend to visit again. A
 man who is used to breath-
/ ing the fresh air of New

York Bayis inno condition
| to enjoy at one and the

same time the dinner and

the Turkish bath which
accompaniesit. However,
army officers are as enter-
taining in their way as
{ poets, and I managed to
be both stoical and ap-
preciative.
On the following morn-
ing I got out my sketch-
book, and taking my host into my confi-
dence, I explained my plans for action.
The captain discontinued brushing his hair
and looked me over with a humorous twinkle
in his eyes. “Young man,” he said, “if you
desire to wear a long, gray beard you must
make away with the idea that you are in
Venice.”

I remembered that the year before a Black-
foot upon the Bow River had shown a desire
to tomahawk me because I was endeavoring
to immortalize him. After a long and tedious
course of diplomacy it is at times possible to
get one of these people to gaze in a defiant and
fearful way down the mouth of a camera ; but
to stand still until a man draws his picture on
paper or canvas is a proposition which no
Apache will entertain for a moment. With the
help of two officers, who stood up close to me,
I was enabled to make rapid sketches of the
scenes and people; but my manner at last
aroused suspicion, and my game would van-
ish like a covey of quail. From the parade in
front of our tent I could see the long lines of
horses, mules, and burros trooping into the
agency from all quarters. Here was my feast.
Ordinarily the Indians are scattered for forty
miles in every direction ; but this was ration-
day, and they all weretogether. After breakfast
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we walked down. Hundreds of ponies, capari-
soned in all sorts of fantastic ways, were stand-
ing around. Young girls of the San Carlos tribe
flitted about, attracting my attention by the
queer ornaments which, in token of their vir-
ginity, they wear in their hair. Tall Yuma
bucks galloped past with their long hair fAy-
ing out behind. The squaws crowded around
the exit and received the great chunks of beef
which a native butcher threw to them. In-
dian scouts in military coats and armed with
rifles stood about to preserve order. Groups
of old women sat on the hot ground and
gossiped. An old chief, with a very respectable
amount of adipose under his cartridge-belt,
galloped up to our group and was introduced
as Esquimezeu. We shook hands.
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to the guard-house, granted absolute divorces,
and probated wills with a bewildering rapidity.
The interpreter struggled with his English;
the parties at law eyed one another with vil-
lainous hate, and knives and rifles glistened
about in a manner suggestive of the fact that
the court of last resort was always in session.
Among these people men are constantly killing
one another, women are carried off, and feuds
are active at all times. Few of these cases
come before the agent if the parties think they
can better adjust their own difficulties by the
blood-atonement process, but the weak and
the helpless often appeal. -

After leaving the office and going some dis-
tance we were startled by a gun-shot from the
direction of the room we had just left. We

—

DISTRIBUTION OF BEEF AT SAN CARLOS AGENCY.

These Indians have natural dignity, and it
takes very little knowledge of manners for them
to appear well. The Apaches have no expres-
sion for a good-bye or a greeting, and they
never shake hands among themselves; but
they consider handshaking an important cere-
mony among white men, and in their inter-
course with them attach great importance to it.
I heard an officer say that he had once seen an
Apache come home after an absence of months:
he simply stepped into the jicail, sat down with-
out a word, and began rolling a cigarette.

The day was very hot, and we retired to the
shade of Captain Bullis’s office. He sat there
with a big sombrero pulled over his eyes and
listened to the complaints of the Indians against
one another. He relegated certain offenders

Vor. XXXVIIL.—352.

started back. The negro soldiers of the gunard
came running past; the Indians became ex-
cited ; and every one was armed in a minute.
A giant officer of infantry, with a white helmet
on his head, towered above the throng as he
forced his way through the gathering mass of
Indians. Every voice was hushed, and every
one expected anything imaginable to happen.
The Indians began to come out of the room,
the smoke eddying over their heads, and pres-
ently the big red face and white helmet of the
infantry officer appeared. “It’s nothing, boys
—only an accidental discharge of a gun.” In
three minutes things were going on as quietly
as before.

Captain Bullis sauntered up to us, and tip-
ping his hat on one side meditatively scratched
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his head as he pointed to an old wretch who
sat wrapped in a sheet against the mud wall
of the agency.

“There ’s a problem. That old fellow's
people won't take care of him any longer, and
they steal his rations. He ’s blind and old and
can’t take care of himsell.” We walked up
and regarded the aged being, whose parch-
ment skin reminded us of a mummy. We
recoiled at the filth, we shuddered at his help-
lessness, and we pitied this savage old man so
steeped in misery; but we could do nothing,
I know not how the captain solved his prob-
lem. Physical suffering and the anguish of
cast-off old age are the compensations for the
self-reliant savage warrior who dozes and
dreams away his younger days and relegates
the toil to those within his power.

We strolled among the horses and mules.
They would let me sketch them, though I
thought the half-wild beasts also shrunk
away from the baleful gaze of the white
man with his bit of paper. Broncos,
mules, and burros stood about, with bags
of flour tied on their saddles and great
chunks of meat dripping blood over their
unkempt sides. These woe-begone beasts find
scant pasture in their desert home, and are
banged about by their savage masters until
ever-present evils triumph over equine philos-
ophy. Fine navy blankets and articles of Mex-
ican manufacture were stretched over some of
the saddles, the latter probably obtained in a
manner not countenanced by international law.

The Apaches have very little
native manufacture. They rely on
their foraging into Mexico for sad-
dlery, serapes, and many other
things; but their squaws make
wicker-work, some of which I
have never seen surpassed. 4 /as,
or water-jars, of beautiful mold
and unique design, are sold
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to any one who desires to buy them at a price
which seems absurdly mean when the great
labor expended on them is considered. But
Apache labor is cheap when Apaches will
work at all. The women bring into the canton-
ment great loads of hay on their backs, which
is sold to the cavalry. It is all cut with a knife
from bunches which grow about six inches
apart, and is then bound up like wheat and
carried for miles.

By evening all the Indians had betaken
themselves to their own rancherias, and the
agency was comparatively deserted for another
week.

