We find in the Day Brent a letter from Bishop Hare, an extract from
which we give, our readers:

We judge that his experience in displaying the accomplishments of
his “ troupe” is like .that' which is generally passed through by those
who are privileged to prove to the people what Indians can do—they
are made to listen in amazement:

“ Yesterd.i r | proposed to the children of Hope School that | should
give them adrive in my traveling wagon. They were more than ready,
and in the afternoon we started. Eleven little people crowded with me
into a two-seated wagon, so that | was quite surrounded, ‘Children to
the right of me, children to the left of me, children in front of me’—
shall I complete the line and say, ‘volleyed and thundered f No ; not
that' but | was charmed with the confiding way in which they soon
came to be at home with me—first chatting with each other about the
scenes thron'd) which we passed, and then at my request singing me
some of their songs and hymns. Presently we stopped at a farm house
where 1 had some business. The good people looked at my load a little
askance moved, | think, somewhat by the old dread that the whites
have for the Indians, ail'd somewhat by the feeling, ‘How absurd to
try to do anything with a lot of Indian "‘children!” I thought I would
undeceive them, and. therefore, after the children had plaved a few

moments in the grove in the rear of thb house, proposed,to the family
that the children should go into the sitting-room.  ‘Perhaps,’ said I,
‘you would like to hear them sing.” “Why. yes,’'was the quick, but
somewhat unbelieving reply. In we all went, and to the amazement of
the audience, the children stood and sang first—
“ *Jesus, meek and gentle,
Soil of God must high,
Pitying, loving Savior,
Hear thy children cry.””
and then .one of their songs—
“*“In a meadow green | saw a lain!*,
As it played beside its mu,
And | said to the Ijimb, ‘What is your name ?’
Ilut it only answered, ‘Baal’”
Chorus:—" “Skip, skip, lambkin; skip, skip away!

You have naught to do
But t >frolic on the lea, while the robin in the tree

Sings its sweetest songs to you I'”

I never before acted so much in the capacity of a traveling theatrical
manager, and now know what are the sensations of such a personage
when he is not ashamed of his troupe.”

Faithfully and affectionately yours,
William H. Hare,
Missionary Bishop.



EADLE KEATAH TOH—BIG MORNING STAR.

Bigl Morning Stax*.

Published Monthly in the Interest of Indian Education and Civilization.

Indian Training School, Carlisle, Pa., M arch, 1882.

— W hen papers are marked X subscription has expired.

The Inspiration of the Worli.

A knock at the officedoor; “ come in,” we said, and astripling was be-
fore us, looking wistfully into our eyes. As he stood respectfully wait-
ing, we surveyed him. He was evidently dressed for the occasion :
His hair had been combed and brushed until it lay in the approved curve
around his brow; there was no dust on his clothing; his collar was
fresh, and his boots newly blacked.

“ Well, sir,” we at last said, “ what can we do for you this morning?”

“ 1 want atrade, Captain; | am anxious,” was the prompt reply.

And here is a sou of the *“lazy Indian” begging to learn a trade.
Why was it that his father did not work ? Was it that no incentive was
placed before him that moved him to desire labor ? We believe that is
it; and now that the son has that incentive and is thus moved, our
shops must be made broad enough to give him room.

We sit in our office in the early morning : a bell sends out its tones
over the grounds, and soon after we hear the measured tramp ! tramp !
tramp ! of coming feet. Thirty little boys file past our window, neatly
dressed, on their way to the breakfast-room; and, as they go, there is
a murmur of voices, all speaking one—the English tongue. They are
our younger Indian boys, all growing into English-speaking civilized
Americans. .

They are scarcely passed before eighty girls appear on the piazza in
the opposite quarters. They are of all sizes: from the full-grown woman
to the wee girl of eight years ; but we see no dishevelled hair hanging
about the face and covering the eyes in sign of grief, or tallowed braids,
vermillioned cheeks and head seams, and ears filled with a mass of
unsightly ornaments; no blankets wrapping the body from head to
foot surmounted by loads of wood and hay, with axes and hoes hang-
ing to the girdle that confines them. They are our Indian girls rescued
from all that insignia of savage life, who, washed, and combed, and
dressed in the costume of our own women, walk quietly and orderly,
yet with cheerful chat and suppressed merriment to take their seats at
one common table with the other sex.

