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GENERAL CROOK IN THE INDIAN COUNTRY.

THERE must be many readers
(J of Tne CentTury who are old
enough to have seen in the ge-
¥ ographies maps that described
the vastregion between the Mis-
souri River and the Pacific
“ Great American Desert— in-
habited by various wild tribes”; there may
be others who even recall the debates in Con-
gress which demonstrated the inutility, the
absurdity, the extravagance of attempting to
traverse this waste land by railroad and tele-
graph lines; but, on the other hand, there
must be a good-sized legion, scarcely yet old
enough to begin the battle of life in dead ear-
nest, who have heard the cheap jokes upon the
pretensions of the young Western communities
that are rising into vigorous health upon this
same “ American Desert.” To all these classes
of readers my remarks may be directed in the
confidence that they will listen with interest to
one who has seen the last of the buffalo and
the last of the savage tribes— who has looked
upon the bleak prairie touched by the wand
of Progress and seen great cities spring into
life over the burrows of the prairie dog and
the coyote, and the “ Great Desert” of fable,
spanned by the iron rail, become golden with
the tasseled glories of Kansas cornfields, pleth-
oric with the promise of Wyoming and Mon-
tana, green with the interminable fertility of
Nebraska.

The progress of the great West has been so
phenomenally rapid that it astonishes no one
so much as him who has watched this de-
velopment going on under his own eyes. It
sounds indeed like a fairy tale to read that the
supposed “barren” area west of the Missouri
is now sending to market more than Goo,-
000,000 bushels of the cereals annually ; that
the cotton crop of Texas is over 1,000,000
bales ; that Nevada has poured into the Treas-
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ury of the Union $400,000,000 of bullion ; that
Montana and Colorado have become rich and
progressive States, extracting treasure in im-
mense quantities from the bowels of the earth ;
that the oil wells of Wyoming are attracting the
attention of capitalists; and that the tin mines
of the Black Hills are knocking at the doors of
Congress, demanding to be recognized in the
revision of the tariff.

To describe some of the more important
military movements of General Crook which
had an important bearing on the transformation
effected over the larger portion of the area in-
dicated is the purpose of this article. In brief
space I shall strive to trace out for the general
reader all he may desire to know, at the same
time marking for the special student of military
affairs the lines along which his investigations
may be safely and profitably pursued.

If the reader will open an atlas and ex-
amine upon the proper map the topography
of the region at the point of junction of the
States of California, Nevada,and Idaho,he will
find a number of lakes— Harney, Goose, Mal-
heur, Abert, and others; the Malheur, John
Day,and Owyheerivers; the Steen’s Mountain,
and all other places to be mentioned in the
first part of this sketch, over which roamed an
unsubdued and apparently indomitable band
of savages, generally classed as Pi-Utes, butin-
cluding in their ranks some Shoshones, Ban-
nocks, and even renegade Modocs.

These Indians had waged bitter persecution
upon the immigrants from the first days of the
discovery of gold in California. Punishment
had Dbeen threatened with frequency and at-
tempted with spasmodic energy, but had in-
variably proved abortive from the peculiar
tactics adopted by these wily savages, who
never combined except to attack, and who,
being pursued, scattered in every direction and
led the regular cavalry or the volunteers from
All rights reserved.
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the mining camps in a will-o’-the-wisp chase
which ended in disappointment and disgust in
the lava beds of northern California or the
sage-brush-covered alkali deserts on the line
of northern Nevada. These savages, it may be
well to state, were related to the great Shoshone
family which enveloped the North American
continent in crescentic curve from the mis-
sions of southern California, the manners of
whose inhabitants have been so charmingly
described in the story of “ Ramona,” to the
“Bolson de Mapimi,” in the northern part of
the Mexican Republic, where the fierce Co-
manche held undisputed sway.

The dominion of the Pi-Ute and Shoshone
or Snake had been exercised so long and so
uninterruptedly over northern Nevada, north-
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east California, northeast Oregon, and western
Idaho that the miners seeking to develop the
rich mineral deposits of those vast regions had
become almost reconciled to the situation, and
had begun to look upon the presence of hostile
Indiansassomething to counterbalance the glo-
rious climate of which so much has been said,
until, in 1866, the savages, somewhat more
daring than usual, attacked and massacred
the last of a party of eighty-six Chinamen on
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their way to the mines near Boisé, when even
frontier stoicism and military apathy were
roused into a semblance of vitality, and every-
body agreed with owl-like solemnity that
“something must be done.” But who was to
do it? Who was to bell this cat that, with the
subtlety of the serpent, the agility of the tiger,
and the cruelty of both, preyed upon ranchos
and mines and wagon-trains ? Fortunately the
question suggested its own answer, and with-
out a dissentient voice that answer was George
Crook, an officer whose youth had been dec-
orated with laurels in this very region, and
who now, returned from the superadded glo-
ries of his campaigns in Virginia and Tennes-
see, was present in the full flush and vigor of
mind and body to undertake the solution of
the problem upon which such vast
and varied interests depended.

He lost not a moment, but set
out with his troops from the Dalles
in Oregon, in the dreary winter of
1866, and moved with several con-
verging columns, each able to take
care of itself under any and all
circumstances, upon the center of
the zone of operations—old Camp
Warner, in southeastern Oregon.

His plans were simple and com-
prehensible : to get into the center of
operations, and thence to move out,
as necessity dictated, in any and
every direction, securing the advan-
tage of operating on interior lines,
and of conducting movements
which would allow the enemy no
rest.

Each column was provided with
an cffective train of pack-mules, and
with a corps of Indian guides, se-
lected first from among the Wascoes
and Warm Springs (allied to the
Modocs) and latterly from the Ban-
nocks and the Shoshones.

The first results of this campaign
were more important in disciplining
and hardening Crook’s officers and
men, in teaching them that military
operations could be conducted in
the severest of seasons, and that,
with the aid of Indian scouts, the
wiliest of savages could eventually be brought
to bay and forced to a fight, than productive
of decisive results; or, to be more exact, just
as such results were on the eve of fruition,
the Pi-Utes, who had already lost twenty
warriors killed and had succeeded in killing
only two of our scouts, and who were begin-
ning to see that the Americans had placed a
new man at the helm, were fortunate enough,
during a very cold, stormy winter's night, to
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stampede Crook’s herd of horses and mules,
and set the major portion of his command on
foot. He patiently began all his work over
again, sent to the Dalles for a remount, and de-
voted the late spring and early
summer of 1867 to breaking
in the broncos to saddle and
pack. His efforts were ably
and intelligently seconded by
those of the command who
had been out under his orders
during the preceding winter,
belonging to detachments of
the 1st and 8th Cavalry and
the gth and 23d Infantry,
and before summer was half
over Crook was once more
in the saddle.

Warner Lake, on the east
side of which Crook was en-
camped at this time, is a long,
narrow sheet of water, lying
due north and south, of no
great depth and very con-
stricted at its middle point.
The savages had always been
on the lookout for military ex-
peditions rounding either ex-
tremity of this lake, but Crook
conceived the idea of building
a causeway of rock across the
narrow neck, and was success-
ful beyond anticipation. The
work was finished in less time than had been
expected, and the troops were across and
making rapid and stealthy night marches in
the direction of the enemy before their pres-
ence was suspected, This may be called, so
far as this article is concerned, the beginning
of the campaign.