I paused for a day on the Gila, some miles
from the agency, to observe the methods of
agriculture practiced by the San Carlos Indian

tribe. The Gila River

bottoms are bounded
on each side by bluffs,
and on these the In-
dians build their brush
jicails. High above
the stifling heat of the
low ground the hot
winds from the desert
-blow through the leafy
bowers which they in-
~ habit. As they wear
no clothing except
breech-clothand moc-
casins, they enjoycom-
parative comfort. The
squaws go back and
forth between their
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jicails and the river carrying wicker allas filled
with muddy water, and the whole people seek
the river and the system of irrigating ditches
at evening time to turn the water over the
parched ground and nourish the corn, wheat,
and vegetables which grow there. Far up the
valley the distant szuszp of a musket-shotreaches
our ears; then another comes from a nearer
point, and still another. Two or three women
begin to take away the boards of an acequia
dam near as the water rises to their knees, and
with a final tug the deepening water rushes
through. “Bang!” goes the Springfield carbine
of an Indian standing at my elbow, and after
some moments another gun-shot comes to our
ears from below. As the minutes pass the re-
ports come fainter and fainter, until we are
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I bethink ourselves to go back to the camps of
these people to spend an evening ; so, leaving
the troopers about their fires, we take our way
in company with an old Government Indian
scout to his own jicail. The frugal evening
meal was soon disposed of, and taking our cig-
arettes we sat on the bluffs and smoked. A
traveler in the valley lookingup atthe squatting
forms of men against the sky would have re-
membered the great strength of chiaroscuro
in some of Doré’s drawings and to himself have
said that this was very like it.

I doubt if he would have discerned the dif-
ference between the two white men who came
from the bustling world so far away and the
dark-skinned savages who seemed a sympa-
thetic part of nature there, as mute as any of

INDIAN TERRITORY APACHES PLAYING MONTE.

just conscious of the sounds far off down the
valley.

The pile of straw round which a mounted
Indian has been driving half a dozen horses
all day in order to stamp out the grain has
lowered now until he will have but an howr’s
work more in the morning. He stops his beasts
and herds them off to the hills to graze. The
procession of barefooted men and of women
bearing jars comes winding over the fields
towards their humble habitations on the bluffs.
The sun sinks behind the distant Sierras, and
the beautiful quiet tones of the afterglow spread
over the fields and the water. As I stand there
watching the scene I can almost imagine that
1 see Millet’s peasants ; but, alas! I know too
well the difference.

My companion, a lieutenant of cavalry, and

its rocks and as incomprehensible to the white
man’s mind as any beast which roams its barren
wastes.

It grew dark, and we forbore to talk. Pres-
ently, as though to complete the strangeness
of the situation, the measured “thump, thump,
thump” of the tom-tom came from the vicinity
of a fire some short distance away. One wild
voice raised itself in strange discordant sounds,
dropped low, and then rose again, swelling
into shrill yelps, in which others joined. We
listened, and the wild sounds to our accustomecd
ears became almost tuneful and harmonious.
We drew nearer, and by the little flickering
light of the fire discerned half-naked forms
huddled with uplifted faces in a small circle
around the tom-tom, The fire cut queer lights
on their rugged outlines, the waves of sound
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rose and fell, and the “ thump, thump, thump,
thump ” of the tom-tom kept a binding time.
We grew in sympathy with the strange con-
cert, and sat downsome distance off and listened
for hours. It was more enjoyable inits way than
any trained chorus I have ever heard.

The performers were engaged in making
medicine for the growing crops, and the concert
was areligious rite, which, however crude to
us, was entered into with a faith that was at-
tested Dby the vigor of the performance. All
savages seem imbued with the religious feel-
ing, and everything in nature that they do not
comprehend is supernatural. Yet they know
so much about her that one often wonders why
they cannot reason further.

The one thing about our aborigines which
interests me most is their peculiar method
of thought. With all due deference to much
scientific investigation which has been lavished
upon them, I believe that no white man can
ever penetrate the mystery of their mind or
explain the reason of their acts.

The red man is a mass of glaring incon-
gruities. He loves and hates in such strange
fashions, and is constant and inconstant at
such unusual times, that I often think he
has no mental process, but is the creature
of impulse. The searching of the ethnologist
must not penetrate his thoughts too rapidly,
or he will find that he is reasoning for the
Indian, and not with him.

THE COMANCHES.

AFTER coming from the burn-
\ ing sands of Arizona the
green stretches of grass
. and the cloud-flecked
< sky of northern Texas
were very agreeable.
Atalittle town called

Henrietta I had en-
& i tered into negotia-
| tions with a Texas
' cowboy to drive me
iy over certain parts of the

/ _ Indian Territory. He rat-

¢ tled up to my quarters in the

COMANCHE.  early morning with a covered
spring-wagon drawn by two broncos so thin
and small and ugly that my sympathies were
aroused, and I protested that they were not
able to do the work.

The driver, a smart young fellow with his
hat brim knocked jauntily back in front, as-
sured me that “ They can pull your freight,
and you can bet on it.” I have learned not to
trust to appearances regarding Western ponies,
and so I clambered in and we took up our
way.

{2k .’/:? i Fort il
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The country was a beautiful rolling plain,
covered with rank, green grass and dotted with
dried flowers. Heavily timbered creeks inter-
laced the view and lessened its monotony. The
sun was hot, and the driver would nod, go
fast asleep, and nearly fall out of the wagon.
The broncos would quiet down to a walk, when
he would suddenly awake, get out his black
snake whip, and roar “ mule language ” at the
lazy creatures. He was a good fellow and
full of interest, had made the Montana trail
three times with the Hash Knife outfit, and
was full of the quaint expressions and pointed
methods of reasoning peculiar to Western
Americans. He gave me volumes of informa-
tion concerning Comanches and Indians in
general ; and while his point of view was too
close for a philosophical treatment of the case,
he had a knowledge of details which carried
him through. Speaking of their diet, he “al-
lowed anything ’s grub to an Injun, jus’so it
hain’t pisen.”

We came at last to the Red River, and I
then appreciated why it was called red, for its
water 1s absolutely the reddest thing I ever saw
in nature. The soil thereabouts is red, and the
water is colored by it. We forded the river,
and the little horses came so near sticking fast
in the middle that my cowboy jumped out up
to his waist and calmly requested me to do
the same. I did, but to the ruin of a pair of
white corduroys. We got through, however,
and were in the Territory. Great quantities
of plums, which the Indians gather, grow near
the river.

In due course of time we came in sight of
Fort Sill, which is built of stone, in a square
around a parade of grass, and perched on rising
ground. The plains about were dotted with
the skulls of cattle killed for ration day. Sheds
of poles covered with branches dotted the
plains, and on our right the “big timber” of
Catch Creek looked invitingly cool.

