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THE RED MAH

The Soul of the Red Man—A Study:
By the Rev. Dr. George P. Donehoo.

E KNOW and understand each other only as we are
able to see life, not only from each other’s point
of view, but also through each other’s eyes. To
know and to understand the Red Man and all of
life which he'has to face, we must be able to look
at the'world in which we have placed him, from his
point of view and through his eyes. The life and
the character of the real Red Men who lived and

loved on the shores of the Delaware, the Susquehanna, the Ohio, or
along the shores of the lakes of New York, or on the sweeping prai-
ries of the West is little known and understood by the people who are
now living in the cities which stand on the sites of their villages.
These Red Men of the forests, the mountains and prairies are thought
of by the great majority of people simply as feather-crested warriors,
constantly engaged in savage warfare. As such they are always
pictured by the artist and the writer of fiction. While such apicture
of the Red Man is atrue one of one phase of his life, itis by no means
a true one of his life in its completeness, and being one-sided, it is
false. While on the hunting trail, or upon the war-path, he was the
feather-crested warrior of our boyhood dreams, yet, he was more
than this. In his own wigwam, surrounded by his loved ones, he
was the most affectionate and devoted of husbands and fathers.
This side of his life is little thought of, and yet it is avery marked
one. In his home life the Red Man might well be taken as a model
by his Anglo-Saxon brothers. By his children he was treated with
the utmost respect and his slightest wish was given instant and im-
plicit obedience. And this obedience was never given through slav-
ish fear— for an Indian father never inflicted physical punishment up-
on his children— but was the result of inborn respect. This respect,
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reverence and love of Indian children for their parents is still one
of the most marked characteristics of the Indian home. It
matters not how educated a son or daughter may be, or what the po-
sition of the parent may be, the respect and love of the child is al-
most pathetic in its beauty. The fidelty and loyalty of the wife of
the Red Man might well be taken as an example by her pale-faced
sisters, who interpret her devotion as “slavery.” Slavery itis, but it
is not the slavery of fear, in which there can be no love, but it is the
slavery without which there can be no love. Such “slavery” as that
which the Apostle of the Gentiles gloried in.

W e dwellers in cities and towns, who live in an environment of
banks, stores, shops, and mills, where the hours of night are illumined
by the glitter and the glare of electric lights, and where the ears are
deadened by the constant hum of the active life of the streets, have
little idea of what the world means to the dwellers in the forest en-
shrouded wilderness, or out upon the trackless prairies. The nat-
ural environment of the Red Man was made up of whispering wood-
lands, of sweeping mountain ridges, of dark, tree-mantled valleys,
of far-reaching expanses of silent prairies. Over him at night was
the blue dome of the heavens, with the twinkling stars and the aw-
ful silence brooding over all the earth. When the sun arose above
the mist-covered mountain ranges and shed its light into the dew-
besprinkled valleys, it revealed a great, silent world of beauty and
mystery. The eagles and the crows swept across the sky on heavy
wings, from out of the depths of the unknown horizon, and then dis-
appeared below the forest-crowned mountain peaks— true symbols
of the unknown and mysterious domain of Nature. When night
covered the world with her mantle of darkness, another world of
mystery and silence, unbroken save by the murmuring wind as it
sighed through the vast forests, dawned on his soul. To the dwel-
lers in cities and towns, whose eyes are dimmed by the glare of the
electric lights, and whose ears are deadened by the noise of civiliza-
tion, it is hard to realize what the world means to a soul attuned to
the sights and the sounds of the sweeping mountain ridges and the
vast forests. To us theworld is apractical, a well-known and well-
understood reality, which has no mystery about it We go on
with the humdrum grind of life, surrounded by practical things and
filled with practical thoughts. The Red Man had no practical, hum-
drum existence, and he has no practical, humdrum thoughts. His
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days were spent in a world of beauty and grandeur, and yet in a
world of constant surprise and mystery. The starlit hours of the
night and the silent hours of the day were constantly throwing his
thoughts back within his own soul. Put yourself in his environ-
ment if you would know and understand by what forces he has been
developed. The author has walked over the trails followed by the
Red Men of the past. He has followed the streams on which he
had his villages, and over which his canoes glided in the days gone
by. He has traced his pathway on the broad waters of the beautiful
Susquehanna, in the vales of Wyoming, in the stillness of the
great hemlock forests and out on the great, silent prairies.
He has sat on the summit of the Alleghenies, with the great
oak forests sweeping in billows to the horizon, and has watched
the white clouds of mist arise from the valleys and float across
the blue sky and then loose themselves to sight below the peaks
of the mountain ridges. And then at night he has watched the
stars as they filled the sky with their glory, and listened to the
voices of Nature, as they spoke out of the whispering forests, and,
in the flickering blaze of the camp fire, he has looked from the little
circle of light into the brooding darkness of the mysterious wood-
lands. At such atime the world of cities and towns, with its noise
and turmoil, sinks into the dimness of life’s unreal things, and the
great world of Nature and the soul’s relation to it, becomes the one
reality. In such an environment, if you know the history, the re-
ligion and the traditions of the Red Man who once lived and loved and
dreamed, perhaps on the same spot, in the days gone by, you will
understand the soul of the Red Man to-day as he emerges from the
silence and mystery of the forests and mountains into the environ-
ment of cities and towns in which you are living.

When civilization, with all of its materialism, came into the world
of Nature in which the Red Man had been living for countless gene-
rations, his soul shrank from it, and he retreated into the brooding
silence of the forests. He was driven from the Delaware to the Sus-
guehanna, from the Susquehanna to the Ohio, from the Ohio to the
Mississippi and then across the great prairies, ever retreating before
that to which he would not yield. And, strange as it may seem, the
one race which was his most bitter foe was the one whose real soul was
most like his own. The conflict between the Irish and the Scotch-
Irish, and the Red Man, in all of the frontier days from Pennsylvania
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to California, and which has literally deluged the continent in blood,
was a conflict between two peoples whose souls and whose histor-
ies had much in common. The love of freedom, of independence,
of Nature, of beauty, of mystery—were the characteristics of Red
Man and Irishman alike. Compare the Celtic tales and traditions
with those of the Red Man, and note the common strain which
runs through both of them alike. And yet, these two races which
have no ethnological connection, and whose souls are so much alike,
waged warfare against each other to the death.

May not the history of the development of the one be a promise
of the future development of the other? The Irishman has been to
England just what the Red Man has been to America. He has
fought step by step every foot of the way which led to his National
destruction, and yet, in spite of this continual warfare, he has devel-
oped his personal character and his intellectual ability. Just so has
the Indian fought the white invasion of his ancestral domain and the
destruction of his tribal existence. From the shores of the Dela-
ware to the Golden Gate of the Pacific his trail of retreat has been
a trail of blood. And now, after but a few years of peace with his
white brothers, he has just commenced to come out of the seclusion
of his own life and to seek to develop himself in accordance with
his changed environment. In view of the short time the Red Man
has been in willing contact with the civilization of the White Man
his advancement is little short of a miracle. How many centuries
has it taken to develop every race of the White Men from barbar-
ism to what they now are? How many years have passed since the
ancestors of the Red Men of to-day, who are teachers of Art and
Science; who are authorities in history; who are leaders in social
and political reform; who are students at the very front of every line
of intellectual life, were hunted like wild beasts in the forests of
Pennsylvania and Virginia— the oldest of the Colonies? How many
months have passed by since the fathers and mothers of the Indian
students in our schools and colleges were butchered like cattle by
the Hotchkiss guns of our Christian Nation?

The Black Race, which in America in its worst days never re-
ceived the treatment which has been the unbroken history of our
treatment of the Red Man, notwithstanding its past slavery, had
the opportunity of development side by side with our White civili-
zation. Its freedom has cost the government untold millions of dol-
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lars and the lives of thousands; its education and development has
enlisted the sympathy and help of every Church and scores of hu-
mane societies, and yet this race, after nearly a half century of op-
portunity for development, has not shown the real ability for the
highest culture which the Red Man has shown within one genera-
ion of half-hearted effort in his behalf.

The Red Man of the past, as a savage, all painted for the war-
path, had a soul attuned to that which was true and beautiful in the
great world in which he lived. He loved the hills, the mountains,
the lakes, the rivers of the inheritance he had received from his fath-
ers. What barbaric nation of history has stamped its memory up-
on the natural features of its country as the Red Man has stamped
his memory for all time to come on almost every lake, river and
stream from the Atlantic to the Pacific? From him we have taken,
not only beautiful rivers which were his water-highways, but also
the very name by which he called them.