As they go, from another direction comes the heavier tramp of our
one hundred and forty larger boys and young men. Theirs are not the
plumed head, moccasiued feet and armed hands of wamors going to
seek an enemy, or declare war with another tribe by stealing horses.
They come in citizens’ dress, and often with book or paper in hand or
pocket, and as they file in and are seated at their respective tables, we
see the manners of gentlemen.

The girls are first waited upon, and there is a pleasant interchange of
thought between the sexes, showing that the germs of a pure social life
are taking root, and that woman is no longer to them the servant to be
despised, and even spit upon if she offend them, and drudge, while they
choose the lighter forms of labor.

When the meal closes they are no savage worshippers who sit for a
few moments listening to the reading of the Word and uniting in a short-
prayer. On Monday morning we have proof that religious instruc-
tion has not fallen on deaf ears or dull miuds, as the text of the previ-
ous day is repeated by many in different parts of the hall, and the prin-
cipal heads of the discourse are recited by one and another when called
for by tbeir leader. At other times it incites to fresh enthusiasm to
see a boy step from the ranks and inquire, “ What is the chapter from
which you read yesterday and this morning 7’ to receive a message that
one wishes to speak to the leader, and hear the request, “ Please read
this to us this morning,” (pointing to Soloman’s appeal for wisdom),
and to note as the girls pass out, one and another stops at the stand to
ask some question about the morning’s lesson.

During any of the work-houra, as we look into the different depart-
ments of°labor, all is activity, all is cheeefulness, and the pleased exul-
tant look when work is praised, what does it prove but that an ambition is
aroused that will push its possessor tp higher and higher attainments,
instead of falling into the old ways, as some seem to suggest will be the
case by the queries presented to us ?

Truly there is life in this experimental germ. It has budded; it has
blossomed ; it has brought forth fruit, and we are not content that its
influence rest here, or be only felt among among the people who are
here represented. We long to know that from the Senecas in New
York, to the Hoopas in California ; from the most northern point in
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Alaska where the Indian is found, to the most southern line of New
Mexico, where his children roam, there be a new awakening to the pos-
sibilities of his future. From our point of observation the outlook is
broad, and grand, and sweeping, and is an inspiration to greater efforts,
to higher hopes, to more burning zeal for arousing interest in the hearts
of others in this, to us, all-absorbing labor of turning the lives of our

Indians into a new channel as we go rushing on together down the
stream of time.

Our Trade Bays.

We have 18> boys who are seeking to learn the white man’s ways at
the school.  Sixty-eight of the largest hoys are learning trades. We
have 2 printers, 14 carpenters, 14 harnessmakers, 12 shoemakers, 9 tin-
ners, 8 tailors and !) blacksmiths and coachmakers.  These boys work
half of each day at their respective trades!and go to school the other
half of the day. Thus, we are doing three things at once : 1st, Eng-
lish speaking ; 2d, work ; 3d, book-knowledge. =~ We have no need 1>
be ashamed of the handiwork of our boys, and it will stand the test of
close scrutiny. When placed side by side with the result of white labor
the comparison is favorable. Had we the shop-room many more of the
boys who are eager to be placed at trades could be accommodated.

The carpenter boys are putting the finishing touches upon the inside,
of the new hospital. In the harness shop last month they made 15
double sets of harness, which will make about 250 double sets made
since the harness shop was opened. The shoe boys are repairing our
old and making new shoes. The tinners are at work at present making
tin cups, coffee boilers, pans, pails, dust pans, cans, etc. ; while the
coachmakers have several wagons that will soon be ready for shipment
to the West. Taking it all in all, the work is very creditable, and that
it is profitable can be seen from the fact that the shops for the past year
show a credit of $666.48 over and above all expenses. This showing
speaks for itself, and we believe it as good as would be were we to start
a relative number of raw white boys in the several trades enumerated.