At Fort Sill I became acquainted with Mr,
Horace P. Jones the Comanche interpreter,
who has lived with that tribe for thirty-one
years. He is an authority on the subject of
Indians, and I tried to profit by his knowl-
edge. He spoke of one strange characteristic
of the Comanche language which makes their
speech almost impossible to acquire. Nearly
all Comanches are named after some object in
nature, and when one dies the name of the
object after which he was named is changed
and the old word is never spoken again. Mr.
Jones often uses one of the words which a recent
death has made obsolete, and is met with mut-
tered protestations from his Indian hearers. He
therefore has to skirmish round and find the
substitute for the outlawed word.

The Comanches are great travelers, and
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wander more than any other tribe. Mr. Jones
has known Comanches to go to California,
and as far south as Central America, on trips
extending over years. They are a jolly, round-
faced people, who speak Spanish, and often
have Mexican blood in their veins—the result
of stolen Mexican women, who have been in-
grafted into the tribe.

The Comanches are less superstitious than
Indians are generally, They apply an amount
of good sense to their handling of horses which
I have never seen among Indians elsewhere.
‘They breed intelligently, and produce some of
the most beautiful “ painted ” ponies imagina-
ble. They take very good care of them, and
in buying and selling have no lessons to learn
from Yankee horse-traders. They still live in
lodges, but will occupy a good house if they
can obtain one. About this thing they reason
rather well; for in their visits to the Caddoes
and the Shawnees they observe the squalid

huts in the damp woods, with razor-back hogs
contesting the rights of occupancy with their
masters, and they say that the tepee is cleaner,
and argue that if the Shawnees represent civ-
ilization, their own barbarism is the better con-
dition of the two. However, they see the good
in civilization and purchase umbrellas, baby-
carriages, and hats, and of late years leave the
Winchester at home ; although, like the Texan,
a Comanche does not feel well dressed with-
out a large Colt strapped about his waist. Per-
sonal effects are all sacrificed at the death of
their owners, though these Indians no longer
destroy the horses, and they question whether
the houses which are built for them by the
sovernment should be burned upon the death
of the tenant. Three or four have been allowed
to stand, and if no dire results follow the matter
will regulate itself,
The usual corps of Indian scouts is camped
under the walls of Fort Sill, and is equally di-
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vided between the Comanchesand the Kiowas.
They are paid, rationed, and armed by the
Government, and are used to hunt up stray Gov-
ernment horses, carry messages, make arrests
among their own people, and follow the preda-
tory Texas cowboy who comes into the Terri-
tory to build up his fortunes by driving off
horses and selling corn-juice to the Indians.
The Comanches are beginning to submit to
arrests without the regulation exchange of fu-
sillade; but they have got the worst of Texas
law so long that one cannot blame them for
being suspicious of the magistracy. The first
question a Comanche asks of a white stranger
is, “ Maybe so you Texas cowboy ?” to which
I always assure them that I am a Kansas man,
which makes our relations easy. To a Co-
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for the race, and the throng moves to some
level plain near, where a large ring is formed
by the Indians on horseback.

An elderly Indian of great dignity of pres-
ence steps into the ring, and with a graceful
movement throws his long red blanket to the
ground and drops on his knees before it, to re-
ceive the wagers of such as desire tomake them.
Men walk up and throw in silver dollars and
every sort of personal property imaginable. A
Winchester rifle and a large nickel-plated Colt’s
revolver are laid on the grass near me by a
cowboy and an Indian, and then each goes
away. It was a wager,and I thought they
might well have confidence in their stakeholder
—mother earth. Two ponies, tied head and
head, were led aside and left, horse against

IN THE BETTING-RING,

manche all bad men are “Texas cowboys,”
and all good people are “ Kansas men.”

At the scout camp I was allowed to sketch
to my heart’s content, and the people displayed
great interest in the proceedings.

The morning of the Fourth of July found
Mr. Jones and me in the saddle and on the
way to the regulation celebration at the agency
below thepost. The Fourth of Julyand Christ-
mas are the ““ white man’s big Sundays ” to the
Indians, and they always expect the regular
horse-race appropriations. The cavalrymen
contribute purses and the Indians run their
ponies. Ixtra beeves are killed, and the red
men have always a great regard for the “ big
Sundays.”

As we approach the agency it is the hour

horse. No excitement seemed to prevail. Near
me a little hal-Mexican Comanche boy be-
gan to disrobe until he stood clad only in shirt
and breech-cloth. His father addressed some
whispered admonition and then led up a roan
pony, prancing with impatience and evidently
fully conscious of the work cut out for him that
day. With a bound the little fellow landed on
the neck of the pony only half way up; but
his toes caught on the upper muscles of the
pony’s leg, and like a monkey he clambered
up and was in his seat. The pony was as bare
as a wild horse except for a bridle, and loped
away with his graceful little rider sitting like a
rock. No, notlike a rock, but limp and uncon-
cerned, and as full of the motion of the horse
as the horse’s tail or any other part of him.
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KIOWA BUCK STARTING

A Kiowa with loose hair and great coarse
face broke away from the group and galloped
up the prairie until he stopped at what was to
be the starting-point, at the usual distance of
“two arrow flights and a pitch.,” He was fol-
lowed by half a dozen ponies at an easy lope,
bearing their half-naked jockeys. The Indian
spectators sat about on their ponies, as un-
moved in countenance as oysters, being natural
gamblers, and stoical as such should be, while
the cowboys whispered among themselves.

“That’s the bay stallion there,” said one
man to me, as he pointed to a racer, “and
he ’s never been beaten. It’s his walk-over,
and I ’ve got my gun up on him with an
Injun.”

It was to be a flying start, and they jockeyed
a good deal and could not seem to get off. But
presently a puff of smoke came from the rifle
held aloft by the Kiowa starter, and his horse
reared. The report reached us, and with a
scurry the five ponies came away from the
scratch, followed by a cloud of dust. The
guirts flew through the air at every jump.
The ponies bunched and pattered away at
a nameless rate, for the quarter-race pony is
quick of stride. Nearer and nearer they came,
the riders lying low on their horses’ necks, whip-
ping and ki-yi-yi-ing. The dust in their wake
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swept backward and upward, and with a rush
they came over the scratch, with the roan pony
ahead and my little Mexican fellow holding
his quirt aloft, and his little eyes snapping with
the nervous excitement of the great event. He
had beaten the invincible bay stallion, the pride
of this Comanche tribe, and as he rode back to
his father his face had the settled calm which
nothing could penetrate, and which befitted his
dignity as a young runner.