The Indian scouts were kept from one to
two days in advance, and covered not only
the front of the columns, but fifty miles of the
country on each flank. All marching was
made by night, and the general direction was
towards the lava beds of northern California.
The bronco mules and horses were the source
of great anxiety, as they were likely at any
moment to stampede or to make off into the
brush: a number of them did break away,
and, with the rations they carried, were never
again found.

Skirmishes occurred each day between the
advance of the Indian scouts and the hostiles,
Crook being careful not to march the same dis-
tance on two consecutive days. Some days, or
nights rather, he would advance so far, and the
next march would be twice as far. On one
occasion the march began at sundown and
lasted through the night and all the next day
until close on to sunset, the command halting

645

only to tighten cinches. This greatly fatigued
officers and men, but it perplexed the enemy
and prevented them from calculating accurately
upon the place and moment for an ambuscade.
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Archie MacIntosh, a half-breed Indian in
charge of the friendly Bannocks, captured two
Pi-Ute women engaged in digging camass
bulbs, oneof the favorite foodsof the savages of
the Northwest. This capture, however, nearly
proved disastrous, as the men of the village
to which the squaws belonged made a bold
attack upon Archie and the Bannocks, who
had foolishly undertaken to fight a foe of
unknown strength without waiting for the
arrival of the cavalry support, which had been
purposely kept at a distance, although only a
short distance, in the rear.

The condition of the whole command wasby
this time distressing. Over three hundred miles
had been marched from the base of supplies
at Camp Warner, nearly all of it by night ; the
men were fatigued and disheartened by con-
stant but profitless skirmishing with an enemy
who seemed proof against all wiles and blan-
dishments to coax him into a general en-
gagement; everybody was in rags, and in the
thinnest of rags at that, since the movement
had begun during the heat of summer and the
freezing snows of early winter were now fall-
ing; horses and mules were worn down, rations
wereabout exhausted, and there was nothing to
show foritall but twelve dead Indians.
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Then it was that his subordinates began to
notice one of Crook’s peculiarities which he
retained through life. He held his first
“council of war.” Crook’s councils of war
differed from those of any other general, living
or dead. He never asked any one for an
opinion, never gave one of his own, but, tak-
ing his rifle in hand, strolled a short distance
away from camp, sat down under a rock,
crossed one knee over the other, clasped his
arms about his shins, and occasionally rubbed
the tip of his nose with the back of his right
hand. This last was the infallible sign by
which the troops afterward learned to know
that one of Crook’s councils of war was in
progress. He communed with himself, can-
vassed all the pros and cons of his predica-
ment, and reasoned thus: It was just as far
and would be just as tedious to go back as to
go forward. The savages must be nearly as
worn out as his own people, since they had
been kept on the alert for months, uncertain
when and where to expect an attack. If he
could get away from the treeless, grassless re-
gion in which he now was, and make the
march to the head of Lost River in the lava
beds of northeastern California, as originally
intended, he had every reason to look for plenty
of wood, grass, and good water on the line, and
might fall in with some friendly Modocs who
could supply information.

He thought carefully, decided wisely, acted
promptly. ¢ Forward!” was the word; Lost
River, the objective point. As expected, he
discovered an eligible camping ground, with
plenty of water, timber, and pasturage, and
there he rested his weary command during the
greater part of three days. While in this biv-
ouac he was visited by ¢ Captain Jack” and
other Modocs, who had known Crook when
a lieutenant of the 4th Infantry, at Fort
Jones, California. From them he extracted the
information that the hostile Indians, after scat-
tering, had turned to the southeast, and would
reunite farther down the country.

This ¢ Captain Jack ” was afterward one of
the prominent chiefs of the Modocs in their
struggle to hold their homes in the lava beds.
Crook resumed his march in the direction indi-
cated, and the next day struck the Pi-Ute trail ;
this he followed for four days, and upon reach-
ing the East Fork of the Pitt River, at a point
where the stream had expanded into a tule
swamp, sixmiles long and one or twomiles wide,
and impassable for man or beast, the hostiles
were suddenly discovered. A charge was made
to keep them from taking refuge in the tules.
This was successful, and the hostiles were driven
up the slope of a hill which began to rise a
couple of hundred yards from the swamp. This
hill, or bluff, was steep for the first two or three
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hundred feet, and covered with large boulders
and chaparral. Above this was a pleasant-
looking grassy slope, extending back from one-
half to three-quarters of a mile, when it again
became rocky and continued on to a belt of
timber, scraggy juniper, stunted pine,and moun-
tain mahogany. This belt of timber was seized
by the scouts and held by them under strict
orders to make no attack until the troops could
get into position, The hostiles were seen hur-
rying from every direction and secreting them-
selves in a little rim of basalt cropping above
the grassy slope between the timbered crest
held by the scoutsand theswamp below. Crook
saw his chance to bring on the general engage-
mentfor which he had beenanxious solong, but
he wondered and wondered what became of
all the redskins after reaching that basalt ledge.
It curved round his position on three sides
of the horizon, he being on the west, and,
although not four hundred yards from lum
effectually concealed every Indian who took
refuge in it. Nothing could be seen, and the
proximity of the savages was betrayed only by
the occasional yelp of a dog, or the half-stifled
wail of a baby.

The mysterious basalt ledge was understood
better after the fight was over. I may antici-
pate and say here that it was the rim of an
extinct crater, broken off at one side, but in
the rest of its outline a forbidding mass of cruel
basalt, piled up in great masses, impregnable
to attack save on the one weak side which
Crook’s forces had occupied. The name of
the Hell Caves or the Infernal Caverns was
aptly bestowed, and is highly suggestive of the
general type of the den in which the Pi-Utes
and Shoshones fondly dreamed they could
bid defiance to the world. The crater was
not much over two hundred yards from north
to south, and probably as much as one hun-
dred and fifty yards from east to west, filled
in with slabs of basalt loosely jumbled to-
gether in such a manner that the garrison of
the place could crawl from point to point in
perfect security ; or, if desirous of rapidly con-
centrating in presence of an enemy, could come
out on the flat upper surface of the slabs and
skip from one to another, Following down the
deviouspathwaysand trails between these great
slabs, one descended sixty feet below the sur-
face to a cave or chamber of fair size, with a
floor of volcanic ashes and obsidian sand, and
high enough to permit a man to stand erect.
Besides the principal chamber there were sev-
eral of smaller dimensions, connected by gal-
leries along which one had to creep on hands
and knees, but all were dimly lighted by nar-
row, crooked crevices in the roof; there wasa
small amount of spring water, and passages
leading in every direction afforded exits for
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escape, or means for gaining the rear of an
attacking party.

