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The problem is not, What to do for the
Indians; but, How to stop doing for them.

Let us emphasize the country and not
the race; instead of American Indian, say
Indian-American.

The intermingling of the races will soon
settle this Indian question, provided the
children of mixed parentage are counted
as whites, and not as Indians. Why do
persons of one-half or more white blood
generally insist upon being known as In-
dians? Partly in self-defence, it may be,
lest some ill-bred individual should think
to remind them of their native inheri-
tance. The main reason, however, is
really a less creditable one. They call
themselves Indians because they
pect TO MAKE SOMETHING OUT OF IT.

ex-

One of the deepest-seated and most de-
pressing tendencies of the present is this
very inclination on the part of advanced
Indians to emphasize and even—must we
say it? advertise their nationality. The
causes are not far to seek. They are, first,
the fact that members of many tribes,
even though of infinitely little Indian
blood, may reap substantial advantages
in the shape of lands, annuities, free
schooling and other special benefits. Sec-
ond, there is the habit of glorification of
the race, and excessive praise of any or-
dinary achievement “by an Indian,” on
the part of his enthusiastic friends. Near-
ly all of us must plead guilty to this error
now and then

This is not to argue that the genuine
Indian should be deprived of any of his
rights, or of any credit that belongs to him,
but that the sooner all educated,and espe-
cially all “white Indians,”learn that they
have really more to gain by identifying
themselves with us absolutely than by
clinging to the race designation and de-
veloping an undue race-consciousness,
the sooner will dawn the day of their
complete emancipation.

THE LOGIC OF MISSIONS.

We call the attention of our religious
critics to a fact that is sometimes over-
looked—namely, that civilization and
Christianity are not by any means syn-
onymous terms

The religion of Jesus
munistic in spirit, and well adapted to a
primitive people. The wild Indiau may
accept and Jive up to it without chang-
ing his garb or his social customs in any
marked degree. He is naturally rever-
ent, and his moral code is not far differ-
ent from that of more enlightened people.

The civilization of this age and nation
is selfish, conventional, complex and in-

is simple, com-

Is PRESENT AND FUTURE. ™

‘GOD HELPS THOSE WHO HELP THEMSELVES.’

tense. The missionary on an Indian res-
ervation confuses the Gospel message
and perplexes his simple auditors by in
sisting upon short hair, for example, and
“store-clothes”as evidences of conversion
At the same time, he cannot teach civili-
zation with even a reasonable degree of
efficiency. Aftera life-time of hard work,
he may be able to point to moderate
changes in dress and habits; but he has
not given his people the white man’s lan-
guage nor the power to cope with the
white man’s civilization; nor could he do
so,under the same conditions,if he labored
for a thousand years.

Carlisle does not oppose the church in
its religious character, but as a secular
institution we regard it as distinctly open
to criticism. We do not antagonize the
missionary as a religious teacher; but we
do claim that as an Americanizer of In-
dians he falls hopelessly short of success.
He may, if he be exceptionally patient
and gifted, build np an Indiau communi-
ty that is almost ideal in its way; but
there will not be and cannot be in this
happy village, one individual who has
developed the courage and the capacity
to stand alone.

What is your point of view? If vou
look upon the red brother in our midst
as an outside heathen and barbarian, then
by all means send missionaries to him
with the story of Jesus. Letthem require
of him only to resign his native super-
stitions and heathen ceremonies and to
Jive an innocent and kindly life. This he
can do without changing his speech, his
garb, his dwelling, or the simple habits
that are dear to him. He need not do
violence to his feelings by giving up his
children for instruction in an alien lan-
guage and foreign customs. By all means
let him remain in perpetual tutelage, pro-
tected and helped and sheltered—a pathet-
icanomaly—a grown-up child!

If, however, you regard him as an
American citizen in process of evolution,
then you must adopt a radically different
method. Modern civilization cannot be
taught by precept—it must be learned by
experience. It cannot be carried to the
Indian in a lump—the Indian must come
out and meet it in single combat.

Leave him in the midst of civilization,
and he will civilize himself effectually in
less time than the missionary takes to be-
gin to prepare him for the plunge. Don’t
be too much afraid of hurting his feelings.
Don’t think he has to be told everything
in advance. Let him find out a few
things by trying. Just let him alone;and
in fifteen or twenty years you wouldn’t
know him for an Indian, except by his
complexion and He shape of his features.
If he has been made one of us from in-
fancy, he will have no recollections, no
prejudices, no sentiments that belong to
race—except such as may have been sug-
gested to him by officious friends. Let
him alone for another generation or two,
and even the physical features of his race
will have well-nigh disappeared. His son
will not look like an Indian—his grandson
will perhaps have forgotten to call him-
self one!

Nor is there anything impious or irre-
ligious about this proposal of ours. We
simply advise you to trust to the innate
mauhood of the red man—trust to the rea-
son and the conscience and the will that
God gave him, and that all the coddling
and babying that he has thus far received
has weakened but not destroyed. The
reservation system, including its mission-
ary adjuncts, is a man made system.

However well-meant, it remains a failure. ieducation ; the original or intuitive
|tues raised to a higher

Why not try God’s way ?
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THE ETHNOLOGIST AND THE
INDIAN.

The status of primitive man is a subject
of entirely legitimate interest. We do
not question the right of the ethnologist
to study the native Norih American or
any other race from his standpoint, as a
particular type of humanity at a given
stage of development. We do object,
however, when he assumes to criticize,
still from his own narrow standpoint, the
methods and results of another’s beuefi
cent activity.

There are two ways of looking at a
man—white, black, yellow or red. You
may classify him, for purely scientific
purposes, as a racial type at a fixed stage
of culture; or you may regard him in the
much more human light of a distinct
personality, with infinite and immortal
possibilities. It simplifies matters
wonderfully to call him justa man,with a
man’s irnate powers and a man’s inher-
ent right to their fullest development.

First it was Mr C. F. Lummis, a travel-
ler and writer of the Pacific slope—now
it is Professor Frederick Starr, who lec-
tures upon Anthropology in the Universi-
ty of Chicago, and incidentally goes out
of his way to protest against Indian educa-
tion! These gentlemen, it appears, have
been making a study of the American ab-
origine, and no doubt they know all about
him in his primitive character. His phys-
ical peculiarities,—dress—houses—occupa-
tions—native arts—amusements—warfare
and religion—all these topics have been
investigated and treated with more or less
completeness. We do not understand
that Prof Starr isan original investigator,
but judge that he collates and discourses
upon the discoveries of others in this in
teresting field.

But what an excellent thing it would be
if these estimable, scientists would con-

fine the expression of their views to
matters within their scope! We have
already taken note of Mr. Lummis

outrageous attack upon the whole system
and theory of Indian schools. Now
comes Prof. Starr with the statement,
made in a public lecture and immediate-
ly reported to us by one of his audience,
that “the only thing Carlisle has succeed-
edin doing for the Indians is to crush out
every noble and sympathetic feeling, and
to develop their avarice!”

Let us pause to aualyze this startling as-
sertion. That the child cannot become a
man and still retain the unconsciousness
of childhood, is no less certain than that
the primitive man cannot take on civiliza-
tion and keep all of his native simplicity
The Indian in his native state holds most
of his property incommon,and the richest
man is he who gives most away. To beg
gar one’s self inthe exercise of hospitality
is deemed a virtue. If this man does not
learn something of the nature of property
and the value of money, he cannot be-
come civilized. Carlisle teaches thrift—
not avarice.

Mr. Lummis’ hysterical plea that the
family tie is disrupted aud the founda-
tions of society overturned by educating
Indian children away from the taihe, is
of the same specious order.

Unquestionably there Jesuits a certain
modification of that blind loyalty to
family and clan which in the Indiau
amounts to a religion. An enlightened
charity for all is better, is it not? than
an instinctive and superstitious regard
for the mere tie of blood. The natural
affections ai’e elevated, not destroyed by
vir-
and more stable
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plane—or if not, then our boasted civili-
zation is a failure

If the clift-dweller in his remote fast-
ness is really more of a man than the col-
lege professor, then let the man of learn-
ing abjure his books and all the luxuries of
his modern life and surroundings, and re-
turn to the savage state he delights to
praise. There is no life without, progress
—~no progress without some loss—but we
prefer to believe for ourselves and for
our fellow man that all this loss is com-
pensated by greater gain.

PASSING OF THE “WILD WEST.”

A good deal of comment lias been occa-
sioned by the recent action of both Secre-
tary of the Interior Hitchcock aud Indian
Commissioner Jones, in refusing to renew'
the contracts to take Indians away from

their reservations for show purposes. It
has long been known and freely said by
persons in sympathy with Indian civiliza-
tion, that participation in these shows is
demoralizing and discouraging to progress.
The contention that the Indians who thus
cherish and exhibit their savagery for a
consideration, are fairly paid and well-
treated, is doubtless true in the case of
Col. Cody (though not so with all of his
imitators:; but this does not touch at all
the real argument in the case.

Pi'obahly no Indians have suffered more
from this “show business” than those of
the Pine Ridge agency in South Dakota.
Their agent, as well as many others, and
neai'ly all missionaries, are on record
against it,and the subject isdwelt upon at
BOiueleugth by Commissioner Jones in his
last annual report. The decision not to
legalize such contracts in future isthe on-
ly just and consistent one, and it is to be
hoped that it will put an effectual stop to
this pernicious practice.

THE EXAMINATION FETICH.

An article on this subject in the Out-
look, aud an animated letter that after-
wards appeared in the correspondence of
the same paper, deserves to be read by al 1
worshippers of the civil-service system of
written tests. We quote a few sentences
from the latter.

The system has spread over the land, as
panics have a fashion of spreading; it
should be reasoned down before it is leg-
islated that the test be applied to candi-
dates for college presidency. It is very
doubtful whether Seth Low or Presi-
dent Elliot would be able to “pass” to
other positions if examined in elementary
studies

I know a woman of mature years aud of
wisdom which has come from’iutelleotual
growth  She spends her vacation in
studying to keep abreast of the newest
iterafure and methods in her specialty.
She can and has carried off the highest
univer-ity credits in examination on the
critical study of Corneille or Racine or
French construction; and yet when she is
selected bvn Boston superintendent as the
nmst desirable special instructor he can
find, she is not able to accept the position
because she has neither strength nor cour-
age to prepare herself for examination in
physics.algebra.geometry.chemistry. and
other studies which she dlsi)osed of as a
school-girl,and which have lio hearing on
her chosen work in life. If this system is
persevered in, we shall have nothing hut
misfits in school positions—the mechan-
ical toy.

We all agree in the end to be desired-
fitness the only road to service—but we
are not all of us certain that in the civil
service examinations we have the best
possible means to this end.



LITTLE LIGHT MOCCASIN.

ITTLbE
as
Woven of willow and sinew of deer.
Rocked tby the breezes and nursed by the
i ree

pine —
Wonderful things are to see and to hear.

Il_ItGHT Moccasin swings in her
et.

Wide is the sky from the top of the mountain.
Sheltered the canyon from glare of the sun;

Ere she is wearied of watching their changes,
Little Light Moccasin finds She can run:

Brown is her skin as the bark of the birches,
Light are her feet asthe feet of a fawn;

Shy Tittle _dauthter of mesa and mountain,
Little Light Moccasin wakes with the dawn!

All of the treasures of summer-time canyons.
These are the playthings the little maid knows.
Berryﬂglme, blossom time, bird calls and butter-

ies

Columbine trumpets, and sweet brier rose.

Bearmeat and deermeat, with pinenuts and acorns,
Handsful of honey-comb dripping with sweet,

Tubers of joint grass the meadows provide her,
Bulbs of'wild Hyacinth, pleasant to eat.

Holes in the rocks for the wild bee’s hiving,
Leaping of trout in the sun-dappled pool, .
Downtdroppmg cones of the broad spreading pine

ree

Piping 6fquai| when the mornings are cool!

When on the mesa the meadow lark stooping
Folds her brown wings on the safe hidden nest,
Hearing the hoot of the owlets at tW|I|ct;ht,
Little Light Moccasin goes to her rest.

Counti,n'% the stars through the chinks of the
wicky-up,

W atching the flames of the camtp fire_leap,
Hearing the songs of the wind in the pine tree,
Little Light Moccasin falls fast asleep.

Mary Austin in Indian Advance.

face to face.

(Founded upon Fact.)

“Hi, Bill! Heard the news?”

Bill Grafton lounged up to the speaker.
“No. What?” he asked. And hisscowl-
ing brows knit more closely as he caught
the dissatisfaction in Charley Masters’
voice.

“Last year,” returned Charley, “it was
an out-and-out Malay. This year it’s to
be a red-skin. If we go on at this rate,
we can’t tell soon what race we are of
here.”

“ ’Specially if we play football till we
‘re all the color of bricks,”’laughed Roger
Welles, who had followed in Crafffin’s

wake. “But, Masters, is this one of the
Carlisle team? We might have some fun
with him. Or is he a green hand from

some place nobody ever heard of?”

“Q, if our Pres, picked him up, you may
lay your life he’s some fellow that’snever
had a chance,” declared Masters. “And
he’s sure to be as green as he isred.”

“When’s he corniug?” asked Roger as
the laughter died away.

“As soon as he can scrape up the money.
I believe his sister is trying to put him
through. Pretty plucky, isn’t she—for
an Indian?”