The Red Man of to-day, as acultivated, educated being, with his
inherent patriotism and his poetic soul is destined to be on the trails
of civilization as heroic a figure as was his father upon the trails of
the forest-enshrouded wilderness— because it isin him. He is just
beginning to emerge from the devastating flood of rum, with which
our fore-fathers deluged him. The river of rum which ran from
the Delaware to the Pacific before it had dried up became ariver of
blood. The story of the debauchery which followed in the trails
of the White Man has never yet been told. We took the proud
warriors of the mountains and forests, whose ancestors were free-
men when ours were slaves, and led them into the only slavery
they had ever known. To educate the Red Man for his place
in the environment of cities, in which we have placed him, is not a
charity shown to him, but a duty which we owe to ourselves. That
he has the “soul,” the ability to be educated, is a subject which is
not open for discussion. His whole past history is proof enough.
From the]days when Canasatego, Tedyuskung and Shikellamy made
the hills of Pennsylvania ring with their thrilling eloquence,
across the entire continent to the rugged Rocky Mountains, every
Indian Council, every bloody battle-field has shown the Red Man
fully equal to any test of ability to which the White Man might
challenge him.

We dwellers in cities and towns have many things to teach the
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Red Man, but when we are in danger of becoming swamped in the
mire of materialism; when we find that our artificial living is blinding
our natural senses; when we cannot hear the voices which speak to
us in the silence of the starlit sky—then the Red Man can teach us
many things. All that the Soul of the Red Man needs to bring
out the rich harmony of life which is there, is, just what the “ Soul of
the Violin” needs to bring out the rich, sweet melody which is
there— the touch of a Master’s hand.

The author has often thought of how fitting a place was chosen
for the Indian School, athistoric “Old Carlisle.” What more suit-
able spot could have been chosen for the work of educating the
children of the Red Man than this spot, hallowed by the memories
of the Indian Councils, when the tide of the White settlers was just
beginning to sweep across the Susquehanna and over the blue
Kittatinny mountains. Here, where the chiefs of the Iroquois and
the Delawares met to object to the further invasion of their hunting-
grounds beyond the “Endless Mountains,” is a fitting place for the
White Man to commence his work of bringing the Red Man to the
inheritance of all that education has to give. Here where the rough
hands of the Scotch-lrish settler drew forth the discordant war-
whoop from the avenging scourge of the Iroquois and the Delaware,
is where the touch of aMaster hand is to bring forth from the Soul of
the Red Man the rich melody of life which is there. Here, where
savagery and almost equally savage civilization met in adeath strug-
gle for the posession of a continent, is where the more refined Civ-
ilization of this age holds out the hand in welcome to the Red Man,
as he comes to share the blessings and learn the benefits of education.
In the days gone by the messengers of Tedyuskung crossed the
Susquehanna, threaded their way over the Indian trails from “Old”
Carlisle” across the mountains to the Ohio to give the “Peace Hallo”
to the western Indians. To-day every Red Man who goes from “Old
Carlisle” westward over the mountains to Oklahoma, to Texas, to
Arizona, to Alaska, or wherever his home ties or his duty calls him,
goes as a messenger of civilization to give the “Big Peace Hallo” to
his kindred in their homes. Every student from “OId Carlisle,”
male and female, is a missionary of Civilization to the Red Man of
this continent, and the message which they bear is a call from the
dreams of the Past to the realities of the Present, and the hopes
and possibilities of Future.



The Evils of Annuities to Indians:
By J. A. Gilfillan.

E readers of The Red M an all desire the
welfare of the Indian. Here is aquestion: What
should be done with the money which the United
States Government owes to the Indian or holds in
trust for him? That it does owe large sums or
holds large sums in trust for many tribes, is well
known. For instance, the Government is said to
have eight millions of dollars belonging to the
Chippewas of Minnesota—the proceeds of the sale of their pine—
and amillion and a half of accumulated interest. Probably a some-
what similar state of affairs exists with reference to nearly every
tribe, or very many. The Indians, and the mixed bloods, who
now form so large a part of their number, all know that the Gov-
ernment has those monies of theirs. What effect does this have
on them? To answer that one has to be guided by the experience
of the past. What answer does that give? Let us see.
In 1889, the writer was with the Chippewas of Minnesota, when
a new treaty was made with them, under which they still live. The
mixed-blood Indian traders among them wished to get hold of
some of their money every year, and so they combined and had in-
fluence enough to have the provision put in the treaty, that the
members of the tribe should be paid annuity money every year for
fifty years. It was only a small amount annually— less than $10.00
a head—though it was expected to increase. What was the effect
of that upon the people? It was most disastrous. They largely
gave up farming and the raising of crops from that day. That
provision undid in a stroke much that the Government and the
missionaries had been laboriously building up for many years,
namely, the work of teaching the Indians how to grow crops and
become self-supporting. For the Indian immediately reasoned—
just as we would—"What need for me to toil? | have an annuity
coming to me every year for fifty years; so has my wife; so has every
one of my children. | can take it easy henceforth.” The fact
that the annuity was only $8.00 a year made no difference in the
Indian’s mind. It was an annuity, certain to come, and that was
enough. So the Indian not only gave up raising anything, but he
went in debt all he could on the strength of that annuity. With-
out intending to be dishonest, he would go to one trader, and then
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to another, and to white traders outside of the reservation. They
all knew he had that annuity coming to him for each member of his
family, so they were willing to advance him goods for his necessi-
ties, trusting to that coming money. The consequence was that he
not only gave up growing any crops, but he found himself in debt to
many different traders to many times the amount of the annuity.
Then the time when the pitiful $8.00 would arrive was always un-
certain; so he hung about the agency for weeks or for months, afraid
to go off and hunt lest the payment should take place when he was
not there. He could have made many times over the amount
of the annuity by the fur he could have taken, but he was afraid
to go. So he lost many times over the amount waiting for it.

Then, when payment did take place, there was a strong tempta-
tion present of that which, as the poet tells us, lends “an hour’s im-
portance to the poor man’s heart;” and when he got a taste of that,
not only his own share, but his wife’s and his children’s shares,
which he likewise drew, were liable to go the same way; and when
payment was over, his debts were still unpaid, and were multiplied.
He had grown no crops, and had nothing with which to go through
the winter. Had his worst enemy tried to devise some plan to in-
jure him, to keep him from effort, to destroy his manliness, to throw
him back into the state of helplessness from which he was emerging,
he could have found no plan so good as promising him and his
family that annuity for fifty years.

To apply this lesson of experience to the question—what should
be done with the money the Government owes the Indians—every
Indian, and every mixed blood thinks and openly says about that:
"The Government at Washington has my money—lots of it. | do
not need to work nor do anything. Let the Government pay me
what it owes me and | am rich.”

We, in similar circumstances, would think and act just the same
way; it is human nature; and what we have said about the Indian go-
ing in debt to every trader he could on the strength of that annuity,
would apply equally to the white people. And the Indians and
mixed bloods knowing that their money is in Washington, give their
whole time and thought to getting hold of that money, as is natural,
and as we ourselves would do in similar circumstances. They hold
councils about it; they talk about it; they dream about it by night,
and by day it is in their thoughts; and it takes their attention from
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all effort to better themselves. The writer believes that the Indians
and mixed bloods will never work at anything, so long as any annui-
ty, however small, is coming to them, nor so long as they know that
a single dollar belonging to them is in the Treasury. If, therefore,
we wish to make them worthless, to keep them worthless, let us
promise them an annuity, or else owe them money and not give it
to them. As we have said, that is human nature—our nature; it is
not the fault of the Indian or the mixed-blood; the fault lies in
our method of dealing with them.

To show this by afamiliar instance: Many foreigners come to our
shores. They land poor, but necessity makes them work; so they
exert themselves, build up this community by their labor, and not
only support themselves, but add to the wealth of the whole land.
But suppose we met them at Castle Garden and said to each man of
them: "You are now in America. You, your wife and every one of
your children shall have an annuity, and every child that shall be born
to you shall have an annuity. Every October, as sure as the sun
rises, money will be yours.” What effect would that have on the
immigrant? Or suppose we say to him, "It is true you are now
poor, but there are millons of dollars of your money in the Treas-
ury, and it is drawing interest, and increasing every year, and we
owe it to you.” What effect would either of those truths have on
the immigrant? Instead of being the industrious worker that he
now is, it would enervate him, emasculate him, and make him
worthless. He would spend his time as our Indians and mixed-
bloods now do, and as we would do under similar circumstances,—
in thinking, planning and scheming how he could get what belongs
to him; but as to work, he would have none of it, anymore than our
Indians. He would say like them: "Let the Government pay me
what it owes me, and | have no need of work.” Are we not then
making the Indians and mixed-bloods worthless by this—our meth-
od of treating them?