The scouts held the position already gained
in the narrow fringe of timber to the west, and
another along the narrow edge of the tule
swamp, while Perry with his command of the
15t Cavalry, and Madigan with his company
of the 23d Infantry, made a desperate charge
on the east and south sides respectively. The
hostiles, thinking that Crook’s whole force had
made the charge, ran out on top of the rocks,
thus exposing themselves to the fire of our
Indian scouts, who crawled down from their
first position on the west side to one within a
stone’s throw of the garrison. But in this first
charge Lieutenant Madigan, a gallant and
able soldier, was killed ; six or seven men fell
with him, and nine were wounded, nearly all
in the rush which secured possession of the
rim of the crater and changed the fight into a
siege. The soldiers were able to throw rocks
down into the crater, or to fire at any Indian
the moment he dared to assert his presence.

The Pi-Utes had had all the fighting they
wanted, and during the night wriggled their
way out through the passages in the rocks
beneath the soldiers, scattering to every wind
and leaving no trail. How many of them
were killed and wounded never could be
fully learned ; the crater was so full of chan-
nels and alleys reaching to all points of the
compass that no count could be made. One
of the dead bodies found was that of a little
baby, strangled by having a forked stick
pressed down agamnst its neck, probably to
silence its crying while the Indians were sneak-
ing away.

The tactics of the Pi-Utes now changed
completely : instead of seeking to commit new
depredations, they thought only of seclusion
and flight. Crook’s blood was up,and he was
not the man to let go of a task once begun.
He returned with his forces to Camp Warner,
Oregon, and after caring for his sick and
wounded was again in the field without delay.
Winter had set in very early that year, and
from September there had been falls of snow,
culminating in a furious storm on the 6th of
November, blockading the roads and trails so
that the supplies ordered could not getin. A
pack-train was despatched to Virginia City,
Nevada, three hundred and thirty miles to the
south, to obtain such subsistence stores as were
procurable. Scouting parties were kept out
from Camps Warner, Bidwell, Harney, Bois¢
(Idaho), and Owyhee; on one of these scouts
from Bidwell, Lieutenant Hayden Delaney,
of the gth Infantry, was severely wounded.

None of these posts could be called ely-
siums. The quarters of officers and men were
exactly alike and were made in this manner:
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a hole three feet deep was dug in the ground
of an area equal to that of the tent which was
to cover it; the sides of the excavation were
filled in with logs which were built up for three
feet more and then covered with the tent; a
smaller hole was broken out at one side for a
fireplace and the necessary chimney of sticks
covering one another at the angles and daubed
with mud. In such palatial residences as these
Mrs. Crook, Mrs. Gilliss, the wife of the quar-
termaster, Mrs. Pollock, and other ladies who
had joined their husbands in this dreary spot
were compelled to live all winter.

The snow lay so deep in the mountains that
the hostile Indians had no resource but to
come down into the valleys, where the troops
found and fought them without let-up. Cap-
tains Harris and Perry of the 1st Cavalry,
and Kelly of the 8th, had very effective en-
gagements in the vicinity of Malheur Lake,
driving the enemy over to the Dunder and
Blixen, where Crook’s own command caught
them and knocked them pretty well to pieces.
This was in the month of February, 1868.
But the snow which lay so deep all over the
country, and had been covered with a frozen
crust, suddenly melted into mush under the in-
fluence of what is known on the coast as a “ chi-
nook.” This is a wind from the northwest and
north-northwest, tempered by blowing across
the Japanese warm currentin the Pacific Ocean,
and possessing the power of meltingand evapo-
rating the hardest and deepest snow-drifts. It
was a godsend for the discomfited redskins,
but not regarded in the same cheerful light by
the soldiers, who were unable to continue pur-
suit, but floundered back, as best they could,
through the mud to Camp Warner. Between
this and Bidwell the frozen snow was in places
fifteen feet deep, and as no signs of a chi-
nook had been perceptible in that belt of
country it was hoped that the pack-trains sent
over to Bidwell for supplies would be able to
make their way back to Warner without diffi-
culty. These hopes were not realized. It was
only after herculean exertion that the return
trip was completed, fifteen days being occu-
pied in marching less than seventy-five miles,
while the packers and their mules were almost
dead from exhaustion. In many places, twigs
and branches of all kinds, and sage-brush
where procurable in the snow, had to be cut
and laid on the soft spots to give the mules
a footing. Nothing but the consciousness
that the garrison at Camp Warner was in dire
need of supplies to reopen the campaign kept
those in charge of the train from turning back
and abandoning the journey. The moment it
reached Camp Warner, Crook resumed his
work, and in a severe storm of snow on the
17th of March, 1868, struck the Pi-Utes an-
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other and final blow which brought them to
their knees. Before the end of the month the
whole tribe had sued for peace and been
granted the terms of unconditional surrender
and work. The district thus freed from dep-
redation and disaster was some six hundred
miles long by three hundred in breadth, and
embraced parts of Nevada where the silver
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1871. I know that a book could be written
regarding the black night of despair, unre-
lieved by the glint of one kindly star, in which
all that pertained to that Territory was in-
volved. I have in my possession copies of
the Arizona newspapers of those years which
are filled with accounts of Apache raids and
murders and of counter-raids and counter-

AN

industry, pursued under the protection of
peace, within the next ten years yielded hun-
dreds of millions of ounces of silver bullion.

Wonderful as had been Crook’s success in
the campaign outlined above, his modesty
induced him to regard it as a simple duty
performed in obedience to orders, and in all
likelihood the outside world would never have
heard of it had not General Grant, our great-
est soldier, been at the head of military affairs,
and soon after in the presidential chair. Ac-
cordingly, when the condition of chronicblood-
shed in Arizona, always frightful, had become
indescribable ; when the people of that unfor-
tunate Territory, grappling in a death struggle
with the astutest and fiercest of all the tribes
encountered by the Caucasian since he crossed
the Mississippi, had sent up a wail of agony
imploring relief, President Grant wasted no
time in red tape, but assigned Crook to the
command.

I was serving in Arizona for two years be-
fore Crook’s arrival, which was not until June,
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murders. No man’s life was safe for a moment
outside the half-dozen large towns, while in
the smaller villages and ranchos sentinels
were kept posted by day and packs of dogs
were turned loose at night. All travel, even
on the main roads, had to be done between
sunset and sunrise ; the terrorized ranchmen
who endeavored to till a few acres of barley
or corn in the bottoms did so with cocked
revolvers on hip and loaded rifles slung to the
plow-handles.

There is a history of this land of Arizona,
one full of strange stories of all that is horrible,
much that is romantic, and not a little that is
beautiful. It is too long to receive even scant
attention here, but so much of it is written in
blood that perhaps my readers may feel grate-
ful for the omission.