Crafton sniffed. “Don’t you know,”
he retorted, “if that’s the case, he’ll get
in here mighty cheap; the Pres, will see
to that.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” answered Masters.
“But the fellow will have to be coached;
why,he can’t even talk English straight,
I hear.”

Roger Welles pricked up his ears. Roger
was a boy who had more ideas in his head
than dollars in his pocket, and he would
not be averse to earning a little by coach-
ing. The coming Indian might have a
personal interest for him. But he said
nothing of this; his tongue was too clever
to wag all the time.

“l can stand most anything,” declared
Crafton, who certainly looked big and
strong enough for it; “but red Indians in
our college are too much for me.”

“Bill prefers white ones,” returned Ro-
ger, with a solemn face that set the other
boys who had now gathered about, laugh-
ing.

Crafton’s scowl deepened. “There’s one
thing | can say about it, fellows,” he an-
swered. “Poor Lo will find it too hot for
him here. That’s certain.”

“Either be, or somebody else,” mutter-
ed Roger as Crafton turned on his heel and
walked off with his head in the air and
his hands in his pockets which were gen-
erally well supplied with money; and
Crafton had great faith in this.

“l didn’t mean to set him up against
the Indian,” said Masters looking after
Crafton. “But this is a white man’s col-
lege, and ought to be kept so.”

“l’m afraid you’re getting a bit behind
the age,” said Roger. “Itisn’t the latest
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fad to rub in the color line quite so hard ;
we’re going in more for the broad style
of education. Some of the fellows are
proud of our ultra liberality, you know.
But then, of course, of course,” he add-
ed, “a man’s own raee counts for no end

of things.”
“That’s so! That’s so!” assented his
listeners.
* * * * *

Several hundred miles away from the
college grounds upon which this conversa-
tion took place, two young women were
looking out of the window of a little room
in a small but comfortable house, that
stood in the midst of cultivated fields and
of pastures beyond which stretched the
woods. The girls’ midnight hair and the
tongue in which one of them spoke as she
turned to her mother proved them Indians.
But their skins were no darker than the
skins of many an Anglo-Saxon, and they
talked to one another in English that
might have been used in a drawing-room;
indeed, voice, gesture and manners fitted
them for good society.

“Silly boy!” said the younger sister;
“when he ought to have been studying
the last day before going to college!”

“l don’t know,” returned the elder.
“He wouldn’t be happy, Rosa, unless he
had said good by to everything on the
place.”

“And he hasn’t left out a calf or a
pony,” answered the other. “Look at
the dog trotting after him every step he
takes. And there are his three Kittens
just run out at him ; they must be taken
up and have a frolic.”

Quick tears came to the eyes of the elder
sister. “Dear boy! How Rind and good
he has been; and how he has worked on
the farm. | don’t see what father will do
without him. But this is his first real
chance; he has always taken our places
when we have gone away to school: now
it is his turn.”

“There’s father now,” said the younger.

“They’re coming in together.”

A man aged and bent with toil rather
than with years, yet with a look of
patience and strength that made his worn
face pleasant, entered the room followed
by his son. As the family sat down to
the last evening meal which they were to
partake of all together for many a day,
each one assumed a cheerfulness not felt.
Mr. Bearson did not himself know how
he was to get on without his son; for the
farm was too hard for them both, and he
was too poor to hire much help. But
he rejoiced in Joe’s opportunity, and no
complaint of his had made it harder for
the boy to leave them. H'S mother told
him that she would learn English by the
time he came back, and aired the few
phrases she knew best. After a silence,
his sister said to him with a smil*, “Joe,
do you remember when you were a mite
of a fellow, how one day you came run-
ning into the house and slammed the door
after you and stood behind it, panting
and breathless? ‘The Indians are com-
ing! The Indiansarecomingl’youshout-
ed in terror. And when we all began to
laughatyou.it was the first time you
knew that we were Indians ourselves!”

“Yes,” he answered. And the recollec-
tion comforted him with its assurance
that he was not so far removed from the
strangers whom he longed, yet dreaded
to meet. For he must go out into the
great wosld bgckoping him.

Joe Bearson had been a month at the
college. His welcome by the faculty had
been cordial. Roger Welles had slipped
into his coveted place as coach to the
young Indian. His work made him a
friend to Joe, and the hints that he gave
were appreciated with surprising quick-
ness. The Indian had many well-wishers
among the students who perceived that
he had come there to work. And those
who felt differently toward him found it
somewhat difficult to jibe at the imper-
fect English of a young man over six feet
in height, who looked at them steadily in
a dignified silence before he walked away.
He had not escaped the usual initiation
of college students, and had taken with
great patience and good nature such expe-
riences as fall to the lot of new comers.

“Everything for student, nothing for In-
dian,” he explained one day to Roger.

But although Welles repeated this state-:
ment with the warning that the Indian
meant it, Bill Crafton and company de-
termined to have their fun out of him.

Masters, too, had set himself against
interlopers; and, as he explained, who
has been more considered an interloper on
this continent than the Indian? He be-
longed on the reservation; and he should
go back there—unless he enjoyed having
it made hot for him.

“Say, Lo,” said Crafton one day as
Bearson was crossing the campus which
was full of boys, “say, where does your
father keep his tomahawk? Say, how does
he do it? Show us, will you?”

A glance not unlike steel flashed from
Joe’s dark eyes; and his ready hand
caught the other by the collar, since no
scalp lock was convenient, twisted him
about two or three times in a resistless
grasp, and then flung him sprawling up-
on the ground. “Indian only want war-
rior’s scalp; yours no account,” he retort-
ed contemptuously; and strode away,
leaving his enemy unhurt, save in his
pride.

A shout of laughter followed him. He
did not look back; he thought it was for
him. He sat in his room trembling with
pride and rage. What could be more ter-
rible than lo be laughed at9 He would
go home, but for the sister whose salary
as teacher had given him this opportu-
nity, and the parents who expected great
things of him. It was not the Indian way
to flinch and show pain. But he quiver-
ed in his inmost soul as the shaft of ridi-
cule pierced him. He was still seated
with open book, but unseeing the words
before him, when Welles burst in.

“Good foryou, Joe!” he cried, “That
bully got it this time; and there’s not a
fellow on the grounds but himself that
wasn’t glad of it. You did that up first

class, Joe. Didn’t you hear them clap
you? You went off as if you hadn’t any
ears. Perhaps everything got into your

fingers just then—eh ?”

Then, they were shouting for him, not
laughing at him. The boy sat in silence;
it seemed to Roger that not a muscle of
his face moved. Yet in that instant be
passed from sharp pain to delight. So, the
laugh was against the other fellow? Ap-
plause for himself! He glanced up at
last with a half smile at his companion.
And Roger had never had a better lesson
from him than on that day; in his joy he
seemed to have leaped into a sudden
comprehension of the language which
was and wa” to be to him one of triumph,
and not of defeat.

The following week Masters stopped

h m as Joe was walking, some distance
from the college grounds.

“So, you’ve changed your room mate,
Joe,” he said. “Why?”

No answer; and as Masters gazed into
the set face he saw th”re was to be none.

“Benton is a friend of mine,” he went
on “What business had you to complain
of him ?”

“1 did not complain of him,” returned
the Indian.

“0O, well, it amounts to the same thing.
So long as the President knows you asked
to change, he’ll think something’s up.
You can’t make a mistake, you know,”
he added scornfully.

“1 didn’t that time,” said Joe.

As Benton had once roomed with Mas-
ters, the latter knew as well as Joe that
idleness and riot reigned where Benton
did. But he chose to ignore justice in de-
fence of his former chum.

“When you offend Benton, you offend
me,” he answered hotly; “And you’ll
have to answer to me for it.”

Joe looked at him. Tt was not the In-
dian way to squabble; with Indians to
fight meant blood, perhaps death. He had
no quarrel. But if one were forced upon
him, he had muscles with which to meet
it And he could be angry; the hot blood
thumping through his heart and tingling
at the ends of his fingers as he looked at
his antagonist told him that. But, all at
once as he stood there, he seemed to feel
a light hand pressing his arm, and to see

loving eyes looking into his, and to hear
the voice of his sister to whom he owed
so much, saying to him that it was not
for himself alone, nor even for his family
only, that he was to enter this new life;
it was for his race that he must stand;
he would be one of those by whom the
white man would measure the Indian;
and for the sake of those who had yet had
no opportunity he must show himself a
man among men. Who doubted Indian
courage? He had no ambition to be a
champion fighter. But what was he to
do with this fellow?

The fellow solved the question himself
by giving him a blow in the face. The
dark cheek of the Indian grew swarthier,
and he clenched his hands amoment. He
drew back. His muscles grew tense.
With a swoop he picked up Masters un-
aware from the ground, and holding him
in a grasp that the boy said after-
wards a vice could not have equalled—a
grasp that Masters could no more resist
than a baby—he ran with him afew steps,
then suddenly relaxing his hold, he
dropped the white boy into a small
stream that ran through the fields.

“You get cooled off there this hotday,”
he said over his shoulder; and walked off.

At the top of the hill he looked back.
Masters had risen and waded ashore and
was shaking himself like abig Newfound-
land dog. When Joe reached his own
room his cheek was still hot and hi&
breath came fast. But he sat down to
his lessons as if nothing had happened.

Something did happen, however. An
hour later there came a tap at his door.
There stood Masters spotlessly arrayed.

“Bearson, you’'re a good fellow,” he be-
gan. “I’ve come to say | was a cad to at-
tack you that way; and you served me
right. What do you say to our being
friends?”

As Joe’s hand met his, “I like you,”
the Indian said briefly. Then his eyes
looked into the white boy’sand he added i

“My people all need friends.”

“They shall have me,” returned Mast-
ers. And he kept his word.

Crafton, however, was made of other
stuff; generosity could not appeal ro him.
Since he no longer ventured to tackle
Bearson personally, he tormented the'
boy’s new room-mate, a worthy litlle fel-
low with plenty of brains, but no muscles
to speak of. Crafton and two of his cro-
nies began a series of persecutions against
the young man. From small they came
to great, until one day the young Indian
suddenly stood between them and their
intended victim.

“You better understand me,” he said.
“No more of this. Will you go out of the'
door; or out of the window?”

He had picked up an Indian club with
which he was fond of exercising and
stood facing them and swinging it light-
ly to and fro as if to give it an impetus in
case of need. They were three to one,
for Cassell did not count.

“Out of the door, or out of the win-
dows?” he repeated.

The three turned and left.

“Let’squit it,” they said to one another
outside. “There’s too much of him.”

English went on, and lessons went on,
too slowly for the ambition of the Indian
boy who, used to supporting himself on
the 'arm chafed at living upon his sister’s
earnings ano longed with all bis strength
to repay the kindness which had made
his expenses at the college so small.

“The latest thing,” said Roger to Mast-
ers one day, “is that Bearson’s going in
for the declamation prize.”

“Pslio!” cried the other. “Pity he does
that. He hasn’t the ghost of a chance.
Has he ?”

Roger shook his head.
He has talent enough. But he’s been
here only seven months. | advised him
not to try, and fail. But he said the try-
ing wouldn’t hurt him. 1 believe the
poor fellow thinks it’s less disgrace not
to win than not to try.”

Masters stood a moment. “l rather
think that’s so, too,” he answered. “But
he’ll take failure hard ; 1 ’m sorry for him.
It’s odd, but we’ve all got into a way of
adopting him.”

“1’m afraid not.
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Roger echoed hislaugh. “Well, there’s
something to adopt,” he answered,

“whether you take it mind, or muscle”

The weeks went by all too last for Joe,
who struggled as no one but himself
could know with the intricacies of an un-
familiar tongue. June came with its de-
lights of sky and field and tree; audits
momentous day when the declamations
were to be listened to by the faculty, the
boys, the many guests, and, most im-
portant of all, it seemed to Bearson at
the moment, by the contestants them-
selves. With an immeasurable inward
fear and trembling, but with a face and
step as proud and calm as ever Indian’s
was, he ascended the rostrum and began
to speak. For the first few words his
voice faltered; then all at once the au-
dience before him disappeared from his
view, and he seemed to be in the state
house of the capital of his own state,
where he had never been, Out where he
knew huug the portrait of his own great-
grand fattier, an Indian orator whose voice
had made itself heard and honored among
the white men. The genius of his race—
a race of orators—descended upon him.
He no_longer trembled like a school boy;
nor did he deeltim like one; but with
confidence, with power, with a fire that
silenced every murmur in the room to
listen to him, and that when he had fin
ished made an instant’s hush before the

storm of ay)_plause burst forth. This time
Bearson did not mistake for whom it
came.

The award was unquestioned Joe
went home that summer with the gold
medal of the victorious declaimer hung
about his neck, buttoned safely under his
coat out of sight.

And now he has gone back again to
college, to win more honors

And with him has gone another of his
race whose path Joe has already smoothed.

Francks <J. Sparhawk.

A VISIT TO THE NORTHERN
RESERVATIONS.

If you will look at the map of the
United States on which the orange col-
ored sections are the Indian reservations,
and will compare the total area of these
reservations with the space occupied by
all the New England states, New York,
Delaware, New Jersey and Maryland,
you will have, perhaps, a more definite
idea of the vast expanse of territory still
reserved to the Indians.