Someone will then ask: "What then should be done? The In-
dians are the richest people in this country if what is theirs was given
to them. Do you propose to dump down their great wealth for them
and let them squander it— perhaps ten or twenty or thirty thousand
dollars to each family—and then be as poor as before?” Let us see
how that would work. Experience in Wisconsin, in Minnesota,
and, perhaps, other places, has shown that Indians and mixed bloods
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will squander any sum that may be given to them in from six months
to two years. Many families, who for twenty years before could
never muster ten cents in the family purse, have gone through—
say $20,000—in two years, when the windfall came to them. How
did they do it? The grafters grafted it from them; they spent it in
high living; in extravagances of all sorts; they bought fancy teams
and harness and carriages at ridiculous prices; they lived on the most
expensive luxuries; they had phonographs; some dressed entirely in
silks. A great deal of it went for whisky, and while under its influ-
ence, the grafters found them easy marks and got away their valu-
able lands from them for asong. They did just what the majority
of white people would do if riches suddenly came to them.

The question will then be asked: "Is that then what you propose
—to turn over to them what will be to them fabulous wealth and let
them throw it away?” And we answer, "certainly.” There is no
other way. They will never work, they will never amount to any-
thing as long as they know that a single dollar is coming to them, and
they do not get it. Let them throw away all that they have; let the
grafters and the saloon men get it all; let them know that they have
spent the last dollar, and that never another dollar will be coming to
them, and then only and never till then will they go to work to support
themselves. If they have been promised annuities for fifty years,
dump down for them all the annuities inone lump of millions, if neces-
ry, and then only will their minds be off what is coming to them.
Annuities ought never to have been promised to them. It was a
terrible mistake, a terrible wrong to them; but to continue to pay
them is to cut off a quarter inch of the animal’s tail every year. The
animal will not thrive under such treatment; is bound to be sickly.
If the tail goes at once, the animal may become a healthy beast,
though lacking a tail. We have inherited from the past an evil sys-
tem of annuities, of funds to the credit of the tribes in the Treasury,
and all the rest of it. By this system, we have placed the Indians
and the mixed-bloods between the devil and the deep sea. He will
be a poor lingering, pitiful pauper if we continue that coddling.

When he has spent all, he will rouse himself like a man, as he is,
and will get along as well as any other man. Which is the more
valuable, his money or his manhood? As long as we keep up the
present system of annuities, of millions to his credit in Washington,
he will never be a man, but a sickly pauper, with his eyes fastened
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on those dollars in Washington or coming from there and his hands
folded on his lap. We, in his circumstances, would be just the same.
It is not the man himself, it is our system which we have imposed
upon him which has made him the helpless being he is, and which
keeps him so. Do we not for him, as for ourselves, think too
much of the dollars and too little of the manhood which the dollars
may kill? Who was it that said, “A man'’s life consisteth not in the
abundance of the things that he possesseth, but in his manhood.”

But again someone will ask: “Is the Indian capable of making a
living for himself in competition with the white man, if his money
that now supports him be spent? Will he not starve to death or
will he not have to be supported?” In answer to that | would say
that the Indian is as capable of making a living for himself as any
other man, and in some respects, more capable.

In the first place, his intellectual quality is high; the brains in his
brain pan are the best. His powers of observation are far superior
to those of our race. Then, he knows this country well and its re-
sources. He is a real American. He has agreat advantage over
the industrious foreigner who comes to these shores—who has to
find out by experience everything about this country. The Indian
knows it all already, and so stands on vantage ground. Not only
so, but he has a stock of hereditary knowledge that has come down
to him from many generations of ancestors about the way of mak-
ing a living here. For example, put a native white American and
an Indian into the woods together without anything visible to sustain
life; the white man can find nothing and will starve to death; the
Indian will find plenty to eat, and will know how to protect himself
from the elements and will thrive. The superiority of the Indian
as alivable being will be at once demonstrated. During the more
than a quarter of a century the writer lived with the Indians, not
one of them was drowned on their great lakes in the most violent
storms; not one of them froze or was lost in the great forests and
died there; but since the white people have come in, considerable
numbers of them have lost their lives each year. The white man
is apoor, helpless being compared with the Indian. He does not
know how to camp, how to protect himself, how to find food. He
is like a helpless child compared with his all-knowing, skillful
brother— the Indian.

A few years ago, the noble Captain Wallace of the United States
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Army, who was killed at the battle of Wounded Knee, made anin-
vestigation of the relative earnings of the Mille Lac Chippewas of
Minnesota, and of the white settlers around there, and he was sur-
prised to find that the Indian got hold of far more money, even in
ayear, than the white settler. The Indian had his inexhaustible
supply of fish; he had unlimited quantities of wild rice; he had
maple sugar; he had some hundreds of dollars every year from
muskrat skins; he had deer skins to sell; he made a great deal by
furs of different kinds. He had many sources of revenue and ways
of making a living of which the white man knows nothing.

Nearly forty years ago, the writer remembers having heard ad-
mirable white men who lived among the Indians and knew them
well, say, that they were just as capable of making their living as any
other men, and would do so easily if they had to; that all help given
them in the way of annuities, money to their credit, etc., was a dam-
age to them; that they should be treated as individuals just like all
the other people of the land; that they should pay taxes, etc., and
that if they were treated as all other people are, they would be just
as capable of getting along. Experience and reflection have con-
firmed the truth of all these views in the mind of the writer. Give
the Indian and the mixed-blood a chance to be men; do not baby
them nor coddle them anymore with annuities and millions to their
credit; dump it all down before them and let them go through it;
treat them as you would any other men and they will rise to the oc-
casion and be men.

If that policy had been pursued in the last hundred years, if
there had been no agencies, no reservations, no shutting out the
Indians from the general current of life within reservations, if he
had been treated as a man and not as a strange sort of inferior being,
who was not even allowed to be a citizen of the land of his birth—
though he was the real American, the native American who was born
on this soil, and whose ancesters owned it and lived here for gener-
ations—if that honest, fair, and brotherly policy had been pursued,
no Indian problem would have existed; and some dark and disgrace-
ful chapters in our history would have been unwritten. We have
the evil inheritance of the past loaded upon us, but it is time now
to begin to do the right and Christian thing.



The Preservation of Indian Names
and Languages: By J. P. Dunn.

W OULD urge on intelligent Americans the desir-
ability of preserving the native Indian languages
of the United States. In view of the fact that we
are now in the centennial period of the occupation
of the Central West, I would urge especially that
prompt attention be given to recording and pre-

serving the languages of the great nations of that region. One hun-
dred years ago the chief topic of the people of the United States was
Tecumthe. Fifteen years earlier itwas The Little Turtle. Twenty
years before The Little Turtle it was Pontiac. Twenty-two years
after Tecumthe it was Black Hawk.

Our forefathers conquered these chiefs and their warriors. We
occupy their former territory. They are but memories. But it is
impossible to understand fully the history of that stirring period
without a better knowledge of those Indian nations than we have,
and an acquaintance with their language is essential to that knowl-
edge. Moreover, by all the canons of civic nobility and national
generosity, it would be a disgrace to the people of the United
States to permit the languages of Pontiac, and The Little Turtle,
and Tecumthe, and Black Hawk, to perish from the face of the
earth.

It may be said that this is mere sentiment. Possibly; but so is
everything else that uplifts a nation. Someone wisely said: "Let
me write the songs of a nation and 1 care not who makes its laws.”
What is there but sentiment in "The Star-spangled Banner,” and
"America,” and "The Battle Hymn of the Republic,” and "Old
Glory?” And what sort of a nation would we be without that sen-
timent? It would not injure our nation in the least if it were to
enter fully into the sentiment of Wendell Phillips: "From Massa-
chusetts Bay back to their hunting-grounds, every few miles is
written down in imperishable record as a spot where the scanty,
scattered tribes made a stand for justice and their own rights.
Neither Greece, nor Germany, nor the French, nor the Scotch can
show a prouder record. And instead of searing it over with infa-
my and illustrated epithets, the future will recognize it as a glori-
ous record of a race that never melted out and never died away,
but stood up manfully, man by man, foot by foot, and fought it out
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for the land God gave them, against the world, which seemed to be
poured out over them. 1love the Indian because there is something
in the soil and climate that made him that is fated in the thousand
years that are coming, to mould us.”

| say that prompt attention should be given to this matter be-
cause the opportunity is rapidly vanishing. The Indian languages
are becoming extinct much more rapidly than the Indians them-
selves, because the younger Indians are Americanized, and many
of them have but a smattering knowledge of their native tongues.
Our Indian schools do not encourage any study of Indian languages,
because their object is to teach the students English and fit them
to take care of themselves in the practical affairs of life. The older
people, who really know the languages, are going the way of all flesh.

