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AMONG THE SIOUX.

MRS, DE CAMP-SWEET'S STORY. OF
CAPTIVITY AND ESCAPE.

Story of
Contnining
lie-

An Interesting and True
Feril and Privation,
Many Items of History Neve
fore Published.

#rom the Tioneer Press,

Among the wlhite women seized by the
Indians in the outbreak of 1502, und car-
rled away into captivity, and who escaped
writh their lives and are living to-day, is
Mrs. Jennette B. De Camp Sweet, at pres-
ent residing at Glencoe, Minn, At the time
of the outbreak thls lady was living with
her first husband, Mr. Joseph Warren De
Camp, who was in the service of the gov-
ernment in charge of the mills at the Lower
or Hedwood agency. She and her children
were made prisoners by the Indians and
held for some days, when she effected their
eszepe. Amongz the many other gifts Mrs.
Bweet possesses are a vivid wemory of her
trying experiences and the eapacity of put-
ting her recollectlons in words and upon
paper. Recently she prepared a manuscript
account of her captivity and escape and
sent it to the State Historlcal soclety. By
the kindness and courtesy of the soclety and
of Mrs. Sweet the I'ionesr Press has been
allowed to publish the followlng extracts
from the story, one of the most interesting
in the annals of personal adventure in the
history of Minnesota, esnecinlly of adventure
ifn the Indian war. It mu<t be borne Inm
mind that the story in full is not bere given,
"It will, however, be so published in a forth-
eoming volume of the *Collections” of the
Historlcal soclety:

The Sioux Before the Outbrenk.

For more than a year we had lived
among the Indians on terms of friendly in-
timacy, If I may so describe it. They were
dally visitors at our home, though not al-
ways welcome ones, it Is true. They came
with their bead work, gmme, fish und every-

Wabasha.

thing else which they happened to have to
trade for pork, flour, sugar, or anything
they needed, and always expected to re-
eelve In return more than twice the value
of any article brought. It was not a pleas-
ant life among them, but we tried to make
the best of it. The Indians, with few ex-
eeptions, were kind and peaceable, and after
a few months I grew so accustomed to
thelr presence that no thought of fear ever
entered my mind. My husband had charge
of the mills which sawed the lumber for
their lhouses, and during the autumn fol-
lowing our arrlval put in a mill for grinding
their corn. They came almost dally with
thelr bags of corn to be ground and would
linger about the doors and windows asking
questions about  everrthing usually  dis-
cussed, and in their childish way compre-
@ending many things. They seemed especlal-
Iy interested In the conflict between our
disrnpted states. Of course they could not
help knowing of our many reverses during
that year, and drew their own conclusions.
Not until I became a captive did I realize
bhow they put things together. They often
described most accurately accounts of bat-
tles In which our defeats were more num-
erons than our victories; and when the
eall came for additional troops and they
were actually enlisted in our very midst—
taking half-bloods, employes and every one
for soldiers—it was small wonder that they
#houlidl think our government in the last
throes ol disgolution.

The winter preceding the massacres set in
<old and snowy. The roads were drifted
and almost impassable. There was much
suffering among the Indians, as their crops
‘had Dbeen bad from the drought and cut-
worms, and there was much sickness attend-
ant upon starvation, of which there were
actual eases. My husband gave me leave to
feed the women and children who were
most destitute, and we otherwise alleviated
their distress many times when they would
mot go to Dr. Humphrey, the government
physician. The doctor was not a favorite
‘with them, and they preferred to take the
medicine which I prepared for their little
ones. Owing to the deep snow the roads
were almost Impassable, and the govern-
ment supplies became scanty. The weekly
4ssues of flour, pork, etc., falled to meet
the wants of so many hungry people, and at
Christmas time things locked very gloomy.
We concluded that we must do something
for those who most needed help, and ne-
cordingly opened our cellar and distributed
many bushels «f vegetables to those who
were actually suffering. I cannot doubt
that our friendly attitude toward those
starving wretches eventually became the
means of our preservation from horrid tor-
tures and a lingering death. They named
my husband Chan-ba-su-da-su-da-cha, oz
““I'he ¥riendly DMan." * * * June, the
month for the annual payment, came, and
no money came with It. July passed and
the Indians grew angry, and believed what
the traders told them, that *“‘that payment
would be the last ever made.” I was as-
sured by many of the wisest of the Indlans
that it was what the traders told them,
more than anything else, that caused the
aprising.

The First Alnrm.

The day preceding the outbreak (Monday,
Aug. 18) my husband started for St. Paul
to transact some business with the agent
when he sghould arrive there. Maj. Gal-
®raith had gone on with the enlisted men
{the Ilenville Rangers), and my husband ex-
pected to overtake them at St. Peter, and to
return by Saturday, at the latest. Nelther
of us dreamed of danger, but the separa-
tion, even for a week, seemed long in antie-
fpation, Nothing but urgent business iu-
duced him to leave me, for my youngest
<hild was 11l. We had three children, one
aged nine, one four, and the baby.

Monday morning, after a restless night
with my baby, I arose late, After breakfast
I attended to my usual dutles, the children
‘went out to play, and the kitchen girls—one
@ half-breed and the other a German—ar-
ranged the day's work. My eldest boy asked
permission to go up to the agency to play
with one of his mates, but for some reason
I refused. We all remarked upon the still-
wess of the morning, in the absence of the
@olse of the mill and the men belng away at
the agency, for the mill would not run in
Mr. ;Je Ca&g’u nt:;ance. (The mill was sit-
uated on south side of the Minn
under the binff, and about half : mile %’g?ﬁ?’r
the agency ferry.)