Far be it from these quaint people ever to
lose their blankets, their horses, their heroism,
in order to stalk behind a plow in a pairof
canvas overalls and a battered silk hat. Now
they are great in their way ; but then, how miser-
able! But I have confidence that they will not
retrograde. They can live and be successful as
a pastoral people, but not as sheep herders, as
some great Indian department reformer once
thought when he placed some thousands of
these woolly idiots at their disposal.

The Comanches travel about too much
and move too fast for sheep; but horses and
cattle they do have and can have so long as
they retain possession of their lands. Butif the
Government sees fit to consecrate their lands
to the “ man with the hoe,” then, alas! good-
bye to all their greatness.

Bidding adieu to my friends at Fort Sill, I
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“pulled out” for Anadarko on the Washita,
where the head agency of the Comanches,
Kiowas, and Wichitas is located. The little
ponies made bad work of the sandy roads.
Kiowa houses became more numerous along
the road, and there is evidence that they farm
more than the brother tribe, but they are not
s0 attractive a people. Of course the tepee is
pitched in the front yard and the house is used
as a kind of out-building. The medicine-bags
were hanging from the tripod of poles near by,
and an occasional buck was lying on his back
“ smoking his medicine ”—a very comfortable
form of devotion.

We saw the grass houses of the Wichitas,
which might be taken for ordinary haystacks.
As they stand out on the prairie surrounded
by wagons, agricultural implements, and cattle,
one is caught wondering where is the remainder
of the farm which goes with this farm-yard.

403

These Territory Apaches are very different
from their brothers of the mountains, They
are good-looking, but are regarded contemptu-
ously by other Indians and also by the traders.
They are treacherous, violent, and most cun-
ning liars and thieves. I spent an evening in
one of their tepees watching a game of monte,
and the gambling passicn was developed almost
to insanity. They sat and glared at the cards,
their dark faces gleaming with avarice, cun-
ning, and excitement. I thought then that the
good white men who would undertake to make
Christian gentlemen and honest tillers of the
soil out of this material would contract for a
job to subvert the process of nature.

Our little ponies, recuperated by some grain
and rest, were once more hooked up, and the
cowboy and I started for Fort Reno to see
the Arrapahoes and the Cheyennes, hoping to
meet them faralong on “ the white man’sroad.”t

Lrederic Remington.

CASCO BAY.

F eer you sail on Casco Bay
When fields are green and skies are sweet,
And watch the foam-capped waves at play
Where land and sea touch hands and greet,
As friend with friend, in rude delight,
Your soul, like birds at break of day,
Will rise for many a joyous flight
Midst summer isles of Casco Bay :
Of Casco Bay! Sweet Casco Bay!
Where life is joy and love at play
Midst summer isles of Casco Bay.

Oh, wild and glad and circling far,
The ripples sparkle from your prow
As silvery laughter from a star
When Venus decks the evening’s brow ;
And where the islands stand apart
The ocean waves roll in to pay
Some tribute from the sea’s great heart
To gentle, queenly Casco Bay:
To Casco Bay! Dear Casco Bay!
Your soul imbibes the salt-sea spray
And sings with lovely Casco Bay.

Down smiling channels shadows run
And shimmer on the green-blue tides;
And, booming like a far-off gun,
Where Harpswell sea from sea divides,
You hear the breakers’ sullen roar
And watch the waves ascend in spray
While all around, behind, before,
The white sails swell on Casco Bay:
On Casco Bay! Fair Casco Bay!
. The white sails fill and bear away

The happy ships on Casco Bay.

Benjamin S. Parker,

1 See “Open Letter ” by Hamilton W. Mabie in this number of TiE CENTURY MAGAZINE.— EDITOR.

Vor. XXXVIIL.—53.
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FTER & hard pull we
came to a beautiful
creek heavily tim-
bered with post-
oak, black-jack,
and pecan trees.
Taking our well-
wornponies from
the pole we fed and cur-
ried them, hoping that
by careful nursing they
might be gotten through
to Fort Reno. I wasted
some anxiety on myself
as 1 discovered that my cowboy driver un-
rolled from a greasy newspaper the provisions
which he had assured me before starting was
a matter which had been attended to. It was
¢ poor picking " enough, and T did not enjoy

A CHEYENNE,

and coax him along. The road was heavy with
sand and we lost a parallel trail made by the
passage of the Eighth Cavalry some weeks be-
fore. We hoped to discover the “breaks”!
of the South Canadian River before dark-
ness set in; but the land rose steadily away in
front, and we realized that something must be
done. At last coming suddenly upon a group
of miserable pole cabins, we saw two Cad-
does reclining on a framework of poles. 1
conceived the idea of hiring one of these to
guideusthroughinthedarkness. Thewretches
refused to understand us, talk Inglish, sign
language, or what we would. But after a hard
bargain one saddled his pony and consented
to lead the way through the darkness. On we
traveled, our valuable guide riding so far ahead
that we could not see him, and at last we came
suddenly in sight of the bright surface of the

THE SIGN

my after-dinner smoke when 1 realized that
the situation was complicated by the fact that
we had eaten everything for dinner and were
then miles from Reno, with a pair of played-
out ponies.

Hooking up again, we started on. On alittle
hill one jaded beast ““set back in the breech-
ing ” and we dismounted to push the wagon

23

LANGUAGE.

South Canadian. The sun was fast sinking, and
by the time we had crossed the wide sand-bars
and the shallow water of the river bottom a
great red gleam was all that remained on the
western horizon. About a mile to the left
flickered the camp-fires about a group of lodges

1 The lowering of the land, cut b

y streams tending
towards the basin of a large river. g
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We fed our team
and then our-
selves crunched
| kernelsof*“horse-
| trough  corn”
which were ex-
tracted from the
feed box. Our
Caddo sat on his
horse while we
lay stretched on
the grassy bank
above the sand
flats. A dark-
skinned old Ar-
apaho rode up,
and our Cad-
do saluted him.