Some two months of this last summer,
I spent in visiting some of the most west-
ern aud northern of these reservations
Crossing the continent by the Santa Fe
route to Los Angeles, | attended the ses-
sions of the National Educational Associ-
ation,(which brought together some 10,000
public school teachers from all parts of
the country,) and the sessions of the In-
stitute for Teachers in the Indian Schools,
which met with the National Association
and continued its sessions for some ten
days after the adjournment of the larger
gathering Between three and four hun-
dred teachers,agents aud employees in the
Indian service attended this Institute.
The interest shown in all the discussions,
the methods advocated, the spirit which
evidently actuated most of those who
were present, and the average of intelli-
gence and of professional equipment on
the part of those teachers in the Indian
service, were most gratifying.

After visiting the contract school at
San Diego, California, and the large and
admirable Government non-reservation
boarding-school (with its trade school
and school buildings for 350 children,) as
well as the Puyallup school at Tacoma,
Washington, | spent several weeks in in-
forming myself as fully as possible of the
state of affairs upon the Klamath reserva-
tion, in southern Oregon, and the great
northern reservations in Montana; viz.,
the Blackfeet agency, at Browning, Mon-
tana; and the Fort Belknap and Fort
Peck agencies.

We went first to the Klamath agency
in Southern Oregon. That agency has
about six hundred Klamath and five
hundred Modocs and Piutes. It has
about 1650 square miles. There are two
government schools, one at the main
agency costing about $18,000 a year for
130 children, and the other, at Yainax,
(the sub-agency) costing about $17,000 a
year for 125 children. Of the 1072 Ind-
ians on the reservation, 450 can read, and
1580 speak English well enough to get on
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in ordinary conversation about every day
affairs.

They built 41 houses last year. They
are able to earn aoout 60 per cent, of their
living by civilized employments, 20 per
cent, comes by hunting and fishing, and
the government gives them 20 per cent,
of their subsistence. We saw nine barns
put up in the frame this year but not
yet sided in. They need more lumber.
The saw-mill has been burned down re-
cently, and they feared it would take nine
months to get another; but | hope that by
this time the burnt mill has been replaced.
Two hundred houses are occupied by the
Indians,—that is, a house to every five or
six persons. They are small, one-story
frame houses, with a steep roof; but they
are comfortable and promising.

In summer these Indians go out into
their wicky-ups, made by making a circle
of saplings or poles, and bending the tops
in together, bending them ina small cir-
cle, the whole, (except the central hole in
the top,) covered with tule mats, woven
from a rush which covers miles of land
along shallow lakes and streams. Rome of
these wicky-ups are very pretty summer
homes; aud the removal from the winter
home to the summer wicky-up, is not a
much more serious relapse toward bar-
barism than is the “outing,” the week
or two of “camping out,” for us.

On the whole, | do not think these In-
dians have taken any backward steps.
They cultivate about a thousand acres,
but agriculture is discouraging work,
with them, for they have frost every
month in the year, and the garden growths
are “cut down” by frost, again and again.
I wonder that they have patience to raise
as much as they do! There are 28,000 acres
fenced in. | saw many miles of excellent,
strongly built fences, of post and wire.
Last year they raised 5000 bushels of
oats, rye and barley; 4500 tons of hay,
and made 1,000 Ibs. of butter. They sawed
852,000 feet of lumber. By hauling freight
they earned $2,130 with their teams; and
they sold $22,000 worth of farm products.
They own 3,500 horses and ponies, (though
the ponies are worthless except for rid-
ing;) 3,500 cattle; 350 swine, and 650 do-
mestic fowls.

My constant sermon to them was:

“Learn how to change ponies
cows!”

I had atalk with an old chief of the
Piutes about that. He was aconserva-
tive, a bad piece of inertia, stout, apa-
thetic, good natured but reactionary! |
asked:

“How many cattle have you?”

“Ugh, seven.”

“How many ponies?”

“Ugh,—suppose seventy.”

“How much does it cost to raise a two-
year-old heifer? Does it cost more than
to raise a pony?”

He admitted that it did not.

“What is a two-year-old steer worth?”

“Twenty-five dollars.”

“What is a pony worth?”

“Nothing.”

“Then,” | asked, “why don’t you get
rid of your ponies and raise cattle to
sell?”

“What for sell them?”

“Toget money,” | replied.

“Don’t want money.”

“Well, if you had cows you could have
milk.”

“Don’t want milk ; want pony.
don’t want cow! Ugh!
ponies.”

He was almost the only one of that type
whom | metat Klamath, however. The
others were wide-awake to their fut-
ure and were eager to make money.

Prominent among the more enterprising
men of this reservation is Henry .Tack-
son—perhaps 48 years old, a man of sub-
stance, owning cattle and improvements
worth $25,000 to $30000. He is a “Pitt
River” Indian by birth—and the Modocs
usk! to make raids upon this less power-
ful and less warlike tribe, 100 miles and
more to the west and south; and in such
a raid, forty years ago, Henry Jackson, a
boy of five years, was taken prisoner and
brought back with many others, the slaves
of their captors. OIld Chief Lalu had
Henry as his slave.

into
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As we were driving across the reserva-
tion to the sub-agency at Yainax, we
camped, to give the horses rest and feed
and to take our luncheon, on the bank of
a pretty little river whose waters were
overhung by willow thickets. OIld Chief
Lalu’s wicky-up and house stood above
the stream fifty rods away; and he came
to call on us at luncheon and broke bread

with us. He is very old; but his eye is
still keen and he is alert and active, for
one of his years. As we sat upon the

grass beneath the willow at luncheon, a
beautiful deer,—a large five-year old stag
with a noble pair of antlers, came dain-
tily and cautiously towards us, and finally
rubbed his nose against old Lalu’s shoul-
der!

‘Twas a tame “mule-deer”—a fine spec-
imen;—and the feeding horses, the lunch-
eon spread by the stream, the little circle
of white men and two or three Ind'ans
and the tame deer feeding from the old
chief’s hand, made an Arcadian scene!

| asked Chief Lalu :

“Do you remember Henry Jackson?”

“Yes! When | go on the war-path down
Pitt River,’most fifty years ago, we get
about fifty of them—Pitt River Indians.
We bring nim back. HenryJackson was
my slave, five years old ! When he get so
big (showing height with his hands—about
fifteen years old)—I let him go free. He’s
abig man now; he own best cattle—most
cattle any one here. He got horses and
barns;he’sworth thirty thousand dollars!
He’s my slave once!”

Except the lazy, the vicious and the
reactionary every one respects Henry
Jackson. He came to see me aud | talked
with him for an hour or two. He speaks
English well. He is one of those strong,
decided, practical men who make their
way in any community. He would be a
“leading man” wherever he lived in any
community of farmers or cattle-men.
But the great trouble which now over-
hangs his prospects, | wantto tell you of
briefly; for it illustrates the difficulties
which a man of strong character, good
purpose, and deep feelings must overcome,
in breaking away from aud breaking
through the superstitions on which he
was reared.

Henry Jackson has been through an
awful experience. He had a boy very
dear to him who had been in the Indian
school. Lung trouble developed. The
father tried all kinds of medicine and
many physicians; but the son did not re-
cover. He was the hope of his father.
Like other half-desperate parents under
similar circumstances, Henry Jackton
was ready for any new treatment which
promised recovery. There appeared
among the Indians an oily-tongued Chin-
aman who had let his hair grow long, and
said he practised “Indian medicine.” Ev-
erything else having failed, Henry Jack-
son at last consented to let the Chinaman
try to cure his boy. This Chinese quack
and impostor sang his incantations over
the son for a week and more. He wished
to destroy the influence of the old In-
dian doctor who had been the boy’s physi-
cian; and at last, in a crisis, after the
physician and the father had sat beside
the bed into the gray dawning, while the
sweat of terror dripped from the father,
lest he lose his son, the Chinaman said:

“Your boy never get well while old In-
dian doctor is living.”

No one believes that Heury Jackson
killed that Indian doctor: but within a
few days after this prophecy, he was
found tweuty miles away, with his skull
crushed in. Then the enemies of Henry
Jackson closed in upon him and accused
him of murder. The men who know him
best say that they have not the slightest
idea that he knows anything about the
crime. He faces the charge like a man,
and says he will “live down” the ill re-
pute which the charge for the time being
has given him. This is one of the prob
lems such men have to meet, in breaking
away from barbarism.

Henry Wilson, one of the judges of the
Court of Indian Offences, interpreted for
us when we spoke on Sunday at Yainax
to a large audience of Indians, only half
of whom understood English.

Afterward Judge Wilson spoke to these

1

Indians himself. He speaks and acts
like an educated gentleman. He is exceed-
ingly interested in their progress, their
education, and their attempts at self-
government and active citizenship, by
voting to make their own local roads and
dig irrigating ditches by joint labor.

Jesse Kirk is another leading Indian,
one of the strongest on the reservation ; a
man who can help his people to get on
without an agent when this agency is dis-
continued, as it soon should be.

This reservation owes much to its
agent, Captain Oliver Applegate, who,
like his father before him, has been a
life-long friend of the Indians whom he
knows so well. The son of a man who
pioneered the way for Fremont, and
guided some of Fremont’s earliest and
most daring explorations in the north
west; Oliver Applegate married perhaps
the best kind of wife for an Indian agent.,
the daughter of a home missionary of
the Methodist church. Under the leader-
ship of Captain Applegate, the Klamath
agency should soon attain to the highest
possible success for an agency—the state
of FITNESS TO BE DONE AWAY W ITH—the
honor of having prepared the Indians it
has cared for, to live as independent,
self supporting citizens of the United
States, able to manage their own affairs.
And to this end Capt. Applegate says he
looks forward hopefully.

“The Light from the East.”

I wish that it were possible for you all
to hear the speeches of such a council as
we held with 150 of the Northern Yauk-
tonais Sioux and Assinnaboines at Fort
Peck. For along afternoon we listened
to them, drew out their views of their owu
life and its possibilities by questions,
gave them our ideas, and answered their
questions. You would have felt a pro-
found sympathy with men of no mean
natural ability who found themselves
utterly at a loss, unable to live in the old
way, confronted with a civilization which
has destroyed all their old manner of life
and has not yet taught them how to sup-
port themselves under the new condi-
tions!

Typical of their condition in this tran-
sition stage, and of their only hope—edu-
cation to self-support, and Christianiza-
tion—was the speech of one of the oldest
chiefs. He had called out “returned
students” —young men, from the Carlisle
school—and these young men had spoken
well and hopefully of “the new way.”
Then, at the close of the conference, the
old chief said:

“When | was a young chief, all the
young men kept still and the old men
talked in the couhcils; and that was

right, for the old men knew, and we did
what the old men said. But | have lived
to see a time when the other thing must

be done We old men must be silent,
and we must hear the young men speak.
For we must all go the white man’s waY.
There is no other way now. The buffa

are gone. There is no game. Aud we
old men could not go east. But our
children have gone east and they know
the white man’s way. A light comes
from the east, and our young men have
seen it. We old men must listen to them.
We must keep silent, and go in the white
man’sway!”

Stop the Needless Rations.

The most interesting fact connected
with the inspection of the Blackfeeta%en-
cy, and of the Fort Peck agency where

Major Pratt was with me and we spent our
entire afternoon in conference with
over a hundred of the leading In-
dians, was the growiné; conviction
on the part of the leading Indians
themselves, that free government

“rations” were not makiug them manly
and self-supporting, and that “some other
way” must be found. The steadily grow-
ing disposition to ask for more good cattle
for breeding, to be issued to them instead
of rations, wai very noticeable. If the
Department so shapes its policy, with
these Northern tribes, as to limit the is-
sue of rations to such of the old, the in-
firm and the fatherless young as really
need them, and for two or three years is-
sues more stock-cattie and presses upon
Indians the absolute necessity of their
putting up hay in the summer to keep
their cattle through the winter, there Is
every reason to believe that these Indians
could and would become self supporting
within three or four years.

But the man destroying effect of con-
tinuous free-feeding, is painfully evident
in many ways. Merrier E. Gates.
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We number now 1026

Many of the pupils designed New Year’s
cards to put in their home letters this
month.

It is ajoyous sight to see the boys and
girls in their gay caps and hoods as they
glide gracefully over the ice.

The first snow of the season fell on the
night of December 28,—enough to make a
white and wintry landscape.

Mrs. Ewbanks, who held the position

of cook with us. has been transferred to
Mt. Pleasant, Mich a>girls’ matron.

The December school entertainment
was an exceptionally good one, both in
music and in declamations. The work

of the Mandolin Club and the Glee Club

was highly appreciated, and some of our
pupils in the higher classes especially
show marked gains in the matter of voice
and delivery.

Will Carleton, the author of “Farm
Ballads” and other verses dear to the
hearts of the people, was a welcome vis-
itor to the school last month, the day
after his lecture and reading in town.
Mr. Carleton says that he does not care

for fame, but he does strive for success—
meaning the right kind of success—the
fulfilment of one’s highest possibilities

The sewing room is a bee-hive of in-
dustry. Managers of family sewing
will be surprised to learn that Miss Hulme
finished all the Spring ginghams before
Christmas. The girls’summer uniforms
are now being made, and about six weeks
will be devoted to the dresses for the grad-
uating class. We are sure that our girls

will have the good taste to make them
with the elegant plain finish so desirable
for cloth gowns.