Ihe boys like the trades alloted them very much, and we see many
marks of their appreciation in the zeal with which they take hold of
their work. As much as possible the boys are allowed to choose their
own trades, whieh they, in the main, do with careful deliberation.

The shop work has been very satisfactory, and had we more shop-

room, we could hope for yet better results in the future than the now
very promising ones.

Others beside Indian boys and girls find it a serious task to learn
English. The Golden Days gives us this:
“ When Napoleon was a prisoner on St. Helena, he tried to master

the language of his jailers. But it was too much for him. He wrote
to the Couut Las Gases:

“ Since Six: week | learn the English and | do not any progress. 6
week do fou ty and 2 day, if | might have learn 50 words lor day, |
could know it two thousands and two hundred. It is in the dictionary
more than fou tv thousand, even if he could, must 20 bout, much often
for know it, or 120 week, which do more two year. After this you shall

agree that to siudy one tongue is a great labor, who must do it in the
young aged.”

He certainly had not made much progress when he wrote that letter.
It is as good as a puzzle.

Agent L. J. Miles, in arecent letter to us, says: “ Am glad to hear
of the well-doing of Osage children there. 1 think every day that to

keep them away from camp life until they learn something better, is
the only hopeful thought for them.”

From Darlington, Indian Territory, comes this sad news: “ We have
just passed through a very fiery ordeal. The Mennonite Mission School
building burned on Sabbath eve between 8 and 9 o’clock, supposed to
be from defecti\e flue.  The Rev. Mr. Harvey, Missionary in charge,
last his own dear little babe—nine months old—and three Indian chil-
dren from suffoc ation. The four little ones were buried yesterday. One
of those severe ‘northers’was raging at the time, so that, taking all
together, it is very distressing. Have not time to write more at present.”

The Missionary Spirit Abroad.

A Juvenile Missionary Society in Asiatic Turkey, composed of the
children of Ame ican Missionaries, votediat their last meeting to ‘devote
their contribu ions for *81-’82 to their first friends, the Indians again.’
It occurs to us it might be well to send a large delegation of our people
as missionaries to foreign lands to help them remember they have hea-
then at home to be cared for.

We asked Matt'e if one of the chiefs of the party recently visiting
us from New Me. ico was her father, and her reply was :—*“ No; only
just a little bit n-y father.” Meaning, we suppose, that he was some
relation ; but she did not know how to express it in English.
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another tack : Us-sa-wuk-y planted corn, and then toward noon came
with the plea that he had been at work and was hungry. He evidently
thought he had shown ns a favor by planting corn in his field, and we
could not deny him.  Having plenty of milk, the kettle that had held
his seed-corn was filled with the rich fluid, with the request that his wife
supply his bread. He was angry, and poured the milk on the ground,
but was not yet conquered. The chiefs were to go to the agency, and
wanted corn for their journey. It was late Spring, and theirs was
mostly used up. Knowing we had laid in a supply for their children
for the summer, Indian-like, they wanted us to divide. Each chief
brought his basket, and accepted cheerfully what was given except Us-
sa-wuk-y. We had a small supply of a variety known as Pawnee corn,
—uvery soft and agreeable for parching, which was to serve as a special
treat for our children when they felt lonely during the absence of their
people on the hunt. Us-sa-wuk-y knew of this, and decided he would
be served from that if at all. He was refused, and the man who had
served the others left the house. The chief was enraged. He told his
child to get his clothing and go home.  There was a limited supply of
clothing for the school, which could not be renewed for months ; and,
as it was known if children on leaving the school coaid take their cloth-
ing there would be a new set of scholars each week to be dressed, it
was distinctly understood by each parent on bringing a child to the
school, if he took it away the clothing must be left. The son of the
chief in going for his clothing passed through the teachers’ room. On
his return she stopped him, saying, “If you go home your clothing
must be left.” The chief .walked into the room, and, pushing the teach-
er aside, told his child to run, and, striding back, took up his basket of
corn.  The teacher followed, telling him he was not doing as he had
promised. With corn in one hand, and tomahawk in the other, Us-sa-
wuk-v poured out a volley of angry words, telling of his efforts to be
fed and of his defeat; of his desire to get good corn, and how he was
refused while the teacher stood by, looking at him unflinchingly,
though’she doubted if he would not end by sinking the tomahawk into
her skull for he was a desperado feared and hated by all his people.
But instead he roared out, “Ugh!” and then raising the basket, dashed
the corn on the floor, and was gone. Tide was a triumph for the teacher.
She had not quailed before an angry Indian, nor yielded to his demands,
and she stood as a Brave among them.