They began to

converse in the

sign language as

they sat on their
“ ponies, and we

watched  them
with great interest. With graceful gestures they
made the signs and seemed immediately and
fully to comprehend each other. As the old
Arapaho’s face cut dark against the sunset 1
thought it the finest Indian profile I had ever
seen. He was arrayed in the full wild Indian
costume of these latter days, with leggings,
beaded moccasins, and a sheet wrapped about
his waist and thighs. The Caddo, on the con-
trary, was a progressive man. His hair was
cropped in Cossack style ; he wore a hat, boots,
and a great “slicker,” or cowboy’s oil-skin
coat. For the space of half an hour they thus
interested each other. We speculated on the
meaning of the signs, and could often follow
them; but they abbreviated so much and did
it all so fast that we missed the full meaning
of their conversation, Among other things the
Caddo told the Arapaho who we were, and
also made arrangements to meet him at the
same place at about 10 o’clock on the follow-
ing day.

Darkness now set in, and as we plunged
into the timber after the disappearing form of
our guide I could not see my companions on
the seat beside me. I think horses can make
out things better than men can under circum-
stances like these; and as the land lay flat
before us, I had none of the fears which one
who journeys in the mountains often feels.

The patter of horses’ hoofs in the darkness
behind us was followed by a hailing cry in
the guttural tone of an Indian. I could just
make out a mounted man with a led horse
beside the wagon, and we exchanged inquiries
in English and found him to be an acquaint-

Vor, XXXVIII.—7o0.

“ of  Arapahoes.
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ance of the morning, in the person of a young
Cheyenne scout from Fort Reno who had
been down to buy a horse of a Caddo. He
had lived at the Carlisle school, and although
he had been back in the tribe long enough to
let his hair grow, he had not yet forgotten all
his English. As he was going through to the
post, we dismissed our Caddo and followed
him.

Far ahead in the gloom could be seen two
of the post lights, and we were encouraged.
The little ponies traveled faster and with more
spirit in the night, as indeed do all horses.
The lights did not come nearer, but kept at
the indefinite distance peculiar to lights on a
dark night. We plunged into holes, and the
old wagon pitched and tipped in a style
which insured keeping its sleepy occupants
awake. But there is an end to all things, and
our tedious trail brought us into Fort Reno
at last. A sleepy boy with a lamp came to the
door of the post-trader’s and wanted to know
if I was trying to break the house down,
which was a natural conclusion on his part,
as sundry dents in a certain door of the place
will bear witness to this day.

On the following morning I appeared at
the headquarters office, credentials in hand. A
smart, well-gotten up “non-com.” gave me a
chair and discreetly kept an eye on the articles
of value in the room, for the hard usage of
my recent travels had so worn and soiled my
clothing that I was more picturesque than
assuring in appearance. The colonel came
soon, and he too eyed me with suspicious
glances until he made out that I was not a
Texas horse thief nor an Oklahoma boomer.
Afterfinding that
I desired to see
his protégés of
the prairie, he
sent for the in-
terpreter, M.
Ben. Clark, and
said, “Seek no
farther; here is
the best Chey-
emme in  the
country.”

Mr. Clark I
found to be all
that the colonel
hadrecommend-
ed, except that
he did not look
like a Cheyenne,
being a perfect
type of the fron-
tier scout, only
lacking the long
hair, which to his

|,_ - iy .
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BEN. CLARK, INTERPRETER.
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practical mind a white man did not seem to
require. A pair of mules and a buckboard
were provided at the quartermaster’s corral,
and Mr. Clark and I started on a tour of
observation.

We met many Cheyennes riding to some
place or another. They were almost invaria-
bly tall men with fine Indian features. They
wore the hair caught by braids very low on
the shoulders, making a black mass about the
ears, which at a distance is not unlike the as-
pect of an Apache. All the Indians now use
light “ cow-saddles,” and ride with the long
stirrups peculiar to Western Americans, instead
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back, although I have never heard any one
with enough temerity to question his ability.
I always like to dwell on this subject of riding,
and I have an admiration for a really good
rider which is altogether beyond his deserts in
the light of philosophy. Inthe Eastern States
the European riding-master has proselyted to
such an extent that it is rather a fashionable
fad to question the utility of the Western
method. When we consider that for genera-
tions these races of men who ride on the plains
and in the Rocky Mountains have been liter-
ally bred on a horse’s back, it seems reasonable
to suppose they ought to be riders; and when

A CHEYENNE CAMP,

of “trees” of their own construction with the
short stirrup of the old days. In summer, in-
stead of a blanket, a white sheet is generally
worn, which becomes dirty and assumes a very
mellow tone of color. Under the saddle the
bright blue or red Government cloth blanket
is worn, and the sheet is caught around the
waist, giving the appearance of Zouave trou-
sers. The variety of shapes which an Indian
can produce with a blanket, the great differ-
ence in wearing it, and the grace and natural-
ism of its adjustment, are subjects one never
tires of watching. The only criticism of the
riding of modern Indians one can make is the
incessant thumping of the horse’sribs, asthough
using a spur. Outside of the far South-west,
I have never seen Indians use spurs. With
the awkward old “trees” formerly made by the
Indians, and with the abnormally short stirrup,
an Indian was anything but graceful on horse-

one sees an Indian or a cowboy riding up
precipices where no horses ought to be made
to go, or assuming on horseback some of the gro-
tesque positions they at times affect, one needs
no assurance that they do ride splendidly.

As we rattled along in the buckboard, Mr.
Clark proved very interesting. For thirty odd
years he has been in contact with the Chey-
ennes. He speaks the language fluently, and
has discovered in a trip to the far North
that the Crees use almost identically the same
tongue. Originally the Cheyennes came from
the far North, and they are Algonquin in ori-
gin. Though their legend of the famous “ medi-
cine arrow” is not a recent discovery, I cannot
forbear to give it here.

A long time ago, perhaps about the year
1640, the Chevennes were fighting a race
of men who had guns. The fighting was in
the vicinity of the Devil’s Lake country, and
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the Cheyennes had been repeatedly worsted in
combat and were in dire distress. A young
Horatius of the tribe determined to sacrifice
himself for the common weal, and so wandered
away. After a time he met an old man, a
mythical personage, who took pity on him.
Together they entered a great cave, and the
old man gave him various articles of “medi-
cine” to choose from, and the young man se-
lected the “medicine arrows.” After the old
man had performed the proper incantations,
the hero went forth with his potent fetish and
rejoined the tribe. The people regained cour-
age, and in the fight which soon followed they
conquered and obtained guns for the first time,
Ever since the tribe has kept the medicine ar-
rows, and they are now in the Indian Territory
in the possession of the southern Cheyennes.
Years ago the Pawnees captured the arrows
and in ransom got vast numbers of ponies, al-
though they never gave back all of the arrows,
and the Cheyennes attribute all their hard ex-
periences of later days to this loss. Once a
year, and oftener should a situation demand
it, the ceremony of the arrows takes place.
No one has ever witnessed it except the initi-
ated priests.