The immediate cause of the transfer of Crook
to Arizona was the petition above mentioned
addressed to General Grant by the settlers,
many of whom, having known Crook in Cali-
fornia and Nevada, respected his abilities, ad-
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mired his char-
acter, and felt that
he was the man for
the place. The
killing of Lieuten-
ant H. B. Cushing,
and a number of
his men, of the
3d Cavalry, in a
most  desperate
fight with the whole
band of Chiricahua
Apaches, in the
Mustang or Whet-
stone Mountains,
and the outrage

known as the
“ Camp Grant
Massacre,”  had

given a mournful
emphasis to the de-
mands of the peo-
ple for a change
of military admin-
istration. In the latter tragedy Papago In-
dians, led by white men from Tucson, and
smarting under the losses of recent raids com-
mitted by bands of Apaches still in hostility,
had followed the raiders to the reservation at
Camp Grant, at the junction of the Arivaypa
and the San Pedro, close to which some eight
hundred peaceably disposed Apaches were
living under what they supposed to be the
shelter of the American flag, and had there
butchered scores of women and children in
cold blood.

There are two great divisions of Indians in
Arizona—those who cut the front hair at the
level of the eyebrows, and those that do not.
The latter belong to the widely disseminated
Apache-Navajo family, one of the branches of
the Tinneh stock which has conquered its way
down from the circumpolar regions of the
north, where many bands speaking the same
language still live on the affluents of the Yukon
in Alaska, of the Mackenzie in the Dominion
of Canada, and of the Great Bear and Great
Slave lakes in the same desolate region. The
other tribes of Arizona are, or have been until
a comparatively recent period, sedentary In-
dians, who in manners, customs, and personal
appearance strongly resemble the Pueblos of
New Mexico. Among these are to be named
the Cocopahs and Yumas, living on the lower
Colorado and at the mouth of the Gila; the
Maricopas and Pimas, on the Gila at or near
the Big Bend; the Papagoes, of the same
language as the Pimas, but brought into the
Christian fold by Jesuit missionaries nearly
two centuries ago ; the Mojaves, who plant in
the lowlands of the Colorado below the Grand
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Cartion; the Moquis, who live in houses of
stone on the apexes of lofty cliffs, and who are
a patient, industrious set of farmers of a very
religious turn of mind. Their ¢ Snake Dance,”
in which live rattlers are carried in the mouths
of the medicine men, occurs biennially, and is
an invocation to their rain gods for help for
their crops. I was the first white man to de-
scribe it, which I did after one of my visits to
their villages in 1881,

The Navajo differs from the Apache only
in having absorbed whole communities of
Pueblos, and in having come to a consider-
able degree under the influence of Catholic
missionaries of the Franciscan order, who sup-
plied him with horses, sheep, peach trees, and
other necessaries which gradually brought
about a change in his character. He has be-
come not only a grazier, but a weaver and a
silversmith, and of the wool of his flocks makes
blankets which delight the eyeswith the beauty
of their designs and comfort the body by the
solidity of their texture.

But the Apache stands as one of the divi-
sions of the American aborigines (the others
being the Lacandones of Guatemala and the
Araucanians of Chili) who scorned thereligious
teachings and despised the military power of
the Castilian, and the Apache differs from these
others not only in having kept his own boun-
daries intact, but in having raided and plun-
dered without cessation since the days of
Cortez, over a zone of the viceroyalty of Mex-
ico or New Spain, which was greater in arca
than the territory of Germany, Italy, France,
and Great Britain put together, and compre-
hended the southwestern corner of what we
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now call Colorado, half of Texas, all of Ari-
zona, New Mexico, Chihuahua, Coahuila, So-
nora, and Durango, and, on occasion, even as
far south as Zacatecas.

Physically, the Apache is perfect ; he might
be a trifle taller for artistic effect, but his ap-
parent “squattiness” is due more to great
girth of chest than to diminutive stature. His
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muscles are hard as bone, and I have seen
one light a match on the sole of his naked foot.
Twenty years ago, when Crook took him in
hand, the Apache had few wants and cared for
no luxuries. War was his business, his life, and
victory his dream. To attack a Mexican camp
or isolated village, and run off a herd of cattle,
mules, or sheep, he would gladly travel hun-
dreds of miles, incurring every risk and dis-
playing a courage which would have been
extolled in an historical novel as having hap-
pened in a raid by Highlanders upon South-
rons; but when it was yowr stock, or your
friend’s stock, it became quite a different mat-
ter. He wore no clothing whatever save a nar-
row piece of calico or buckskin about the loins,
a helmet, also of buckskin, plentifully crested
with the plumage of the wild turkey and eagle,
and long-legged moccasins, held to the waist
by a string, and turned up at the toes in a
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shield which protected him from stones and
“cholla” cactus. If he felt thirsty, he drank
from the nearest brook ; if there was no brook
near by, he went without, and, putting a stone
or a twig in his mouth to induce a flow of
saliva, journeyed on. When he desired to com-
municate with friends at home, or to put him-
self in correspondence with persons whose
codperation had been promised, he rubbed
two sticks together, and dense signal smoke
rolled to the zenith and was answered from
peaks twenty and thirty miles away. By night-
fall his bivouac was pitched at a distance from
water, generally on the flank of a rocky moun-
tain, along which no trail would be left, and
up which no force of cavalry could hope to
ascend without making noise enough to wake
the dead.

Such was Arizona, and such in meager de-
scription was the Apache Indian, in June, 1871,
when Crook was pitted against him. Of the
American troops and their officers in general
nothing can fairly be said but words of praise :
they were conscientious, brave, energetic, and
intelligent ; anxious to do their whole duty, but
not acquainted with every foot of the ground
as the Apaches were. In a word, they were
not savages.

To fight savages successfully one of two
things must be done — either the savages must
be divided into hostile bands and made to fight
each other, or the civilized soldier must be
trained down as closely as possible to the level
of the savage. No matter how well disposed
or how brave and bright a soldier might be,
it took time and attention to teach him how
to take care of himself in face of so subtle an
enemy as the Apache. Under our then sys-
tem of recruiting from the slums of the great
cities our army often got very inferior mate-
rial, and generally any candidate was ac-
cepted whose chest measurement, weight, and
stature were In accordance with official re-
quirements. I know that many an officer’s
heart sank within him when, on glancing over
the muster-roll of a detachment of recruits
assigned to his troop, he read some such le-
gend as this: “ Maloney, age 29. Height g,
11; born in Clonakilty ; occupation when en-
listed, umbrella-maker.— Potztausend, etc.,
etc.,, born in Germany; occupation, etc,,
brewer *—and reflected upon the amount of
instruction and setting-up of every kind the
man would require before he could be trusted
with even the apparently unimportant duty of
riding from post to post with despatches.

At the date of which I am now writing
General Crook was an ideal soldier in every
sense. He stood about six feet in his stockings,
was straight as an arrow, broad-shouldered,
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lithe, sinewy as a cat, and able to bear any
amount of any kind of fatigue. It mattered
not under what guise vicissitude and pri-
vation came, they never seemed to affect him.
Hunger and thirst, rain or sunshine, snow
and cold, the climbing up or down of rugged,
slippery mountains, or the monotonous march,
day after day, along deserts bristling with
spines of the cactus, Spanish bayonet, mescal,
and palo verde—his placid equanimity was
never disturbed in the slightest degree. He
was at that period of his life fond of taking
his rifle and wandering off on his trusty mule
alone in the mountains. At sunset he would
picket his animal to a mesquit bush near grass,
make a little fire, cook some of the game he
had killed, erect a small “ wind-break " of brush
and flat stones such as the Indians make, cut
an armful of twigs for a bed, wrap himself up
in his Dblanket, and sleep till the first peep of
dawn.