About 10 o'clock I went Into the fnrrlen,
and while there saw an Indian coming out
of the stable with the horses harnessed.
He hitched them to the wagon and drove
along toward the house, m&'l two boys fol-
lowing Dhim. I observed at he was a
stranger, and as be cunme oppusite the door
1 asked Lim where he was tuking our horses.
ITe replied that they were his horses, and
that everything else thereabouts was his:
that all the white people had been killed
“up there''—pointing to the agency—and,”
sa'd he, *you had better be getting out
of this!” 'I'his was said In the Sloux or
Drkota language, which I had learned and
understood very well. He did not offer to
stop, but drove on toward the ferry. Lucy,
the half-breed giri, lhearing what he sald,
Legan to screamn that we would all be
murdered. I told her I did not believe a
word of 1t; that he had sald so just to get
the horses, and that if the whites had
Feen killed we would have heard the guns
:nd the shouts. The German girl hurriedl
+adled up ler clothes and started wi
. speed for the ferry, and I mnever saw
her again. Lucy, the half-breed, urged me
to fly, so taking my sick boy out of his
cradle we started for the top of the hill.
As soon as we reached there I saw that
the Indian's story was all too true. The
agency buildings and the traders' stores
were In flames and hundreds of shouting
savages were surging about the government
“_aruhouse. shrieking and brandishing teir
Wweapons. It seemed ineredible that nll this
had gone on without our knowledge, and
;lllzge not a sound had penetrated to our

Paralyzed with' fear, I knew not where
to turn. 1 looked toward the ferry and
sawW o dense ¢rowd surrounding it, and
knew that all Lope was shut off in that
qpmter.. I could not reasonm or hope that
we couid escape, but while I stood there
motionless—Lucy having fled at the first
sight—an old squaw, the Chief Wacoutn's
moilier, came running up and cried out:

%uck-n-chci.«! Puck-a-chee! Dakota nepowa
secha squaw! Puck-a-chee!” (Fiy! Fly! The
Indians will Kill_you, white squaw! ° Fly!).
bli:e threw my four-yeariold Loy over ler
shoulder and kept on, hardly stopping a

moment. I followed with the other :hild
l‘l_illlllu "\;e all ran towards Chief “’hbaslﬁ?é
B

which
i iy was down the river about

Wabasha on the Warpath and to
the Rescue,

Just before we reached the villa
; e we .met
a ilmge’ body of Indians in war pafnt. armed
w Lllh suns, bows and arrows, tomahawks
E:z _War clubs. Lvery Indian had a toma-
awk and war club “which he brandished
about in an excited manner, Chief Waba-
;;hg was sitting on a large white horse, look-
11{:, as if just vut of one of Catlin's pictures,
ahwas dressed in full chief's costume, with
a eadldress of red flannel adorned with a
bullock's horns and eagle feathers,
feathers over his shoulders and
great strings of beads around his
and a belt of wampum around his
waist. and his lower lim 8 were clad In
Ii}nged buckskin. He carried a beautifal
f e ncross his lap and he had two pistols
n their holsters, but no other arms. Every
'mf" of his appearance seemed to strike me
aﬁsi I photographed, and in fancy I can see
m yet, sitting like a Centaur as he
harangned his men. Ag he rode up he dis-
wunted, and, drawing his pistols from
their holsters, approached us. I felt that
our time had come to die. I immediately
fell on my knees and implored him to save
our lives, asking him to remember what we
had done for his sick ehild the past winter.
Tll.le Indians, sullen and scowling, crowded
around closer and closer, raising their tom-
abawks as if ready to strike, when Wha-
basha thrust them back, and presenting his
¥Isl.ols told them I should not be killed.
e sald that T was a good squaw and called
t_hnm cowards and squaws for wanting to
kill women and children, They were very
angry and determined, but after a long
speech in which he told them he would not
be accessory to what had been done and
tl_lat he should protect and defend the
Whites as long as he could, they mounted
their poniés and rode off, Wancoata's
mother-in-law had disappeared, and seeing
we were still so much frightened Wabasha
told us to follow him. We entered a house
near by In which he said we wonld be safe,
as all the Tndians had gone up to the
agency, and he would ride up and see what
had been done. He told me it was the up-
per Indians (the Wapetons and Sissetons)
who were doing all the mischief, but that
he would always be a friend to the whites
and wonld see that we were not killed, He
then rode away, and I did not see him
again for nearly two weeka, when he came
to bld me good-bye before he started with
the Indian soldiers on an expedition soine-

where below.

Alone Among Savages.