The tribal traditions are not known thor-
oughly by all, and of late years only a very
few old men can tell perfectly the tribal stories.
Why this is so no one seems to know, unless
the Indians have seen and heard so much
through the white men that their faith is
shaken.

Our buckboard drew gradually nearer the
camp of the Cheyennes. A great level prairie
of waving green was dotted with the brown
toned white canvas lodges, and standing near
them were brush “ramadas,” or sheds, and
also wagons. For about ten years they have
owned wagons, and now seldom use the #a-
zanx. In little groups all over the plain were
scattered pony herds, and about the camyp could
be seen forms wearing bright blankets or
wrapped in ghostlike cotton sheets. Little
columns of blue smoke rose here and there,
and gathered in front of one lodge was squatted
a group of men. A young squaw dressed in a
bright calico gown stood near a ramada and
bandied words with the interpreter while I
sketched. Presently she was informed that I
had made her picture, when she ran off, laugh-
ing at what she considered an unbecoming trick
on the part of her entertainer. The women of
this tribe are the only squaws I have ever met,
except in some of the tribes of the northern
plains, who have any claim to be considered
good looking. Indeed, some of them are quite
as [ imagine Pocahontas, Minnehaha, and the
rest of the heroines of the race appeared. The
female names are conventional, and have been
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borne by the women ever since the oldest man
canremember, Someof them have the pleasant
sound which we occasionally find in the Indian
tongues: “Mut-say-yo,” “Wau-hi-yo,” ¢ Mo-
ka-is,” ¢ Jok-ko-ko-me-yo,” for instance, are ex-
amples; and with the soft guttural of their In-
dian pronunciation I found them charming. As
we entered the camp all the elements which
make that sort of scene interesting were about.
A medicine-man was at work over a sick fellow.
Wewatched him through the opening of alodge
and our sympathies were notaroused, as the pa-
tient was a young buck who seemed in no need
of them. A group of young men were prepar-
ing for a clan dance. Two young fellows lay
stretched on the grass in graceful attitudes.
They were what we call “chums.” Children
were playing with dogs; women were beading

moccasins ; a group of men lay under a wagon

playing monte; a very old man, who was quite
naked, tottered up to our vehicle and talked
with Mr. Clark. His name was Bull Bear, and
he was a strange object with his many wrinkles,
gray hair, and toothless jaws.

From a passing horseman I procured an
old “buck saddle ” made of elk horn. They
are now very rare. Indian saddlery is inter-
esting, as all the tribes had a different model,
and the women used one differing from that of
the men.

We dismounted at the lodge of Whirlwind,
a fine old type who now enjoys the prestige
of head chief. He was dignified and reserved,
and greeted us cordially as he invited us to
a seat under the ramada. He refused a cigar,
as will nearly all Indians, and produced his
own cigarettes.

Through the interpreter we were enabled
to converse freely. I have a suspicion that the
old man had an impression that I was in some
way connected with the Government. All
Indians somehow divide the white race into
three parts. One is either a soldier, a Texas
cowboy, or a “Dbig chief from Washington,”
which latter distinction I enjoyed. I explained
that I was not a “ big chief,” but an artist, the
significance of which he did not grasp. He was
requested to put on his plumage, and I then
proceeded to make a drawing of him. He
looked it over in a coldly critical way, grunted
several times, and seemed more mystified
than ever; but I do not think I diminished in
his estimation. In his younger days Whirl-
wind had been a war chief; but he traveled
to Washington and there saw the power and
numbers of the white man. He advised for
peace after that, and did not take the war-
path in the last great outbreak. His people
were defeated, as he said they would be, and
confidence in his judgment was restored. I
asked him all sorts of questions to draw on
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his reminiscences of the old Indian life before
the conquest, all of which were answered
gravely and without boasting. It was on his
statesmanlike mind, however, to make clear
to me the condition of his people, and I heard
him through. Though not versed in the sci-
ence of government, I was interested in the
old man’s talk. IHe had just returned from a
conference of the tribes which had been held
in the Cherokee country, and was full of the
importance of the conclusions there evolved.
The Indians all fear that they will lose their
land, and the council advised all Indians to
do nothing which would interfere with their
tenure of the land now held by them. He told
with pride of the speech he made while there
and of the admiration with which he was re-
garded as he stood, dressed in the garb of the
wild Indian, with his tomahawk in hand.
However, he is a very progressive man, and
explained that while he was too old to give
up the methods of life which he had always
observed, yet his son would be as the civilized
Cherokees are. The son was squatted near,
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and I believed his statement, as the boy was
large of stature and bright of mind, having
enjoyed some three years’ schooling at a place
which I have now forgotten. He wore white
men’s clothes and had just been discharged
from the corps of scouts at Reno. When I
asked the boy why he did not plow and sow
and reap, he simply shrugged his shoulders at
my ignorance, which, in justice to myself, I
must explain was only a leading question, for
I know that corn cannot be raised on this reser-
vation with sufficient regularity to warrant the
attempt. The rainfall is not enough; and where
white men despair, I, for one, do not expect
wild Indians to continue. They have tried it
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and have failed, and are now very properly dis-
couraged. Stock-raising is the natural indus-
try of the country, and that is the proper pursuit
of these people. They are only now recover-
ing by natural increase from the reverses which
they suffered in their last outbreak. It is hard
for them to start cattle herds, as their ration
is insufficient, and one scarcely can expect
a hungry man to herd cattle when he needs
the beef to appease his hunger. Nevertheless,
some men have respectable herds and can
afford to kill an animal occasionally without
taking the stock cattle. In this particular they
display wonderful forbearance, and were they
properly rationed for a time and given stock
cattle, there is not a doubt but in time they
would become self-supporting. The present
scheme of taking a few boys and girls away
from the camps to put them in school where
they are taught English, morals, and trades
has nothing reprehensible about it, except that
it is absolutely of no consequence so far as solv-
ing the Indian problem is concerned. The few
boys return to the camps with their English,
their school clothes, and
their short hair. They
know a trade also, but
have no opportunity to
be employed init. They
loaf about the forts for
a time with nothing to
do, and the white men
talk pigeon English
to them and the wild
Indians sneer at
them. Their virtues
are unappreciated,
and, as a natural con-
sequence, the thou-
sands of years of barbarism which
— 1s bred in their nature overcome
the three little seasons of school
training. They go to the camps,
go back to the blanket, let their
hair grow, and forget their English.
In a year one cannot tell a school-
boy from any other little savage, and in the
whole proceeding I see nothing at all strange.

