CHARTERING A NATION.
BY JULIAN RALPH.

OW it came about that we chartered
H the Blackfoot nation for two days
had better not be told in straightforward
fashion. “There is more that is interesting
in going around about the subject, just as
in reality we did go around and about the
neighborhood of the Indians before we
determined to visit them.

In the first place, the most interesting
Indian I ever saw —among many kinds
and many thousands—was the late Chief
Crowfoot, of the Blackfoot people. More
like a king than a chief he looked, as he
strode upon the plains, in a magnificent
robe of white beadwork as rich as ermine,
with a gorgeous pattern illuminating its
edges, a glorious sun worked into the
front of it, and many artistic and chro-
matic figures sewed in gaudy beads upon
its back. He wore an old white chimney-
pot hat, bound around with eagle fea-
thers, a splendid pair of ehaperajos, all
worked with beads at the boftoms and
fringed along the sides, and bead-worked
moceasing, for which any lover of the
Indian or collector of his paraphernalia
would have exchanged a new Winchester
rifle without a second’s hesitation. Buf
though Crowfoot was so royally clothed,
it was in himself that the kingly quality
was most apparent. His face was extraor-
dinarvily like what portraits we have of
Julius Cwesar, with the difference that
Crowfoot had the complexion of an Egyp-
tian mummy. The high forehead, the
great aquiline nose, the thin lips, usually
closed, the small round protruding chin,
the strong jawbones, and the keen gray
eyes composed a face in which every fea-
ture was finely moulded, and in which
the warrior, the commander, and the
counsellor were strongly suggested. And
in each of these rdles he played the high-
est part among the Indians of Canada
from the moment that the whites and the
red men contested the dominion of the
plains until he died, a short time ago.

He was born and lived a wild Indian,
and though the good fathers of the near-
est Roman Catholic mission believe that
he died a Christian, I am constrained to
see in the reason for their thinking so
only another proof of the consummate
shrewdness of Crowfoot’s life-long policy.
The old king lay on his death-bed in his
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great wig-a-wam, with twenty -seven of
his medicine-men around him, and never
once did he pretend that he despised or
doubted their magic. When it was evi-
dent that he was about to die, the conjur-
ers ceased their long-continued, exhaust-
ing formula of howling, deumming, and
all the rest, and, Indian -like, left Death
to take his own. Then it was that one of
the watehful, zealous priests, whose lives
have indeed been like those of fathers to
the wild Indians, slipped into the great te-
pee and administered the last sacrament
to the old pagan.

‘Do you believe?” the priest inquired.

“Yes, I believe,” old Crowfoot grunted.
Then he whispered, ** But don’t tell my
people.”

Among the last words of great men,
those of Saponaxitaw (his Indian name)
may never be recorded, but to the student
of the American aborigine they betray
more that is characteristic of the habitual
attitude of mind of the wild red man tow-
ard civilizing influences than any words I
ever knew one to utter.

As the old chief crushed the bunch-
grass beneath his gaudy moccasins at the
time I saw him, and as his lesser chiefs
and headmen strode behind him, we who
looked on knew what a great part he was
bearing and had taken in Canada. He
had been chief of the most powerful and
savage fribe in the North, and of several
allied tribes as well, from the time when
the region west of the Mississippi was
terra incognita to all except a few fur
traders and priests. His warriors ruled
the Canadian wilderness, keeping the
Ojibbeways and Crees in the forests to the
east and north, routing the Crows, the
Stonies, and the Big- Bellies whenever
they pleased, and yielding to no tribe they
met except the Sioux to the southward,
in our territory. The first white man
Crowfoot ever knew intimately was Fa-
ther Lacombe, the noble old missionary,
whose fame is now world-wide among
scholars. The peaceful priest and the
warrior chief became fast friends, and
from the day when the white men first
broke down the border and swarmed upon
the plains, until at the last they ran what
Crowfoot called their ‘‘fire-wagons” (lo-
comotives) through his land, he followed
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the priest’s counselling in most important
. matters., He treated with the anthorities,
and thereafter hindered his braves from
murder, massacre, and warfare, Betler
than that, during the Riel rebellion he,
more than any other man, or twenty men,
kept the red men of the plains at peace
when the French half-breeds, led by their
mentally irvesponsible disturber, rebelled
against the Dominion authorities.

When Crowfoot talked, he made laws.
While he spoke, his nation listened in si-
lence. He had killed as many men as
any Indian warrior alive; he wasa mighty
buffalo-slayer; he was torn, scarred, and
mangled in skin, limb, and bone. He
never would learn English or pretend to
discard his religion. He was an Indian
after the pattern=of his ancestors. At
eichty odd years of age there lived no red-
skin who dared answer him back when he
spoke his mind. But he was a shrewd
man and an archdiplomatist. Because he
had no quarrel with the whites, and be-
cause a grand old priest was his truest
friend, he gave orders that his body should
be buried in a coffin, Christian fashion,and
as I rode over the plains in the summer
of 1890 T saw his burial-place on top of a
high hill, and knew that his hones were
guarded night and day by waichers from
among his people. Two or three days
before he died his best horse was slaugh-
tered for burial with him. He heard of
it.  ““That was wrong,” he said; “ there
was no sense in doing that; and besides,
the horse was worth good money.” Buf
Lie was always at least as far as that in
advance of his people, and it was natural
that not only his horse, but his gun and
blankets, his rich robes, and plenty of
food to last him to the happy hunting-
grounds, should have been buried with
him.