After the chief wans gone the children
became so frightened, fearing others would
come, that we left the building and wan-
dered toward the river, hoping we wmight
find some way of crossing; but finding none
we sat dowr in & clump of bushes, not
daring to go out on the open prairis. All
ikis time I felt assured thn? it was the Sis-
setons, as Wabasha had sald, who were do-
ing the killing, for as yet I had not recog-
nized any of the lower bands among those
with Wabasha. We remained hidden in
the bushes by the river uatil the sun was
settirg, when I saw an Irdian whom 1
krew coming down the bluff toward tle
Lkouse near by. It proved to be one who
had often been to our house asking favors,
and to whom, but a little while before, we
had sent a man to help him put up a stove.
Feeling sure he would aid me, I made my-
self known, telling him how hungry the
children were, and asking him what hkad
Lagpened. He sald that all the whites who
had not escaped from the agency had hzen
killed, but he did not say by whom. I
ssked if he had seen Wabasha.  He replied
that there had been a battle and he might
beve been killed, but he did not tell me
that it was with the white soldiers they had
fought. He sald the lower bands (Melawa-
kantons and Wacoutas) were in camp just
below the agency, and he was yfolng back
there. I asked him if he would protect
us into camp. He 3aid he would do all he
could, but feared the warriors would kill
us. Still thinking that the lower bands
were freleadly to us and that thay were
cvrrayed against the Sissetors, I told him
we would go with him, as we cou'd not
stay there. We accompanied him to the
cn.mg, which we reached just at dark. In.
stead of meeting friends, as I supposed we
would, there were cnly sullen and aagry
faces on all sides. Everywhere were piles
of goods from the stores and houses, and
the Indians were angrily discussing their
ownership. I then realized that those we
had relied on as friends were our enemies.
I gsked a squaw for some food for the
chililzen, but she did not pretend to hear
me, Seeing an Indian leading one of our
horses by the bridle, I went to him and
asked him if he would not help us and give
ug, some food. I knew him well and had
r.?ten fed his family, but he said he did not
know anything about us, and that we had
better he getting out of the camp or we
wenld be Killed. I asked him if he Lnew
of any place where we could go and
safe. sng he replied: *“You can swim the
river; it is better to drown than be toma-
bawked.” I looked in vain among all that
excited assemblage for one friendly face.

Saved by Wacoutn,

Yeeling sure that we wonld receive scact
merey if we remained, I determined to crecp
sllently out and hide in the grass till the
Indians should remove, or perhaps I could
gzet far enough away to escape them al-
tcgether, I had scarcely resolved to do so
when I saw Wacouta, the chief who had
lived nearest us, approaching as if he were
seeking some one, I went immediately to
him and asked his protection. He sald:
“Come with me. You are in danger here.
Lifting my little boy in his arms he rapidl
led the way out of camp. We followed, an
soon came to one of his empty hounses. He
opened the door and bade us enter, gave us

a small box of and then left, locking
the door from the outside. Feeling mo-
mentarily secure I tried to hush the fright-

ened children, giving them the figs to eat,
as th had eaten nothing since morning.
They ‘ﬁwn knelt down and said their even-
ing prayers, and drawing close to me in the
darkness c:lfiﬁ sdo_on. nLeeging the Iinnocent
sleep of 00

W%coutn had assured me that he was a
true friend of the whites and would save as
many as he could; but I knew the warriors
would not be controlled their chiefs.
Besides all else they had d plenty of
liquor, and a drunken Indian was more to
be dreaded than a tiger in the le. While
thus thinking I was alarmed to hear some
one trylng to unfasten the door, and hearing
women's volces I discerned that of Miss
Mattie Willlams. They unfastened the door

ggh en! and I was surprised t:" see
ms

with two Indians, who had bro‘u:l?{

them in a wagon. nce hastened

to tell me that she been shot In the

back. She was in great and appre-

In a few mo-

hensive of immediate dea
ments the negro Godfrey

brought in Mary
Schwandt.

The three giris—Miss Willlams, a nlese of
J. B. Reynoids, who had come out from
Painesville, Ohlo, and was expecting to re-
turn In a few days, and Maory Anderson and
Mary Schwandt, who were domestics in
the family of Mr. Reynolds—upun hearing
of the trouble had started from hls place
(at the mouth of the Redwood) in a wagon
in which were Mr. Patoile (of Yellow Med)-
cine) and Lee Ilavis of Shakopee. Mr. and
Mrs. Reynolds were In a buggy and they
all started to escape together, but after
a short time they separated. Those in the
wagon were near the fort (Ridgely), on the
opposite side of the river, when they were
overteken by the Indians. The men were
killed and the girls ran, but were soon over-
taken, Mary Anderson being shot in the
back, the ball lodging In the abdomen. It
was after dark when they were brought
where I was. i

A Night of Terror.

Following Godfrey and Mary Schwandt
a crowd of Indians came into the lhouse
armed with guns and carrying the knnpsacks
of the soldiers killed that day at the ferry,
In a moment all was terror and eonofusion.
Lights were struck and curses and lmpreca-
tions resounded on all sides. The ldren
were terror stricken. Mary Anderson was
urging Mattie Willlams and myself to ex-
tract the bullet from her body. Mary
Schwandt fled to me for protection from the
indecent assaults of the Indians, beggin,
me to tell her what they sald. My eldes
boy was crying, “Are we going to be killed
now, mamma? Don't let them kill us with
knives."” Nothing could describe that awful
scene. .

“It was as If the flends that fell
Had pealed the banner-cry of hell.”

Shocked into a feeling of desperation and
an_absence of fear, I determined to tell the
Indians how it would end, even if they
killed me while speaking. Some of the
young men I knew. They had often come
to’ me to learn English words. I asked
them what had instigated them to do the
deeds the{ had done. 'They replied that it
was “such fun to kill white men;" they
were such cowards that they all ran away
and left their s‘ci[uaws to be killed, and that
one Indian could kill ten white men without
trying. Without fear I told them they would
all be hanged before another moon; that if
the white men had gone away they would
soon return; that the ‘“whispering spirit”
(the telegraph) would bring more men than
would cover the prairies and that if they
did Ekill us it would not be long till their
higeous forms would be dagﬁling from a
rope's end. How they scoff and jeered
as they swung their rifles and tomahawks,
alming to strike as mear the prisoners as
they could without hitting them.