“You ask me to tell you about Indians,”
said an old Apache chief whom I was boring
about some ethnological matter—* go to the
Nantan [the Chief— Crook’s name abbrevi-
ated]; he’'ll tell you. He s more of an Indian
than I am.”

But Crook did not go on “tizwin" sprees
like the Apaches ; he never touched stimulants
in any form unless it might be something pre-
scribed by a physician; he never drank coffee,
and rarely tasted tea. Milk was his favorite

beverage when he could get it, and pure water
when he could not.

His personal appearance was impressive, but
without the slightest suggestion of the pomp-
ous and overdressed military man; he was
plain as an old stick, and looked more like an
honest country squire than the commander of
a warlike expedition. He had blue-gray eyes,
quick and penetrating in glance, a finely chis-
cled Roman nose, a firm and yet kindly
mouth, a well-arched head, a good brow, and
a general expression of indomitable resolu-
tion, honest purpose, sagacity, and good inten-
tions. He had an aversion to wearing uniform
and to the glitter and filigree of the military
profession. He was essentially a man of action
and spoke but little, and to the point, but was
fond of listening to the conversation of others.
He was at all times accessible to the humblest
soldier or the poorest “ prospector,” without
ever losing a certain dignity which repelled
familiarity but had no semblance of haughti-
ness. He never used profanity and indulged
in no equivocal language.

Probably no officer of equal rank in our
army issued fewer orders or letters of instruc-
tions. “ Example is always the best general
order,” he said to me once when we were
seated side by side on a fallen log in the lower
Powder Valley, Montana, in a most exasper-
ating drizzle of rain in the summer of 1876.
It certainly was true of campaigning in Ari-
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zona, and no officer or soldier hesitated to
endure any hardship when he saw the com-
manding general at the head of the column,
eating the same rations as himself, and not
carrying enough extra clothing to wad a shot-
gun. There is one character in American his-
tory whom Crook, saving his better education
and broader experience, very strongly resem-
bled — and that is Daniel Boone.

The vacillating policy of the Government
towards the Apaches hampered and delayed
Crook’s operations for more than twelve
months. During the interval he traveled on
mule-back over hundreds of miles of the
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number of their best young men to be enlisted
as scouts. One of the first so to enlist was
Nocky-do-klunni, called “ Bobby-do-klinny ”
by thesoldiers, who years after became a prophet
and announced that he was able to raise
the dead. He was killed on the Cibicu in
1881, and numbers of our brave men died at
the same time. I have never been quite able
to divest myself of the notion that it would
have been wiser and cheaper to offer this
prophet fifty cents a head for all the ghosts
he could resuscitate, and thus expose the ab-
surdity of his pretensions, than to shed so
much blood and incur so much expense to

THE PATIENT PACK-MULE,

roughest mountains in his new department,
and familiarized himself with its topographical
features in a manner that could never be
learned from maps; he visited the various
reservations and made the personal acquaint-
ance of many of the chiefs and head-men
upon whose assistance he would have to count
when the hour of struggle came.

There was a considerable element among
the Apaches strongly inclined towards peace
with the whites, and opposed to the idea of
being drawn into complications with those of
their own tribe who preferred to resort to hos-
tilities. Among the peaceably disposed were
chiefs like # One-eyed Miguel,”—who in his
own language was called Skopus,—* The
Strong Man,” Eskititizla, Pedro, and one or
two others of great influence. Corydon E.
Cooley, a very bright man, had married one
of the women of this band, and exerted him-
self to get these chiefs to agree to help Gen-
eral Crook in every way, and to permit a

prove to the savages that the boasts of their
charlatans ruffled our serenity so deeply. So
long as our forefathers quivered with fear at the
sight of a witch, the crop of old hags who
claimed the power of riding on broomsticks
and of talking to Thomas cats never dimin-
ished ; and just so it has been and always will
be with the spiritual counselors of the Indians.
I speak in this matter from personal experi-
ence. A medicine man—a big one, too—of
the Cheyennes was very fond of asserting the
wonders of his “medicine,” but after I had
quietly sent a charge of electricity through
him from an old battery and doubled him
up like a jack-knife, he sang a different tune
altogether.

Numbers of the Apache scouts were mar-
vels of physical endurance and manly beauty.
Alchisay, “The Little One,” was a perfect
Adonis in figure, a mass of muscle and sinew,
of wonderful courage, great sagacity, and as
faithful as an Irish hound. Esquinosquiz, ¢ Big
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Mouth,” was an excellent soldier, wily as
a cat, and a born general. He told me one
afternoon that he had noticed that all the white
captains, big and little, wore swords, while he,
a big Apache chief, had no such emblem of
office, Satisfied that my aboriginal friend was
fairly entering upon ¢ the white man’s road,” I
exerted myself to get him an old cavalry saber,
but my enthusiasm was materially lessened
when I wasinformed that Esquinosquiz wanted
the weapon to aid him in beating his two
wives ; for, as he said, ¢ Me catchee one, me
lickee him ; me catchee two, him lickee me
damnsight.” Esquinosquiz would drink the
Apache intoxicant, “tizwin,” whenever he
could get it. This beer, made from fermented
corn, was at an early date prohibited by the
military authorities, butits preparation in secret
has always been kept up, to the ruin of those
addicted to its use. Esquinosquiz, for exam-
ple, got into a tizwin row and was shot dead
near the Gila Cafion by one of his own tribe.
All arrangements for the new campaign had
been perfected by the ninth day of December,
1872, when the word was given for the different
columns to converge upon the ¢ Tonto Basin,”
the stronghold of the worst elements of the
tribe. These were known as the Tonto
Apaches and the Apache-Mojaves, the former
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being of true Tinneh or Apache stock, with a
goodly infusion of Mojave blood from captives
taken in war; and the latter, the same people
as the Mojaves, but crowded out of their old
habitat in the Colorado bottom and compelled
to live in the mountains. Their language was
entirely different from that of the Apaches, and
they wore their hair differently, but their ran-
cor towards the whites was the same, and they
were equally dangerous.

The “Tonto Basin” is a misnomer, unless
we recognize it as an example of gentle fron-
tier satire. Itis the seat of the warfare of the
Titans, and Ossa has here been upon Pelion
piled until the eye grows weary trying to count
the wrinkles in Dame Nature’s bosom. Yet
rough as the “ Basin ” itself is, the loftier moun-
tains inclosing it are rougher, and each of
these — the Mogollon, the Mazatzal, and the
Sierra Ancha —are thickly matted with timber
and white with deep snow during the winter
months. The “ Basin” is well watered, and
has an abundance of acorn-bearing oak, Span-
ish bayonet, mescal, and other foods dear to
the savage palate.

Crook himself took station at old Camp
Grant, which enjoyed the distinction of being
the meanest, dirtiest, and most squalid post
in the United States, and that was saying a
great deal. It has long since been broken up
and the garrison established in a more salu-
brious position at the foot of Mount Graham.