I may illustrate by the Miamis, who were originally one of the
greatest, if not the greatest of the nations of the Central West, for
they included not only the Indiana tribes known as Piankeshaws
and Ouiatanons (Weas), but also the great Illinois or Peoria tribe,
the Kaskaskias Cahokias, Tamaroas, and the Michigamias. At the
time of LaSalle’s confederacy, on the Illinois river, in 1683, the vil-
lages of these tribes were recorded as containing over 3,300 war-
riors. To-day, all that is left of that nation is estimated at 140 of the
Western Miamis, in Oklahoma and Kansas, and 240 of the Eastern
Miamis in Indiana. Most of these are mixed bloods and very few
can speak the language. Within the past year Gabriel Godfroy, the
only adequate Miami interpreter in Indiana, and Rev. Thomas
Ricardville, one of the most competent interpreters of the Western
Miamis, have died.

The time and money that have been expended in recovering the
languages of Assyria and Egypt ought to be sufficent warning to us
to preserve these languages while there is opportunity; but there is
another and more important consideration. These are not written
languages. Once lost they are lost forever. Of the Eastern bands
of the Lenni Lanape and Iroquois, of the principal Southern tribes,
of the Northern Ojibwa and Dakota, and of many of the tribes of
the Far West, the languages have in part, at least, been recorded.
Of the languages of the Miami, Potawatomi, Shawnee and Ottawa
nations there is practically nothing.

There is more in this matter than history and sentiment. The
Indian has left hundreds of names all through the country, that are
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in daily use. Some months ago, in a letter to me concerning these,
Gen. R. H. Pratt said: “The subject has not specially interested me
for the reason that, in my experience, not one in twenty of the In-
dian names in use could be recognized by any member of the tribe
from which the name was derived. The attempts to perpetuate
such names are therefore only sentimental abortion.”

Gen. Pratt's premises are indisputable. His conclusion does
not follow. Because we have butchered the names is no reason why
we should also lose their true form and meaning. And there is no
guestion of perpetuating them. They will perpetuate themselves.
As Mrs. Sigourney says:

"Their name is on your waters,
Ye may not wash it out.”

Their names are not only on our waters, but also on our states,
counties, townships, cities and towns. The only question is wheth-
er we shall go on using these names without knowing their true
forms and real meanings. Furthermore, these languages are
worthy of preservation on their intrinsic merit. They are not rude
and unsystematic, but are more refined in inflection, and exact in
meaning, not only than the English language but also than any
modern civilized language.

To illustrate both of these points take one example. The name
"Wabash” is in wide use, not only for the river, but for counties,
towns, railroads, and other things. In some of our standard dic-
tionaries and other reference books it has been said to mean "a

cloud driven forward by the equinoctial wind.” In reality itis a
corruption of the Miami name of the stream, "Wah-bah-shik-ki,”
or "Wah-pah-shik-ki,”—"b” and "p” being convertible in the Mi-

ami. This is an inflected form of the adjective "white,” which in
its simplest form is "wah-pe-ki” for the inanimate, and "wah-pi-si-
ta” for the animate. The form "wah-bah-shik-ki” implies that the
noun it qualifies stands for something that is bright or pure white,

inanimate and natural, such as a stone or a shell. If it were artifi-
cial, as cloth or paper, the adjective form would have to be "wah-
pah-kin-gi.” What civilized language has such refinement or in-
flection?

A movement for the preservation of these languages was started
several years ago by the Indiana Historical Society. Resolutions
in support of it have been adopted by the Mississippi Valley His-
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torical Society, the Ohio Valley Historical Society, and several state
societies. It was urged on the last Congress and on the Congress
of 1907-8, but neither of them made appropriations for the work.
It is to be hoped that all who feel any interest in the movement will
exert any influence they may have to promote it.

The Captive’s Hymn.

(Carlisle, Pa., December 31, 1764.)

By Edna Dean Proctor.

The Indian war was over,
And Pennsylvania’s towns

Welcomed the blessed calm that comes
When peace a conflict crowns.

Bitter and long had been the strife,
But gallant Colonel Bouquet

Had forced the foe to sue for grace,
And named the joyful day

When Shawnees, Tuscara’'was,
Miamis, Delawares,

And every band that roved the land
And called a captive theirs—

From the pathless depths of the forest,
By stream and dark defile,

Should bring their prisoners, on their lives,
In safety to Carlisle;

Carlisle in the Cumberland valley,
Where Conodogwinnet flows,

And the guardian ranges, north and south,
In mountain pride repose.

Like the wind the Colonel’s order
To hamlet and clearing flew;
And mourning mothers and wives and sons
From banks where Delaware seaward runs,
From Erie’s wave, and Ohio’s tide.
And the vales where the southern hills divide,
Flocked to the town, perchance to view,
At last, 'mid the crowds by the startled square,
The faces lost, but in memory fair.
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How strange the scene on the village green
That morning cold and gray!

To right the Indian tents were set,

And in groups the dusky warriors met,

W hile their captives clung to the captors yet,
As wild and bronzed as they—

In rags and skins, with moccasined feet,

Some loath to part, some fain to greet
The friends of a vanished day;

And, eagerly watching the tents, to left

Stood mothers and sons and wives bereft,

While beyond, were the throngs from hill and valley

And, waiting the keen-eyed Colonel’s rally,
The troops in their brave array.

Now friends and captives mingle,
And cries of joy and woe
Thrill the broad street as loved ones meet,
Or in vain the tale of the past repeat,
And back in anguish go.
Among them lingered a widow—
From the Suabian land was she—
And one fell morning she had lost
Husband and children three,
All slain save the young Regina,
A captive spared to be.
Nine weary years had followed,
But the wilderness was dumb,
And never a word to her aching heart
Through friend or foe had come,
And now, from Tulpehocken,
Full seventy miles away,
She had walked to seek her daughter,
The Lord her only stay.

She scanned the sun-browned maidens;
But the tunic’s rude disguise,

The savage tongue, the forest ways,
Baffled and mocked her yearning gaze;
And with sobs and streaming eyes
She turned to the Colonel and told him

How hopeless was her quest—
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Moaning, “Alas, Regina!
The grave for me is best!”
“Nay, Madam,” gently he replied,
“Don’t be disheartened yet, but bide,
And try some other test.
What pleasant song or story
Did she love from your lips to hear?”
“0O, Sir, | taught her ‘Our Father;
And the ‘Creed’ we hold so dear,
And she said them over and over
While | was spinning near;
And every eve, by her little bed,
When the light was growing dim,
I sung her to sleep, my darling!
With Schmolke’s beautiful hymn.”
“Then sing it now,” said the Colonel,
And close to the captive band
He brought the mother with her hymn
From the far Suabian land,;
And with faltering voice and quivering lips,
W hile all was hushed, she sang
The strain of lofty faith and cheer
In her rich German tongue:
“Allein, und doch nicht ganz allein,
(How near the listeners press)
Alone, yet not alone am |,
Though all may deem my days go by
In utter dreariness;
The Lord is still my company,
I am with Him, and He with me,
The solitude to bless.

“He speaks to me within; His word
As if His very voice | heard.
And when | pray, apart,
He meets me in the quiet there
With counsel for each cross and care,
And comfort for my heart.

“The world may say my life is lone,

With every joy and blessing flown
Its vision can descry;

I shall not sorrow nor repine,
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For glorious company is mine
With God and angels nigh.”

As she sung, a maid of the captives
Threw back her tangled hair,
And forward leaned as if to list
The lightest murmur there;
Her breath came fast, her brown cheek
flushed,

Her eyes grew bright and wide

As if some spell the song had cast,
And, ere the low notes died,

With a bound like a deer in the forest
She sprang to the singer’s side,

And, “Liebe, kleine Mutter!”
Enfolding her, she cried—

““My dear, dear, little Mother!”
Then swift before her knelt

As in the long, long buried days
When by the wood they dwelt;

And, “Vater unser, der du bist
In Himmel,” chanted she,

The sweet “Our Father” she had learned
Beside that mother’s knee;

And then the grand “Apostles’ Creed”
That in her heart had lain:

“Ich glaube an Gott den Vater,”
Like achild she said again—

“1 believe in God the Father’—
Down to the blest “Amen.”