The fiendish conduct went on until the
uproar became so loud that Wacouta ap-
peared, having heard the din. Golog up to
his two sons, boys mot more than sixteen,
he demanded of them how they came there
and what they were doing. Then, thrusting
them out of the door, he cleared the room
of the rest, nearly all of whom seemed to be
of his band. The most of them were so
drunk they could hardly stand. He then
asked me: “How long has this been going
on?' I told him everything that had ha
pened while he was away. He seemed dis-
tressed beyond measure to know that his
sons had been in the crowd. Telling us
not to fear further molestation, he turned
to Mary Anderson and asked what he counld
do for her. She asked him to and take
the bullet out of her body. Using an old
jack knife he probed the wound, first takin
out the pieces of wadding, and finally foun
the ball quite near the surtace. He brought
some water and tearing "5. an old apron
soaked it and placed it on the wound. The
poor girl had grown delirious, and we all
knew that the wound was fatal. Gathering
some old clothes together for her to lie on,
we lifted her upon a rude bedstead. Wacou-
ta left us, telling us he would keep watch
that we should not be disturbed again.

Waconta and the Warriors.

Morning came at last, and Wacouta ecame
according to promise, telling us that we
must stay there, as the Indians were going
below to attack Fort Ridgely. He said we
must not show ourselves outside until he
returned. In surprlse I asked if he were
going. He sald: “Yes; my band would kill
me if T did not go.” He carried Mary up
stairs into the loft, bade us all follow, and,
bringing up a pail of water, shut the trap
door of our prison and left us, agaln Im-
pressing upon us the necessity of remaining
perfectly quiet. No food was left us, and to
this I called his attention, but he said there

was no time to prepare any, as his band
was waiting for him and he must be off.
From a hol% in the chamber we could see

the Indian cavaleade marching by. The
bodies of the warriors were entirely divest-
ed of ciothlnﬁ except the loin cloth, which
they invariab g wore, and a blanket, worn
loogely around the neck, floating to the
breeze as their ponles
curvetted. They were paint
colors of the rainbow, and their
decked with ribbons and tassele of every
bright hue. The chiefs were dressed in
their war costumes, which I have described
(Wabasha's). They rode gaily away, shout-
ing and whooping as ounly Indians can.

ranced and
in all the
onies were

Hiding in Horror.

We now turned our attention to our own
sgituation. Mary was in a violent delirium
of fever and calling for food and there was
nothing to give her. My baby lay perfectiy
passive an d not seem to notice any-
thing. How long we were to remain thera
depended on the return of the Indians, and
their families had left the camps for the
upper villages when the warriors started
for below. TUnless the whites came to
rescue us—which we dare not hope for after
the battle of the ferry—we might starve.
But for Waconta' sirict injunctions a
part of us would have gone search of
food, and we could see the Indian scouts
riding past and knew that they were watch-
ing us. Mary became so violent in her
ravings that we feared discovery, and
Wednesday night Mattie and Mary Schwand{
went out and found some green corn. Bring-
ing it in we all ate ravenousl of it,
though it was raw, and we tried to give
Mary some; but she wonid not eat it, cry-
ing all the time that we wanted to starve
her, and that if only Dr. Daniels would
come he would cure her.

Amid Sorrowful Scenes.

Thursday, about noon, the war party re-
turned, some of the Indians passing the
housé we were in. At last a wagon stopped
apd took Msry Schwandt away; then came
another which took Mattie Willlams, and
at last o man that I knew drove up and
told us to get ready to go with him to the
camps above. 1 got ‘into the wagon with
my baby, then he lifted Mary in and placed
her head in njy lap, 'and my two children
ecrept into the bottom of the wagon at our
feet. Mary's llmbs were getting rigid and
she could searcely speak, but I hoped she
would live until we reached the camp. Our
way lay thmufh the streets of the agency,
where the bodles of the first day’'s victims
were still Iying. It was an awful sight and
I trled to screen my children from it. I
saw the body of Divoll, one of Myrick's
clerks, lying on a burned floor, hj% features

natural as in life, but his body burned to
o cinder. The bodles of l?’rick, Lynde and
others lay “there. Some of them had been

decapitated, but the Indians did not touch

em Or even seem to notice them. Just as
we were passing the last buildings, which
for some reason had not been burned, they
began to stone the windows and set fire to
them. A dreadful storm had been iﬂtherlng
for some time, and just as the buildings
were fired it burst :{:on us with ﬂiﬂ fury.
The crash of the thunder, the hing of
the lightning, together with the roaring and

cra g of the flames of the burning
houses, made a scene not eag forgotten,
and the horrors of thas ride will never be

effaced. The Indian cavalcade numbered
many hundreds and seemed one vast, un-
ending caravan. *. * ¢

FPoor Mary Anderson.
At last we came to Little Crow's

village, where ‘we found Mattie,
who  had d:lat arrived. The Io-
dian who med the dﬂn{
came up and sald she must get out. I to.
him she was dying and asked him to let
M et e (e 2, L, oud, be

as| e _bru replied:

better than two dead

a tent as I left, Mattle promising to
her, She lived about an hour afterw:.
revi bowever, to take 'a little f£
which ttie af!n her. She was burled
thera with az ald table cloth for a winding
sheet, and that autumn her friends re-
moved the body. We went on to Shakopee's
aAge, Near Redwood now sta 1ds,
and remalned there until the next M A
when all of the bands went near Rice
creek, where

tlua camped untll after the
battle of Birch
At the Time of Fort Ridgely,

The after our arrival at Shako-
pee's camp Indians were very
earl; and preparations to attack

lines across it.