There arve different ways of judging
which is the best Indian, but from the
stand-point of him who would examine
that distinet produet of nature, the Ind-
ian as the white man found him, the Ca-
nadian Blackfeet are among if not quite
the best. They are almost as primitive
and natural as any, nearly the most pros-
perous, physically very fine, the most
free from white men’s vices. They are
the most reasonable in their attitude tow-
ard the whites of any who hold to the
true Indian philosophy. The sum of that
philosophy is that eivilization geils men a
great many comforts, but bundles them
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up with so many rules and responsibili-
ties and so much hard work that, afier
all, the wild Indian has the greatest
amount of pleasure and the least share of
care that men can hope for. That man is
the fairest judge of the redskins who con-
siders them as children, governed mainly
by emotion, and acting upon undisciplined
impulse; and I know of no more hearty,
natural children than the careless, im-
provident, impulsive boys and girls of
from five to eighty years of age whom
Crowfoot turned over to the care of Three
Bulls, his brother,

The Blackfeet of Canada number about
2000 men, women, and children. They
dwell upon a reserve of nearly five hun-
dred square miles of plains land, watered
by the beauntiful Bow River, and almost
within sight of the Rocky Mountains. If
is in the province of Alberta, north of our
Montana. There were three thousand and
more of these Indians when the Canadian
Pacific Railway was built aeross their
hunting-ground, seven or eight years ago,
but they are losing numbers at the rate of
two hundred and fifty a year, roughly
speaking. Their neighbors, the tribes
called the Bloods and the Piegans, are of
the same nation. The Sarcis, once a great
tribe, became weakened by disease and
war, and many years ago begged to be
taken into the confederation. These tribes
all have separate reserves near to one
another, but all have heretofore acknow-
ledged each Blackfoot chief as their su-
preme ruler. Their old men can remember
when they used to roam as far south as
Utah, and be gone twelve months on the
war-path and on their foraging excursions
for horses. They chased the Crees as far
north as the Crees would run, and that
was close to the arctic cirele. They lived
in their war-paint and by the chase. Now
they are caged. They live unnaturally
and die as unnaturally, precisely like
other wild animals shut up in our parks.
Within their parvk each gets a pound of
meat with half a pound of flour every
day. Not much comes to them besides,
except now and then a little game, to-
baceo, and new blankets. They are so
poorly lodged and so scantily fed that
they are not fit to confront a Canadian
winter, and lung troubles prey among
them,

It is a harsh way to put il (but it is true
of our own government also) to say that
one who has looked the subject over is apt
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to decide that the poliey of the Canadian
government has been to make treaties
with the dangerous tribes and to let the
peaceful ones starve. The latter do not
need to starve in Canada, fortunately;
they trust to the Hudson Bay Company for
food and care, and notf in vain. Having
treated with the wilder Indians, the rest
of the policy is to send the brightest of
their boys fo trade schools, and to fry to
induce the men to till the soil. Those who
do so are then treated more generously
than the ofhers. T have my own ideas with
which to meet those who find nothing ad-
mirable in any except a dead Indian, and
with which to discuss the treatment and
policy the live Indian endures, but this
is not the place for the discussion. Suf-
fice it that it is not to be denied that be-
tween 150 and 200 Blackfeet are learning
to maintain several plots of farming land
planted with oats and potatoes. This they
are doing with success, and with the fur-
ther result of setting a good example to
the rest. Buf most of the bucks are either
sullenly or stupidly elinging to the shad-
ow and the memory of the life that is gone.

~— It was a recollection of that life which
they portrayed for us. And they did so
with a fervor, an abundance of detail and
memento, and with a splendor few men
have seen equalled in recent years—or
ever may hope to witness again,

We left the cars at Gleichen, a little
border town which depends almost whol-
ly upon the Blackfeet and their visitors
for its maintenance. If has two stores—
one where the Indians get credit and high
prices (and at which the red men deal),
and one at which they may buy at low
rates for cash, wherefore they seldom go
there. It has two hotels and a half-dozen
railway men’s dwellings; and, finally, it
boasts a tiny little station or barracks of
the Northwest Mounted Police, wherein
the lower of the two rooms is fitted with
a desk, and hung with pistols, guns, hand-
cuffs, and cartridge belts, while the upper
room contains the cots for the men at
night.

‘We went to the store that the Indians
favor—just such a store as you see at
any cross-roads you drive past in a sum-
mer’'s outing in the country—and there
were half a dozen Indians beautifying the
doorway and the interior, like magnified
majolica-ware in a crockery shop. They
were standing or sitting about with
thoughtful expressions, as Indians always
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do when they go shopping; for your true
Indian generates such a contemplative
mood when he is about to spend a quar-
ter that one would fancy he must be the
most prudent and deliberate of men, in-
stead of what he really is—the greatest
prodigal alive except the negro. These
bucks might easily have been mistaken
for waxworks. TUnnaturally ereet, with
arms folded beneath their blankets, they
stood or sat without moving a limb or
musele. Only when a new-comer enfered
did they stir. Then they turned their
heads deliberately and looked at the vis-
itor fixedly, as eagles look at you from
out their cages. They were strapping
fine fellows, each bundled up in a colored
blanket, flapping cloth leg-gear, and yel-
low moccasins. Each had the front locks
of his hair tied in an upright bunch, like
a natural plume, and several wore little
brass rings, like baby finger-rings, around
certain side locks down beside their ears,

There they stood, motionless and speech-
less, waiting until the impulse should
move them to buy what they wanted,
with the same deliberation with which
they had waited for the original impulse
which sent them to the sfore. If Mr.
Frenchman, who kept the store, had come
from behind his counter, English fashion,
and had said: ‘* Come, come; what d'you

want? Speak up now, and be quick
about it. No lounging here. Buy or get

out.” If hehad said that, or anything like
it, those Indians would have stalked out
of his place, not to enter it again for a
very long time, if ever. Bartering is a
serious and complex performance fo an
Indian, and you might as well try to hur-
ry an elephant up a gang-plank as try to
quicken an Indian’s procedure in trading.

We purchased of the Frenchman a
chest of tea, a great bag of lump sugar,
and a small case of plug tobacco for gifts
to the chief. Then we hired a buck-board
wagon, and made ready for the journey
to the reserve.