APACHE SIGNAL FIRE,
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As nearly as possible on the same date the dif-
ferent columns were set in motion, each with
a liberal number of Indian guides, Pi-Utes,
Hualpais, Apaches, Pimas, Maricopas, and Yu-
mas. Major Thomas MacGregor, 1st Cavalry,
was in charge of affairs at Prescott; Colonel
J. W. Mason, sth Cavalry, at Camp Verde;
Major George M. Randall, 23d Infantry, at
Camp Apache; Captain Thomas Byrne, 12th
Infantry, at Beale’s Springs; Major George
F. Price, sth Cavalry, at Date Creek ; Majors
James Burns and John M, Hamilton, sth Cay-
alry, of the troops moving out from Camp
McDowell, and Major William H. Brown, 5th
Cavalry, of those leaving Camp Grant. It was
my fortune to be one of Brown’s command, the
other officers being Captain A. B. Taylor,
Lieutenants Almy and Rockwell, all of the sth
Cavalry, Lieutenant William J. Ross, z1st In-
fantry, and after we got into the Tonto Basin
Captain James Burns and Lieutenant E. D.
Thomas joined us with another company of
the gth Cavalry and a force of one hundred
and ten Pima Indian scouts, which made a
very respectable total. We had three white
guides, Archie Mac Intosh, Joe Felmer,and An-
tonio Besias, who, as well as Al Seiber, Mason
McCoy, Al Speers, Lew Elliott, Willard Rice,
and others, attached to the other detachment,
rendered gallant and invaluable service at all
hours during the campaign.

The essentials of the Crook system of fight-
ing Indians made themselves manifest in very
short order. A subordinate was never asked
by Crook to go anywhere, but was shown
the way and made to follow. Baggage was
cut down to the lowest notch; officers wore
the same style of canvas clothing as the men,
ate their meals with the pack-trains, and were
allowed all the baggage they could carry on
their own backs, or in the exceedingly limited
supply of bedding each could send to the pack-
train attached to the command.

Crook recognized, as every one recognized
who ever had any practical experience in the
country, that a white man’s strength and sa-
gacity were no match for the cunning of savages
who had been running about in these hills and
mountains since childhood. Unless the fullest
use were made of scouts to the manner born,
thoroughly posted in the minutest details of the
country, able to detect the slightest mark on
the trail and to interpret it correctly —in short,
unless savage should be pitted against sav-
age, the white man would be outwitted, ex-
hausted, circumvented, possibly ambuscaded
and destroyed.

The white soldiers, meantime, had no holi-
day ; they followed close on the heels of the
scouts, and, after a time, kept up to the front
with them. The scouts were on foot and so
were the cavalry, because the “ epizodtic”
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during that winter swept over the country and
dismounted them. Bright, active officers were
designated for each separate detachment,and
rarely did the selection prove a wrong one.
No harder or more efficient work was ever
done by any small army in the same limited
time, on the same inadequate means, and in
the face of so great obstacles, than was accom-
plished by the troops of the Department of
Arizona in 187273, under General Crook.
Lastly, but by no means least, the condition
of the pack-trains was most jealously scruti-
nized by General Crook. He made the great
question of military transportation the study
of his life. Every pack-train in our army to-
day has grown from a nucleus arranged by
General Crook; and although he picked out
such skilled assistants as Tom Moore, Uncle
Dick Kloster,“ Hank 'n’ Yank,” Harry Hawes,
Frank Monach, Jack Long, Charlie Hopkins,
“ Long Jim” Cook and “ Short Jim” Cook,
Henry Dailey, Jim O’Neil,and others, it is the
statement of a fact known to all in that com-
mand that Crook knew every packer by name,
what his peculiarities were and how he cared
for his animals, and besides knew every mule
in the outfit. Some of these packers were
men of unusual intelligence and extended ex-
perience. Harry Hawes has since those days
wandered to the diamond fields of Africa,
where Sir Garnet Wolseley was quick to dis-
cern his merits and to employ himin organizing
a pack-train for the Zulu campaign and after-
ward for the work to be carried on in Egypt.
Tom Moore, a native of Virginia, living on the
Pacific slope since the first days of the mining
fever, knew more about a mule than any other
man in America : his treatise on the manage-
ment of mules and pack-trains has long been
the accepted standard. He was studious in his
habits and a reader of good books, from which
he extracted a fund of general information of a
very wide range. He had all the courage of
a lion, with a woman's gentleness and a high
sense of honor. In the great scheme of Nature
there is nothing perfect: even thesun hasspots;
and Moore with all his virtues had one grave
defect — he sang. He wooed the Muses, and
would now and then favor us with one of his
own compositions; for which reason some of
our camp-fires were lonelier than others.
Hank 'n’ Yank were two of the best men on
the Pacific coast; they never knew what it was
tosayno to an appeal for charity, and no matter
how much their generosity might be abused —
and it was abused — they never learned to tie a
knot in their purse-strings. Jack Long was a
man whom Bret Harte or Mark Twain ought
to have known; he was a character modeled
after himself. There never was but one Jack
Long, and anotheris an impossibility. He had
Vor. XL1.—87.
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seen all the ins and outs and experienced all
the ups and downs of the Pacific coast in its
most hilarious age, and where all men were
wild, Jack had been just a tiny bit wilder than
anybody else; but under all this, in spite of
all this, there was a stratum of rugged, honest,
truthful manliness in Jack Long’s composition
that made him friends wherever he went.

From the moment the campaign began in
the first week of December, 1872, until it ended
in the surrender of the principal hostile chiefs
and twenty-five hundred of their followers at
Camp Verde, in the month of April, 1873,
there was not one hour of respite granted the
enemy. The Apaches,cunningassnakes, found
themselves beaten at their own game ; neither
on mountain-top nor in canon-depth could
they find safety. To shoot game attracted the
attention of our Indian scouts, who were on
the watch for every such sound as well as for
the wreathing smoke which betrayed the hid-
den “rancheria.” True to their usual policy
under such circumstances, the Apaches scat-
tered like quail among the rocks, generally
keeping not more than two or three families
together until they fancied that the pursuit had
calmed down, and then reuniting in some one
of their numerous places of rendezvous.

After a few of these small parties had been
rounded up the young men and boys belonging
to them were employed as guides and trailers,
and our larger and more unwieldy bodies of
scouts from other tribes were dismissed to their
homes. The Pi-Utes had proved themselves
efficient, but were unacquainted with Arizona,
as they were five or six hundred miles from their
own habitat.

The Pimas were of no account whatever.
My judgment wasthat they were cowardly, and
anxious to kill women and children, just as their
brothers the Papagoes had done at the Camp
Grant massacre, and having such a religious
cast of mind that the killing of only one of
the enemy imposed upon the whole party the
duty of returning to their own villages, there
to undergo a protracted purgation from the de-
filement. Sweat-baths, smoking, singing, and
fasting make up the round of this ceremonial
observance, which became a source of an-
noyance to the officers who had to depend
upon them for assistance in the prosecution
of a campaign. In the present instance they
deviated from established custom, after a suc-
cessful attack upon a “rancheria” on the lofty
peaks of the Mazatzal, in which half a dozen
Tonto Apaches were killed and as many more
taken prisoners, because it was pointed out to
them that the expedition would not delay by
reason of their superstitious scruples, and that
the Apache scouts who were to remain with us
would assuredly make off with the Pima ponies



658

which might be recaptured from the hostiles.
So the medicine-menafter a long powwow con-
cluded that the Pimas and Maricopas might
just as well stay a while longer and do their
bathing and smoking all at once.