Fort Ridgely In. They prepared fire
arrows to burn the bulldings. Thgy seemed
confident of success, and rode awa saylpg
thgy would not return until the fort was
taken, and gloating over the anticipated
spolls of victory, the good thin in the
commissary, the guns, ammunit on, ete,,
and the pleasure of killing the whites,
We were afraid they would succeed. Dur-
Ing the afternoon an old squaw mounted a
lookout and called my attention to a vast
volume of smoke rising on the prairie in
the direction of the fort. She seemed very
joyful and said to me: “Look| Look! Sege
the big steamboat coming. Hurry and get
readv to go!" My heart sank as T suw the
smoke mount higher and higher and thought
what might be taking place. The SQuaws
made haste to leave with the ponies and
wagons to be in at the plundering of the
fort. I had just had an Interview with
Frank Ioy, a” half-breed, and he said he
feared the Indians would succeed, but if
they did not, he, John Mooer and some
others had determined to &:et us away if
possible. Saturday the Indians began to
return in straggling parties, bringing in
large gnantities of goods of every descrip-
tion. Some hid been to New Ulin and Pn
the country adjoining, and the harrowing

tales they told nearly froze my blood. The
negro Godfray boasted of killing seventeen
women and children, and retnteﬁ how they

fought for their lives before they were
killed. Sunday the warriors returned and
were feasted, according to their custom.
That day a woman was shot in our ecamp
for trying to escape.

Retrenting—Escape From the

Nose.”

Monday morning the tents were taken
down and orders were given to march., All
of the lower bands were in motion and early
in the day the cavaleade started. "Their
haste was so great that we ‘were
sure the white troops were after them.
When we came to the Redwood the stream
was greatly swollen, and all on foot were
compelled to wade. In the rush and confu-
sion of teams I feared we would be crushed.
but I threw my four-year-old boy on a
wagon, the other climbed up behind him.
and with my baby in my arms 1 plunged
bravely in to keep near them. I never knew
how I got over, but when across I missed
my shoes, which I had taken off to have
them dry when I landed, and I had to go
on without them. The Indian, in whose
tent I had been, was wounded at New
Ulm and had to be carried on a litter. We
had strict orders to keep close to this litter
and not get away from our friends. As we
reached the place where Mr, Reynolds had
lived, the train halted for fresh water from
the spring. When my turn came and I
was raising the water to my lips I heard a
shout and saw a horrible form bending over
me, ready to strike. It was Cut Nose, who
'hzui sworn to kill every white man, woman
and child that he was able to. I darted
quickly around behind the litter contain-
ing my friend, whose warning volee had
saved my life, and after that I was careful
to keep as close to our party as possible.

On the March,

I wish I could properly describe that
merech, * * . ® There were nuinerous
tlags carried, two or three of the largest
size. One of Wabasha's band, *‘Old Brave,”
had one which he said was given him in
Washington the year before. The negro
Godfrey is most prominent in my memory,
not exc?ting Cut Nose, He was every-
where. Up and down the lines he rode,
passing us several times an hour, and al-
Wways trying to frighten the captives by his
hideous antics. Many of the warriors wore
ladies’ boanets on their heads, furs dragged
from their legs, their breasts were covered
with valuable brooches and chains, and the
wheels of clocks and watches dangled from
their ears. The finest silks were made into
shirts, and beautiful shawls were used for
saddle cloths and cut up for head dresses
and -waist girdles. No device was too
ridiculous for their attire. At night we
often suffered from cold. I remember one
occasion when the medicine man came to
doctor my wounded friend, who was about
to die. We were all thrust out of the tent
and =at huddled together for warmth till
nearly midnight, when, the evil spirit hav-
ing been ejected and shot at as it departed,
we were allowed to return. (An Indian
woman named Hazatome, who had been
kindly treated by Mrs. De Camp, here prom-
ised the party some clothing the following
day, but failed to keep her word. That
day, however, she was greatly assisted by
an old Indian whom she had often befriend-
ed, who gave her children some bread and
hauled one of them on his ‘“‘pony poles.”
Mrs. Sweet says: ““The poor old man tried
to comfort us the best he could. Nothing
could induce him to leave us a moment.”
On our way up we came upon the body o
George Gleason, who had been killed on the
18th as he was coming down from Yellow
Medicine. I had known him before coming
to the reservation.
At Rice Creek.

The following morning we were aroused
early. That day we reached Rice Creek,
and here we stayed several days. The cam
was very large and contalned about 1,0
teats; it was like a city. Here I first saw
Mrs. Hunter, whose husband had been
killed. She and I think Mrs. Robertson and
ber son Frank were in John Mooer's tent.
We were not far apart and Mattie and I
often visited Mrs. Hunter and read the
iitany in the prayer book together, us Mrs.
Hunter was the only one that had a prayer
book. Mr. Mooer, a half breed, wus very
kind to us, and sald he wanted very much
to help us to escape to the fort. While we
were at Hice Creek the Indians held a
council in a large tent over which waved a
United States flag. Mr. Mooer and Frank
Roy, another half breed, felt certain that
we would be sent to Fort Ridgely, but after
the council told us mnot to go even if we
were ordered, for some of the Indians who
had advocated our going meant to lle in
wailt and murder us. Here I first learned,
from messengers who had been sent down
to see what the whites were willing to do
about the captives, that my husband, Dr,
Viakefield, and the agent were alive and at
gidgely.