The road to the reserve lay several
miles over the plains, and commanded a
view of rolling grass land, like a brown
sea whose waves were petrified, with here
and there a group of sickly wind-blown
trees to break the resemblance. The road
was a mere wagon track and horse trail
through the grass, but it was criss-crossed
with the once deep ruts that had been
worn by countless herds of buffalo seel-
ing water.
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Presently, as we journeyed, a little
line of sand hills came into view. They
formed the Blackfoot cemetery. We saw
the ** tepees of the dead” here and there
on the knolls, some new and perfect, some
old and weather-stained, some showing
mere tatters of cotton flapping on the
poles, and still others only skeleton tents,
the poles remaining and the cotton cover-
ing gone completely. We knew what we
would see if we looked into those “‘dead
tepees” (being careful to approach from
the windward side). We would see, lying
on the ground or raised upon a frame-
work, a bundle that would be narrow aft
top and bottom and broad in the middle—
an Indian’s body rolled up in a sheet of
cotton, with his best beadwork and blanket
and gun in the bundle, and near by a ket-
tle and some dried meat and corn meal
against his feeling hungry on his long
journey to the hereafter. As one or two
of the tepees were new, we expected to
see some family in mourning, and, sure
enough, when we reached the great sheer-
sided gutter which the Bow River has dug
for its course through the plains, we halted
our horse and looked down upon a lonely
trio of tepees, with children playing around
them and women squatted by the en-
trances. Three families had lost mem-
bers, and were sequestered there in abject
surrender to grief.

Those fents of the mourners were at our
feet as we rode southward, down in the
river gully, where the grass was green and
the trees were leafy and thriving; but
when we turned our faces to the eastward,
where the river bent around a great prom-
ontory, what a sight met our gaze! There
stood a cify of tepees, hundreds of them,
showing white and yellow and brown and
red against the clear blue sky. A silent
and lifeless city it seemed, for we were too
far off to see the people or fo hear their
noises. The great huddle of little pyra-
mids rose abruptly from the level bare
grass against the flawless sky, not like one
of those melancholy new treeless towns
that white men are building all over the
prairie, but rather like a mosquito fleet be-
calmed at sea. There are two camps on
the Blackfoot Reserve, the North Camp
and the South Camp, and this town of
tents was between the two, and was com-
posed of more households than both to-
gether; for this was the assembling for the
sun dance, their greatest religious festi-
val, and hither had come Bloods, Piegans,

and Sarcis as well as Blackfeet. Only
the mourners kept away; for here were to
be echoed the greatest ceremonials of that
dead past wherein lives dedicated to war
and to the chase inspirved the deeds of val-
or which each would now celebrate anew
in speech or song. This was to be the an-
niversary of the festival at which the
young men fastened themselves by a strip
of flesh in their chests to a sort of May-
pole rope, and ftore their flesh apart to
demonstrate their fitness to be considered
braves. At this feast husbands had the
right to confess their women, and to cut
their noses off if they had been untrue, and
if they yet preferred life to the death they
richly merited. At this gala-time sacri-
fices of fingers were made by brave men
to the sun, Then every warrior boasted
of his prowess, and the young beaux
feasted their eyes on gayly clad maidens
the while they calculated for what num-
ber of horses they could be purchased of
their parents. And at each recurrence
of this wonderful holiday-time every
night was spent in feasting, gorging, and
gambling. Inshort, it was the great event
of the Indian year, and so it remains.
Even now you may see the young braves
undergo the torture; and if you may not
see the faithless wives disciplined, you
may at least perceive a score who have
been, as well as hear the mighty boasting,
and witness the dancing, gaming, and ca-
rousing.

We turned our backs toward the tenfed
field, for we had not yet introduced our-
selves to Mr. Magnus Begg, the Indian
agent in charge of the veserve. We were
soon within his official enclosure, where
a pretty frame house, an office no bigger
than a freight car, and a roomy barn and
stable were all overtopped by a central
flag-staff, and shaded by flourishing trees.
Mr. Begg was at home, and, with his ac-
complished wife, welcomed us in such a
hearty manner as one could hardly have
expected, even where white folks were so
“mighty unsartin ” fo appear as they are
on the plains. The agent’s house with-
out is like any pretty village home in the
Fast, and within the only distinetive fea-
tures are a number of ornamental mount-
ed wild-beast’s heads and a room whose
walls are lined about with rare and beau-
tiful Blackfoot curios in skin and stone
and beadwork. But, to our joy, we found
seated in that room the famous chief
Old Sun. He is the husband of the
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most remarkable Indian squaw in Amer-
ica, and he would have been Crowfoot’s
suceessor were it not that he was eighty-
seven years of age when the Blackfoot
Ceesar died. As chief of the North Black-
feet, Old Sun boasts the largest personal
following on the Canadian plains, hav-
ing earned his popularity by his fighting
record, his commanding manner, his el-
oquence, and by that generosity which
leads him to give away his rations and his
presents. No man north of Mexico ean
dress more gorgeously than he upon oc-
casion, for he still owns a buekskin outfit
beaded to the value of a Worth gown,
Moreover, he owns a red coat, such as the
government used to give only to great
chiefs. The old fellow had lost his vigor
when we saw him, and as he sat wrapped
in his blanket he looked like a half-emp-
tied meal bag flung on a chair. He de-
spises English, but in that marvellous
Volapiile of the plains called the sign
language he told us that his teeth were
gone, his hearing was bad, his eyes were
weal, and his flesh was spare. He told
his age also, and much else besides, and
there is no one who reads fhis but could
have readily understood his every state-
ment and sentiment. conveyed solely by
means of his hands and fingers. 1 no-
ticed that he looked like an old woman,
and it is a fact that old Indian men fre-
quently look so. Yet no one ever saw a
young brave whose face suggested a wo-
man's, though their beardless counte-

nances and long hair might easily create -

that appearance.

Mr. Remington was anxious to paint
Old Sun and his squaw, particularly the
latter, and he easily obtained permission,
although when the time for the mysteri-
ous ordeal arrived next day the old chief
was greatly troubled in his superstitious
old brain lest some mischief would befall
him through the medium of the painting.
To the Indian mind the sun, which they
worship, has magical, even devilish, pow-
ers, and Old Sun developed a fear that the
orb of day might ** work on his picture”
and cause him to die. Fortunately I
found in Mr. L'Hereux, the interpreter, a
person who had undergone the process
without dire consequences, was willing to
undergo it again, and who added that his
father and mother had submitted to the
operation, and yet had lived to a yellow
old age. When Old Sun brought his wife
to sit for her portrait I put all etiquette to

shame in staring at her, as you will all
the more readily believe when vou know
something of her history.