Mr. George R. Witte recently gave us
an illustrated lecture upon the valley of
the Amazon and the Indians of Brazil,
numbering over two millions—as yet all
unreached by Protestant missions.  Mr.
Chamberlain, who accompanied Mr
Witte, made an earnest appeal to our stu-
dents to go over and help this benighted

people, and advocated the establishment
for them of Manual Training Schools after
the Carlisle model.

A young Apache from Philadelphia was
recently among our guests of a day. He
was taken from the tribe as a boy of five,
adopted by a cultivated family,has passed
through the public schools of this state
and taken a four-years’ apprenticeship
and has worked nine years since in the
Pennsylvania railroad shops. He isnow
an expert machinist, holds a good position

and is, in fact, though he was never at
Carlisle, an excellent illustration of the
Carlisle idea.

An exhibition car fitted up with prod-
ucts and photographs of the Philippine
islands, under the directorship of Sidney
Webb, a war correspondent from the
Philippines, gave to all our pupils, a few
days ago, an excellent opportunity to im-
prove their knowledge of our far western
possessions. Mr. Webb’s lecture in the
evening completed the lesson ; and on the
following night au interesting talk on

China—the country, the people and their
characteristics, by Rev. J. C. Loughlin,
added still further to our stock of ideas
about the Oriental world.

reached here on Christ-
mas day, having visited the schools at
Flandreau, 8. D. and Morton, Minn ,
and the Santee and Crow Creek agencies,
and arranged for the transfer of twenty-
two pupilsto Carlisle. These are among
the most progressive of the Sioux agen-
cies, and at the former the people have
been citizens and nearly self-supporting
for a good many years, yet Dr. Eastman

believes that they are degenerating under
the reservation system. “They seem,”
he savs, “to look for help all the time
“ After all, the only thing for the Indians
isto break them ofthis feeling of depend-
ence. The Carlisle idea is the thing.”

Dr. Eastman
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Mrs. Dorsett, in charge of our girls, has
lately returned from her rouud of visits
to 160 girls in country homes. With few
exceptions, shefound them in good health.
Most of the girls are attending school and
earning good reports from their teachers.
Some are becoming competent cooks,
three are taking a course of training in
hospital work, one is doiug private nur-
sing and one is attending Drexel Insti-
tute. Mrs. Dorsett says that most of the
girls are happy in their environment,
and that they certainly owe true-hearted
service and affection to the hosts of good
women who are trying to train them into
a noble womanhood.

Nowhere, perhaps, outside of a real
home, has more been done to make the
late Christmas holidays happy than here
at Carlisle. The day itself was mild and
pleasant. Dining room and assembly
rooms were trimmed with evergreens,
and present-laden trees in the Girls’ Quar-
ters and the Small Boys’ Quarters were
discovered at an early hour in the morn-
ing and honored by the presence of old
Santa Claus in person. The Christmas
services, conducted by Major Pratt and
Mr. Standing, were held in the chapel at
nine o’clock, and some of the dear old
hymns and carols were sweetly sung.
Dinner was a festive meal, and the after-
noon was devoted to social enjoyment

There was an entertaiument for the
pupils on every evening of the week
Tue-day night ‘it was a stereopticon ex-
hibit, Wednesday a sociable with refresh-
ments of fruit, nuts and candy, Thursday
a concert by the Glee and Mandolin clubs,
Friday special society programs and Sat-
urday a baud concert. After Tuesday,
when the “freeze” came, skating was the

leading amusement of the day-light
hours.

Mr. Thompson, who accompanied the
football team to California as manager,
tells a crisp, interesting story of the trip
and its results.

The long journey, he says, was much
like any other; only, perhaps, a bit more
enjoyable, owing to the high spirits of the
party; and the glorious scenery on the
way, especially that of the Grand Canyon,
was thoroughly appreciated.

Among the sights of San Francisco,
some preferred the Golden Gate Park;
but most of the boys were intensely inter-
ested and at the same time disgusted with
Chinatown, which gave them, they said,
their first clear idea of whata reserva-
tion really meant.

In playing theUniversity of California on
Christmas day, our team was somewhat
handicapped by the soft, sandy ground
and the new ball- The Berkley boys use
the “Victor,” which is larger than the
official ball. Their team isin a class with
West Point, Dartmouth, Brown, etc.
However, says Mr. Thompson, we were
satisfied with the game. We shut them
out and that was all we wanted.

On the way home, we visited the large
Government Indian Schools at Perris,
Cal.; Phoenix, Ariz.; Albuquerque and
Santa Fe, N M ; and Haskell Institute,
Lawrence, Kans'as.

We met with a cordial

reception at
Perris, which

is most unfortunate in its
location, being situated practically in a
denert. There is almost no water to be
had; even a garden of any sort is out of
the question. .

It is in the main a desolate stretch ot
country between that place and Phoenix,
w liere $50,000 have been spent in improve-
ments during the past year. They have
fine grounds, with alarge reservoir and
three fountains. Our boys played the
Phoenix team. A good one? Yes, there
are four or five men on it who only need
a little more experience to become stars.

Albuquerque and Saute Fe are smaller
schools and poorly located in the midst of
a Mexican and Spanish population. The
San'a Fe school is near the interesting
old town of that name, which we were
given every opportunity to visit

At Haskell,the best placed school of the
five, we had a royal welcome, and were
entertained with a formal inspection,
speeches, and music by the band. Here
are good shops, a fair equipment gener-
ally, and the organization strikes one as
efficient.

How do these schools compare with
Carlisle? The comparison is inevitable,
and there is no question but that we have
the advanta?e. Our boys all see it, and
their pupils feel the contrast. Not one of
them can round out an education as we
can and do The very walk and manner
of our students tell the story.

It was in the fullest sense an educa-
tional trip.

1900.

DISCONTINUE THESE AGENCIES.

The most important recommendation
made by the Mohonk Conference in 1899
was doubtless the suggestion to discontin-
ue “in the near future” certain named In-
dian agencies, placing the Indians tem-
porarily under the advice and care of
bonded school superintendents. The
agencies proposed to be done away with
are these: Colorado River, Ariz. ;Klamath,
Oregon; Lemhi, Idaho; Mission, Cal.;
Neah Bay, Wash.; Nevada, Nevada;
Quapaw, Ind. Terr.; Sac and Fox, lowa;
Santee, Neb.; Siletz, Oregon; Sisseton,
S. D ,Warm Springs, Oregon; Western
Shoshone, Nevada; Yankton,S.D.; Pueb-
lo and Jicarillo, N. Mexico, and the
agency for the New York Indians.

NEWS NOTES FROM REAM’S
CANYON, ARIZONA.

July 1, 1899, the Moqui reservation was
severed from the Navajo Agency, and
made a separate agency. There are five
schools—the Moqui Training School, the
Blue Canyon school, and three day
schools, and three thousand Indians un-
der the charge of the Superintendent of
the Moqui Training School.

In the last three months there has been
a new boy*’ dormitory, 32x72, built for
the Moqui Training School and a large
addition made to the laundry and also to
the kiichen. A bath house with shower
baths has also been constructed for the
use of the children. Heretofore the chil-
dren bathed in common wash tubs and
we think this is a great improvement.

Supt. Burton is happy because of his
new driving team and because his new
buggy and harness is on the way from
Carlisle. He expects to put on great style
when it all comes, because the spring
wagon he has been compelled to drive
heretofore an Indian would not haul
home.

The attendance at this writing is 130,
about 75 per cent increase over last year.
Supt. Burton thinks with 350 children in
five schools scattered over 100 miles of
territory, and three thousand Indians to

look after and two sets of quarterly papers
to make up, that he needs a clerk. We
think so too Don’t you?

Dec 28, 1899.

FROM RIVERSIDE SCHOOL,
ANADARKO, O. T.

I am much pleased to see that the Red
Man is goingto be a paper for the people.
I send you herein my plan for leading the
Wichita Indians out of the wilderness
and making them well-to-do citizens with-
in five years after beginning. There are
400,000 acres of the finest grass here on
the reservation that is not leased. It is
sufficient to maintain 40,000 head of cattle,
yet it all goes to waste every year for the
want of stock to eat it.

In order to begin this work, somebody
will have to furnish the money. There
are three ways by which the money can
be raised. 1, by an appropriation, 2. by
a gift from some source, or 3. by a loan
from some person who has money to loan
at a low rate of interest.

The«e people are poor because they are
like sheep without ashepherd. They can
be taught to make their own way only by
farming and stock-raising. If my plan
can be adopted, it would soon give every
man employment. (Figures and esti-
mates appended, showing what can be

done with $10,00invested in cattle on the
Wichita reservation, for ten years.)
G. L. PIGG,

Supt.
FROM OSAGE AGENCY, O T.
The fact that there are now 29 Osage
pupils attending Carlisle to acquire a
“higher education,” demonstrates the
fact that the Osages are making com-
mendable progress in the pathwrv of the
white man, and that if the tribal barriers
were removed, their lands allotted and
every Osage made responsible for his own
conduct and his own success in life, all
who were found worthy would soon be-
come reputable citizens, and the others
soon cease to be a burden to themselves

or their people.

LETTERS FROM EX-STUDENTS.

Muscogee,Ind. Ter.
—-1 suppose you have forgot about me
by this time, you haven’t heard from me
for so long; nevertheless | have thought
many a time of the dear old school and
the good times | had there. | am going
to come back there and visit the school
sometime next year probably, if business
is so that | can leave it. Papa isin busi-
ness here and has put me in charge of it.

We are in fair circumstances and doin(}; a
good business; making a good living for
papa and mamma—they are getting old
now.......... G. Me. D.

Beaulieu,Minn.
—-It isalong time since | heard from
you, or from Carlisle rather, and | cannot
wait any longer. | am well and happy
as | can be. My little babies are all the
world to me. Josie is two years old and
Dewey is nine months; and my step-son,
whom | sent to Genoa three years ago, is
back and | wanted to send him to Car-
lisle: but M—told me theschool is full.
I will keep him until next year; maybe |
can send him then. He is anxious to go
to Carlisle.
... We are having fine weather and even
thunder-storms at this time of the year.
We had an awful wet summer. We
had bad luck with our crop—we were

hailed out! There were 45 farmers lost
their crop. M. B. D.

Laguna,N. M.

I have been thinking of writing to you
for some time about the price of your
working harness that the boys make at
your school. 1have been wanting to get
a good harness, but I don’t think | can
find as good harness around here as the
boys make at Carlisle.

I am going to break two of my best
horses to the wagon for my ranch use. |
have been on a ranch over ftve years. |
guess that you have heard of my father’s
death ; he died last February, so | have to
look after my mother’s stock and mine;
that makes me busy all the time. My
brother is looking after the sheep herd;
mh/ father left about two thousand shee
when he died. We have on our ranc
over 300 head of cattle and 18 saddle hors-
es, and some mares and horses that are
not broken &/et. It is not very cold yet
lor the stock; we have plenty of grass.

I still feel proud of what Carlisle has
done forme If it was not for you and

the dear teachers that gave tue a start in
life, | would be nothing today.

W. K. A.

Anadarko, O. T.

. | have seen in the newspapers about
the Carlisle football team. | am proud
of the team and its record...........

I am still one of the district farmers;
this is my third year as farmer. | have
a district of about 25 miles square to ride
over as often as | can get around.

Some time next month, some Kiowas,
Comanches and Apaches are going to
Washington, D. C. and if | go as | ex-
_ecl:t, I shall bring the delegation to Car-
isle.
~ My wife and little Hazel are well and
join me in sending our best wishes and
regards to you and family. D. K. L

Walker, Minn.

. | am a teamster now for a man who
isrunning a city dray and bus line in
Walker. | often drive the bus from the
train to town which is about a mile dis-
tant. | get$26amonth and my board.......
Tell Miss B that | read the Helper
through every week. J.tW.

NECROLOGY.

The cause of the Indian lost a warm
friend in Mrs. Isabel Spenser Freeland,
who passed away on the 23rd of Decem-
ber Mrs Freeland was a lecturer, and
leader of women’s classes, and has spoken
many agood word for Carlisle and the
brother in red.

Col. Walter C. Marmon, of Laguna, N.
M , is dead. He was an Ohio man and a
soldier of prominence in the Civil War.
He went to New Mexico in 1868 as a sur-
veyor, aud in time married a daughter of
one of the officers of the Laguna Pueblo.
He has several times held the office of
Governor of the Pueblo, and was one of
the chief instruments in their remark-
able progress.



The Indian Office has been removed from
the top story of the Atlantic building, to
commodious quarters in the old Post-Of-
fice, opposite the Interior Department.
The new offices, on the first and second
floors, are roomy and convenient, and are
fitted up in attractive style.

The Indian Committees of the House
and Senate are as follows:

Senate: Mr. Thurston, (chairman), Mr.
Platt of Conn., Mr. Shoup, Mr. Steward,
Mr. Nelson, Mr Baker, Mr Quarles, Mr.
McCumber, Mr. Kyle, Mr. Morgan, Mr.
Jones of Arkansas, Mr. Pettigrew, Mr.
Rawlins, Mr. McLaurin, Mr. Clark of
Montana.