Stooping and clasping the maiden
W hose soul the song had freed,

“Now God be praised!” said the mother,
‘This is my child indeed!—

My own, my darling Regina,
Come back in my sorest need,

For she knows the Hymn, and ‘Our Father.’

And the holy ‘Apostles’ Creed’!”
Then, while the throng was silent,

And the Colonel bowed his head,
With tears and glad thanksgiving

339
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Her daughter forth she led;
And the sky was lit with sunshine,
And the cold earth caught its smile
For the mother and ransomed maiden,
That morning in Carlisle.
—From Songs of America.

(THE CAPTIVE'S HYMN.—At the close of the French and Indian War the Indians of Pennsylvania and adjoining
regions were compelled to bring their prisoners to Carlisle, Pa., December 31, 1764, and on all sides the friends of these
prisoners were summoned to reclaim them. A German woman from Reutlingen, Swabia, whose little daughter, Regina,
had been nine years a captive, recovered her by singing Schmolke’'s hymn, “ Alone, yet not alone am I,” which she had
sung to her in her childhood. Dr. H. M. Muhlenberg, the chief founder of the Luthern Church in the United States, re-
ported-the incident, at the time, to the German Hallische Nachrichten. In 1891 Mrs. Barrows, of the Boston Christian
Register, called my attention to the story, saying she had brought it to the notice of both Mr. Whittier and Dr. Holmes,
but that both, while expressing great interest in it, had said they were too old to treat it.)

The Origin of Thunder.

G enevieve Bebeau, Chippewa.

NCE upon a time three Indians went hunting.

They walked for three long days and nights but

could see neither game nor forests. They finally

came to atall tree and one of the hunters climbed to

the top of the branches in order to look for game.

From the tree-top a path led to an Indian tepee

in the clouds. He atonce informed his companions on the ground

and instructed them to follow him. Arriving at the tepee, they

entered and joined other Indians who were smoking their pipes.

After feasting for some time they all went out to hunt. The reports

of their guns were heard on the earth, and even the Indians of to-

day believe that every time it thunders those Indians are hunting
upon the Happy Hunting Grounds.

One Indian, on returning to the earth, told the Chippewas that
by offering up smoke as a sacrifice to the thunder it would stop
the thunder. Some of the Indians still follow the custom of smok-
ing during a storm to appease the thunder.

The Chippewa Indians in the northern part of Minnesota are
very superstitious and the older ones tell numerous startling stories
of their younger days.



Tuscarora and Mohawk Contest.

Edison Mr. Pleasant, Tuscarora.

EN the Tuscarora Indians migrated from North
Carolina and joined the New York Confederacy,
they had frequent athletic games with the Mo-
hawk tribe. Lacrosse was the favorite game of the
two tribes. Before entering the game, the Indi-
ans of both tribes engaged their medicine men to
bring them victory. The Tuscarora tribe never
it be considered asuccessful medicine man, there-
fore they engaged a competent medicine man from one of the neigh-
boring tribes; usually from the Senecas.

One season when the Mohawks had an excellent team, together
with a competent medicine man, the Tuscaroras were in a dilemma
as to how to secure a competent medicine man. The Tuscarora
Indians are noted for their agility and warlike spirit. They are
not to be daunted by the hardest struggle. It was after many con-
flicts that they were subdued by the whites in North Carolina.
They were not daunted by the Mohawks in the athletic contest.
Realizing the superiority of the Mohawk team they resolved to win
by the hired medicine man. They hired the medicine man from
the Senecas.

The medicine man and all the athletic warriors held a council
at midnightin an old barn. A faint light was used. The medicine
man took out of his pocket a bundle wrapped in silk. A small bone
was wrapped in the silk. He talked to the bone for a long time
in which he asked the warriors exactly what they desired. They
asked for victory and for the death of the Mohawk medicine man.
After he told the bone they wanted victory, he gave command to the
bone to cheer the Tuscaroras to victory. The bone responded by
faint drum beats and war whoops. All this time there was pro-
found silence among the warriors. Perhaps some of them were
frightened. After the drum beats and war whoops ceased, he ask-
ed the warriors what else they wanted. They responded, “The
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death of the Mohawk leader.” He took a knife and gashed the
bone. It bled freely. It was the sign of death. After these
performances he wrapped the bone again in silk and the war whoops
by the warriors ended the council.

Next day the contest took place. The Mohawks with their
superior players were in no class with the Tuscarora team. The
Mohawk players said that when they went after a ball, half a dozen
or more would be flying at the same time. When they did get one,
it was only avision; a Tuscarora brave came along with ease and
snatched the ball for a goal. This is how the Seneca medicine
man and his bone wrapped in silks worked a victory for them.
The Mohawks were helpless, therefore, and gave up in despair,
after which, as the Seneca medicine man commanded, the Mohawk
medicine man was stricken dead.

This closed the athletic relations between the Mohawks and the
Tuscaroras.

The modern Tuscarora Indian athletes are considered dauntless
by their white brothers. A few are classed with the best athletes in
this country, while one is classed with the world’'s best athletes.
The athletic teams tour the white communities, but they no longer
rely on the medicine man with his magic bone, but upon strength,
brain and courage.

How the Hunter Punished the Snow.

Eliza Keshena, Menominee.

HUNTER and his family lived quietly some distance
from the village. Each day it was his delight to
go out on hunting excursions, and every time he
went he was sure to bring home all the game he
could carry. This he continued until late in the
winter.

One day, while out far from his wigwam, Kon

(the snow) froze his feet so badly that he could

scarcely walk, but after a time he finally reached

his home. He was angry with Kon and determined to punish him;
so he got alarge bowl, and, after filling it with snow buried itin a
hole, covering it over with leaves and moss. There Kon was held a
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captive until summer. When summer came the hunter took away
the covering, that the hot rays of the sun might melt the snow.

Autumn came and as the hunter was walking through the forest,
someone spoke to him and said, “You punished me last summer.
When winter comes | will show you how strong I am.” The hunt-
er knew it was Kon and immediately made preparations for the win-
ter. He built an addition to his wigwam and filled it with wood
and brought in much game and prepared it for winter use.

Winter came, and again as the hunter was strolling through the
woods, he heard a voice say to him: "I am coming to visit you as |
said 1 would. 1 shall be atyour wigwam in four days.” The hunt-
er went home and brought more wood for fuel that he might have
an abundance. The fifth day a stranger appeared in the doorway
and the hunter gladly welcomed him to a seat near the blazing fire.
As the hunter added more fuel to the already hot fire he rather
suspicioned his guest as he moved farther away from the heat ,and
he also seemed to be diminishing in size. When he came in he
seemed so large in stature, but was now gradually growing smaller,
until finally, much to the hunter's delight, his guest had entirely
disappeared; for this guest of his was Kon and had melted away.

And thus it was that the hunter punished Kon (the snow) for
freezing his feet.

The Green Corn Legend.
M azie L. Skye, Seneca.

|HE origin and usefulness of the green corn is told
in the following legend:

Years ago a band of Indians, ruled by a maiden
and her young chieftain husband, lived in the
heart of a large forest. These people were con-
tented to live the carefree life of hunting and
fishing from sunrise to sunset, day after day.

One day the young chieftain was warned by one of the tribe
that the Great Spirit disapproved of the indolence of his people,
also saying that the game would some day be gone and that if the
people did not learn other means of getting alivelihood, they would
perish. The chief took this lightly and thought of all the games till
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in the woods. Not long after this, he and his hunters, after hunting
all day, were dismayed at not finding game. The warning recurred
to his mind and this troubled him, for he knew not how to help his
people.

His wife loved him dearly and it grieved her to see him helpless,
so she decided to consult an old woman of the tribe; by her she was
told of a way to help her husband. In order to preserve her
husband’s authority as chieftain and to save the members of her tribe
from utter starvation, she must be changed into the green corn.
At first the maiden hesitated, thinking of her happy life; but next
came the thought of her husband's distress and of her people perish-
ing for lack of food. This gave her courage and she consented to
become the green corn, and left only a message for her husband,
telling him not to grieve.

At first the chieftain was enraged and begged for the restoration
of his wife, but the old woman gave him one respite and that was,
he should become the wind so that he might moan and sigh for her
as he gently shook the tassels of the waving corn.

So the green corn stands, ever the friend of the Indian, with its
silken tassels— believed to be the maiden’s tresses—gently swaying
with the soft breezes, at which time itis said, her husband is whisper-
ing to her.

