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ARTIST RUSSE®, PAINTS WORD PICTURE 
OF 'THE GOLDEN DAYS" WHEN HE FIRST 
RODE INTO GREAT FALLS, 32 YEARS AGO 
(This story Is reproduced from the 

Great Fails High School Roundup, th« 
official school magazine, with the con
sent of the author, Charles M. Russell, 
Montana's famous artist, whose home 
is in Great Falls.) 
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The Golden Days 
By CHAKLES M. RUSSELL. 

bout 45 years ago a small band of 
, maybe 25 lodges, were camped on 

reybull. As with all plains Indians, 
eant wealth. This camp was 

_ the hills were covered with 
ponies of all sizes and colors. It waa 
early summer, and among them were 
many colts. 

Two Crow boys squatted on a knoll, 
wrapped to their beady eyes, one in a 
white'Hudson Bay blanket, the other in 
a ragged buffalo robe. The hair of both 
was carefully fashioned in the style of 
their people—two parts starting over 
each temple and ending at the scalp lock. 
The partiDgs were painted bright Vermil
lion, the same as the upper part of the 
face. The hair between was cropped 
and stool erect in brush-like crest. 
Beneath their robes they wore breech* 
clouts and leggings, with moccasins. 
Neither wore a shirt. 

These boys were herders, and their 
ponies grazed at the ends of their elkskin 
ropes. They not only watched the pony 
herds, but their keen eyu say anything 
that moved for miles aroÄd. 

The boy in the buffalo robe beat the 
ground with the elkhorn handle of his 
quirt and chanted the war song of his 
father. Suddenly his companion throw 
his naked arm from under bis blanket 
and signed, "Medicine," at the same time 
pointing with his chin to a mare that 
grazed nearby. The animal was a pinto, 
and the white parfci of her coat were 

ATEll painted in a way that means much to red 
llljft men. Her foretop and tail wore strips 

of weatherworn otter skin, and braided 
in'her mane was a skin bag that hid the 
medicine secrets of her owner. 

The mare was well known- She was 
During °'d» but had given many buffalo horses 

WicinH,«»t0 hpr master, and the long-legged colt 
J gl lalu«fit her flank was also a pinto. His short 
in the »ffiback and deep chest spoke well for his 
ent was future years. His were the points of a 
TBuffalo horse. 

_ The colt had been acquainted with the 
Ba -bara, -Grorld only a few hours, but he had seen, 
supervisor aaelt and heard many sträng# things, 
fice of MP ha(* many times to reach the 
superintend«ass  wit,h hi® muz«lo, but failed by 
«»hnnl« M*nv inHies. The boys saw this, and 
year taught1.1?11. t^ield, the one in the ragged robe, 
but prior ior^tîPrï k's  grandfather had told him that 
oc K^od when a little horse did this; 
School hiiüS' would be strong and would carry his 
„ CTri,iMoilr^er  a  louS way between suns. 
T^n.Will. Tt is  thp life* stor? °£ a pinto colt I Louisville, ha!1 tp]1 vou 

r-üiüiüw« first year was spent close to his 
• , 'hv 'other's flauk. One morning not long 

;Y.| j ter the day on which my story begins, 
W rpu'W1 ,£r ierc  was great excitement in camp. The 

lne aaaijnto cojt, which had been given the 
creases taof I'aint. saw all the horses among 
mtendent s,he lodges. The men were catching their 
to four. M)pst animals. Some were smearing their 
deputy lasnounts with prfint. Most of the hunters 
Frances ifode one horse and led another. The led 
office dei'horses wore no saddles and sometimes 

were ridden by naked boys. These horses 
— were decked with feathers and paint and 
p wore a medicine charm in mane or tail. 
— This might be the full skin of a magpie 

or a wolf leg. or possible a bat's wing, 
V but whatever it was, it meant luck to the 
'owner of the horse. 
^ The women were also busy, saddling 
£ the quieter ponies or harnessing thera to 
? the long-poled travois. As they left the 
jji camp the hunters were much in advance 
;! of the women, and as the latter traveled 

slower, they were soon left behind. 
Paint noticed that after they had gone 

some distance, a very old man made a 
signal and the women ceased talking. 
Even the children were quiet. Now all 
conversation was carried on by the hands 
in sign language. Not long after they 
topped a ridge, and it was here that 
Paint smelled the dust and heard the 
roar of a running herd- The Crows were 
among the buffalo. 

Here the women stopped their ponies. 
Many of them sang. It meant meat and 
robes, which spelled life to these wild 
people. 

Paint stood with pricked ears, watch
ing the scene in the valley below. It 
was an old story to his mother, who 
quietly cropped the grass. Before long 
a ridpr appeared, leading a sweat-cover-

panting pony. Then others came and 
the women moved (low n the slope. 