Old Sun’s wife sits in the council of her
nation —the only woman, white, red, or
black, of whom I have ever heard who
enjoys such a prerogative on this conti-
nent. She earned her peculiar privileges,
if any one ever earned anything. Forty
or more years ago she was a Piegan maid-
en known only in her tribe, and there for
nothing more than her good origin, her
comeliness, and her consequent value in
horses. She met with outrageous fortune,
but she turned it to such good account that
she was speedily ennobled. She was at
home in a little camp on the plains one
day, and had wandered away from the
tents, when she was kidnapped. It was
in this wise: Other camps were scattered
near there. On the night before the day
of her adventure a band of Crows stole a
number of horses from a camp of the
Gros Ventres, and very artfully trailed
their plunder toward and close to the
Piegan camp before they turned and
made their way to their own lodges.
‘When the Gros Ventres discovered their
loss, and followed the trail that seemed to
lead to the Piegan camp, the givl and her
father, an aged chief, were at a distance
from their tepees, unarmed and unsus-
peeting. Down swooped the Gros Ven-
tres. They killed and scalped the old
man, and then their chief swung the
young girl upon his horse behind him,
and binding her to him with thongs
of buekskin, dashed off triumphantly for
his own village. That has happened to
many another Indian maiden, most of
whom have behaved as would a plaster
image, saving a few days of weeping. Not
such was Old Sun’s wife. When she and
her captor were in sight of the Gros Ven-
tre village, she reached forward and stole
the chief’s scalping-knife out of its sheath
at his side. With it, still wet with her
father’s blood, she eut him in the back
through to the heart. Then she freed his
body from hers, and tossed him from the
horse’s back, Leaping to the ground be-
side his body, she not only scalped him,
but cut off his right arm and picked up
his gun, and rode madly back to her peo-
ple, chased most of the way, but bringing
safely with her the three greatest trophies
a warrior can wrest from a vanquished
enemy. Two of them would have distin-
guished any brave, but this mere village
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maiden came with all three. From that
day she has boasted the right fo wear
three eagle feathers.

Old Sun was a young man then, and
when he heard of this feat he came and
hitched the requisite number of horses to
her mother’s travois poles beside her tent.
I do not recall how many steeds she was
valued at, but T have heard of very high-
priced Indian girls who had nothing ex-
cept their feminine qualities to recom-
mend them. In one case I knew that a
young man, who had been casting what
are called “‘sheep’s eyes™ at a maiden,
went one day and tied four horses to her
father’s tent. Then he stood around and
waited, but there was no sign from the
tent. Next day he took four more, and
so he went on until he had tied sixteen
horses to the tepee. At the least they
were worth twenty dollars, perhaps thirty
dollars, apiece. At that the maiden and
hLier people came out, and received the
young man so graciously thal he knew
Le was “‘the young woman’s choice,” as
we say in civilized cireles, sometimes un-
der very similar circumstances.

At all events, Old Sun was rich and
powerful, and easily got the savage her-
oine for his wife, She was admitted to
the Blackfoot council without a protest,
and has since proven that her valor was
not sporadie, for she has taken the war-
path upon oecasion, and other sealps have
gone to her credit.

After a while we drove over to where
the field lay littered with tepees. There
seemed fo be no orderin the arrangement
of the tents as we looked at the scene from
a distance. Gradually the symptoms of a
oreat stir and activity were observable,and
we saw men and horses running about at
oneside of the nomad settlement, aswell as
hundreds of human figures moving in the
camp. Then a nearer view brought out
the fact that the tepees, which were of
many sizes, were apt to be white at the
base, reddish half-way up, and dark brown
at the top. The smoke of the fires with-
in, and the rain and sun without, paint all
the cotfon or canvas tepees like that, and
very pretty is the effect. "When closer
still, we saw that each tepee was capped
with a rude erown formed of pole ends—
the ends of the ribs of each structure;
that some of the tents were gayly orna-
mented with great geometric patterns in
red, black, and yellow around the bottoms;
and that others bore upon their sides rude
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but highly colored figures of animals—the
clan sign of the family within. Against
very many of the frail dwellings leaned a
travois, the triangle of poles which forms
the wagon of the Indians, There were
three or four very large tents, the head-
quarters of the chiefs of the soldier bands
and of the head chief of the nation; and
there was one spotless new tent, with a
pretty border painted around its base, and
the ficure of an animal on either side. It
was the new establishment of a bride and
groom. A hubbub filled the air as we
drew still nearer; not any noise occasion-
ed by our approach, but the ordinary up-
roar of the camp—the barking of dogs,
the shouts of frolicking children, the yells
of young men racing on horseback and
of others driving in their ponies. When
we drove between the first two tents we
saw that the camp had been systematical-
ly arranged in the form of a rude circle,
with the tents in bunches around a great
central space, as large as Madison Sqguare
if its corners were rounded off.

‘We were ushered into the presence of
Three Bulls, in the biggest of all the tents.
By common consent he was presiding as
chief and successor to Crowfoof, pending
the formal election, which was to take
place at the feast of the sun dance. Ku-
ropean royalty could scarcely have man-
aged to invest itself with more dignity
or access to its presence with more for-
mality than hedged about this blanketed
king. e had assembled his chiefs and
headmen to greet us, for we possessed
the eminence of persons bearing gifts.
He was in mourning for Crowfoot, who
was his brother, and for a daughter be-
sides, and the form of expression hLe gave
to his grief caused him to wear nothing
but a flannel shirt and a breech-cloth,
in which he sat with his big brown legs
bare and crossed beneath him. He is a
powerful man, with an uncommonly
large head, and his facial features, all
generously moulded, indicate amiability,
liberality, and considerable intelligence.
Of middle age, smooth-skinned, and
plump, there was liftle of the savage in
his looks beyond what came of his long
black hair. It was purposely worn un-
kempt and hanging in his eyes, and two
locks of it were bound with many brass
rings. When we came upon him our
gifts had already been received and dis-
tributed, mainly to three or four relatives.
But though the others sat about, portion-
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less, all were alike stolid and statuesque,
and whatever feelings agitated their
breasts, whether of safisfaction or disap-
pointment, were equally hidden by all.