Wnonbasha Will “Shoot Up.”

Here also I first met Wabasha after his
leaving us the first day. A large war party
was assembling to go below and he came to
“ghake hands” and bid me good bye. I
was surprised to see him and and asked him
where he was going. He pointed to his
face, which was painted black with white
I asked him if he was goin
to kill his white brothers, and said
thought he was a friend of the whites. He
sald he was obliged to go, but that he would
not kill any one; he would *“shoot up.” I
told him how sorry I was to see him go to
war, but he only said, “I shake hands,"
meaning good bye—and was gone. This
war party was the one that fought at
Birch Coulie.

With the Christian Indians.

In a short time we were again on the
march and camped above the upper (or
Yellow Medicine) agency next tune. The
second or third after the war party left
ruuners came into camp and ordered the
squaws to run bullets as fast as they eould
and all was consternation and uproar. 1
did not know what had hu%pe aed, but after-
ward learned there had b2en a battle,
Lucy, my former domestle. She
I was_somewhere in camp and
sought me out. I told her I was nearly
starved and I meant to try to escape. She
said that if I dare try she would help me
that night to go to her uncle, an upper In-
dian, and th~se we could get more to eat.
So that night we slipped away very easilr
the warriors had gone and only a few o
men were in camp. We had but three miles
to go, yet I found 1 was very weak. Lucy
carried the baby and the other little one by
turns, and_we reached our destination safe-
ly. Here Luey's grandmother (the mother
of Lorenzo Lawrence) and her dnuiheteer
cooked us a nice supper of bread and 1,
the first real ﬁod 'ood we had eaten for
mu%vdnf!. e
Dr. Willlamson's t
been a renowned
great

a very
Next morning word came that t
would move up to the Blgcrfa mission, west
and near Yellow Medicine, and we set

out to reach it before them. There were
many Christian Indians there. John Ren-
ville was in after Dr. Riggs eseaped.
The Indians sent word that they were com-
ing to burn the mission and that all must

ut on Indian clothes and go into tents.

‘aul, Lorenzo and Simon were eldera in Dr.
Riggs’ church, and they at once took down
the church bell and burled_it, and, taking
the books from the library, dughs large Imle‘_i
lined 1t with blankets, placed them in it an
covered them up carefully.

Burning ¢f the Nigcs Mission.

Thursday afternoon the Indlans came and
burned the tm.udln% the Christians having
gone into tents. encamped on the
other gide of a small coulle, sayh‘lfthe!
cceld kil the Christlans better they

“Cut

dmother was one of
converts, but havin,
medicine woman she ha
She was

the; ves. They clalmed they
had km{d all the whites in the last battle
co&lle). and it was a time

‘enzo and his

had hunted for m

420 bunted tor me, Tate Sindey evenr' (AN RUSHERS FIGHT,

In some large turtles which they ecook:

for the evening meal. Not a word was salc
until after we had eaten and the children
were asieep. The messenger of Little Crow
had returned from the fort, tellinz him
that Gen. Sibley would not treat with him
antil t‘l!.e captives were delivered, and he
said: “Let him come; we will put the cap-
tives Il.aetore the guns, and then he may
shoot!” An old man went around that
evening crying the news and announcing
chat ail muost
river in the
captives who
killed.

morning, and that all the
could not walk were to D¢

The Escape,

I knew that the time had come to try and
esca Lorenzo and Simon sat smoking
in silence, I felt sure they would help us,
but Lorenzo's wife was loth to leave her
Deople and was much afraid nf the whites,
About 3 o'clock in the morning Lorenzo's
mother came to us and said: *If you want
to get away, now Is the time.” I gathered
my children tofgether and found that Lor-
amily were ready to start.
We crept out of the tent, I with my baby
clasped to my breast. The children made
Do noise. In a clump of chaparral we met
Lorenzo's mother, who gave us a lictle
flour tied up In a rag and sald it was all
she could give us. She was much concerned
for our safety and affected at parting with
her son, but refused his entreaties to g0
with us, saying she was “an aged tree with
the branches all cut off,” and that she
would die among her people. She em-
braced us all, and commending us to the
care of him whom she tried to serve, re-
turned to camp. Lorenzo led the way tow.
ard the Minnesota river, returning every
little way to cover our tracks. He made
us step carefully over every log. We
reached a marshy lake and hid among the
reeds, sitting partly in the water, and here
we passed the day. We heard the Indians
leave the ecamp and when they had gone
Lorenzo ‘crept back to it and returned at
dark with two chickens. He found a writ-
ten warning for himself and Simon, saying
that as many holes would be shot into their
bodies as had been shot in their tepees.
The nmext moruing the fugitives reached
the river and that night embarked in a dug-
out and a skiff, which Lorenzo and his

mother had hidden, for Fort Ridgely. Mrs, |

De Camp and her two younger children were
1:3 the dug-out. They passed the Granite
Ifalls in daylight. The first night a violent
rain storm drove them ashore. The next
morning they found a Frenchwoman, with
five children, escaped prisoners like them-
selves. This was the family of M. Robi-
deaux, an enlisted man of the Renville Ran-
gers. Thursday Lawrence shot a cow and
put a quantity of the beef into another ca-
noe which he had picked up. His own boy
and Mrs. De Camp's oldest son were the
crew of this boat, and in another rain storm
it upset, mear the lower agency, the beef
lost, and young De Camp nearly drowned,
At her old home, which had not geen entire-
ai":\;‘l:ll.*.eatl'oyléﬂ.h . be LIF:m:q‘,blwent ashore

secure er husband's valuable Ly
and a Bible, the latter o
sion. After a toilsome, tedious and peril-
ous voyage of a week In traveling about
ﬂﬂ.{ miles, the party arrived at Fort Ridge-
l:r n another rainstorm, and here Mrs. De
Uamp learned of the death of her husband

ten dsys before from wounds received ati

Birch Coulie,
Among Friends at Last.