WV —  =—m

The Raccoon and The Opossum.

Estella W. Ellis, Sac and Fox.

N CE upon a time the racoon and the opossum were enemies.
O They hated each other and tried every way to get rid of
each other.

One morning they met by the river and the opossum was
pushed into the river, but soon he climbed out.

The raccoon tried again and succeeded, for the opossum floated
down the river until he was washed upon an island.

The opossum was so glad he was safe that he began to smile,
and it was an everlasting smile, for now if you see an opossum
you will see he has a smiling face.



TRUE INDIAN TYPES—NAVAJO WAR CHIEF, ARIZONA
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true INDIAN TYPES—NEZ PERCE, IDAHO
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Cfcttor’3 Comment

THE INDIAN AND CITI-
ZENSHIP.

HE decision has just been handed

down by Justice Dunn of the
Supreme Court of Oklahoma, in which
the state’s right is confirmed to tax
Indian lands upon which restrictions
have been removed, and which was
decided in the affirmative in the lower
courts of the state. The Court holds
that the act of Congress of 1908, re-
moving restrictions from lands of
members of the Five Civilized Tribes,
is valid and that all lands upon which
restrictions have been removed are sub-
This
applies to the general removal by the
act of Congress and also to the indi-
vidual

ject to taxation as other lands.

cases where restrictions have
been removed by order of the Secre-
tary of the Interior.

If the removal of restrictions has
been based on rational advancement by
the Indian owners, this is as it should
be. When all restrictions against an
Indian’s lands are removed, it is a
inference that that Indian has
acquired all of the rights and qualifi-
cations of citizenship. It should or-
dinarily mean that he is qualified to
administer his own business affairs,
industrious, that
he has sufficient ability to protect him-
self against the grafter, and that he is,
in all respects, entitled to the right of
franchise, because of his moral
educational accomplishments.

It has been the
Government to

natural

that he is sober and

and

of the
restrictions
only when Indians are competent, and
the establishment in recent years of

custom
remove

Competency Commissions has been
one of the most successful forward steps
which has been taken to make the
Indian a citizen. The Indians are
first given a trust patent for their land,
which gave them the ownership of the
land, and allowed them to work it
free from taxation. At the end of
twenty-five years, a patent in fee is
given which means that all restrictions
are removed, and that the land can be
sold.

Those who know the condition of
the Five Civilized Tribes of Okla-
homa are convinced that as a whole
they are not ready for citizenship, and
are unable to successfully handle their
Large numbers of
them cannot speak English and are
illiterate.

business affairs.

Some are as primitive as
the members of any tribe in the
United States, and yet they are consid-
ered citizen Indians. Although for
years they were kept out of Govern-
ment schools and compelled to attend
their own schools, these were found
to be in such chaotic condition about
a year ago, that many were closed and
the Government again permitted the
children to enter some of the Indian
Schools supported by the
Government.

Federal

It is but another illustration of the
fact that the Indian cannot be civiliz-
What
is good for one tribe is oftentimes not

ed by any wholesale schemes.

of service in the civilization of another
tribe. The tribes differ in environment
and customs. The Indian cannot
be legislated into citizenship. Cit-
izenship is a matter ofgrowth and
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comes by virtue ofeducation, Indus-
try and morality.

Most progress has been made with
the Indian when he has been treated
as an individual and when he has been
allowed to go forward as rapidly as
his God-given endowments and his
education, industry sobriety
justify. Indian nature is
human nature with a touch of the
Indian in it. We accomplish most
with the Indian as an
individual rather than as a tribe.

Whenever the restrictions shall have
been removed from the
and he is a full-fledged citizen of the
Republic, enjoying the privileges and

and
would

when we deal

Indian’s land

responsibilities of citizenship, he will
assuredly not object to paying his
taxes and performing his duties in the
same way as does his white neighbor.

CHANGE OF SUPERIN-
TENDENTS.

W O important changes
made on April 1st,
tion with the
of the
Service.

were
in connec-
management of two
larger schools in the Indian
John R. Wise,
been superintendent of the Chilocco
Indian School in Oklahoma for more

who has

than two years, was transferred and
made superintendent of Haskell In-
stitute, at Lawrence, Kansas. He
succeeded Mr. H. H. Fiske, of Mas-
sachusetts, who has been superinten-
dent for about a year.
perintendent at Chilocco is Mr. Edgar
A. Allen, who has been a supervisor of
Indian Schools, and for a number of
years was assistant superintendent of
the Carlisle Indian School.

The new su-
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PRESERVING INDIAN
NAMES AND ARTS.

PARTICULAR attention is called

to the “Preserving
Indian Names,” by Jacob Piatt Dunn,
which appears in this number of THE
RED MAN. Mr. Dunn is Secretary
of the Indiana Historical Society, and
is the author of several very excellent

article on

books on the Indian, namely, “True
Indian Stories,” with a “Glossary of
Indiana Indian Names,” and “Mas-
sacres of the Mountians; a History of
the Indian Wars of the Far West.”
He has also written a book entitled
“Indiana; A Redemption from Slav-
ery,” which is considered one of the
best of the American Commonwealth

Series.
Mr. Dunn is a gifted writer who
investigates his subject thoroughly

before writing. He has great pati-
ence and has done much to arouse
subject.
interested in

interest in this
The
Mr.
agrees with the sentiment for preserv-
ing, in an intelligent form, the Indian
words handed down from the past.
The editor goes further and cham-
pions the preservation and develop-
ment of all that is best in Indian Art,
Handicraft and History, as well as
Language. The
School in its classes in History and
Indian Folklore, and in the depart-
ment of Native Indian Art, has done
much to preserve what is typically
Indian, and consequently truly Amer-
Indian Art
is susceptible to great development

interesting
Red Man is
Dunn’s suggestion, and heartily

Carlisle  Indian

ican, to future generations.

and may vyet, in time, be of commer-
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cial value to the Nation. At least it
is our only distinctively American Art.

So with Indian names: We shall

welcome any questions and sugges-
tions, and though we have no organ-
ized department for investigating the
subject, we shall be glad to give it
impetus. For a long time the school
has furnished translations into Indian
of English names, and has suggested
Indian names for societies, clubs,
country homes, etc. This it will
cheerfully continue to do.

ZUNIS COMPARED TO
ANCIENT GREEKS.

RS. MATHILDA COXE STE-
I\/I VENSON,

nearly thirty-five years to the scientific
study of the Indians and has made
the Zunis her special study, has recent-
ly spoken in a most interesting way
of their
years ago, she published alarge volume
entitled “The Zunis”
probably the most valuable contribu-
tion on these Indians that has ever
been put in print. Although many
stories are published to the contrary,
she says that the Zunis are among the
most fascinating of the Pueblo Indians
and possess very noble qualities of
manhood and womanhood. In a re-

who has devoted

life and character. Several

which contains

cent interview, she is reported to have
said:

In my book | have faithfully recorded
what | know to be the true religious cult of
the Zunis. Many eminent scientific men
have taken issue with me and contended
that 1 had placed the crude race of red men
on the same high spiritual plane as the
ancient Greeks. My reply is that I have
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placed them just where I found them. 1
have never accepted any information about
their creed unless it was verified by three
different witnesses. My plan has been to
question the priest, then a warrior or leader
of the people and then an inferior member
of the tribe. When all three gave the same
version | embodied the knowledge in my
book, but never otherwise.

But | must confess that the similarity of
the religious poetry of the Zunis and the
Greeks made a deep impression on me
throughout my researches. Anyone who
has read Ruskin’s exquisite book “The
Athena of the Air” cannot fail to see that
the isolated red man of the American forest
has as high and poetical a conception of
the deity as the noble race of Hellenes.

The Indians are reverent lovers of nature,
and their gods are all more or less connect-
ed with natural phenomena. The Sun-God
is the great deity, but the sun, which gives
heat and light and sends fine crops and all
good things to the earth, is a great being,
who is minutely described. He sits in grand
majesty behind the sun, which we see and
which is his shield. He could not permit
his countenance to be Been by the children
of men. In the various changes of the moon
is typified the age of man; the slender shaft
of the new moon isinfancy. Then the disk
increases, and that is youth. Fulland bril-
liant it is maturity and then it declines to
creeping age, then to infancy again, the
second childhood before all mortals go to
their long sleep. The change is wrought
in the moon by the veil of the supreme
deity, greater than either sun or moon,
which means the breath of life. This su-
preme god veils the moon according to its
changes. The Zunis consecrate the new
born child to the Sun-God, and the infant
is held up toward the deity while priests
pray that it may live its span of life— infant,
youth, man or woman—and then go back
to infancy, then to sleep, to wake and be
born again. Then the supreme deity is in-
voked to grant the new born babe the breath
of life that it may live its span and be reborn
in the Elysian fields.
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THE SOUL OF THE
INDIAN.