When we enfered the big tepee we saw
twenty-one men seated in a circle against
the wall and facing the open centre, where
the ground was blackened by the ashes of
former fires. Three Bulls saf exactly op-
posite the queer door, a horseshoe shaped
hole reaching two feet above the ground,
and extended by the partly loosened la-
cing that held the edges of the tent-cover-
ing together. Mr. L'Hereux, the infer-
preter, made a long speech in introducing
each of us. We stood in the middle of
the ring, and the chief punctuated the
interpreter’s remarks with that queer In-
dian grunt which it has ever been the
custom to spell “ugh.” but which you
may imitate exaetly if you will try to say
“Ha” through your nose while your
mouth is closed. As Mr. I'Hereux is a
great talker, and is of a poetic nature,
there is no telling what wild faney of his
active brain he invented concerning us,
but he made a friendly tall, and that was
what we wanted. As each speech closed,
Three Bulls lurched forward just enough
to make the putting out of his hand a
gracious act, yet not enough to disturb his
dignity. After each salutation he point-
ed out a seat for the one with whom he
had shaken hands. He announced to the
couneil in their language that we were
good men, whereat the council uttered a
single “‘Ha" through its twenty-one noses.
If you had seen the rigid staleliness of
Three Bulls, and had felt the frigid self-
possession of the twenty-one ramrod-man-
nered under-chiefs, as well as the defer-
ence which was in the tones of the other
white men in our company, you would
comprehend that we were made to feel at
once honored and subordinate. Alto-
gether we made an odd picture: a circle
of men seated tailor fashion, and my own
and Mr. Remington’s black shoes mar-
ring the gaudy ring of yellow moceasing
in front of the savages, as they sat in
their colored blankets and fringed and
befeathered gear, each with the calf of
one leg crossed before the shin of the
other.

But L'Hereux’s next act after introdu-
cing us was one that seemed to indicate
perfect indifference to the feelings of this
august body. No one but he, who had
spent a quarter of a century with them in

_proceeded to do.

closest intimacy, could have acted as he
He cast his eyes on the
ground, and saw the mounds of sugar, to-
baceo, and tea heaped before only a cer-
tain few Indians. ‘‘Now who has done
dose t'ing?” he inquired. ‘“Oh, dat vill
nevaire do 'tall. You haf done dose
t'ing, Mistaire Begg? No? Who den?
Chief? Nevaire mind. I make him all
rount again, vaire deeferent. You shall
see somet'ing.” With that. and yet with-
out ceasing to talk for an instant; now in
Indian and now in his English, he began
to dump the tea back again into the chest,
the sugar into the bag, and the plug to-
bacco in a bheap by itself. Not an Indian
moved a muscle—unless I was right in
my suspicion that the corners of Three
Bulls’ mouth curved upward slightly, as
if he were about to smile. ' Vot kind of
wa-a-y to do-o somet'ing is dat?’ the in-
terpreter continued, in his sing-song tone.
“You moos’ haf one maje-dome [major-
domo] if you shall fry satisfy dose En-
gine.” He always called the Indians
‘‘dose Engine.” “ Dat chief gif all dose
present to his broders und eousins, vhich
are in his famille. Now you shall see
me, vot I shall do.” Taking his hat, he
began filling it, now with sugar and now
with tea, and emptying it before some six
or seven chiefs. Finally, when a double
share was left, he gave both bag and chest
to Three Bulls, to whom he also gave all
the tobacco. *‘Such tam-fool peezness,”
he went on. *“T do not see in all my life.
I make visitation to de t'ree soljier chief
vhich shall make one grand darnce for
dose gentlemen, und here is for dose sol-
jier chief not anyt'ing ’tall, vhile every-
t'ing was going to one lot of beggaire rela-
tion of T'ree Bull. Dat is what I call one
tam-fool way to do somet'ing.”

The redistribution accomplished, Three
Bulls wore a grin of satisfaction, and one
chief who had lost a great pile of presents,
and who got nothing at all by the second
division, stalked solemnly out of the tent,
though not until Three Bulls had tossed
the plugs of tobacco to all the men around
the ecircle, precisely as he might have
thrown bones to dogs, but always observ-
ing a certain order in making each round
with the plugs. All were thus served ac-
cording to their rank. Then Three Bulls
rummaged with one hand behind him in
the grass, and fetehed forward a great pipe,
with a stone bowl and wooden handle—a
sort of chopping-block of wood—and a
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large long-bladed knife. Taking a plug
of tobacco in one hand and the knife in
the other, he pared off enough tobacco to
fill the pipe. Then he filled it, and passed
it, stem foremost, to a young man on the
left-hand side of the tepee. The superior
chiefs all sat on the right-hand side. The
young man knew that he had been chosen
to perform the menial act of lighting the
pipe, and he lighted if, pulling two or
three whiffs of smoke to insure a good
coal of fire in it before passing it back—
though why it was not considered a more
menial task to cut the tobacco and fill the
pipe than to light it I don’t know.

Three Bulls puffed the pipe for a mo-
ment, and then turning the stem from
him, pointed it at the chief next in im-
portance, and to that personage the sym-
bol of peace was passed from hand fo
hand. When that chief had drawn a few
whiffs, he sent the pipe back to Three
Bulls, who then indicated to whom it
should go next. Thus it went dodging
about the circle like a marble on a baga-
telle board. When it came to me, I hes-
itated a moment whether or not to smoke
it, but the desire to be polite outweighed
any other prompting, and I sucked the
pipe until some of the Indians cried ouf
that I was ‘‘a good fellow.”