The village was near, and at all times of day the friends of the chil-
dren we - passing to and fro. Great was the temptation of our pupils
to take a little run home, and, to avoid their playing the truant, permis-
sion was given to go home every Saturday morning, with the injunc-
tion to return in time to bathe and dress before night.  One or two of
the children considered themselves favored, and walked back aud forth
as they willed  The teacher, besides her school duties, must be cook,
laundress housekeeper and maid of all work generally, assisted by her
raw reeruits from the village. To all this to have that added of cleans-
ing a child and its clothing every day or two, from the efieots of a sleep
in the Indian village, was one straw too much, and there must be a
remedy. After much commanding and entreating, one day when arun-
away child was returned she was punished.  “ Stop ! slop ! said the
father, who sat by, and, taking the child by the hand, he led her to the
village. The next day a solemn procession silently moved into the
school-room-the father leading the runaway, two wives, and a married
daughter  Nothin- was heard for some time except a long drawn sigh
from one of the women. The father spoke : “We have not slept in
our house last night; we were all pained at heart; our child we had
given you was with ns in our house ; |1 to.k her because I feared you
would break her bones; but she is yours again ; she may no come to
our lodge when you say, ‘stay here I’» The temptation on the par of
the teacher to laugh was irresistible, when she heard the excuse for tak-
ing the child, for she had called her to her sick bed, aud, with a feeble
hand, spatted her little, plump body; but the apology was accepted,
and running to the village without permission was at least greatly re-
duced.

Many a-res of prairie had been broken to open a large farm for the
Pawnees that they might learn the art of agriculture. Such a mass of
decaying' vegetable matter produced malaria, and the whole village
nearly were attacked with the ague, and our school was not exempt. If
left to manage the disease ourselves, we hoped soon to be rid of it, as
the children otherwise were in good health. Winter was near, and the
nmie had not prevailed since the Pawness had settled in that locality ;
1 it the parents became anxious, and thought their doctors could do bet-
ter than we  One bright boy was taken home and died, for they had
no idea how to manage any disease of that kind. The patient was per-
mitted to eat all and everything that a craving appetite demanded, and
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when the fever was at its height to plunge into the river that ran close
by the village, and many were the bodies that were hastily buried in the
sand on its banks, congestion being the inevitable under such treat-
ment. Most of the children were left with us for a while, but the ques-
tionings and suggestions with regard to their treatment became so an-
noying that it would have been a relief to have them all go home until
the village should start for the winter hunt. One father insisted on tak-
ing his daughter to his lodge ; but, as she was very uncomfortable in
the close air, the heat and the smoke, he asked the privilege of bring-
ing her back. There was much hesitation aboutacceding to his wishes
lest she die, and we have the credit of Killing her, as we were sure we
would have; but, after stipulating that he should not interfere with
anything we did for her, consent was given, and he came early one
morning bringing her in his robe on his back, though she was a child of
ten or more years. The first thing to be done was to cleanse her from
the grease, aud dust, and vermin, she had collected during her two
weeks’ absence.  Preparing a quantity of warm snds, the teacher put
on as much of the air and consequential gravity of the medicine man as
possible, and saying, “ Now, 1am going to make medicine for your
child!” commenced the cleansing process, adding various manipula-
tions and passings of the hand, as well to soothe as to make it effective
in the eyes of the father. When cleansed and laid in a cool, clean bed,
the child soon slept sweetly, the father sitting by until she awoke re-
freshed aud had eaten; for to eat, no matter how illy-prepared the
stomach is to receive food, is life to the Indian. The next morning he
was early at her bedside to see her shivering and moaning with her
chill, aud when the fever was at its height began to call for food for
her. As the teacher passed back and forth, caring for the other sick,
he clamored more and more, “ Mother, feed my child. Mother, my
child has not eaten,” till forbearance ceasing to be avirtue, she stopped,
and, looking sternlv, said, “ You promised to let me do as | pleased if
| took your child again ; I love her ; | will do what I think is good for
her, but you do not trust me; you forget your promise, and continual-
ly cry in my ears, “ Eat-eat.” liaising his band as a sign that she stop,
he bowed his head and said, “ truly ! truly I” The contest was ended,
and the teacher again the master of the situation.