House: Messrs. Sherman, Curtis, Eddy,
Stewart of Wisconsin, Eaeey, Packer of
Pennsylvania, Pearce of Missouri, Gam-
ble, Sheldon, Gill, Little, Stephens of
Texas, Zenor, Wilson of South Carolina,
Thayer, Fitzgerald of New York, Dough-
erty and Flynn.

The only Indian delegation in Wash-
ington before the holidays was composed
of twelve Oioes from Oklahoma.

Andrew John, a Seneca, is represent-
ing his people here asusual. Their claim
of nearly two millions for land purchased
in Kansas but never occupied, is report-
ed as likely togo through this session. It
has b°en approved by the Court of Claims,
and recommended to pass by the Secre-
tary of the Interior aud Indian Commis-
sioner. The bill providing that land
rentals shall be collected by the Indian
agent instead of by the treasurer of the
nation, which Mr. John has been advo-
cating on the ground of favoritism shown
by the latter, will be opposed by a lobby
from his own tribe.

A delegation from Yankton, S. D. is ex-
pected soon, with the agreement conclud-
ed last fall by Inspector McLaughlin for
the purchase of the red pipe-stone quarries
in Minnesota, for $700,000. Tnis agree-
ment must be ratified by Congress before
going into «-ffect.

It is proposed to amend the bill so as to
allow all the Sioux to go to the quarries
for stone, instead of restricting this privi-
lege to the Yanktons alone. It was by
the accident of its mention in a treaty
with them and not with others, that this
small band has been enabled to lay exclu-
sive claim to these historic quarries of the
“sacred” stone, supposed to have been a
gift of the Great Spirit to the Dakota
people.

PERSONALS.

Miss Blanche Thomas has been trans-
ferred from the Pawnee Indian school to
North Carolina.

Andrew Charles, an ex-Haskell pupil,
is now at Florence, Oregon. He started
as fireman, is now sub-engineer and the
superintendent has told him that he will
soon be promoted again.

Miss Merta A. Larkins of Kansas has
been appointed cook at the Rosebud, S. D.
school.

Charles M. Robinson, issue clerk at
Standing Rock, N. D. has been trans-
ferred to Cheyenne River agency, S. D.,

vice Charles Zwieback, who goes to
Standing Rock.

Louis Hagen, of Cresco, lowa, has been
appointed tailor in the Phoenix school,
Arizona.

W. H Benifiel, farmer at the Navajo
agency,has been transferred to the Keam’s
Canyon school, Arizona.

Frank A. Kauffman of Washington,
D. C. has been appointed shoe and har-
ness maker at Rosebud, S. D. Indian
school.

George A. Butler of Montana has been
appointed superintendent of irrigation on
the Wind River reservation, Wyoming.

M. F. Long has been transferred from
Fort Defiance, Arizona, where he held
the position of additional farmer, to the
Southern Ute reservation, same position.

Charles Wheelock, formerly a student
here, is now engineer at the Wind River
boarding school.

Supt. Pierce, of Oneida, has been trans-
ferred to the Flandreau school, S. D., vice
Leslie K. Davis, removed.
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AN ABSURD MISSTATEMENT.

The October issue of “The Pacific
Monthly,” a neat magazine published at
Portland, Oregon, under able editorial
management, prints “A Monograph,”
written by Claude Thayer of Tillamook,
Oregon. The editorial headline of com-
mendation, seems to sanction an11 that is
given by saying, “Written by one who,
living in an inaccessible place, and un-
disturbed by prejudice or passion, is
peculiarly fitted for the task he has
chosen.”

I quote an extract which contains sev-
eral gross errors, and under the color of
assumed experience is not only mislead-
ing to all persons not well informed, but
is absolutely false in fact, as the published
statements of the Interior and Ihdian de-
partments, and the external evidence open
toall will amply demonstrate. In speak-
ing of the Indians, after showing how “in
many cases they had been defrauded aDd
driven into acts of rebellion by thieving
agents,” how order and justice had been
restored under army regulations and a
mounted police, he adds; “The great
masB of the Indians, under a rule that
interferes as little as possible with the
details of their life, are insensibly taking
upon themselves civilization.” Let that
pass, but look at the following statement
“Schools were established for them, but
were discontinued when it was found
that upon confinement the Indian is the
victim of consumption, and that the In-
dian Schools of Carlisle and Chemawa
were houses for the germination of dis-
ease.”

“No teacher or Superintendent could
be found, in fact Ministers of the Gospel
were chosen as a rule, and each immedi-
ately resigned rather than sanction the
delivery to lingering death of so many
innocent prisoners. Teachers could not
bear the misery and suffering entailed ”

This would show a most lamentable
and disastrous picture, if true. Consump-
tion, however, is not confined to schools,
but is often found in the wigwam of the
Indian village,and may be traced to other
causes. The sweeping indictment under
several counts is not confined to'Oregon or
the Digger Indians of the Pacific Coast,
but assumes to cover all the agencies and
all the Indian schools of the country, be-
fore they died out for want, of teachers,
and reaches even to Carlisle, (supposed
yet to exist,) with her Industrial School
of over a thousand pupils who are rapidly
growing into manhood and womanhood
under those civilizing influences which
are gradually undermining traditional cus-
toms and venerated tribal relations, rear-
ing young men and women with industri-
ous habits, under powerful incentives
to acquire a good education, to follow the
various useful avocations of life, to become
self-sustaining, to make noble examples
to their parents as well as good and use-
ful American citizens. Is it possible,
with ail the light and knowledge to

which all have access, that an intelligent
magazine contributor cau so stultify well
known facts, as to impose such an absurd
dictum upon the public?

The readers of the Red Man need
no argument to prove the folly of such
wholesale blunders and misstatements by
prejudiced writer’s If there are errors
in system or management, let those er-
rors be pointed out, and by unbiased
minds under a cultivated experience,
let a better course be advised or devised,
but persons who are blind to progress aie
not the most competent judges. The Car-
lisle school stauds before the country and
the world in exemplification of a correct
educational system for the Indian. The
beneficial re-ult in the aggregate of all
such schools should be spread before the
people to enable them to judge by experi-
ment how the Indian question 'is to be
solved, and how all absurd and unfound-
ed statements may be demolished.

Wil 'jam Buko ess

REINDEER IN ALASKA.

Dr. Sheldon Jackson reports that the
plan for introducing reindeer into Alaska
is succeeding admirably. Efforts are

made to teach the natives how to care
for the animals and to encourage them to
have herds of their own Ten men now
own herds aggre%at_ing nearly five hun-

dred head, and their success will doubt-
less have much influence upon other na-
tives.

FREDERICK DOUGLASS AN
INDIAN.

A short time before Mr. Douglass died,
I went out to his house in Uniontown to
meet a party of old friends from the North.
Mrs. Douglass and the ladies had gone
ont into the grounds, and | was left alone
in the modest parlor with her husband.
Opposite us, on the wall, hung a rude

portrait in oil, which | had not observed
before.
“Who does that represent?” | asked.

“It is not well painted, but it iscertainly
a likeness of somebody!”

“It was meant for me when | was 30
years old,” answered my friend.

“Why!” | exclaimed, “it is the por-
trait of an Omaha!”

“Naturally enough,” he replied.

“What do you mean, Frederick?” |
went on. “I have often wanted to ask

you about your parents. | know you were
the son of a white master. Was there in
the white blood he gave you anything
to account for your own power, especially

for your marvelous command of lan-
guage?”

“No,” he said, calmly; “when | went
back to the plantation in 1878, | looked

into the matter thoroughly. There was
nothing creditable on that side.”

“To what, then, doyou attribute it—was
it a direct gift—from heaven—or from
whom did you inherit it?”

“From my Indian grandmother. She
was a full blooded Potomac Indian of un-
usual powers, and greatly respected on
the plantation. She had one child by her
white master, and that child was my
mother. After that she married a free
negro and had several children, but |
never knew one of them. She had a
nice little cottage of her own and had
the care of all the pickaninnies.”

“And your mother? What became of
her? Your father was a white man, she
was a white and Indian half-breed; where
does the negro blood come in?”

“So far as | know,” he said, “I have not
a drop in my veins.”

“Think of your autobiographies,” |
said. “Not one of them tells the truth;
you ought to put this in print.”

“It would not please my people,” he
said; “and it is not of the least conse-
quence. | was just as much a slave as
any of them; that was the only impor-
tant thing. Of course, all those books
were printed before | knew the truth.”

“What sort of a woman was your
mother?”

“1 do not know, all I remember of her
isa pair of big eyes swimming in tears.
She was sold away before | could remem-
ber to a plantation six miles off. 1 never
saw her but once She walked those six
miles after dark one night aud back again
before morning just to look at me as I lay
asleep. | opened my eyes and saw her.

After Frederick’s death | made this
statement in print and was surprised to
find that whai he said was true. His col-
ored friends did not like it.

—[Carotline H. Daur,
in Springfield Republican.

A GRIZZLY AT BAY.

In the November Century Mr. Ernest
Seton-Thompson began “The Biography
of a Grizzly,” telling of the days of the
monster’s cubhood. In the December
number he tells of the days of his
strength.

Wahb’s third summer had brought him
to the statureof a large-sized bear, though
not nearly the bulk and power that in time
were his. He was very light colored now,
and this was why Spahwat, a Shoshone
Indian who more than once hunted him,
called him the Whitebear, or Wahb.

Spahwat was a good hunter, and as soon
as he saw the rubbing-tree on the Upper
Meteetsee he knew that he was on the
range of a big grizzly. He bush-whacked
the whole valley, and spent many days
before he found a chance to shoot; then
Wahb got a stinging flesh-wound in the
shoulder. He growled horribly, but it
had seemed to take the fight out of him;
he scrambled up the valley and over the
lower hills till he reached a quiet haunt,
where he lay down.

His knowledge of healing was wholly

5

instinctive. He licked the wound and ail
around it, and sought to be quiet The
licking removed the dirt, and by massage
reduced the inflammation, and it plas-
tered the hair down as a sort of dressing
over the wound to keep out the air, dirt,
and microbes. There could be no better
treatment.

But the Indian was on his trail. Before
long the smell warned Wahb that a man
was coming,so he quickly climbed further
up the mountain to another resting-place.
But again he sensed the Indian’s ap-
proach and made off. Several times this
happened, and at length there was a sec-
ond shot aud another galling wound.
Wahb was furious now. There was noth-
iug that really frightened him but that
horrible odor of man-iron, aud guns that
he remembered from the day when he
lost his mother; but now all fears of these
left him. He heaved painfully up the
mountain against and along under a six-
foot ledge, then up and back to the top of
the bank, where he lay flat. On came
the Indian, armed with knife and gun;
deftly, swiftly keeping on the trail; gloat-
ing joyfully over each bloody print that
meant such anguish to the hunted bear.
Straight up the side of broken rocks he
came, where Wahb, ferocious dow with
pain, was waiting on a ledge. On sneaked
the dogged hunter; his eye still scanned
the bloody slots or swept the woods ahead,
but never was raised to glance above the
ledge. And Wahb, as he saw this shape

of Death relentless on his tracks, and
smelled the fearful smell, poised his bulk
at heavy cost upon his quivering, man-
gled arm, there held until the proper in-
stant, then to his sound arm’s matchless
native force lie added all the weight of
desperate hate as down he struck one
fearful crushing blow. The Indian sank
without a sound, and then dropped out
of sight Wahb rose, and sought again a
quiet nook where he might nurse his
wounds. Thus he learned that one must
fight for peace; for he never saw that In-
diau again, and he had time to restand
recover.

AN INDIAN COURT-ROOM.

While all friends of the Indian hope that
he may soon be placed on terms of citizen-
ship, take up his individual allotment of
land,and have access »othe regular courts,
the reservation court-room, presided over
by Indian judges and served by Indian po-
lice, sets frequent examples in kindness
and justice to the dominant race.

Some weeks ago an Indian couple, ar-
rested for fighting, were brought before
such a court in northern Montana. Judge
Shorty Whitegrass. four feet four inches
high, with a head like Daniel Webster, a
pet parrot perched on his shoulder, pre-
sided over the court.

The prisoners, clean aud in picturesque
native costume, told their stories with
frankness. The man had been drunk
when he went home, and not finding his
supper ready, had pushed his wife from
the fire with a fence rail; while she being
tired, had taken a responsive part. Both
blamed themselves and both were sorry,
and Judge Shorty Whitegrass after brief
deliberation, gave his verdict. Since
there were extenuating circumstances in
each case, he would not be severe; but he

wanted them to sit silently on the bench
for ten minutes, and think about their
children and what sort of nusbaud aud
wife they ought to be in the future.

The next case was called ; but Cowbed-
dy and his wife sat with downcast eyes
aud all unconscious of observation. ne
woman occasionally wiped a tear from
her eye, and presently both arose and
went out hand in hand Through the
open window onlookers saw Cowberidy
hrip his wife on her pony—a rare civility
—and the two rode off’ together into the
woods—[The Youths’ Companion.

SEMI CIVILIZED INDIANS.

A missionary among Uncle Sam’s In-
dians gives this vivid picture of areserve:

The people draw beef on Saturday,
their bread, sugar and coffee, etc., on
Monday. On Saturd_a% and Sabbath they
gorge themselves with beef. They add
quantities of coffee, stron_? as lye, to it on
Monday and they eat till all is gone.
Then for about five days, they have al-
most nothing to eat, often eating boiled
corn alone for daye: and if the corn is
scarce, they go hungry.—[Progress.