While all smoked and many talked, I
noticed that Three Bulls sat upon a soft
seat formed of his blankef, at one end of
which was one of those wickerwork con-
trivances, like a chair back, upon which
Indianslean when seated upon the ground.
I noticed also that one harsh criticism
passed upon Three Bulls was just; that
was that when he spoke, others might in-
terrupt him. It was said that even wo-
men ‘‘talked back” to him at times when
he was haranguing his people. Since no
one spoke when Crowfoot talked, the com-
parison between him and his predecessor
was injurious to him; but it was Crowfoot
who named Three Bulls for the chieffain-
ship. Besides, Three Bulls had the largest
following (under that of the too aged Old
Sun), and was the most generous chief and
ablest politician of all. Then, again, the
government supported him with whatever
its influenee amounted to. This was be-
cause Three Bulls favored agricultural em-
ployment for the tribe, and was himself
cultivating a patch of potatoes. He was
in many other ways the man to lead in
the new era, as Crowfoot had been for the
era that was past.
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‘When we retired from the presence of
the chief, I asked Mr. L'Hereux how he
had dared to take back the presents made
to the Indians and then distribute them
differently. The gueer Frenchman said,
in his indeseribably confident, jaunty way:

“Why, dat is how you mus’ do wid dose
Engine. Nevaire ask one of dose Engine
anyt'ing, but do dose t'ing which are right,
and af de same time make explanashion
what you are doing. Den dose Engine
can say no t'ing 'tall. But if you first
make explanashion and den fry to do
somet’'ing, you will find one grand frouble,
Can you explain dis and dat to one hive
of de bees? Well, de hive of de bee is like
dose Engine if you shall talk widout de
promp’ action.” :

He said, later on, ‘““Dose Engine are
children, and mus’ not haf consideration
like mans and women.”

The news of our generosity ran from
tent to tenf, and the Black Soldier band
sent out a herald to cry the news that a
war dance was to be held immediately.
As immediately means to the Indian mind
an indefinite and very enduring period, I
amused myself by poking about the vil-
lage, in tenfs and among groups of men
or women, whevever chance led me. The
herald rode from side to side of the en-
closure, yelling like a New York fruit
peddler. He was mounted on a bay pony,
and was fantastically costumed with fea-
thers and war paint. Of course every
man, woman, and child who had been in-
doors, so to speak, now came out of the
tepees, and a mighty bustle enlivened the
scene. The worst thing about the eamp
was the abundanee of snarling cur-dogs,
It was not safe to walk about the camp
without a cane or whip, on account of
these dogs.

The Blackfeet are poor enough, in all
conscience, from nearly every stand-point
from which we judge civilized communi-
ties, but their tribal possessions include
several horses to each head of a family;
and though the majority of their ponies
would feteh no more than twenty dollars
apiece out there, even this gives them
more wealth per eapita than many civil-
ized peoples ean boast. They have man-
aged also to keep much of the savage
paraphernalia of other days in the form
of buckskin clothes, elaborate beadwork,
eagle head-dresses, good guns, and the
outlandish adornments of their chiefs
and medicine-men. Hundreds of miles
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from any execept such small and distant
towns as Calgary and Medicine Hat, and
kept on the reserve as much as possible,
there has come to them less damage by
whiskey and white men’s vices than per-
haps most other tribes have suffered.
Therefore it was still possible for me to
see in some tents the squaws at work
painting the elan signson stretehed skins,
and making bead-work for mocecasins,
pouches, “‘chaps,” and the rest. And in
one fepee I found a young and rather
pretty girl wearing a suit of buckskin,
such as Cooper and all the past historians
of the Indian knew as the conventional
every-day altive of the redskin. I say I
saw the girl in a tent, butf, as a matter of
fact, she passed me out-of-doors, and with
true feminine art managed to allow her
blanket to fall open for just the instant it
took to disclose the precious dress beneath
it. I asked to be taken into the tent to
which she went, and there, at the inter-
preter’s request, she threw off her blanket,
and stood, with a little display of honest
coyness, dressed like the iraditional and
the theatrical belle of the wilderness.
The soft yellowish leather, the heavy
fringe upon the arms, seams, and edges
of the garment, her beantiful beaded leg-
gings and moceasins, formed so many
parts of a very charming picture. For
herself, her face was comely, but her fig-
ure was—an Indian’s. The figure of the
typical Indian woman shows few grace-
ful curves.

The reader will inquire whether there

was any real beauty, as we judge it,
among these Indians. Yes, there was;
at least there were good looks if there was
not beauty. I saw perhaps a dozen fine-
looking men, half a dozen attractive girls,
and something like a hundred children of
varying degrees of comeliness—pleasing,
pretty, or beantiful. I had some jolly
romps with the children, and so eame to
know that their faces and arms met my
touch with the smoothness and softness
of the flesh of our own little ones at
home. I was surprised at this; indeed,
the skin of the boys was of the texture of
velvet. The madeap urchins, what riot-
ous fun they were having! They flung
arrows and darts, ran races and wrestled,
and in some of their play they fairly
swarmed all over one another, until at
times one lad would be buried in the
thick of a writhing mass of legs and arms
several feet in depth. Some of the boys
wore only ** G-strings” (as, for some rea-
son, the breech-clout is commonly called
on the prairie), but others were wrapped
in old blankets, and the larger ones were
already wearing the Blackfoot plume-
lock, or tuft of hair tied and trained to
stand erect above the forehead. The ba-
bies within the tepees were clad only in
their complexions,