NYTHIN G which is written by
A Dr. Charles Alexander East-
man, whose Indian name is Ohiyesa,is
sure to command attention and to be
widely read. Dr. Eastman’s book, “The
Soul of the Indian” will be no exception
and will probably have a larger circu-
lation than any of his other books.

The author is the son of “Many
Lightnings,” a full-blood
He graduated from DartmouthCollege
in 1887, and from the Boston Uni-
versity Medical School in 1890.
He knows his subject well, and as a

Sioux.

lecturer has shared his information with
audiences all over the country. In his
book, Dr, Eastman tells the story of
the Indian Soul as one Indian speaking
He has traveled much
among them, and because of his Indi-
an blood has obtained their confidence.
and

of his people.

There is something beautiful
most attractive about the clear-cut style
in which Dr. Eastman writes. A few
of the chapters of the book discuss
“The Great Mystery,” “The Family
Leader,” “Barbarism,” and “Ceremo-
nial and Symbolic Worship.” A posi-
tive position is taken in the defense of
the morality of the Indian, and the
book expresses clearly and convincing-
ly the attitude of an educated full-
blood Indian on this subject. He
says many striking things and in one
place remarks, “that Christianity and
modern civilization are opposed and
irreconcilable, and that the spirit of
Christianity and of our ancient religion
is essentially the same.”

The entire discussion is full of inter-
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est and holds the attention. It certainly
forms the first authoritative treatise on
this subject from the point of view of
an Indian. Those interested in the
Indian should read it not only for its
elucidation of a neglected side of the

character of the American Indian, but
because it offers food for intensive
thought concerning the American

"Pale Face” and his institutions.

The more we learn of the Indian,
the more we respect him; and the
closer our personal relations, the closer
and firmer become the bonds of friend-
ship. Dr. Eastman has performed a
real service by clearing up many hither-
to little understood traits of Indian
character. The book will,
doubtedly, be widely read and provoke

un-

much discussion.
“The Soul of the Indian” (Hough-
ton Mfflin Co., $1.10 net.)

SEQUOYAH IN THE HALL

OF FAME.

HE Oklahoma State Legislature

has selected Sequoyah, the invent-
or of the Cherokee Indian alphabet
as one of the state’s representatives in
statuary hall in the capitol at Wash-
An appropriation of $5000
and

ington.
has been made for his statue,
Mrs. Vinnie Hoxie, a sculptress of
Cherokee Indian descent, has been
selected for the work. The Cherokee
alphabet, which Sequoyah invented,
was composed of eighty-six characters
and is still in use. It is considered
one of the remarkable accomplish-
ments of his time. The big trees of
California are also named after Se-

quoyah.
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NEW YORK STATE AND
THE INDIAN PROBLEM.

"J'HAT the

wholly solved is easily indicated
in a paragraph in a monthly paper
called “Te-Ho-Ti-Ka-Lon-Te,"” pub-
lished by the Onondago Indian Mis-
sion, which among other things says:

Indian problem is not

The Indians are divided politically and
religiously into Pagans and Christians.
The number of each party varies on differ-
ent reservations. Among the Onondagas
the Pagans are in the majority. A Pagan
iS not always a bad person; nor a so-called
Christian a good one; but Paganism is
often taken as a cloak for a very bad life.
The worst feature of Paganism is Witch-
craft, and the Medicine Men can always
be reckoned with as a power for evil. Al-
most any night the sounds of the tomtom
and the medicine dance can be heard in
some direction, and morning often finds
some dumb animal slaughtered ora tree cut
down to drive the “witch” out of a broken
bone. The whole system tends to keep the
people superstitious and ignorant.

This condition exists among the
Onondagas in New York. These In-
dians are all supposed to be citizens and
well advanced in civilization, when as
a matter of fact, those who have visit-
ed the various reservations in New
York find that the five thousand Indi-
ans in that state have made no more
progress than the average tribe of In-
dians in the West,
think have acquired sufficient civili-
zation and education to be allotted, or
control of their

who we do not

to have unlimited
money and property.

Even the most optimistic, after a
disinterested investigation, must ac-
knowledge that it will be many years,

and will necessitate much tactful ad-
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ministration, before the Six Nations of
New York finally assume the role of
In the meantime, by educa-
tion in the fundamentals, and training

citizens.

in some useful occupation, these Indi-
ans are gradually being won to habits of
industry and more sanitary living, and
through the influence of the church,
hundreds of them are being enlisted in
the great Christian Army.

DR. KNAPP MADE
FARMING SCIENTIFIC.

N TH E death of Dr. Seaman Asahel
I Knapp, Sunday, April 2nd, the en-
tire country, and the South in particu-
lar, loses one of its foremost advocates
of good farming. For a number of
years, Dr. Knapp was in charge of the
demonstration farm work of the United
States Department of Agriculture, and
had been working out these problems,
with far-reaching results, in the South.

Dr. Knapp was born in New York,
December 16, 1833, and was a grad-
uate of Union College, New York.
During his lifetime he was at the
head of several institutions, among
them the State Agricultural College of
Ames, lowa. He made personal in-
vestigations for the United States Gov-
ernment in the Philippines, Japan and
China in 1898, and in Porto Rica in
1900. He was the author of a num-
ber of excellent bulletins on agricul-
ture, and by his personal influence in-
spired those with whom he came in
contact to adopt more rational and
systematic methods of agriculture.

He dignified farming into an occu-
pation that was worth while, and
harnessed to the crude work of this
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occupation the modern results of
scientific investigation. He did splen-

did work in connection with the eradi-
cation of the boll weevil. The seed
that he planted in nearly every state
in the South will bear fruit, in the
better farms that are cultivated, the
larger crops that are gathered and the
greater degree of happiness and con-
tent of those who earn their living by
tilling the soil.

EDUCATED INDIANS IN
THE VAN OF PROGRESS.

JNSURGENCY, which of late has

stood for progressiveness as op-
posed to the policy of laissez faire,
has penetrated to the Yakima reser-
It seems that the educated
Indians are taking their natural place

vation.

as leaders among the people here as
A dispatch comes from
Toppenish, Washington, that an or-

elsewhere.

ganization has been formed on the res-
ervation for the improvement of the
people and for making effective the
work of education among them. At
the head of the reform movement is
Frank Meacham, an educated Indian.
Lancaster Spencer, another member
of the tribe, who has been educated,
is also a reform leader. It is the aim
of these Indians to encourage educa-
tion and industry among their people.
W e trust that this reform movement
has as its guiding principles real coop-
eration with the Government and that
the leaders will avail themselves of
its assistance in bringing about more
civilized customs among the older un-
educated people.
THE Red

M an believes that

&eb iHan, by &cb fflzn

more and more, as Indians become
educated, the stronger and more in-
dustrious members of the tribes, with
good education, high ideals and un-
selfish motives, will take the lead in
working out the salvation of their
people.

NEW YORK INDIANS AS

WORKERS.

JANARGE numbers of

leaving the reservations in New
York and finding employment in the
cities of Rochester and Buffalo. Some
of our recently returned graduates have
reported that these Indians are occu-
pying good positions, are well-behaved
and respected by the whites. Some
are in business and many are in various
mechanical trades. Most of these In-
dians have had some education, and
have dropped their
Christianity. They are well treated
by the whites, who welcome them into
their midst. It is probable that from
time to time alarge number of Indians
from the reservations of New York
will move into white communities,
and when the land is finally allotted,
which it is hoped will be done very
soon, the thousands of Indians of New

Indians are

Paganism for

York will be on the high road to
citizenship.
LO, THE POOR INDIAN.

rjpH E buffalo has disappeared; the
wild goose is rare; the canvas-
back duck is disappearing, and it has
been widely supposed that the Indian
had almost ceased to exist.
The Indian was our aborigine. We

have every historical reason for doubt-
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ing that he was the heroic personage
that Fenimore Cooper made him out
to be; and yet he was a raw fine man
— a good fighter and, even though a
savage, a creature with lovable quali-
ties and is susceptible of educational
growth— as witness what has been
done at Carlisle. It has been sup-
posed that he was doomed to disap-
pear from the face of his former ex-
clusive possessions, not by amalgama-
tion and absorption by the white race,
but by gradual extermination in the
competition of the struggle for exist-
ence.— Philadelphia Press.