JtnMcm

The following are genuine folk stories
of different Indian tribes, written out as a
school exercise by members of the Junior
clas-s at Carlisle. No two of the pupils
thought of the same story, which indi-
cates the wealth of material in this field.

Legend of Coos Cave

Ah, what a story teller was my Indian
grandmother! She was deprived of her
eight, but was always willing to tell us
the stories we loved to hear.

How | wish | could once more listen to
the old legends she told of huge creatures
that swam up from the waters of the
South, and washed on the shores of Ore-
gon.

Often during a long winter’s evening we
sat with wide open eyes while she re-
lated the story of a hideous creature which
resembled a man, but of a much lower
type He made his home in a cave on
the sea shore where people seldom went.
There he lived on fish and herbs when
they were easily obtained, but in winter
when food was scarce, and the water too
roughand angry to allow him toget fish,he
would often go to the Indian village a few
miles away and station himself on the
play-grounds of the smaller children.
There he would spread down his blanket
and ask the little children to come and
pick off the small insects, which he pre-
tended not to see.

They willingly did this, and while their
eager little fingers were at work he would
gather them all into his blanket, which
was intended for that purpose, and carry

them off to the cave 'to be devoured for
his supper. This went on for some time
before the sorrowing mothers ever sus-
pected thi* wonderful cave, where no one
ever dared to go because the wise ones of
the tribe had warned them of danger But
fortunately one little boy escaped and told
of the awful cavern. Th« head men at once
planned a way to destroy this monster
Wi ith great effort they succeeded in rolling
a huge stone in front of the cave, thusshut-
tln%the child eater in a prison.

e stone still stands in the same place,
about twenty feet from the ground, where
many small children go to play, but have
no fear of their huge enemy of years gone
by ever arising from his stony grave

D.

Wa na-boo-8ho.

The Indians who live in the northern
part of Minnesota are, like nearly all
other ludians, very superstitious, and the
older ones tell many startling stories, or
legends of their younger days.

There is one Indian especially, of whom
many of these stories are told. His name
was Wa-na-boo-sho and he was possessed,
as they say, of supernatural power. He
was a terror to all the people in that
neighborhood. If any thing went wrong,

old Wa-na-boo-sho was the first thing
that entered their minds. Even at the
present time, the remark is often made
by the older Indians, when misfortune
comes, that “Wa-na-boo-sho has been
around ”

I should judge that this one legend, in-
cluding all of the stories about Wa-na-
boo sho, if taken together would be suffi-
cient material for a book.

These legends are a great comfort
to the old Indians, who, after a long
day’s hunt, gather around the fire in

the wigwam and indulge in telling them
for hours, while the younger ones sit a-
round and become aroused and some
times frightened by the absorptlon of
these startling tales. . W.

Wa-na-boo-sho s Wishes.

One day while Wanaboosho was rest-
ing from his labor he grew discontented
with his hard life and wished he might
be something else besides a hard working
man. Suddenly a little old woman ap-
peared before him, who told him she had
come to grant him his wishes.

Wa na-boo-sho saw a deer just then,
which suggested to him that he would like
to become a deer. He told the old lady
so, and had just finished speaking when
he found he really was one. The old lady
told him whenever he wanted to be chang-
ed again he would only have to wish.

So Wanaboosho darted off after the
other deer and soon caught up with it.
He learned some bad news. He was told
by his companion that some men were
.out hunting and might soon catch him.

THE RED MAN—JANUARY, 1900.

He laid down to rest for a while. Soon
he heard the dogs coming and as he got
up to run his horns were caught in the
thick brush. Try as hard as he would, he
could not get away, but when the dogs
were close he remembered the old lady
and wished himself changed into a bird.

He then flew upon the bough of a tree
and watched the huuters pass. He soon
became tired of the life of a bird, so he
wished himself into different animals, but
soon grew disgusted with each in turn.

Finally he saw some geese in a lake
and he thought to himself, “Now | have
found the life | would enjoy,” so he wished
and became a goose. The geese told
him not to look down when they flew off
for he would get dizzy and fall. Wanaboo-
sho replied that he would remember the
warning, but when they had flown a little
way Wanaboosho was so happy and light-
hearted that he began to sing, and forget-
ting all about the warning he looked
down at an Indian camp, and being so
high up he grew dizzy and stopped using
his wings.

Of course he began to fall and was very
much frightened; but the other geese see-
ing his danger flew under him and caught
him on their wings, and thus managed to
carry him to the next lake where they all
settled.

Wanaboosho then thought he had
enough of that kind of life, and he accord-
ingly swam to the shore and wished to be-
come a man again.

Just then he awoke and found that he
had been dreaming, but he learned to be
content with his life as a hunter and an
adviser of his people. He picked up his
bows and arrows and went on with his
hunting, and returned home a wiser and
better man. R. MCcA.

The Old Witch.

In a village there lived a man, wife and
child all knit together by the strongest
bonds of affection. The mother kept a
close watch over her child, lest something
should happen to it. For it was believed
in those days, that a baby should not be
left even in the next room without some
one to see that it was safe, because there
were old witches always looking for un-
protected children, so wherever the moth-
er worked, she had the child with her, us-
ually leaning up against a tree. She
could easily do this because the child was
strapped to what is known as the Indian
cradle.

One fine sunny morning in winter the
father made his departure for hunting, as
this was his usual occupation. The moth-
er, thinking that there would be no danger
as she would not go out of sight, leaned
the child against a tree near by the house,
and went to the woods a short distance
away to get some wood, butto her surprise
when she returned the baby had dis-
appeared and all she saw in its place was
a large hole in the ground.

The husband had met with success that
day and his thoughts as he walked home-
ward were of making his family happy,
but he found his wife crying and in great
agony. As soon as the story could be re-
lated to him, he went out searching for
the child.

The mother, still wailing, sat down near
where the baby had stood. Finally she
heard a soft voice saying that the old
witch had come up through the hole and
had taken the baby away. She looked
around to see who was speaking to her

and found that it was the sun. After a
little further conversation, he told her
that she should go down this hole

through a passage and find herself in a
subterranean region.

But first of all she must take with her
four things to protect herself with, a pair
of scissors, an awl, a flint and an ax; and
he told her just what to do with each of
them. She did as she was told and she soon
found herself in a dimly strange region.

The first thing that came in her way
was a little wigwam. She looked in, but
no one was there. So she walked along
until she came to another house which
was also empty. Consequently she
walked on until finally another house
came in view. On reaching it, she found
several babies lying in a row, and among

them she recognized her own child. She
grabbed it up and turned to go back, but
had gone only a little ways when she
heard the old witch coming behind call-
ing her to bring back the child, for if she
caught them it would bo the last of her.
When the witch was almost upon her she
thought of her protection. She pulled
out her scissors and threw them behind
her at the old witch and they formed alot
of thorns. This gave her the chance to
get further away while the old witch was
struggling through them. When almost
upon her again, she threw back the ax,
and it formed a lot of axes, so the witch
had another struggle, and this time she
came out pretty well cut up. But her
determination was so strong she made
her third attempt. When the poor
mother threw the flint behind her it
formed a huge mountain which touched
the sky.

The mother thought this time she was
surely safe. But the old witch dug her
way through and for the fourth time be-
gan her pursuit.

The worst part for the mother was, she
had lost her way and did not know where
she was going. When the old witch was
almost upon her again, she threw the awl
which was the last hope. This formed
a great opening in the ground into which
the old witch fell. Now it was a race for
life for the mother, and a hard struggle
for the old witch to climb this steep prec-
ipice.

After some time she thought of the
spider, who had promised to be her true
friend and help her in all her troubles.
So she called to the spiderto bring down
its web and draw her up. This was done,
and once more she was safely on the sur-
face.

Off she started again and for the fifth
time almost caught up to the exhausted
mother, who was now near the bank of a
frozen river and all she had left to do was
to cross. Juntas she reached the other
bank and the old witch was close behind

her, the husband suddenly appeared
and struck the witch and killed her.
Then he cut her into many irregular

pieces and this is supposed to be the ori-
gin of wild animals. If he had cut her
into pieces of equal size, all animals
would have been the same size. A. N.

A Legend of the Cliippewas.

It is said that all primitive nations have
a tradition of a deluge. This holds true
of the Cliippewas, who live by the Great
Lakes of the Northland, for it is one of
their legends handed down by grandsires
to the listening children as they sit by
the firelight on winter evenings, and woe
to him who tells these stories of the past
in summer; he will find his bed filled
with loathsome frogs! Many are the leg-
ends of Wa-na-boo-sho, who seems in
many ways like the loved Hiawatha, he
who did so much.

“That the tribes of men might prosper.
That he might advance his people.”

The tradition of the deluge runs thus—

The whole land was flooded, all living
creatures were drowning; the clouds were
still pouring out water and the bowels of
the earth were shooting up fountains of
waiter,but Wa-na-boo-sho in his wisdom,
had gotten into his canoe, and was now
beyond reach.

A bright thought occurred to him, that
some of these animals that were swim-
ming about him might be of some use, so
he began taking those that survived the
longest, a beaver, a loon, a helldiver, a
muskrat, a dove and many others.

He took as many as his boat could hold ;
after the storm had Usted many days he
and his animals got hungry and they did
not know what to do.

So Wa na-boo-sho made a beaver dive
to see if he could get some earth but no,
the beaver came up dead. The same thing
happened to the loon and the helldiver,
but the muskrat alone was successful.
He had managed to keep the earth in his
claws while coming up through a great
depth of water.

Wa-na boo sho was much pleased and
took tne portion of earth in his palms and
blew.

It made alittle move, he blew again and

it still increased, so he kept on blowing
until he had an island, but still he blew,
and the island became a beautiful con-
tinent with a luxuriant growth of plant
life, and cities standing ready for inhabit-
ants.

Wa-na-boo-sho landed his animals and
the first thing he did was tocut each crea-
ture in two and then said “Ne-she-ma
(brother.) This fair island is yours,”
and all the creatures that were divided
flew or ran off in pairs.

These increased and once more the Iand
was full of life.

The Origin of Thunder.

Once upon atime three Indiaus went a
hunting. They walked for three long
days and nights but could see neither
game nor forests. They finally came to a
tall tree which one of them climbed to the
top in order to look for a hunting ground.
From the tree a path led to an Indian te-
pee which was in the clouds.

Arriving there they entered and found
other Indians smokingtheir pipes. After
eating they all went out to hunt The re-
ports of their guns were heard and the In-
dians today believe that every time it
thunders those Indians are hunting upon

the happy hunting grounds One of the
Indians coming home told the story that
offering up smoke to the thunder as a

sacrifice would stop the thunder. L. T.
How Fire Was Secured.
Once upon a time there lived iu the

cliffs of the western highlands, two swal-
lows, the only ones in the whole world
that had “Fire,” and they were proud of
the fact and were careful not to let any-
one else have it.

But there was to be a great feast of the
people (the animals) who came from ev-
ery part of the country. Mr. Beaver was
chief mauager of this celebration, so he
was very active in the preparations, cut-
ting down trees with his long sharp cut-
ters while the rest busied themselves car-
rying the fallen trees and bushes to the
place where the bonfire was to be built.
After the preparations were made and
all the animals were gathered together
the question was, “Where shall we get
the fire with which to start the bonfire?”
Of course this was all a put up scheme,
for Mr Coyote kuew all the time that he
could coax the swallows to lend him some.

When the sun had hidden its face be-
yond the western mountains, the great
bonfire was lighted and the feast began.
The tom toms were beating and the coy-
ote and porcupine were the star couple
until midnight, then the coyote began
acting the clown, jumpiug and tumbling
around the bonfire. His tail which was
bushy and big caught on fire. (Of course
this also was a put up job by the coyote.)
He pretended that the fire on his tail
scared him, and he accomplished his pur-
pose by running through the country
setting fire to all the bushes and trees.

Although he was the one who secured
fire for the people, he is nevertheless de-
spised by all the animals and even his
brother the fox will not associate with

him. Accordingly he wonders among

the lonely hills and plains of the west,

the most melancholy of all the animals.
D. Mcl.

The Fox And the Geese.

Away out on the western lands where
there is plenty of game, there once stood
a tall, stately tree covered with thick
foliage. Near by was a beautiful little
pond, dear to all kinds of birds and ani-
mals as well as to humau beings who lived
near it.

Day after day a flock of geese flew on
this tree, and at one time just as the geese

were conversing with one another, a fox
made his appearance. Naturally the
geese invited him to climb the tree. The

lox had some suspicion of the motive of
the cordial invitation so he refused to do

so. But after much flattery was be-
stowed upon him, he consented, to the
great joy of the geese.

Then the geese flew down from the tree
and spread their beautiful white wings, at
the same time urging the fnx to jump
muWn an(® they would catch him.
I'he noble fox refused the geese as at first,
but again finally yielded and the result
was that he was drowned in the little
pond. L 8.
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WHO ARE THEY ?

The champion sculler of the world is an
.Indian, the head of one of the largest be-
nevolent societies is an Indian, and some
of the best »nd most successful preachers

in the Canadian Northwest are Indians.
—I[Christian Endeavor World.