The result of an hour of waiting on
our part and of yelling on the part of the
herald resulted in a war dance, not very
different in itself from the dances we
have most of us seen at Wild West shows.
An immense tomtom as big as the largest-
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sized bass-drum was set
up between four poles,
around which colored
cloths were wrapped,
and from the fops of
whiech the same gay stuff
floated on the wind in
bunches of parti-colored
ribbons.  Around this
squatted four young
braves, who pounded the
drum-head and chanted
a tune, which rose and
fell between the shrillest
and the deepest notes,
but which consisted
of simple monosyllabic
sounds repeated thou-
sands of times. The in-
terpreter said that orvigi-
nally the Indians had
words fo their songs, but
these were forgotten no
man knows when, and
only the so-called tunes
(and the tradition that
thereonce were words for
them) are perpetnated.
At all events, the four
bravesbeat the drum and
chanted, unfil presently
a young warrior, hideous
with war paint, and car-
rying a shield and a tom-
ahawl, came out of a te-
pee and began the dan-
cing. Tt was the stiff-
legged hopping, first on
one foot and then on the
other, which all savages
appear to deem the high-
est form the terpsichore-
an art can take. 1In the
course of a few circles
around the tomtom he
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OPENING OF THE SOLDIER CLAN DANCE.

began shouting of valor-

ous deeds he never had

performed, for he was too young to have
ridden after buffalo or into battle. Pre-
sently he pretended to see upon the ground
something at once fascinating and awe-
some. It was the trail of the enemy. Then
he danced furiously and more limberly,
tossing his head back, shaking his hatchet
and many-tailed shield high aloft, and
yelling that he was following the foe, and
would not rest while a skull and a sealp-
lock remained in conjunction among
them. He was joined by three others,

and all danced and yelled like madmen.
At the last the leader eame to a sort of
standard made of a stick and some cloth,
tore it out from where it had been thrust
in the ground, and holding it far above
his head, pranced onee avound the cirele,
and thus ended the dance.

The novelty and interest in the cele-
bration rested in the surroundings—the
great circle of tepees; the braves in their
blankets stalking hither and thither: the
dogs, the horses, the intrepid riders, dash-
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ing across the view. More strange still
was the solemn line of the medicine-men,
who, for some reason not explained to
me, sat in a rvow with their backs to the
dancers a city block away, and crooned a
low guttural accompaniment to the tom-
tom. But still more interesting were the
boys, of all grades of childhood, who look-
ed on, while not a woman remained in
sight. The larger boys stood about in
groups, watching the spectacle with eyes
afire with admivation, but the little fel-
lows had flung themselves on their stom-
achs in a row, and were supporting their
chubby faces upon their little brown
hands, while their elbows rvested on the
grass, forming a sort of orchestra row of
Lilliputian spectators.

We arranged for a great spectacle to be
gotten up on the next afternoon, and were
promised fhat it should be as notable for
the numbers participating in it and for
the trappings to be displayed as any the
Blackfeet had ever given upon their re-
serve. The Indians spent the entire night
in carousing over the gift of tea, and we
knew that if they were true to most prece-
dents they would brew and drink every
drop of it. Possibly some took it with an
admixture of tobacco and wild currant to
malke them drunk, or, in reality, very
sick —which is much the same thing to
a reservation Indian. The compounds
which the average Indian will swallow in
the hope of imitating the effects of whis-
key are such as to tax the credulity of
those who hear of them. A certain pat-
ent *‘ pain-killer” ranks almost as high as
whiskey in their estimation; but Worces-
tershire sauce and gunpowder, or tea, to-
bacco, and wild eurrant, are not at all to
be despised when aleohol, or the money
to get it with, is wanting. I heard a
characteristic story about these red men
while T was visiting them. All who are
familiar with them know that if medicine
is given them to take in small portions at
certain infervals they are morally sure to
swallow it all at once, and that the sicker
it makes them, the move they will value
it. On the Blackfoot Reserve,only a short
time ago, our gentle and insinuating Sed-
litz-powders were classed as children’s
stuff, but now they have leaped to the
front rank as powerful medicines. This
is because some white man showed the
Indian how to take the soda and magnesia
first, and then swallow the tartaric acid.
They do this, and when the explosion
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follows, and the gases burst from their
mouths and noses, they pull themselves
together and remark, ** Ugh! him heap
good.”

On the morning of the day of the great
spectacle I rode with Mr. Begg over to
the ration-house to see the meat distrib-
uted. The dust rose in clouds above all
the trails as the cavaleade of men, women,
children, travoises and dogs, approached
the station. Men were few in the dis-
jointed lines; most of them sent their
women or children. All rode astraddle,
some on saddles and some bareback. As
all urged their horses in the Indian fash-
ion, whielh is to whip them unceasingly,
and prod them constantly with spurless
heels, the bobbing movement of the riders’
heads and the gymmastics of their legs
produced a queer scene. Here and there
a travois was trailed along by a horse or
a dog, but the majority of the pensioners
were content to carry their meaf in bags
or otherwise upon their horses. While
the slaughtering went on, and after that,
when the beef was being chopped up into
junks, I sat in the meat-contractor’s of-
fice, and saw the bucks, squaws, and chil-
dren come, one after another, to beg. I
could not help noticing that all were treat-
ed with marked and uniform kindness,
and I learned that no one ever struck one
of the Indians, or suffered himself to lose
his temper with them. A few of the men
asked for blankets, but the squaws and
the children wanted soap. It was said
that when they first made their acquaint-
ance with this symbol of eivilization they
mistook it for an article of diet, but that
now they use it properly and prize it.
‘When it was announced that the meat
was ready, the butchers threw open an
aperture in the wall of the ration-house,
and the Indians huddled before it as if
they had flung themselves against the
house in a mass. I have seen boys do
the same thing at the opening of a ticket
window for the sale of gallery seats in a
theatre. There was no fighting or quar-
relling, but every Indian pushed steadily
and silently with all his or her might.
‘When one got his share he tore himself
away from the erowd as briers are pulled
out of hairy cloth. They arve a hungry
and an economical people. They bring
pails for the beef blood, and they carry
home the hoofs for jelly. After a steer
has been butchered and distributed, only
his horns and his paunch remain.,
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SKETCH IN THE SOLDIER CLAN DANCE.

The sun blazed down on the great camp
that afternoon and glovified the place so
that it looked like a miniature Switzer-
land of snowy peaks. But it was hot,
and blankeis were stretched from the
tent tops, and the women sat under them
to eateh the air and escape the heat. The
salaried native policeman of the reserve,
wearing a white stove-pipe hat with
feathers, and a ridiculous blue coat, and
Heaven alone knows what other absurd-
ities, rode around, boasting of deeds he
never performed, while a white cur made
him all the more ridiculous by chasing
him and yelping at his horse’s tail.