Paint saw many brown spots upon the 
prairie. As they neared them he saw 
that these were horned animals, lying 
motionless, and he smelled blood. 

For five years he lived with the Crows, 
*nd became, himself, a buffalo horse, 
wandering from one country to another, 
always in the wak<* of the herds. One 
night the Crows were camped on Painted 
Robe creek. They were in a dangerous 
country, a land where their enemies, the 
Blackfeet, often came, so the lodges were 
place<l in a great circle, forming a corral. 
At night the horses were brot into the 
enclosure, most of them staked, or pick
eted, with short ropes. 

The Crows had danced, and all slept 
soundly. A coyote back of a butte bark
ed. It would have fooled any human, but 
the wind came and told the nose of 
Paint the truth—it was a man. The 
dogs knew, too, and many of them howled 
in answer. 

Not long after this, tho the night was 
dark, Paint saw several robed figures 
among the ponies. They were busy 
cutting ropes, and a pony, as soon as 
loosened, would jvalk quietly from among 
the lodges. One came to Paint, and 
after cutting the rope at the picket pin, 
coiled it and rubbed her neck. I'aint 
knew it was a stranger and snorted; then 
jumping to one side, he backed into_ a j 
tripod of travois, which was hung with 
drying meat- All of this upset uud fell 
against a lodge, awakening the sleepers. 
But the stranger held to Paint's rope, 
mid crowding him among the other 
liprses, sprang to his back. 

j. The stranger drove his heels into 
Paint's flanks and flapped his robe which 
he had loosened from his body, over the 
hfeks of the animals nearest. The 
Ijorses were all running now. There was 
iD'ich noise, fîuns talked with their 
j#llow tongle« into the darkness. Women 
nrreamed. dogs howled and men sang 
t||eir death songs. 

OA few jumps and Paint, with his rider, 
was at the edge of the lodges that form-

the corral. Gunfire streaked the 
darkness from most of the lodges, but 
as no Indian likes to kill a horse both 
tke Crows and their enemies fired low 
enough to kill a rider, but. too high to 
hit a horse. As Paint passed between 
the lodges he saw a streak of fire rip the 
blackness at his side, and he felt his 
rider clutch his mane and ride as he had 
seen the Crows at the trading post when 
they drank something the white men 
traded them. Then Paint felt something 
warm and wet on his neck and withfrs; 
the rider's legs loosened and his body 
lurched heavily over the pony's shoulders 

M : 

wm 
' 

y m X.v f. y> 
• ' 

trail herd which waa traveling north. 
This herd was turned loose on Ross • 
Fork, where there was a big roundup 
camp. Here the boy was hired to night-
herd for hundred saddle horses. This 
camp reminded I'aint somewhat of the 
homes of his early wild owners, but the 
lodges were not tall like those of the 
Crows or Piegans. 

For many years Paint, with his master, 
followed the white man's buffalo. Once 
they went north and again the pony was 
among the lodges of the Piegans. When 
the big cow herds moved, north of the 
Missouri, Paint and his master were 
with them. 

One nighfc in a little cow town on Milk 
river, Paint, among other ponies was 
tied to a rack in front of a place where 
cow men drank, sang and made merry. 
The night was warm, and the door was 
open, so Paint could see inside. There 
was some hard talk, and Paint knew 
men well enough td understand that it 
was war talk of the white man. He saw 
a man pull a gun and fire twice; then 
back thru the door With the smoking 
weapon in his hand. Another man lay 
on the floor very still- ?!he man who 
had fired the gun stepped to the hitching 
rack, mounted a horse and rode away 
into the darkness. Paint knew then that 
the white man was no different from the 
red. They both kill their own kind. 

Some years later two riders, one lead
ing a pack horse, traveled between the 
Missouri river and the Highwood mount
ains. One of them pointed to heavy 
smoke that showed on the horizon, a 
little south of west. "There's where we 
camp tonight," said he. 

It was dark when they reached the 
town which the smoke had led them to, 
and their ponies, which knew no lights 
but nature's, jumped the great shadows 
made by the arc lights at the street 
crossings. They passed rows of saloons, 
dance halls and gambling houses, and 
after inquiring the way of a bystander, 

rode to the Park stables, where they 
unsaddled and stripped the pack hone 
of their bedding and grub. 