SCHOOL AND HOME.

"Does our school and tne education the
children acquire here affect the Indian
home life?”

This is a question often asked, and our
answer would be mostemphatically in the
affirmative. It does most materially at-
fect and improve the whole family life in
the home of the pupil* A striking im-
provement was noted during the past
year in the dress and general appearance
of all the visiting relatives. There are
none who come now who are not respect-
able and neatly dressed. Many take care
to bathe and have clean garments. The
mothers come with new calico dresses and
clean starched aprons. The girls receive
pretty new dresses from home, and often
come back to school from a vacation with
nice new clothing. Girls find the skill
they have acquired in the use of the nee-
dle most useful in assisting at home.
Many of the parents who have never
been in school take pride in the fact that
they can write their names The pupils
often teach the older and younger mem-
bers of the family this accomplishment.
The bakers in town say the Indians have
all become too aristocratic to carry a
loaf of bread without its being wrapped.
Before ti e children went to school the
were content to tuck a loaf under eac
arm, scorning such formalities as wrap-
ping paper. The signs are all of an ad-
vancing, deepening and widening change
in the habits of thought and manners of
life of this race, touched by the magic
fingers of knowledge and kindness.

—/[Indian Advance.

A TOTEM POLE

On the Queen Charlotte Islands in
Southeastern Alaska live a people who
differ from all other Alaskan natives.

Their language is as different as is the
Teutonic from the Romance. They pos-
sess a higner degree of civilization. They
are a good-looking people, strong and
heal thy and cleanly intheir habits. They
are larger then other Alaskan natives.

When first discovered by white men
they lived in substantial houses and in
front of them were generally poles won-
derfully carved, which always attracted
attention, and brought forth praises and
admiration. Many of these poles were
worth from $2, 000 to $5,000, and were, as
they ought to be, the pride of their pos-
sessors. The poles are what are com-
monly known as totem poles, and the peo-
ple are the Hydahs. Their carvings on
stone and their superb features testify to
the fact that they belong to the same race
as the ancient Aztecs of Mexico. How
they came to wander so far north must
ever be a mystery. Or were they, really,
the remnant of a people who wandered
south and established acivilization which
even now excites our admiration?

The historical totem was erected to com-
memorate any event or sometimes to crys-
tallize a legend which had been handed
down for generations. But what story
they tell isnow almost impossible to deter-
mine. It cannot be done with any degree
of accuracy. Probably it never was
known except to its maker ana his friends

On this class of totem poles is found
first the totem of the maker, then, per-
haps, the totem of the principal actors in
the event or legend, and the carved pict-
ures of the event or legend which best il-
lustrate the same according to the idea
of their maker.

The Hydahs possessed no religion. They
practiced a few rites and ceremonies
which had been handed down to them
from time immemorial. Shamanism
never gained any great foothold among
them. The totem poles are in no manner
connected with any religion. They be-
long to apastage,and even now are looked
upon as something ancient and strange
by the natives themselves. They belong
to the picture-writing age. Whether or
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not the Hydahs would, if the white man
had not appeared upon the scene, reached
the hieroglyphic stage and then the stage
of letters, must ever remain within the
realms of speculation. Their totem poles,
however, will always excite the curiosity
and attract the admiration of a polite and
learned people.—Burton E. Bennett in
Seattle Post-Intelligencer.

A REMARKABLE MAN.

Oronhyatekha, a doctor of medicine, is
the richest Indian on the American con-
tinent, and is without doubt the best
educated.

This remarkable Indian was born at
Brantford, Ontario, 1841, and his success
in life dates from the visit of the Prince
of Wales to Canada in 1861.

When the prince reached Brantford a
number of Indians appeared before him
in aboriginal attire. Among them was
Oronhyatekha, who, by reason of being
the brightest youth in the Indian district,
was selected to make the address to the
prince on behalf of the young men of the
country.

Dressed after the Indian fashion, with
bead-embroidered hunting shirt, and leg-
gings, feathers, belt of wampum, toma-
hawk and a mantle of fur, Oronhyatekha
presented an ideal picture of a brave at-
tired for a ceremonial occasion. He
looked, and so the prince remarked, like a
figure from one of Cooper’s novels.

The Prince of Wales was so greatly im-
pressed with the versatility of the Indian
youth that be made him a member of his
establishment, placing him in the care of
Sir Henry Ashland, regius professor of
medicine at Oxford university. Under
these auspices Oronhyatekha entered Ox-
ford, and later graduated in medicine at
Toronto university.

In the practice of his chosen profession
Oronhyatekha was fairly successful, but
in 1881 he discovered a rapid road to for-
tune in the organization of the fraternal
insurance society known as the Ancient
Order of Foresters. When he set about
the work the society had not a dollar in
its treasury. It now has a reserve reach-
ing nearly $3,500,000.

As the chief officer of the society Dr.
Oronhyatekha receives a salary of $10000
a year. He livesin the style of an Eng-
lish country gentleman. He owns an
island on which he has built a magnifi-
cent mansion.

His wife is a greac-granridaughter of
the renowned chief, Joseph Brant (Thay-
endanegea).—[Pender. (Neb.)Times.

A CASTLE BUILDER.

The first white explorers in Arizona
carried home to Spain a strange story of
a race of men who lived in great stone
castles We know now that they meant
the half-civilized Indians of the South-
west whom we call Pueblos.

Pueblo is the Spanish word for village
and the Pueblo tribe of Indians, instead
of living in portable lodges of bark or
skins, build great houses of brick or
stone—enormous heaps of rooms one
might call them. The lower story isa
blank wall without door or window, its
rooms being reached from the roof, to
which the inhabitants clamber by means
of ladders. One of the most interesting
of the Pueblo tribes is the Moqui, which
occupies seven of these mauy-roomed
villages. The Moquis are a simple, gentle
people, who live by agriculture, and who

spin and weave wool and cotton, raise
vegetables and grain, and make very
creditable baskets and pot'ery. For se-

curity each of the seve>» Moqui villages
is located upon a considerable height.
The paths of approach are so steep that
no horseman can approach them, and so
narrow as to be easily defended by a few
armed and resolute men. Rude asitis
then, the stone house of the Moqui is not
so very unlike the castles of Europe.
—[Exchange.

NOT USED AT CARLISLE.

_ A punishment that used to be in vogue
in some Indian schools, (not, however, in
Canada,) was to make the boy stand on
one footin the waste-basket until he top-
pled over.—[Progress,

THE OSAGES.

I have worked among the Osage In-
dians land their ways are very different
from other tribes of Indians | have been
among before. Some things are very in-
teresting to me so | thought | might write
a little about them, which I hope will in-
terest the readers of Talks and Thoughts.

The Osage Indians as a tribe are few in
number and live in Oklahoma Territory.
They are known as. the richest Indian
tribe, and that is very true because every
Osage Indian gets a certain sum (not I*-ss
than $54) every three months. If they
used it in the right way and were not so
extravagant they would be far ahead in
civilization, but instead of that it goes to
the Indian traders and saloonkeepers and
the rest they lose in gambling.

They live in good frame houses which
are richly furnished and these are built
by the Indian traders and they are gener-
ally charged much more than they really
cost. They wear costly clothes but in
Indian costume. In seems funny but the
Osages have white hired help and also
colored. | have many times seen a white
man waiting on an Indian woman or car-
rying around an Indian papoose in hisarms
trying to make it go to sleep. These peo
pie are only too glad to wait on these rich
Indians because they receive good pay.

A common food with them is the per-
simmon bread. They have good farms
and the soil itself is very rich if they only
would till the ground and raise good crops,
but they have so much money they buy
all their things to eat.

There is one very interesting thing
about them and that is the way they bury
their dead and mourn for them. Instead
of digging a grave in the ground to bury
the dead in they set them up straight and
pile rocks around them and over their
head till the body cannot be seen and then
put a United States flagover them. They
mourn and wail for three days or more,
they dress iu white and they tear off one
sleeve of their dress and go around with
earth or mud on their heads. They still
have their old way of marrying off their
daughters by selling them for horses.
Often the poor girl has to live with a man
whom she does not love. Sometimes a
young girl, say twelve years old, is com-
pelled to marry her [oldest sister’s hus-
band ; he might be an old man, old enough
to be her grandfather.

I think the Osages as a tribe are back-
ward ;they seem to love their old customs
and ways of dressing and even the re-
turned students, who have been away to
school five or six years, are influenced
back to their old ways by their parents
This is a mistake and there is no excuse
for it. We ought to have strength and
courage enough to help our people toward
civilization and Christianize them, in-
stead of having them influence us.

The greatest need of the Osages is to

have some missionaries go out among
them and convert them —[An Indian
Pupil in Talks and Thoughts.

A MONUMENT TO THE LENNI
LENAPE.

The wayfarer who passes along the
road leading into Wrightstown, an an-
cient Quaker settlement of Bucks County,
must needs be impressed by the mono-
lith which commands attention just out-
side of the venerable Quaker Meeting
House. A low iron railing fences off’
a small enclosure from the rest of the
yard, and from the turf rises a rough-
hewn monolith erected on a small heap
of stones aud boulders.

The Bucks County Historical Associa-
tion has erected the monument to the
memory of the Delawares or Lenni Le-
nape Indians who here suffered agrievous
wrong at the hands of the white men.
The event which gave half a million acres
to the white meir (instead of the three
hundred thousand acres which the In-
dians intended) is a matter of history,
and known as the “Walking Purchase”
or "Indian Walk.” Not wishing to con
done sharp practice, aud yet desiring to
mark a spot famous or infamous in the
annals of our Commonwealth, the Bucks
County Historical Association decided to

erect the shaft of stone, not to the white
men who overreached a friendly people
on this spot, but to the Indians; "not to-
the wrong, but to the persons wronged.”

The stone siands on the site of an old?
chestnut tree which has long since van-
ished from the scene. On this tree the
white runners placed their hands while
awaiting the rise of the sun which would
light them in the famous "walk.”

The inscription on the stone is:

TO THE MEMORY OF
THE LENNI LENaPE INDIANS,
ANCIENT OWNERS OF THIS
REOION.
THESE STONES ARE PLACED AT
THIS SPOT, THE STARTING
POINT OF THE
"INDIAN WALK,”
SEPTEMBER 19, 1737.

Wi illiam Penn, founder of Pennsylvania,
has sometimes been unjustly blamed for
the transaction known as the "Walking
Purchase.” But since he died in 1718 he
cannot be held responsible for what hap-
pened 19 years afterwards in flagrant
violation of his clearly spoken principles
and rule of life.

The facts are these: 1682, 1683, 1685 and
1686 are the dates mentioned by different
authorities as the year of William Penn’s
treaty with some Lenni Lenape chiefs,
for lands bounded on the east by the Dela-
ware, on the west by the Neshaminy
Creek, extending to the north from his
previous purchase, "as far as a man can
go in aday and a half.” The land was
not required immediately upon the deliv-
ery of the quid pro quo, and no effort was
made to fix the boundary until half a cent-
ury later, when the Lenni Lenape, becom-
ing uneasy at the encroachments of the
white seitleis, asked to have the bounda-
ry defined.

“INDIAN WALK.”

The proprietors of the Province at that
time were John and Thomas Penn, sons
of tne founder. The Penns held a confer-
ence with the Indian chiefs at Penusbury,

and a day was duly appointed for walk-
ing the boundaries. Instead of a walk it
proved a run. Three fleet runners, Ed-
ward Marshall, Solomon Jennings and
James Yeates were hired by the Govern-
or. Thomas Penn offered a reward to the
runner covering the greatest distance.
lhe reward was to be five pounds of
money and five hundred acres of land.

It is said that Thomas Penn actually
sent out advance agents in secret in order
to "blaze the way” by marking trees
showing the best course through the
wilderness. The start was made from the
chestnut tree by Wrightstown Meeting
House at dawn of September 19,1737. The
Sheriffand Surveyor General followed the
walkers on horseback and two Indians
accompanied the party to see that all was
fair. The walkers stepped off quickly
when the Sheriff gave word to start, and
when they quickened their pace to a run
the Indians protested, but in vain.

Jennings gave out before reaching the
Lehigh River, his health prematurely
shattered. Yeates, overcome by exertion,
stumbled into a creek, and when rescued
was entirely blind, and died in threedays.
Marshal], a famous hunter and walker,
kept on with the aid of a compass, when
be passed the last of the blazed trees.
When time was called to "halt,” he
threw himself forward and grasped a
sapling, very near to where the town of
Mauch Chunk now stands. By taking
advantage of a flaw in the lease the Sur-
veyor General drew the line at right
angles to the direction of the walk.

The Indians protested that the so called
walk was a fraud, but their appeal fell
upon officially deaf ears. The affair made
astir, however, and attached unsavory
reputation to the Penns, Markham, 8ur-
veyor General Eastbourne and the white
runners, all participants in the disgrace-
ful affair. A'sort of Nemesis waited upon
the actors. Marshall never obtained'liis
promised reward of 500 acres, and his wife
was killed in an Indian raid. Penn repu-
diated the Surveyor Genera], but nobody
thought of restoring the stolen land to
its rightful owners.

From this time we date the beginning
of bloodshed and hostile reprisals be-
t\{y%en the white settlers and red natives
of Pennsylvania.