Every one in the garvison showed us the
greatest kindness, and means were given
we to go to wy friends. An escort was pro-
vided to take us to St. Peter, Lieut. T. J.
Shechan in command  His gentle nanly
kindness towarl us was most gratefully re-
ceived, as was tbe attention of the other
members of the escort, whose names I have
forgotten. From St. Peter I was sent to
Shakopee, where we had Tormerly lived., In
a ghort time iy futher came and took me
to tis home in Northeastern Missouri, near
the town of Newark. Here, a mon:h before
brried, almost in the midst of a battle that
was fought in the town between the Union
troops und the Confederates. In a few
weeks after our arrival here I again became
a mother, my family now consisting of four
beys. We remaived in the South until the
close of the war. My relatives and friends
here were nbout equally divided between
the Unionists and the Confederates. In 1866
I returned to Fort Ridgely as the wife of
Rev. Joshua Sweet, the "chaplain of the
garrison, and who had been the first to in-
form me of my husband’'s death.

(Paying a deserved tribute to Maule, the
ferryman who lost his life at his post of
duty at the lower agency, and to Lorenzo
Lawrence (Ton-wan-i-ton), 'who became a
scout for Gen. Sibley and now lives at Sis-
seton agency, 8. D., and relating the detalls
of the herole conduct of her husband at
Birch Coulie, where he met his death, Mrs.
Sweet ccncludes:)

To all those now living who befriended me
in those days of adversity I still tender my
heartfelt thanks, and, in the words of Wa-
basha, I say “I shake hands."”

—J. E. DeC. Sweet.

Puff, Purr, Bang.

Longman's Magazine: The growth of new
words in our existing languages is the safest
guide to the origin of language in general,
Such new words are continually arising frow
day to ﬂnr in our midst. Just at first they
are usually imitative or onomatopoeic and
more or less inarticulate. They are deficient
in vowels, The steam engine seems to say
to us, “P'f, p'f, p'f;"” the cat seems to say
to us, “P'rr, p'rr, p'rr;" the sound of a
capnon ball, as it strikes the gmund. we
represent by “Th'd;" the sound of a gun
we represent by “B'ng.” But when we
come to wuse these sounds famillarly as
parts of language we soon grow to vocalize
them. We say puff, puif, puff, purr, thud,
bang.

In proportion as we use such words In
composition do they become more and more
articnlate and less and less onomatopoeie,
while at the same time they tend to becomsa
widened and conventionalized in meaning.
At last, when we talk of whizzing wheels,

. of a banging door, of giving a friend a puft

in the papers, or of dexterously booming a
new ingegtion we have almost lost sight
of onomatopoefa altogether, Even when we
remark that the cat purrs or that we dis-
tinetly heard a loud thud at a distance we
are scarcely consclous of the Imitative ine
tention.

Followed the Band.

Hans von Bulow, the famous leader
and composer, who died a short time
ago, was an eccentric member of a
profession in which eccentricity is com-
mon. While walking the streets of
Vienna one day he came across a regi-
mental band on its way to the castle.

Von Bulow ran to the middle of the
street, and joined the small boys about
the drummer. Following the band, he
kept bowing to the surprised drummer,
applauding him at almost every beat.

“That is rhythm! Excellent! That's
the way I like to hear it!” he continued
to ejaculate, to the surprise of all and
the delight of the small boys.

People in the streets recognized the
famous pianist and joined the proces-
sion, so that the band had one of the
largest audiences to which it had ever
played. Von Bulow listened attentive-
ly to the end of the last piece, and then
made a deep bow before the drummer
and his instrumel;t.

“Thank you,” he said; “that was re-
freshing! That puts my nerves in good
condition again.”

‘When the drummer learned who his
strange admirer was, he was the proud-
est man in the regiment.

With a Proviso.

A certain judge who is blessed with
a tremendous head of hair, which is
generally in a state of wild disorder,
was questioning a youthful witness,
to make sure that he comprehended
the character and importance of the
oath he was about to take.

“Boy,” he gaid, with his severest and
most magisterlal manner, “do you feel
sure that you could identify me after
six months? Now be careful. Think
before you speak.”

“Well, your honor,” replied the boy,
after a prolonged survey of the judge’s
portly figure and rugged features, “I
ain't sure, but I think I could if you
wasn't to comb your hair!” ;

be ready to start for Red !

still in her posses- |

has been quiet for some time.

Norris basin played for hours.
crater now surpasses any geyser in ac

LIVELY CUTTING AFFRAY AT THE

CHICAGO STOCK YARDS.