Now, under the overhanging light of 
the stable, I will describe the riders and 
their mounts. One rider was rather 
slender with black hair and eyes. The 
other was of medium height, with light 
balr worn rather long. Both men were 
dressed as cow hands, and the only dif
ference in their clothes was a bright 
colored, French halfbrecd sash, worn by 
the light-haired man. The latter's 
mount was a rangy gray, branded Dia
mond G—one of the old Oeddis herd. 
The pack horse which he led was a bay 
pinto. % 

The darker man rode a brown, strong
ly built broncho, which snorted at every 
strange thing he saw. 

The name of this town was Great 
Falls. 'The rider of the brown bronc 
was Henry Stough. The other, who 
rode the gijay, was the writer of this 
story. The -pinto pack horse was Paint, 
called Monty by his owner. 

When Paint died near Great Falls he 
had been with his master 25 years. 

RAILWAY OFFICIALS HERE 
J. M. Gruber and C. O. Jenks, re

spectively general manager and assistant 
general manager for the Great North
ern's western territory, returned to 
Great Falls yesterday from Butte and 
left later in the day on train No. 43 
for Shelby and points north. The offi
cials arrived in Great Falls first Friday 
morning, going from here to Billings and 
Butte on an inspection trip. It was their 
intention then to cover the Havre 
branch after going over the Butte di
vision, but a change in their plans sent 
them north thru Shelby. 

The chief of the British war staff says 
there are now 23 wars going on in the 
world.—New York World. 
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When y*ur glasses are broken 
you are in a bad predicament, u 

Our optical department is in a 

position to take care of this work 
for you in the shortest possible 

time. 
( 

We grind our own lenses and 
can duplicate any broken lenses 
and save you the annoyance of 
waiting. Let us make up that ex
tra pair. 

JEWELER * OPTICIAN 

DR. G. L. FLAHERTY in charge 
of our Optical Department. 

Reproduction of water color by Artist Charles M. Russell showing the artist in his boyhood 
days astride his favorite pony, Paint. In the background is Jake Hoover bringing up the line as 
the caravan moves thru a pass in the Crazy mountains. The picture portrays Mr. Russell and Paint 
as they appeared in 1882 or as the title of the picture says, "When I Was a Kid." 

The picture furnishes the subject for the article which Artist Russell wrote for the Great i 
Falls High School Roundup this year and which, with his consent, is reproduced here so that the 
readers of The Tribune may have a close up view of the artist's style in telling of some of his ; 
early experiences and also affords the chance to learn of the first visit of the artist to the city 
which is now his home. He then rode in on the hurricane deck of the favorite pony. 

to the ground, and Paint ran on rider
less. 

He was glad to leave the lodges. The 
noise frightened him. He had Rcen guns 
and arrows kill buffalo, and this night 
he felt as tho they might kill a horse. 
They had traveled far and fast when it 
grew light. The pony saw painted 
strangers behind him. This was a I'iegon 
war party down from the north, which 
had surprised the sleeping Crows. When 
they left Belly river they numbered ten, 
but now they were only nine. They were 
mostly young men, led by Bad Wound. 

Bad Wound had seen over 50 winters. 
Time had been good to him. but war had 
left him not good to look at. He had 
lost one eye, and a trade ball from a 
flintlock in the hands of a Crow had 
broken both jaws, leaving him with a 
horrible war dimple in each cheek and a 
crooked mouth. 

When the sun came the party halted 
to change mounts, as the horses under 
them were winded. The ponies were 
bunched and each rider dropped his loop 
on the neck of a fresh one. It was Bad 
Wound's loop that caught Paint. The 
war chief looked him over at rope's end, 
and then signed "good and strong" to 
his painted companions. Walking ut> for 
close inspection, Bad Wound's hand felt 
the bard, dark brown substance on his 
mane and withers and knew why his men 
only counted nine. Then the chief drew 
the loop from Paint's neck, and slipped 
his Henry rifle from his skin cover, tired 
at the pinto as it trotted into the herd. 
The animal went to Its knees; then rolled 
over and stiffened. "It was not good," 
said Bad Wound, "to let a friend walk 
to the sand hills. The trail is long and 
I have given him a strong horse." 

After the warrior« had all caught fresh 
horses they took the herd to a deep, 
grassy valley, where their mounts were 
hobbled and all the ponies were watered 
an allowed to graze. The men then ate 
their jerked meat, and all excepting two 
sentinels, who watched the back coun
try, rolled in their blankets or robes and 
slept. 

The sun was low when they moved 
again, and when Bad Wound's one eye 
passed over the traveling herd, his hand 
went to his mouth in surprise. He said 
"Ghost horse," to a near companion, 
and pointed to a blood-stained horse in 
the herd. It was Paint, and his heftd and 
neck showed fresh blood. Bad Wound 
thot bis bullet had made a wound that 
killed, but "the lead which was meant for 
his head had only passed thru the neck 
cord, stunning him for a short time. 