All things considered, it was delicate
leeling which dictated the wording of the
monument of the Bucks County Histori-

House°Clety at WriSht8town Meeting
—[Phila. Record.
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FOOTBALL AS AN INDIAN
EDUCATOR.
What has made the Carlisle football

team strong and famous ? The answer is
by playing strong and superior teams,
and by being gentlemen. Carlisle boys
would not even to doomsday have made
the record they have, had they practiced
among themselves exclusively oron ares-
ervation. The necessary experience
must come from without—from contact

with the strongest teams. That this is
so is self-evident. The result speaks
for itself. Instead of the Indian being

endowed with qualifications of a savage
nature that were particularly adapted to
football, and that football is in itself a
brutal game is absurd. The contrary has
been proved by the record of the football
team and is attested by every opponent
Carlisle has had. All teams the Indians
have contested with have with one accord
and without exception pronounced them
gentlemen, and have praised their clean,
manly playing.

Truly we are an “all-American” team.

We have come to the Pacific Coast not
to exhibit our so called savagery nor to
show the so-called physical powers of the
Indian,but foranobler and higher purpose,
to demonstrate whdt. education means to
the Indians when given under the same
conditions and with the same environ-
ment enjoyed by the white boy.

In every contest there throbs in every
heart a grand and noble motive—in every
eye there glows a resolution—every nerve
is strained to the highest with a deter-
mination to contradict misconceptions of
centuries and to prove their worth to an
end different from that generally accorded
them—to prove themselves worthy of be-
coming trueg and noble citizens—though
it must be done by the use of the pigskin.

| can say without fear of contradiction
that the Carlisle football team has done
more to bring the possibilities of the In-
dian into public notice than have all
other efforts combined.

The Carlisle Indian School, with Major
R. H. Pratt as its superintendent, has had
to overcome many more obstacles than a

football team to awaken in the Govern-
ment and people recognition of the In-

dians’rightful position in our body poli-

tic. The use of various methods for four
hundred years to bring the Indian into
civilization has been a failure  Today

is worse off than his forefathers ever
were. On a reservation he is a pauper,
beggar, idler and gambler. And why?
Because you have constantly thrown him
back upon himself, hiding him in the
darkness of his ignorance and supersti-
tion, and because you have sent in more
vice than virtue and have taken out more
virtue than vice.

Do you ask how | would remedy the

present condition? My answer is do
with them as the Carlisle football team
has done. Let them out of the poisonous
tank of your present reservation system
and allow them to compete with stronger
and belter influences of your enlightened

he

civilization. Reservation education awa
from civilization is too long a method.
The Indian goes backward or dies in his

ignorance and superstition. The hope of
the rbing generation of my people lies in
your public schools. | wish that I could
collf ct all the Indian children, load them
in shipsin your city, circle them around
Cape Horn, pass them through Castle
Garden, put them under the same in-
dividual care that the children of emi-
grants have in your public schools, and
woen they are matured and moderately
educated, let them do what other men
and women do—take care of themselves.
This would solve the Indian question,
would rescue a splendid race from vice,
disease, pauperism and death. The bene-
fit would not be all for the Indian. There
is s'omething in his character which the
interloping white man can always assimi-
late with profit.
Cart0S Montezuma, M. D.
in San Francisco Examiner.

* DR. MONTEZUMA’S CAREER.

Carlos Montezuma, M. D., the medical
director who accompanies the Carlisle
School football team, stands as the most
perfect type of the civilized American
Indian. His romantic life, with broken
periods of transition from the barbarous
to the nineteenth century state, presents
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a living example of the effects of what he
considers the greatest civilizing force—
an independent existence among white
citizens. He isthe chief representative
of a latter-day school of thought relative
to the Indian question, as presented to
our Government for solution, that takes
decided opposition to the reservation
scheme and advances in lieu the dissemi-
nation of the tribes among the various
states of the Union, to be educated in pub-
lic schools and to become citizens of the
Union.

This suave, intelligent, dark-haired,
dark-skinned doctor—now a well known
Chicago practitioner—finds his earliest
recollections of childhood among the
Pimal Mountains of sunny Arizona, for
Montezuma is afull-blooded Apache of the
generation of the terrible Geronimo, his
antithesis in the crude savage character-
istics of cruelty, cunning and revenge.
A midnight raid by the neighboring Pi
mas against the Apache retreat while the
braves were away on a mission of peace
made the boy, then little more than a pa-
poose, a prisoner ina new territory. A
few days later twenty dollars of the white
man’s money made him the property of
C Gentile of Chicaeo, and with his In-
dian nature still unformed he was thrown
into the cosmopolitan civilization of a big
city at the age of five years, as the ward
of his purchaser. When his benefactor,
for such he was, died, Carlos Montezuma,
in his eleventh year, having something of
a grammar school education, was left to
shift for himself. Drifting to Champaign,
111, he worked at odd jobs, managing to
continue his studies, and in due course of
time by dint of hard work and persever-
ance graduated from the University of
Illinois. Five years later he had taken a
degree of medicine at the Chicago Medi-
cal school, a branch of the Northwestern
University. Men of Indian nativity of
the caliber of Montezuma were then as
now in high demand by the Government
as attaches at the several reservations.
Five years in all were spent by the doctor
in the employ of Uncle Sam—three of
them at the Western Indian stations of
Fort Stevenson, North Dakota, Western
Shoshone agency, Nevada, and Colville
agency, Washington, and two as resident
physician at the Carlisle Indian School in
Pennsylvania. A close study and ob-
servation of Indian conditions had opened
his eyes to appalling defects in the system
of civilizing aborigines, and having from
stern conviction no longer at heart the
scheme of our Indian regime he resigned
his position to take up the active practice
of medicine in the city of his adoption in
the white man’s world, where after six
years of labor he is to-day known as a
clever man in his profession and as an up-
to-date thinker, of strong ideas and ex-
pression.

“The Carlisle School,” says Dr. Monte-
zuma, “isthe great intermediate step in
the right direction. There are grouped
1000 Indians closely in touch with nine-
teenth century ways, and in a position to
observe and learn and come in contact
with the white man’s character-making
life. | may say our football team and its
work in itself exemplifies the idea, for
every group of men in Carlisle these past
six years which has been out against the
big Eastern elevens has profited immeas-
urably and has in turn reflected its ob-
servations and knowledge on the whole
student body. We like our boys to win
their football games—every one they
play. But the chief object of such an or-
ganization as our football team is not to
demonstrate the Indians’ wonderful ath-
letic ability as brought out under favor-
able conditions, but more to use the sport
as one element of having the men meet
civilization.

Dr. Montezuma has often been asked
why he does not go among his suffering
brethren as a missionary. His answer
has been that he to-day does stand as a
missionary in the American Indian cause,
but instead of among the Indians in the
midst of the whites, whom he deems
should be educated to an idea of the true
condition of the aboriginal problem.

—[The San Francisco Call.

BISHOP WHIPPLE’S AUTO-
BIOGRAPHY.

Among men of note whose names will
always be associated with the cause of
our native Americans, perhaps none is
more widely known or held in more affec-
tionate admiration than that of Henry B
Whipple, Episcopal Bishop of Minnesota,
whose reminiscences are at hand. *

This is one of the notable books
of the year. Its literary style is chiefly
characterized by simplicity and force and
its human interest is unusual, reflecting
as it does the living personality of one of
the most catholic, fearless and unconven-
tional of ecclesiastics. We have here no
formal autobiography, but rather a series
of vital sketches, somewhat loosely strung
together, with many and suggestive let-
ters, (some of them in autograph,; from
such unlike men as General Sherman,
Taopi, Phillips Brooks and Gladstone.
A copious appendix contains the author’s
principal letters and speeches upon the
Indian question.

Bishop Whipple has always been known
to be in the fullest sense a champion of
the despised Indian. No one has more
eloquently portrayed the native virtues
of the wild man—*the noblest type of
heathen man on earth ” No one has
more publicly and persistency declared
the wrongs of the race, and demanded
for them not only Christian teaching but
political justice.

As early as 18(52, after the “Sioux out-
break” in Minnesota, (which is known to
have been directly caused by fraud and
deception on the part of Government
official v) Bishop Whipple prepared an ad-
dress to the President, outlining a policy
which would not be far out of place today.

It consisted in the main of the following
suggestions:

“First, that it is impolitic for our Gov-
ernment to treata heathen community

living within our borders as an indepen-
dent nation.
Second, that it is dangerous to our-

selves and to them to leave these Indian
tribes without a government, not subject
to our laws.

Third, that the solemn responsibility of
file careof a heathen race requires that the
agents and servants of the Government
who have them in charge shall be men of
eminent fitness, and in no case should
such offices be regarded as a reward for
political service.

Fourth, that every feeling of honor and
justice demands that the Indian funds,
which we hold for them as a trust, shall
be carefully expended under some well-
devised system which will encourage
their efforts toward civilization.

Fifth, that the presentsystem of Indian
trade is mischievous and demoralizing.

Sixth, that it is believed that the histo-
ry of our dealings with the Indians has
been marked by gross acts of injustice and
robbery, such as could not be prevented
under the present system of management,
and that these wrongs have often proved
the prolific cause of war and bloodshed.”

The Bishop was greatly in advance of
the general thought of his time on this
subject, for he repeatedly opposed concen-
tration on reservations, believing that
such a massing of Indians would prove to
be only “a large powder magazine,”’advo-
cated the extension of our own laws over
the red men, and declared that “honest
work for wages is the solution of the In-
dian question.”

Upon the occasion of one of his many
visits to Washington in behalf of an in-
jured people, Secretary Stanton said to
General Halleck, “What does Bishop
Whipple want? If he has come here to
tell us of the corruption of our Indian
system and the dishonesty of Indian
agents, tell him that we know it. But
the Government never reforms an evil
until the people demand it. Tell him

that when he reaches the heart of the
American people, the Indians will be
saved.”

“l went,” says the Bishop “to the In-

dian office and said to the Commission-

and Shadows op a dong

The Macmillan Co. $5.00.

* Lights
E piscopate.

er: “l came here as an honest man to put
you in possession of facts to save another"
outbreak. Had | whistled against the
north wind, | should have done as much
good. | am going home, and when you
next hear from me, it will be through the
public press.”

He replied, “Bishop Whipple, you have
said many severe things about this Bu-
reaul!”

I smiled and said, “1 have; and you will
remember | have always said them over
my own signature, and | HAVE THE
PROOF OF EVERY STATEMENT
THAT | HAVE EVER MADE. The
darkest transactions | have never men-
tioned.”

President Lincoln once said: “Bishop
Whipple came here the other day and
talked with me about the rascality of this
Indian business until | felt it down to my
boots. If we get through this war, and I
live, THIS INDIAN SYSTEM SHALL
BE REFORMED

“As | look back,” says the Bishop, “I
seem to have been a man of war from the
beginning. Circumstances forced me to
be so. Not only have | fought many
bard battles with Indian officials, but
some quite as severe in their defence. |
know that Secretaries Schurtz, Delano,
Vilas and Hoke Smith were unjustly cen-
sured for wrongs for which they were
not responsible.”

The Bishop served several times on
commissions to make treaties with the
Indians. He was one of the commission-
ers to the hostile Sioux in 1875

“In one of our first councils at this
visit,” he says, “an aged chief, holding
in his hand some treaties, said:

‘The first white man who came here to
make a treaty, promised to do certain
things for us. He was a liar.” “He re-
peated the substance of each treaty, al-
ways ending with, ‘He lied.” The ac-
cusation was true. The fault was not in
the commissioners, but either in Congress
failing to appropriate the means, or in
the failure to execute the treaty. These
treaties are too often hastily made, sim-
ply to settle hostilities, and promises are
given which cannot be fulfilled.

There were raauy men of mark among
the Sioux. Red Cloud was a born leader
of men—one who had the faculty of cloth-
ing truth with a terseness which stamped
it upon the memory of the listener. Hav-
ing been asked for a farewell toast ata
public dinner, lie arose and said :

‘When men part they look forward to-
meeting again, | hope that one day we
may meet in a land where white men are
not liars.’

Bishop Whipple was in St. Augustine,
Florida, in the seventies, and preached
in the sign language to the Indian prison-
ers under the care of Captain Pratt, of
whom he says:

“He has as intimate a knowledge of
Indian character as any man in our coun-
try. . . In every speech that he makes
upon the subject he emphasizes the (ruth,
that an Indian is like a white man, and
that industry, reward of labor, protection
of law, aud Christian homes will do for
one what it has done for the other.”

GENERAL LAWTON AS AN
INDIAN FIGHTER.

The country loses one of its best sol-
diers and the army one of its best officers
in General Henry W. Lawton.

Tall, powerful, keeping his splendid
physical powers to the very end, never
sparing himself aud sparing others as
little, he drove straight forward overall
obstacles. As an Indian fighter he had
no superior. His tireless chase of the
Chiricahua Apach«-s had every element of
peril, every phase of hardship and every
atom of endurance which Indian warfare
can possess. His dogged pursuit of the
mountain Indian of the Southwest was
matched by his dash and daring in the
warfare of the plains Indian to the North,
and when the Spanish war opened he was

a man from whom men expected much,
and expected no more than lie gave.

It was the burden of Indian warfare
that it>daring, its hardship and its blood-
shed brought no military rewards' and
earned no popular glory.—[Phlla. Press.