A Number of Men Engnge in a Fight

“0Over a Can of Beer, and as a Re-
sult Ten of Them Are Laid Up for
Repairs,

Chicago, July 23.—As a result of z fight
pver a can of beer in the stock yards

district yesterday afternoon ten men are
in the county hospital:
ously injured are Stanislaus Weecseka,
face cut from left ear to his mouth.
George Ifelanka, left arm badly cut, ab-
domen cut and left thigh cut open for a
distance of eighteen inches.
head badly cut.
on account of the fray is Paul Mogaski,
who, it is said, did all the eutting, who
has a badly bruised head. The men had
been drinking beer together most of the
day in the rear of their residence and be-
came quarrelsome. Iinally Felanka went
to renew the supply of refreshments, and,
refurning with a can of beer, was as-
saulted by Mogaski, who was of the
party.
for-all fight which followed and during

The most seri-

A. Paniak,
Among those arrested

All became involved in the free-

which the cutting was done.
the men are expected to die.

MASONS DROP HIM.

None of

Col. Breckinridge Expelled by the
Lexington Lodge.

Cihcinnuti, July 23.—“Have the Ma-

sons expelled Col. Brackinridge?” has
i been on every tongue for a fortnight, but

the Masons were sworn to secrecy and
no one else could tell what was done at
the recent miesting of Lexington Lodge
No. 1, belisved to have been called for
the purpose of taking action oa charges

affecting the Masonic standing of the

silver-tongued congressman. An eminent
Mason skowed a resnonsible gentleman a
newly printed list of the members of
Lezington Liodge No. 1, issued since the
weeting in  questicn, remarking as he
did so:

“Masons are not pecraitted to divulge
the secrets of the lodge room, and I
cannot say whether Col. Breckinridge
was expelled from our lodge or not, but
here is a complete list of the present mom-
bership, and you can see for yourself who
are members.”

An examination showed Col. Breckin-
ridge's name to be missing, and the cir-
cumstances attending the printing of the
list and its display are conclusive proof
that the Ashland district congressman
has been dropped by the Masons.

THE QUAHREL OVER CORKA.

Japan and Chinn to Fly at Each
Other’'s Throats.

Shanghai, July 23.—The report that
wvar has been declared between China and
Japan is not yet confirmed, but China is
preparing for war, The Chinese are block-
ing the northern passage of the Yang-
Tse-Kiang, the great river of China. In-
coming vessels ave thus compelled to
pass nearer the Woo-Snug forts, Tele-
graphic communication with Pekin has
been stopped on account of the floods.
Japan has chartered all the Mitsui Bus-
san company’s ships in addition to the
sixtern already chartered from the
Yusen-I{aisha company. Japan has pro-
hibited the departure of the Yusen steanw
ers.

Yokohama, July 23.—The Corcan gov-
ernment has consented to the =eforms
vroposcd Ly Japan. Lritish and Un'ted
States marines have been landed at
Seoul, the capital of Corea, in order 1o
protect the British and United States
legations., China has vrequasted that
Japanese warships be not allowed to en-
ter the Chinese treaty ports. Japan has
replied that she maintains the right to
enter these ports at any time. The atti-
tude of the population generally is war
like, It has been learned lhere that 12,-
000 Chinese troops have received orders
to proceed with all possible dispatch te
Corea.

LAID DOWN HIS LIFE,

Denton J. Callahan Ends His Troub-
les With n Bullet,

St. Paul, July 23.—Denton J. Callahan
of Northfield committed suicide by shoot-
ing himself twice with a 32-caliber re-
volver. Mayor Heatwole of Northfield
wus telegraphed to notify Mrs Callahan,
who arrived at 6:25. She was not al-
lowed to see her husband, however. Mr.
Callahan was thirty-nine years old, and
leaves a family consisting of a wife and
three daughters. Financial tronbles are
supposed to be the cause of Callahan's
act. A few years ago he was rated as
a rich man, but of late has suoffered re-
verses, His father was John C. Calla-
han, iand commissioner of the St. Paul
& Duluth road, and the deceased was em-
ployed under him for some years. After-
ward he went into business for himself,
and did well. He dealt in pine lands,
and at the time of the boom at Spokane
Falls, Wash.,, made considerable money.
When the excitement subsided he was
caught with a large amount of property

on his hands. This gave him considerable

trouble. I'ive years ago he lived at 209
West Winifred street, but removed to.
Northfield early in 1890, so that his three
daughters, all of whom have marked
musical ability, might attend the Carle

tun college conscrvatory.

Like an Earthquake.
Mammoth Hot Springs, Yellowstone
Park, Wyo., July 23.—A telegram re-
ceived here this morning from a reliable
source says a shock resembling earth-
quake was felt at Norris geyser, which
The new

crater geyser broke out with terrific

force, throwing rocks weighing twenty-

five pounds to the height of 200 feet.
Steam arose 500 feet, accompanied by a

roar equaling the combined exhaust of
a thousand locomotives, which could be

heard for ten miles.. Every geyser in the

The new

tion in the park.

FPullman’s Barn Fired.
Little Falls, Minn., July 23.-Charles
Pullman’s livery ba'n and the People's

Ice company’s ice house burned. Loss on -

barn, §2,000; insurance, $600. The ice
company’s loss is $1,100; no insurance.
The fire started in the barn. Csvse ume
known.

Fennelly Found Guilty.
Ashland, Wis., July 23.—The jury in
the Fennelly embezzlement case broughi
in a yerdict of guilty. The attorneys are
the whole amount of $16,282.90 to have
been taken by him,