The camp will not rise to the school-boy,
and so Mahomet goes to the mountain. Ifit
comes to pass that the white race desires to
aid these Indians to become a part of our so-
cial system instead of slowly crushing them
out of it, there is only one way to do it. The
so-called Indian problem is no problem at all
in reality, only that it has been made one by a
long succession of acts which were masterly in
their imbecility and were fostered by political
avarice. The sentiment of this nation is in
favor of no longer regarding the aborigines of
this country as a conquered race; and except
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that the great body of our citizens are apathetic
of things so remote as these wards of the Gov-
ernment, the people who have the adminis-
tration of their destinies would be called to
account. No one not directly interested ever
questioned that the Indian Department should
have been attached to the War Department;
but that is too patent a fact to discuss. Now
the Indian affairs are in so hopeless a state of
dry-rot that practical men, in political or in
military circles, hesitate to attempt the réle of
reformers, The views which I have on the
subject are not original, but are very old and
very well understood by all men who live in
the Indian countries. They are current among
army officers who have spent their whole lives
on the Indian frontier of the far West, but are
not often spoken, because all men realize the
impotency of any attempt to overcome the
active work of certain political circles backed
by public apathy and a lot of theoretical In-
dianregenerators. If anythingis done to relieve
the condition of the Indian tribes it must be a
scheme which begins at the bottom and takes
the “whole outfit,” as a Western man would
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say,inits scope. If these measures of reliefare
at all tardy, before we realize it the wild Indian
tribes will be, as some writer has said, “loaf-
ers and outcasts, contending with the dogs
for kitchen scraps in Western villages.” They
have all raised stock successfully when not
interfered with or not forced by insufficient
rations to eat up their stock cattle to appease
their hunger, and I have never heard that In-
dians were not made of soldier stuff. A great
many Western garrisons have their corps of
Indian scouts. In every case they prove effi-
cient. They are naturally the finest irregular
cavalry on the face of this globe, and with an
organization similar to the Russian Cossacks
they would do the United States great good
and become themselves gradually civilized.
An irregular cavalry is every year a more and
more important branch of the service. Any
good cavalry officer, I believe, could take a
command of Indians and ride around the world
without having a piece of bacon, or a cartridge,
or a horse issued by his Government. So far as
effective police work in the West is concerned,
the corps of Indian scouts do nearly all of that
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service now. They all like to be enlisted in the
service, universally obey orders, and are never
disloyal. But nothing will be done; so why
continue this ?

TFor hours we sat in the ramada of the old
chief and conversed, and when we started to
go I was much impressed by the discovery
that the old Indian knew more about Indians,
Indian policy, and the tendencies and impulses
of the white men concerning his race than any
other person I had ever met.

The glories of the reign of an Indian chief-
tain are past. As his people become more and
more dependent on the Government his pres-
tige wanes. For instance, at the time of our
visit to this camp the people were at logger-
heads regarding the locality where the great
annual Sun Dance, or, more literally, ¢ The
Big Medicine,” should be held. The men of
the camp that I visited wanted it at one place,
and those of the “upper camp ” wanted it at
another. The chief could not arrange the
matter, and so the solution of the difficulty
was placed in the hands of the agent.

The Cheyenne agency buildings are situated
about a mile and a half from Fort Sill. The
great brick building is imposing, A group of
stores and little white dwelling-houses sur-

round it, giving much the effect of a New
England village. Wagons, saddled ponies, and
Indians are generally disposed about the vi-
cinity and give life to the scene. Fifteen native
policemen in the employ of the agency do the
work and take care of the place. They are
uniformed in cadet gray, and with their beaded
white moccasins and their revolvers are neat
and soldierly looking. A son of old Bent, the
famous frontiersman, and an educated Indian
do the clerical work, so that the agent is about
the only white man in the place. The goods
which are issued to the Indians have changed
areatly in character as their needs have become
more civilized. The hatchets and similar arti-
cles of the old traders are not given out, on the
ground that they are barbarous. Gay colored
clothes still seem to suit the esthetic sense of
the people, and the general effect of a body of
modern Indians is exceeding brilliant, Arabs
could not surpass them in this respect.

They receive flour, sugar, and cofice at the
great agency building, but the beef is issued
from a corral situated out on the plain atsome
distance away. The distribution is a very
thrilling sight, and I made arrangements to see
it by procuring a cavalry horse from Colonel
Wade at the fort and by following the ambu-
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lance containing an army officer who was de-
tailed as inspector. We left the post in the
carly morning, and the driver “poured his
lash into the mules” until they scurried along
at a speed which kept the old troop-horse at a
neat pace.

The heavy dew was on the grass, and clouds
lay in great rolls across the sky, obscuring the
sun. From the direction of the target range
the “stump” of the Springfields came to our
cars, showing that the soldiers were hard at
their devotions. In twos, and threes, and
groups, and crowds, came Indians, converg-
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be given out. With loud cries the cowboys
in the corral forced the steers into the chute,
and crowding and clashing they came through
into the scales. The gate of the scales was
opened and a half-dozen frightened steers
crowded down the chute and packed them-
selves in an unyielding mass at the other end.
A tall Arapaho policeman seized a branding-
iron, and mounting the platform of the chute
poised his iron and with a quick motion forced
it on the back of the living beast. With a wild
but useless plunge and a loud bellow of pain
the steer shrunk from the hot contact; but

WAITING FOR THE BEEF ISSUE.

ing on the beef corral. The corral is a great
ragged fence made of an assortment of boards,
poles, scantling, planks, old wagons, and at-
tached to this is a little house near which the
weighing scales are placed. The crowd col-
lected in a great mass near the gate and
branding-chute. A fire was burning, and the
cattle contractors (cowboys) were heating
their branding-irons to mark the #I. 1.” on
the cattle distributed, so that any Indian hav-
ing subsequently a hide in his possession would
be enabled to satisfy roving cattle inspectors
that they were not to be suspected of killing
stock.