Thus, in one way or another, the contest continued. -A chief wanted
his child dressed better than the other scholars, and he must learn that
in dress as in all other things the children were on an equality in the
school. A soldier demanded that a strict watch be kept that no child
go in a certain direction from the building, because the enemy always
appeared in that quarter.  The principal men of the village wanted to
visit the school, but they would like to be seated in the teacher’s private
room, because the children made so much noise, and truly the contrast
was great between the fall of their moccasined feet on their earth floor,
and those of our children with their heavy shoes rushing through our
echoing halls. Mothers wanted just a little bread, or meat, or coffee,
or sugar, or all together, and all who came wanted to eat, and could not
help feeling that there was a lack of friendship and feeling if they were
not fed. There was no fence around the school building, and all the
villagers had free access to the doors aud windows. Spoons, knivesand
food would disappear, and even blankeis were dropped from dormitory
windows by those sent to put the rooms inorder before locking them for
the day. Our boys were derided as being women when they were sent
to work, aud, although they might be very brave to meet the enemy,
they could not always withstand the temptation to drop the ax or hoe
and ruu when they saw their friends from the village coming. The loss
of their scalp-lock marked them as ours, aud the hat was worn at all
hours even at the table if permitted, to shield them from the taunts
that were daily thrown at them for this loss.

All this and much more of the same kind hindered our work, and,
though years have intervened, there is a writhing of soul at the remem-
brance, and the question comes, “ Why must all this have been endured
with so little result, when, if the children couldliave been removed from
their people (as are these at Carlisle), it could all have been avoided,
together with the demoralizing influences that enveloped them, soul
and body, and the hindrances to their learning English, which must be
insurmountable so long as they heard nothing but their mother-tongue
outside the school buildings ?*

We might say all this was long ago, and times are changed, did we
not hear our Carlisle children deploring the time they wasted in their
homes by being surrounded by just such influences to hinder them in
their efforts to come up out of their Egypt of darkness and ignorance.

E. G. P.
Coined money was first known among the Chinese in the Eleventh

Century before Christ.
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Philadelphia and the Carlisle Indian School.

Our many friends in the great city of William Penn desired of usa
Second Annual Exhibition of Progress, similar to the one given a year
ago. Arrangements were made, and on the 2d inst., with 30 of our
children, we left Carlisle on the early morning train and reached Phila-
delphia at 10:50 a. m. A delegation of our Carlisle School Committee,
consisting of ex-Mayor Fox, Col. Wm. McMichael, Mr. L. P. Ashmead
and Mr. J. T. Johnson, met us at the depot and conducted us to Cro-
well's Friendly Inn, from which, after an early dinner, we were escort-
ed to the Mayor’s office, where we were introduced by Mr. Fox to His
Honor, Mayor King, who most kindly welcomed us, and took every
child by the hand, giving a pleasant word to each. Then we were
shown the wonderfully complete system of fire alarm telegraphy of the
city, Independence Hall, with its portraits and relics of the birth-place
of our national liberty, and the historical collection of revolutionary
mementos. A large painting of William Penn’s Treaty with the Indians
was explained to our party by Colonel McMichael, who also gave some
account of the friendly and helpful interest that Wm. Penn’s people
have always had in the Indian, and it was evident that the children
were very much impressed. Mayor King was kind enough to send four
of his largest policemen to protect us through the crowds that blocked
ourway. One of these (six feet, six inches in height) was especially
remarked upon by our Indian boys and girls, who questioned if they
could reach as high as his head.