I have said that I was attached to Brown’s
column which swept through the Mescal, Pinal,
Superstition, Sierra Ancha,and Mazatzal ranges,
and afterward the southern end of the Brad-
shaw and the southern and western extremity
of the great Mogollon plateau. The different
detachments crossed and recrossed each other’s
trails, frequently meeting and always being
within supporting distance of one another.
The Apaches were unable to reassemble in
rear of any passing column, as had so uni-
formly been done on previous occasions, and
had to keep an eye open for danger from
all points of the compass in darkness as well
as in daylight. In this extremity they concen-
trated in their strongholds, the most impreg-
nable being the cave in the cafion of Salt River,
the summit of Turret Butte, and the cliffs of
the Superstition Mountains.

The first of the three was struck by Major
Brown’s command at the first peep of day of
a very cold morning, December 28, 1872.!
The evening beforc, our Apache scouts told
Major Brown that, although the command
had been very successful in its work thus far,
yet there was a big ¢ rancheria” only a short
distance off in which the hostile Apaches felt
that they were perfectly invincible. One of
the scouts had been brought up in this for-
tress, for such he claimed it to be, and would
gulde us there because he bore enmity to the
chief and some others of the band.

By starting from our present bivouac, which
was in a small box cafon on the east side of
the Mazatzal Mountains, at the first appearance
of a certain star in the east, and marching
briskly all night, we could reach by first dawn
of the morning the canon of the Salt River,
where in a cave, half way down the face of the
vertical cliff, the Apaches dwelt. A dangerous
trail led to this spot, and it would be all we could
do to reach there by the time fixed. If we
were fortunate enough to get down there before
the enemy discovered our presence, we could
count upon destroying the whole band ; if we
did not, the last of the Americans would die
on the trail, trying to escape out of that canon.

Did his American brothers have the “sand ”
to follow him ? They did. There was very lit-
tle bustle or confusion, as we were all ready for
a fight at a moment’s notice. All that was
really done was to examine our carbines and
ammunition and see that everything was slick ;
put some crackers, bacon, and coffee in the
blanket which each was to sling over his

1 1 am following briefly my journal of the time.
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shoulder; fill canteens with water, and give a
final look at our moccasins, which we wore
through preference because they made no noise
going over the rocks. The mules and horses
were to be left back in this bivouac, under a
strong guard, and there was plenty of time for
all who so desired to scratch off a line to the
folks at home, for whom this might, in some
cases at least, be the last letter.

The Apache scouts wasted no time in this
sentimental way. They gathered about little
fires and stuffed themselves with the meat of
one of our mules which had died that day : its
ribs were picked clean and not a particle left.
This kind of feasting before going into battle
is the ceremony described by the French mis-
sionaries in Canada two centuries ago under
the title festins & manger fouf. The medi-
cine-men of the Apaches and Pimas told their
followers what they were expected to do, and
by eight in the evening Nantaje’s star twinkled
on the horizon and we were on the trail.

For half an hour or more our progress was
leisurely. The top of a high mesa was reached,
and there we halted to let the column close
up and every man get his second wind. The
air blew keenly across this barren mountain,
dotted here and there with a scraggly growth
of cedar, and we were all glad when Nantaje
took up a brisk gait which started the blood
into better circulation. We moved like a long
file of specters: not a word was spoken ; there
was no whistling, humming of tunes, coughing,
or anything to betoken that we were anything
else than a battalion of ghosts coming in on
the keen breath of the north wind. At the trest
of each hill the frontof the column halted for
a few minutes until a warning * 7%/ 7z 1"
hissed from the rear, signaled that the last man
had reached his place.

About midnight Nantaje suddenly turned
and seizing Major Brown with both arms about
the body held him firmly in place. The In-
dian’s foot had struck a depression in a sandy
spot on the trail, and his keen instinct told him
it was the imprint of a human foot. He lay
down on the trail, and with some comrades
alongside of him, with their blankets spread
over their heads so that not the slightest gleam
of light could escape, struck a few matches and
inspected the «sign.” It was the track of a big
bear's foot, which is not at all unlike a man’s,
and had been made only an hour or so be-
fore. The Apaches believe that if Bruin crosses
the trail of a war party it is an omen that
they will soon meet the enemy, consequently
our scouts were in a flutter of excitement.

We moved onward again for three or four
hours until we reached a small grassy glade,
where we discovered fifteen Pima ponies, which
must have been driven up the mountain by
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Apache raiders that very night; the sweat was
hardly crusted on their flanks, their hoofs were
banged against the rocks, and their knees were
full of the thorns of the cholla cactus, against
which they had been driven in the dark.
There was no moon, but the glint of stars gave
enough light to show that we were in a coun-
try filled with huge rocks and adapted most
admirably for defense. There in front, almost
within touch of the hand, that line of black-
ness blacker than all the other blackness about
us was the cafion of the Salt River. We looked
atit well,sinceit mightbeour grave in an hour,
for we were now within rifle-shot of our quarry.

Nantaje now asked that a dozen picked men
be sent forward with him, to climb down the
face of the precipice and get into place in front
of the cave in order to open the attack; im-
mediately behind them should come fifty more,
who should make no delay in their advance ;
a strong detachment should hold the edge of
the precipice to prevent any of the hostiles
from getting above them and killing our peo-
ple with their rifles. The rest of our force could
come down more at leisure, if the movement
of the first two detachments secured the key of
the field ; if not, they could cover the retreat
of the survivors up the face of the escarpment.

Lieutenant William J. Ross, of the 21st In-
fantry, was assigned to lead the first detach-
ment, which contained the best shots from
among the soldiers, packers, and scouts. The
second detachment came under my own
orders. Qur pioneer party slipped down the
face of the precipice without accident, follow-
ing a trail from which an incautious step would
have caused them to be dashed to pieces; after
a couple of hundred yards this brought them
face to face with the cave, and not two hun-
dred feet from it. In front of the cave was
the party of raiders, just returned from their
successful trip of killing and robbing in the
settlements near Florence, on the Gila River.
They were dancing to keep themselves warm
and to express their joy over their safe return.
Half a dozen or more of the squaws had arisen
from their slumbers and were bending over a
fire and hurriedly preparing refreshments for
their valorous kinsmen. The fitful gleam of
the glowing flame gave a Macbethian tinge to
the weird scene and brought into bold relief
the grim outlines of the cliffs between whose
steep walls, hundreds of feet below, growled
the rushing current of the swift Salado.