The agent came to the corral and together
with the army officer inspected the cattle to

it was all over, and a long black « 1. D.” dis-
figured the surface of the skin.

Opposite the branding-chute were drawn up
thirty young bucks on their ponies, with their
rifles and revolvers in hand. The agentshouted
the Indian names from his book, and a very en-
gaging lot of cognomens they were. A police-
man on the platform designated a particular
steer which was to be the property of cach
man as his name was called. The Indian came
forward and marked his steer by reaching over
the fence and cutting off an ear with a sharp
knife, by severing the tail, or by tying some old
rag to some part of the animal. The cold-
blooded mutilation was perfectly shocking, and
I turned away in sickened disgust. After all



STEER-HUNTING.

had been marked, the terrified brutes found
the gate at theend of the chutesuddenly opened
by the police guard ; but before this had been
doneafrantic steer had puthis head half through
the gate, and in order to force him back a red-
hot branding-iron was pushed into his face,
burning it horribly. The worst was over;
the gates flew wide, and the maddened brutes
poured forth, charging swiftly away in a wild
impulse to escape the vicinity of the crowd of
humanity. The youngbucksinthe group broke
away, and each one, singling out his steer, fol-
lowed at top speed, with rifle or six-shooter
in hand. I desired to see the whole proceed-
ing, and mounting my cavalry horse followed
two young savages who seemed to have a steer
possessed of unusual speed. The lieutenant
had previously told me that the shooting at
the steers was often wild and reckless, and ad-
vised me to look sharp or I might have to
“pack abullet.” Puffs of smoke and the “pop!
pop!” of the guns came from all over the plain,
Now a steer would drop, stricken by some lucky
shot. It was buffalo-hunting over again, and
was evidently greatly enjoyed by the young
men. My two fellows headed their steer up
the hill on the right, and when they had gotten
him far enough away they “turned loose,” as
we say. My old cavalry horse began to exhibit
a lively interest in the smell of gunpowder, and
plunged away until he had me up and in front
of the steer and the Indians, who rode on each
side. They blazed away at thesteer’s head,and I
could hear a misdirected bullet “sing” by un-
comfortably near. Seeing me in front, the steer

dodged ofi to one side, and the young fellow
who was in his way, by a very clever piece of
horsemanship, avoided being run over. The
whole affair demonstrated to me that the Indian
boys could not handle the revolver well, for
they shot a dozen rounds before they killed
the poor beast. Under their philosophic out-
ward calm I thought I could see that they
were not proud of the exhibition they had
made. After the killing, the squaws followed
the wagons and proceeded to cut up the meat.
After it had been divided among themselves,
by some arrangement which they seemed to
understand, they cut it into very thin pieces
and started back to their camps.

Peace and contentment reign while the beef
holds out, which is not long, as the ration is
insufficient. This is purposely so, as it is ex-
pected that the Indians will seck to increase
a scant food supply by raising corn. It does
not have thateffect, however. Bysellingponies,
which they have in great numbers, they man-
age to get money; but the financial future of
the Cheyennes is not flattering.

Enlistment in the scouting corps at Renois a
method of obtaining employment much sought
after by the young men. The camp is ona hill
opposite the post, where the white tepees arc
arranged in a long line. A wall tent at the end
is occupied by two soldiers who do the cler-
ical work. The scouts wear the uniform of the
United States army, and some of them are
strikingly handsome in the garb. They are
lithe and naturally “well set up,” as the soldiers
phrase it. They perform all the duties of sol-
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diers; but at some of the irksome tasks, like
standing sentry, they do not come out strong.
They are not often used for that purpose, how-
ever, it being found that Indians do not ap-
preciate military forms and ceremonies,
Having seen all that T desired, I procured
passage in the stage to a station on the Santa
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Fe Railroad. In the far distance the train
came rushing up the track, and as it stopped
I boarded it. As I settled back in the soft
cushions of the sleeping-car I looked at my
dirty clothes and did not blame the negro por-
ter for regarding me with the haughty spirit
of his class.

Lrederic Remington.

SOMETHING WRONG.

LD, old Earth! what have you to do
With a Junein your heart ever fresh and new ?
The poets sing, as of very truth,
That June dwells alone in the heart of youth,
And here you are in your eons, Earth,
With as sweet a June as you had at birth.

And God! He is ages and ages older!

And the love of age is paler, colder —

The poets sing, as of very truth—

Than the love that springs in the heart of youth;
So he cannot love, if the songs run true,

As he did when he shaped and fashioned you,
Yet here you are, with your June as fair

As the first that gladdened our parent pair!

Ah! there ’s something wrong with the poets’ song,

Or the hearts that to God and his earth belong,.

Julia G. Skinner.

ACROSS THE: FIELDS TO ANNE.

From Stratford-on-Avon a lane runs westward through the fields a mile to the little village of Shottery,
in which is the cottage of Anne Hathaway, Shakspere’s sweetheart and wife.

OW often in the summer-tide,
His graver business set aside,
Has stripling Will, the thoughtful-eyed,
As to the pipe of Pan
Stepped blithesomely with lover’s pride
Across the fields to Anne!

It must have been a merry mile,

This summer stroll by hedge and stile,
With sweet foreknowledge all the while
How sure the pathway ran

To dear delights of kiss and smile,
Across the fields to Anne.

The silly sheep that graze to-day,

I wot, they let him go his way,

Nor once looked up, as who should say :
¢ It is a seemly man.”

For many lads went wooing aye

Across the fields to Anne.

The oaks, they have a wiser look ;
Mayhap they whispered to the brook :
“ The world by him shall yet be shook,
It is in nature’s plan ;

Though now he fleets like any rook
Across the fields to Anne.”

And I am sure, that on some hour
Coquetting soft ’twixt sun and shower,
He stooped and broke a daisy-flower
With heart of tiny span,

And bore it as a lover’s dower

Across the fields to Anne.

While from her cottage garden-bed
She plucked a jasmine’s goodlihede,
‘To scent his jerkin’s brown instead ;
Now since that love began,

What luckier swain than he who sped
Across the fields to Anne ?

The winding path whereon I pace,

The hedgerows green, the summer’s grace,
Are still before me face to face ;

Methinks I almost can

Turn poet and join the singing race
Across the fields to Anne !

Vor. XXXVIIL.—71.

Richard F. Burton.