From Independence Hall we were takento the Ledger printing estab-
lishment, which we were informed was the largest and best-equipped
in the world.  Mr. Childs received ns and showed us the large collec-
tion of unique mementos in his office.  Coats-of-mail, ancient imple-
ments of war, a great variety of clocks, and a multitude of other curi-
ous and antique things. We were then shown the four great presses,
each one capable of printing 15,000 papers an hour, and the four fold-
ing machines that folded the papers as fast as they were printed. The
trim engines, the very perfection of mechanical skill, seemed to interest
the boys most. We then went to the engraver’s and jobbing rooms on
the sixth floor, where the many-colored show-bills are prepared and
printed.

The United States Mint was next visited. Although it was after
hours, the friends who were with us had the pass from Col. Snowden,
and we saw tons of silver and stacks of goid—enough to pay the
expenses of many Indian Schools. The boys talked of carrying off
some of the thousand-dollar “ pigs” of silver so carelessly stacked in
the hallway, but immediately abandoned the idea when they attempted
to lift one. The melting, cutting, stamping, counting, etc., were all
interesting, and so, too, was a bundle of gold scraps worth $10,000,
and the old coins made two thousand years ago.

From the mint we passed through the new and incomplete public
building at the junction of Broad and Market streets.  This will be
one of the largest and finest buildings in the world, and is to hold all
the public offices in the city. The men at work on the top of the walls
were so high that they looked smaller than our boys.

We came to the Academy of Fine Arts and there we met Mayor Fox
again, who introduced us to Mr. Claghorn, the Big Chief of the house
where they keep many fine paintings and statuary, and who is a very
large man with a kind heart for the Indians. He showed us all through
the building, and then we heard fine music from a band of about thirty
instruments. The great rooms, with their multitude of beautiful pic-
tures and statuary, seemed like enchanted ground for our boys and
girls, who looked and wondered with evident admiration and delight.
When Mr. Claghorn found out that Nellie Robertson, Bessie Prescott,
Jennie Lawrence and Louis Brown were from Sisseton agency, he made
ourwhole party goto hishouse, because hiswife and Agent Crissey’swife are
sisters. Mrs. Claghorn was very glad to talk to Nellie, Bessie, Jennie
and Louis, and Mr. Claghorn showed us his many beautiful engravings.
It is said he has one of the best private collections in the United States.

We got back to our hotel about four o’clock, and there we found our
kind, good friend, Susan Longstreth and a party of little girls waiting
to see the Indian girls. .

We rested until seven o’clock and then went to Horticultural Hall.
The hall is the second in size in Philadelphia, and was crowded with
people and several hundred went away because they could not get in.
Mr Ashmead introduced Mr. Fox, who spoke, and then Br. McCauley,
President of Bickiuson College, andBr.S. R. Riggs, missionary for forty-
five years among the Sioux.  Capt. Pratt then showed harness, tin-
ware shoes, clothing and other things made by the boys and girls at
our school  The band played, the boys and girls sang, gave lessons
and recitations and made speeches, and Mr. George Fox interpreted a
Comanche speech made by Joshua Given  Everybody m the house
seemed pleased with what they saw the Indians do  Col. McMichael
made a good speech and told the people to help the Indian Schools.

'jjig next morning we all went to a meeting at a r riendts ~ochool in
Germantown, and met many Friends, who were very kind to us.
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Speeches were made by our boys and girls, and then one of the white
boys asked a question in arithmetic of the Indian boys. He asked, “ If
a herring and a-half cost a cent and a-half, how much would eleven
herrings cost ?” Ellis Childers, a Creek boy. answered it at once. Then
the boys of the Friends’ school played foot-ball with our boys, and the
girls played some girls’ games.