And then came the grand speectacle,
The vast plain was forgotten, and the
great campus within the circle of tents
was transformed into a theatre. The
scene was a setting of white and red tents
that threw their clear-cut outlines against
a matchless blue sky. The audience was
composed of four white men and the In-
dian boys, who were flung about by the
startled horses they were holding for us.
The players were the gorgeous cavalry-
men of nature, circling before their wo-
men and old men and children, them-
selves plumed like unheard-of tropical
birds, the others displaying the minor
splendor of the kaleidoscope. The play
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was The Pony War
Dance, or the De-
parture  for Bat-
tle. The acting was
fierce; mot like the
conduct of a mimic
~ battle on our stage,
but performed with
the desperate zest of
men who hope for
distinction in war,
and may not trifle
about it. It had
the earnestness of a
challenged man who
tries the foils with
a tutor. It was im-
pressive, inspiring,
at times wildly ex-
citing.

There were three-
score young men in
the brilliant ecav-
aleade. They rode
horses that were as
wild as themselves.
Their evolutions
were rude, but mag-

nificent. Now they dashed past us in
single file, and next they came helter-
skelter, like cattle stampeding. For a
while they vode around and around, as
on a race-course, but at times they desert-
ed the enelosure, parted into small bands,
and were hidden behind the curtains of
their own dust, presently to rea ppear with
a mad rush, yelling like maniacs, firing
their pieces, and brandishing their arms
and their finery wildly on high. The
orchestra was composed of seven tom-
toms that had been dried taut before a
camp fire. The old men and the chiefs
sat in a semicircle behind the drummers
on the ground.

All the tribal heirlooms were in the
display, the cherished gewgaws, trinkets,
arms, apparel, and finery they had saved
from the fate of which they will not ad-
mit they are themselves the vietims. I
never saw an old-time picture of a type of
savage red man or of an extravagance of
their costuming that was not revived in
this spectacle. It was as if the plates in
my old school-books and novels and tales
of adventure were all animated and pass-
ing before me. The traditional Indian
with the eagle plumes from crown fo heels
was there; so was he with the buffalo
horns growing out of his skull; so were
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the idyllic braves in yellow buckskin
fringed at every point. The shining
bodies of men, bare naked, and frescoed
like a Bowery bar-room, were not lacking;
neither were those who wore masses of
splendid embroidery with colored beads.
But there were as many peculiar cos-
tumes which I never had seen pictured.
And not any two men or any two horses
were alike. As barber poles are covered
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colored blankets or cloths that fell upon
the ground or lashed the air, according as
the horse cantered or raced. One horse
was hung all round with great soft woolly
tails of some white material. Sleigh-bells
were upon several.

Only half a. dozen men wore hats—
mainly cowboy hats decked with feathers.
Many carried rifles, which tliey used with
one hand. Others brought out bows and

THROWING THE SNOW SNAKE.

with paint, so were many of these choice
steeds of the nation. Some were spotted
all over with daubs of white, and some
with every color obtainable. Some were
branded fifty times with the white hand,
the symbol of peace, but others bore the
red hand and the white hand in alternate
prints. There were horses painted with
the figures of horses and of serpents and
of foxes. To some saddles were affixed

arrows, lances decked with feathers or
ribbons, poles hung with colored cloths,
great shields brilliantly painted and
fringed. Every visible inch of each war-
rior was painted, the naled ones being
ringed, streaked, and striped from head to
foot. I would have to catalogue the pos-
sessions of the whole nation fo tell all
that they wore between the brass rings in
their hair and the cartridge belts at their
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waists, and thus down to their beautiful
moccasins.

Two strange features farther distin-
cuished their pageant. One was the ap-
pearance of two negro minstrels upon one
horse. Both had blackened their faces
and hands; both wore old stove-pipe hats
and queer long-tailed white men’s coats.
One wore a huge false white mustache,
and the other carried a coal-scuttle. The
women and children roared with langh-
ter at the sight. The two comedians gof
down from their horse, and began to make
grimaces, and to pose this way and that,
very comically. Such a performance
had never been seen on the reserve before.
No one there could explain where the
men had seen negro minstrels. The other
unexpeeted feature requirved time for de-
velopment. At first we noticed that two
little Indian boys kept getting in the way
of the riders. As we were not able to
find any fixed place of safety from the ex-
cited horsemen, we marvelled that these
children were permitted to risk their
necks. Suddenly a hideously painted
naked man on horseback chased the little
boys, leaving the cavaleade, and cireling
around the children. He rode back into
the ranks, and still they loitered in the
way. Then around swept the horsemen
once more, and this time the naked rider
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flung himself from his horse, and seizing
one boy and then the other, bore each to
the ground, and made as if he would
brain them with his hatchet and 1ift their
sealps with his knife. The sight was one
to paralyze an on-looker. But it was only
a theatrical performance arranged for the
oceasion, The man was aecting over
again the proudest of his achievements.
The boys playved the parts of two white
men whose scalps now grace his tepee and
gladden his memory.

For ninety minutes we watched the
glorious riding, the splendid horses, the
brilliant trappings, and the paroxysmal
fervor of the excited Indians. The earth
trembled beneath the dashing of the
riders; the air palpitated with the noise of
their war cries and bells. 'We could have
stood the day ouf, but we knew the players
were tired, and yet would not cease till
we withdrew. Therefore we came away.

‘We had enjoyed a never-to-be-forgotten
privilege. It was as if we had seen the
ghosts of a dead people ride back to paro-
dy scenes in an era that had vanished. It
was like the rising of the curtain, in re-
sponse to an ‘‘encore,” upon a drama that
has been played. It was as if the sudden
up-flashing of a smouldering fire lighted,
once again and for an instant, the scene it
had ceased to illumine.

INDIAN BOYS RUNNING A FOOT-RACE.