The Indians, men and women, were in high
good humor, and why should they not be?
Sheltered in the bosom of these grim precipices
only the eagle, the hawk, the turkey-buzzard,
or the mountainsheep could venture to intrude
upon them. But hark! What is that noise?
Can it be the breeze of morning which sounds
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¢ Click, click ” ? You will know in one second
more, poor, deluded, red-skinned wretches,
when the “ Bang! Boom!” of rifles and car-
bines, reverberating like the roar of cannon
from peak to peak, shall lay six of your num-
ber dead in the dust.

The cold, gray dawn of that chill December
morning was sending its first rays above the
horizon and looking down upon one of the
worst bands of Apaches in Arizona, caught like
wolves in a trap. They rejected with scorn our
summons to surrender,and defiantly shrieked
that not one of our party should escape from
thatcainon. Weheard their death song chanted,
and then out of the cave and over the great
pile of rock which protected the entrance like
a parapet swarmed the warriors. But we out-
numbered them three to one, and poured in
lead by the bucketful. The bullets, striking
the roof and mouth of the cave, glanced among
the savages in rear of the parapetand wounded
some of the women and children, whose wails
filled the air.

During the heaviest part of the firing a
little boy, not more than four years old, abso-
lutely naked, ran out at the side of the para-
pet and stood dumfounded between the two
fires. Nantaje, without a moment’s pause,
rushed forward, grasped the trembling infant
by the arm, and escaped unhurt with him in-
side our lines. A bullet, probably deflected
from the rocks, had struck the boy on the top
of the head and plowed round to the back of
the neck, leaving a welt an eighth of an inch
thick, but not injuring him seriously. Our men
suspended their firing to cheer Nantaje and
welcome the new arrival : such is the inconsis-
tency of human nature.

Again the APaches were summoned to sur-
render, or, if they would not do that, to let
such of their women and children as so de-
sired pass out between the lines; and again
they yelled their defiant refusal, Their end had
come. The detachment left by Major Brown
at the top of the precipice, to protect our re-
treat in case of necessity, had worked its way
over to a high shelf of rock overlooking the
enemy beneath, and began to tumble down
great boulders which speedily crushed the
greater number of the Apaches. The Indians
on the San Carlos reservation still mourn peri-
odically for the seventy-six of their relatives
who yielded up the ghost that morning. Every
warrior died at his post. The women and chil-
dren had hidden themselves in the inner re-
cesses of the cave, which was of no great depth,
and were captured and taken to Camp Mec-
Dowell. A number of them had been struck
by glancing bullets or fragments of falling rock.
As soon as our pack-trains could be brought
up we mounted the captives on our horses and
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mules and started for the nearest military sta-
tion, the one just named, over fifty miles away.

This was the worst blow ever received by
hostile Indians in America: in their chosen
fortress, red-handed with plunder and blood,
the whole band was wiped out of existence,
with a loss to us of only one killed.

In less than a week Major Randall, of the
23d Infantry, had crept upon the Indians at
Turret Butte and inflicted a blow almost equal
in severity to the fight at the caves; and be-
fore a fortnight more the garrison of the
stronghold in the Superstition Mountains, one
hundred and ten in number, surrendered to
Major Brown’s command in open day and
accompanied us back to Camp Grant.

In April, 1873, Cha-ut-lipun, ¢ Buckskin
Hat,” head chief of all the Indians in the
Tonto Basin, said to General Crook: “ My
friend, I have come to surrender my people,
because you have too many copper cartridges.
I want to be your friend; I want my women
and children to be able to sleep at might, and
to make fires to cook their food without bring-
ing your troops down upon us. We are not
afraid of the Americans alone, but we cannot
fight you and ourown people together.” Crook
took Cha-ut-lipun’s hand and said: “If your
people will only behave yourselves and stop
killing the whites, I will be the best friend you
ever had. T will teach you tc work, and will
find you a market for everything you can sell.”

It sounds like a fairy tale, I know, but the
official records can be overhauled and will
show that before the end of May, 1873, Crook
had all the Apaches in Arizona (excepting the
Chiricahuas, who had been specially exempted
from his jurisdiction) hard at work at Camp
Apache and Camp Verde, digging irrigating
ditches, planting vegetables of all kinds,—
corn, melons, and squashes,— cutting hay and
wood to sell to the quartermaster’s depart-
ment for the use of the troops, living in houses
arranged in neatly swept streets, and in every
way on the high road to prosperity and civil-
ization. Major George M. Randall and Lieu-
tenant Rice, of the 23d Infantry, were assigned
to the care of those at Camp Apache; Colonel
J. W. Mason and Lieutenant W. S. Schuyler,
of the sth Cavalry, to the superintendence of
those at Camp Verde.

The transformation effected was marvelous.
Here were six thousand of the worst Indians
in America sloughing off the old skin and
taking on a new life. Detachments of the
scouts were retained in service to maintain
order ; and also because money would in that
way be distributed among the tribes. Some
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few at first spent their pay foolishly, but the
majority clubbed together and sent to Califor-
nia for ponies and sheep. Trials by juries of
their own people were introduced among them
for the punishment of minor offenses, the cut-
ting off of women’s noses was declared a
crime, the manufacture of the intoxicant tiz-
win was broken up by every possible means,
and the future of these Indians looked most
promising, when a gang of politicians and con-
tractors, remembered in the Territory as the
“Tucson Ring,” exerted an influence in Wash-
ington, and had the Apaches ordered down
to the desolate sand waste of the San Carlos,
where the water is brackish, the soil poor, and
the flies a plague. It is the old, old story of
Indian mismanagement.

There is no brighter page in our Indian
history than that which records the progress
of the subjugated Apaches at Camp Apache
and Camp Verde, nor is there a fouler blot
than that which conceals the knavery which
secured their removal to the junction of the
San Carlos and Gila.

Could my readers have seated themselves
about our camp-fires as the various detach-
ments assembled at Camp Verde in the early
months of 1843 and listened to the tales which
circulated, describing the sections traversed
and the varying wonders seen, they would
have learned much of the land of Arizona.
One comrade had stood on the Natural Bridge
over the Piney, a worthy rival of its better
known brother in the Valley of Virginia ; an-
other had sat by the brink of the Grand Canon
of the Colorado and gazed upon the muddy
waters of the great river dashing along a
mile beneath; two others were exchanging
notes about the Zunis and Moquis, the dwell-
ers in villages of stone; and the whole circle
would have something to say about visits to
cliff dwellings, to the six-storied ruin in the
Beaver Canon, Montezuma’s Well, the Casa
Grande, the quaint mission church of San
Xavier del Bac, and last, but not least, the
petrified forests, where all portions except the
leaves of giant trees lie on the ground, half
embedded in sand, transmuted into precious
stone — jasper, agate, or carnelian, No better
description of this great forest, which is now
easy of access, has ever been given than the
one made by the first American trapper who
visited it fifty years ago. ¢ Podners,” he said
to his comrades on returning to Taos, New
Mexico, for the winter, 1 seed a pewtrified
forest of pewtrified trees, with their pewtri-
fied limbs chock-full of pewtrified birds, a-
singin’ of pewtrified songs.”

Joln G. Bourke,
Caplain, 3d Cavalry, U. S. A.