We went back to Philadelphia, and when we reached the depot we
found Mayor King’s four big policemen waiting to take us to Mr. John
Wanamaker’s Grand Bepot. This is one of the biggest stores in the
world, and Mr. Wanamaker keeps 2,000 clerks to wait on his customers.
He took us around and showed us so many things we were tired, and
then he gave every boy and girl a silk handkerchief.

We then rested until five o’clock and came home, satisfied that wo
had seen and learned more in two days than ever in any previous two
days of our lives, and we thank Col. McMichael, Mr. Fox, Mr. Ashmead
and all our friends for it. We had an invitation to go to Atlantic City
and see the ocean, and to Cramp’s ship-yard and see a ship launch, but
did not have time.

A letter from White Eagle, the first chief of the Poncas, to his son
Frank, is to us a reminder of the tenderness he as a father manifested
when he came to place his son under our care.  Sitting with us at the
table, and speaking of leaving his child, his emotions became so intense
that, for a while, his food was left untouched, while he gave vent to
them in tears. We give it entire:

P onca Agency, February 22d, 1882.

Frank Eagle—Bear Son:—We are all well—your mother, sisters,
and all. | hope this letter will find you well, too. 1 have been very
busy or I would have written sooner. The school house will soon be
finished, and it is a very flue building.

| always feel happy when I hear from you, and | want to know how
you can talk English and read and write and how you are getting along
in all your studies. | have not got any money, cash, but | have
property, lands, horses, cattle, chickens, and stock of all kinds, so that
when you come home you will find that we are not so poor as when you
went away. You speak of coming home. | would like to see you, but
as long as you are learning to speak English, and to read and write, |
want you to stay, so that you may be well educated and fit for any po-
sition your tribe may call you. Capt. Pratt, your teacher, will know
much better than you when you are properly educated and fitted to
come home, and | want him to decide that matter. You want to see me
and | would like to go to Carlisle, but | have no money to go with at
this time. Your father, W. E agle,

Chief of the Poncas.

Indian Training School, Carlisle, Pa., February 3d, 1882.

Bear Father Quick Bear : We are all trying hard to speak only
English ; but sometimes some of them talk Indian—about one, or four,
or five Indian words, and some of them say many times, and next time
when we came to school again and the teacher call us and we answer,
and if we don’t talk any Indian words we say “ No Indian,” and if
some of them talk Indian, and count how many times they talk Indian,
they say it; but this morning nobody speak any Indian words, and this
make our teacher glad for it, and Captain Pratt, too, and then let mo
tell you how many weeks and how many days over | tried hard to speak
only English withoutany Sioux words: | have been trying hard to speak
only English just ten weeks and five days over now. | commenced to
speak only English on the 13th day of November. So let me add and
see how many weeks and how many days—13, plus 31, plus 31 days =
75days. Then let me divide 75 by 7 again. 75 divided by 7 = 10and
five-sevenths. | have been trying to speak only English ten weeks and
five days now. | speak the truth—I said ten weeks and five days. |
am very glad.

Now | want to say to you | am very sure you are thinking about me
to go back home in the camp.  You all better wait. Sometimes I will
go home and see you what you are doing in Indian Territory. Before |
go back to see you you must try to work hard.  What are you busy at
woik about? Now, dear cousin, you must try to pray to God to make
you a good Indian people. 1 want to say about this—you must not
think all the sorrow way all the time.  Try to pray also about yourself
to make you happy again.

The Independent, speaking of the 110 bills now before congress for,
and connected with, the Indian service, says : “ It is hopeful to notice
that there is a growing intelligence on the Indian subject, both in con-
gress and out. If the republican party wish to signalize their return to
power in congress, in what better way can they do so than by giving
land, law and learning to the Indians 7’

Bear Father :—l will try very hard to do my best all the time ; but
when my teacher say to me | don’t read loud, then | get discouraged,
but this time | will try read loud all the time. | don’t care if | make
mistake, it is make any differentto me; but | must never get discour-
aged. | will try to do as well as anybody can this time.