EDWIN SCHANANDORE
MAKES GOOD.

N AN article in the Pittsburg, Pa.
I Dispatch by Charles Wakefield
Cadman in which the excellent work
of the Albuquerque Indian School, un-
der Superintendent Perry, is extolled,
the writer has this to say of Edwin
Schanandore, an Oneida, and a Carlisle
graduate with the class of 1889, the
first class to graduate at Carlisle.

" Right here too much stress cannot
be laid upon the work being done by
the disciplinarian, Mr. Schanandore,
whose teaching is to enter largely into
the future success of these young
it known that Mr.
Schanandore is himself an Indian and
one of the finest examples of Govern-
ment school education in Uncle Sam’s
employ. He not only looks after the
moral and physical training of these

Americans. Be
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boys, but is director of the school
military band and a teacher of various
band instruments.
it may be said that the Albuquerque
School Band is in every way a credit
to the institution. It also clearly
shows the remarkable latent musical
talent of the average Indian youth.”

In this connection,

AN INDIAN GIRL'S
GRATITUDE

EWS has come from New York
N of Suzanne La Homa, an Amer-
ican Indian girl, who was formerly a
protege of
and afterwards an artist pupil of Mme.
Anna Zeigler, of this city.

As a promising student she was dis-
covered in Oklahoma by Mme. Schu-
mann-Heink, who advised her to go
abroad. While she was abroad she
tried several of the greatest teachers,
but was unable to find exactly what
her voice needed, and so returned to
this country to study with Mme.
Zeigler. She was with her for two
years, and left to go West to sing for
the people of her own nationality.
The older men of the Cherokee nation
each gave a dollar to help pay for the
girl’s musical studies, and now she is

Mme. Schumann-Heink

repaying them by singing in every
town where they can hear her.
Mme. Schumann-Heink recently

hired a special train in order that she
might hear one of the girl's concerts
at Muskogee, Okla.— Musical Amer-
ica, New York.
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Robert DePoe, Class 1897, writes
from Siletz, Oregon, where he is em-
ployed in the Indian service. He says
in part in a letter to the superintendent:
“It has always been a source of pride
to me that Carlisle gave me the am-
bition to make at least a useful citizen
of myself. Life
sailing, and there are times when one
must fight for dear life to keep from
being drawn down; yet if we hold the
lofty principles as set down for us by

is not all smooth

Carlisle, one need not give up so soon.
I am going through what many other
Indian boys have to go through when
they try to do the square thing by
their school and themselves. It is
hard to fight between two fires— on
one side race prejudice and on the
other side the spirit of opposition from
members of one’s own race. But |

like the fighting, as right always wins.”

Charles Foster an ex-student is liv-
ing at Pinedale, Arizona.
a letter to the

He says in
superintendent: "I
want to let you know how glad | was
to get the books you have sent me.
It seems to me |
again.
getting $2 a day. |

am back at Carlisle
I am working in a saw mill
have two child-
ren, a boy and a girl.”

Stailey Norcross, who
came to this school in 1882, writes that
he is now employed at the Mission
School at St. Michael, Arizona, as a
farmer and earning $65 a month. He
has two children, his boy being old

enough to attend the Fort Defiance

a Navajo,

school.

Mr. Solomon Day, an ex-student,
writes from Albuquerque: “About
eight years ago, my wife Katie
Creager, Class 1902, and myself were
students at Carlisle. W e have been
married six years. | am employed
by the Santa Fe Railroad.”

Egbert Big Hail owns a fine place,
located near a creek at Pryor, Mont.
He owns a nice frame house and sev-
head of work horses, saddle
horses farm implements. He
writes that he is just getting ready to
begin his spring work.

eral
and

John White, a St. Regis Indian, a
member of the class of 1908, was re-
cently offered a good place as in-
structor in printing
largest Indian Schools, but declined on
account of his present excellent loca-

in one of our

tion.

Joseph B. Harris, a Gros Ventre,
Class 1889, is one of the graduates
who has never gone to his home in
the West but has succeeded in making
a living in the East.
farm hand near Langhorne, Pa.

He works as a

John M. Miller, a Stockbridge and
graduate of Class 1903, writes that he
has gone into business for himself and
is now located at Suring, Wisconsin.
He owns a jewelry and variety store
and is doing a good business.

James Homer, an Onondaga Indian,
is working at his trade of carpentering
in Syracuse, N. Y., and is doing good
work.



« T 'S good to
Jc have money
and the things
that money can
buy;butit’'sgood,
too, to check up
once in a while
and make sure
you haven’t lost
the things that
money can’'tbuy

GEORGE HORACE LORIMER
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I OPATIOIM The ~nc™Man School is located in Carlisle, Pa., in beautiful
e Cumberland County with its magnificent scenery, unexcell-
ed climate and refined and cultured inhabitants.

HTCTnnv The School was founded in 1879, and first specifically provid-

' ed for by an Act of the United States Congress July 31, 1883.
The War Department donated for the school’'s work the Carlisle Barracks,
composed of 27 acres of land, stables, officers’ quarters and commodious bar-
racks buildings. The Guardhouse, one of the school’s Historic Buildings, was
built by Hessian Prisoners during the Revolutionary War.

PRFSFNT The Present plant consists of 49 buildings. The school cam
pi ainjt Pus> together with two school farms, comprises 311 acres.

The buildings are of simple exterior architectural treatment but
well arranged, and the equipment is modern and complete.

- The academic courses consist of a carefully graded school
including courses in Agriculture, Teaching, Stenography,
Business Practice, Telegraphy and Industrial Art.

Tp anps$s Instruction of a practical character is given in farming, dairying,
horticulture, dressmaking, cooking, laundering, housekeeping and
twenty trades.

nnTTIVr The Outing System affords the students an opportunity for ex-
SYSTFM tended residence with the best white families of the East, enabling

‘ them to get instruction in public schools, learn practical house-
keeping, practice their trade, imbibe the best of civilization and earn wages,
which are placed to their credit in the bank at interest.

PTTRpncp The aim of the Carlisle School is to train Indians as teachers,

homemakers, mechanics, and industrial leaders who find abun-
dant opportunity for service as teachers and employees in the Indian Service
leaders among their people, or as industrial competitors in the white communi-
ties in various parts of the country.

F A CUITY e ettt et e e b et e ehb e e e be e e b e e e na e bae e 75
Total number of different students enrolled to date this year..........cccce... 1192
Total Number of Returned StUdents...........ccociiiiiiiiiiiii e 4693
Total Number of Graduates........c.cccoevennne 583
Total Number of Students who did not graduate...........cccccccoviieiiiiiiinincninen. 4110

RFRTTI TS These students are leaders and teachers among their people;

m 265 occupy positions with the Government as teachers, etc., in
Government schools; among the remainder are successful farmers, stockmen,
teachers, preachers, mechanics, business men, professional men, and our girls
are upright, industrious and influential women.



HANDICRAFT

OF THE AVERICAN INDIAN

EOPLE who are interested in the

Indian usually have a liking for

his Arts and Grafts— desire

something which has been made

by these people, 9 There are a

great many places to get what

you may wish in this line, but the place to
buy, if you wish Genuine Indian Handicraft, is
where You Absolutely Know you are going to
get what you bargain for. IW e have a fine
line of Pueblo Pottery, Baskets, Bead Work,
Navaho Art Squares, Looms, and other things
made by Indian Men and Women, which we
handle more to help the OIld Indians than for
any other reason. dOur prices are within the
bounds of reason, and we are always willing to
guarantee anything we sell. 9 Communicate

with us if we may serve you in any further way

CZ3 IEAVMMMMN CZAZZimZZ2I2] «

INDIAN CRAFTS DEPT

of the CARLISLE INDIAN SCHOOL, PA



The NEW CARLISLE

RUG

3cC 3C

(7rrinZS?SiIARLISLE is famous in more than
one way; we hope to make her
famous as the home of the finest
Indian Rug ever offered to the
public. It is something new;

nothing like them elsewhere. They are woven

here at the school by students. They are not
like a Navaho and are as well made and as
durable as an Oriental, which they resemble.

Colors and combinations are varied; absolutely

fast colors. They must be examined to be ap-

preciated. Price varies according to the size

and weave; will cost you a little more than a

fine Navaho. HWe also make a cheaper Rug,

one suitable for the Bath Room, a washable,
reversible Rag Rug; colors, blue and white.

Nice sizes, at prices from Two Dollars to Six

SIf you are interested Write Us Your Wishes

£ 3C 3C
The NATIVE INDIAN ART
DEPT.. Carlisle Indian School