They traveled mostly by night, and it 
wag many days before they reached the 
Piegan camp on the Teton. This «'as a 
large camp, a mixture of Piegans, Bloods 
and Blackfeet. As far as Paint could 
see the smoked skin lodges dotted the 
valley. A scout, or wolf, as he is called, 
reported the coming of Bad Wound's 
swrty lose before his arrival, so whtn 

he and his men with the stolen ponies i back was red with blood. He is a good 
entered the camp, an old medicine man j horse, but I will never ride him. My 
on a much painted pony rode in advance 
and told the people: "Two moons have 
come since these men danced with the 
sun and left their lodges afoot. Their 
bellies have often been empty and their 
tracks sometimes red, but they are broth
ers of the wolf, with strong hearts. When 
a Blackfoot goes to war he rimy never 
return, or his hair nmy be whitened by 
winters when he comes, hut if he reaches 
his lodge, whether it has been a few 
6uns or many winters, his feet are not 
sore, for he hsr. an enemy's horse under 
him- I have said these are wolves, and 
the wolf women will give them meat. It 
is good. 

As the party rode into camp hundreds 
of dogs slunk silently among the lodges. 
They did n*>t bark, as their only lan
guage is the howl of their wilder cousin, 
the wolf. Every travois and extra lodge 
pole was liung with buffalo flesh, and 
the wind was heavy with the smell of 
meat, 

In the I*iegan camp there was much 
featsting. but there were five with their 
faces painted black; a father, mother, 
two sisters and a young wife of Calf 
Robe, the one left dead among the Crow 
lodges. These people did not join in the 
merriment, but squatted out on the butte, 
crying and cutting their arms and legs 
while those in camp sang and stepped 
time to the big drum. And when the 
mourners returned to camp, Calf Robe's 
wife had but. two fingers on her left 
hand. She had given the others to the 
sun to show her great sorrow. 

Then Bad Woman came to Calf Itobe's 
father and gave him three horses and 
said: % "Old man, I would give you the 
horse "your son rode, but he is a ghost 
horse. I tried to give him to your son, 
but the horse would not die. It is not 
good to give n friend a pony that dead 
men ride. Three times while I slept the 
spotted horse came to me. Your son 
rode liim, but he was dead and the pony's 

heart is afraid and 1 have said that it 
is not good to give a friend what you 
fear yourself." 

* * * * * *  

Next spring the Piegans were camped 
on a river called The Hanks that Fell 
on Them, when a few whites came to 
buy ponies. Among them was a very 
young boy and a man with a gray beard, 
who was the boy's companion. When 
Bad Wound led out Paint, the boy was 
much pleased, and Gray Beard counted 
out forty-five silver dollars into the 
hand of Bad Wound. 

So now Paint had a white master. lie 
had never felt a bit in his mouth before. 
His had always been two half-hitches of 
rawhide thong about his under jaw, and 

j  the white man's saddle with its two 
cinches was strange to him. His b;iclt 

1 knew the halfbrecd pad and other Indian 
I saddles. 

Paint was gentle, but ns all Indians 
mount from the off side, it was days be
fore he would allow the boy to mount 
from the near side. The pinto pony was 
not to be alone, ns the boy already own
ed n black mare which packed his 
blankets and grub. 

Some days later. Taint, the mare and 
their master joined a hunter and trap
per who lived in the mouutains. One 
night as they were cooking «upper, the 
old hunter told the boys to trade off 
the mare. "Lady bosses," said be, "are 
like their human sisters. They get no
tions of goin' home, an' no gentleman 
cayuse would think of letting a lady go 
alone. Judging from actions, there ain't 
a cayusê in our bunch that ain't a per
fect gentleman, so to play safe, boy, you 
stake that mare." 

•  » • • • •  

A few days later the boy traded the 
mare for a one-eyed, buckskin cayuse. 

For two years the boy lived with the 
hunter. The next time lie appears in 
our story he is wrangling horses for a 

FERG USONS 
THF. SPF.HAI T'Y SHOP OF DOMESTIC AND FOREIGN 

ORIGINATIONS OF 

MILLINERY, SUITS, COATS 
G O W N S  A N D  B L O U S E S  

FOH WOMTN AND MiSSFS 

Three Day 
White Goods Sale 
Monday, Tuesday, W ednesday 

Voiles, Linweaves, Dimities and Fancy Striped Fabrics. Right 
now is the time you nçed them and at our sale prices they are 
really sensational bargains. We ordered liberally in these goods, 
and the manufacturer shipped tw orders instead of one, so we 
offer one complete shipment at sale prices. Wholesale prices 
are advancing daily so we can truthfully say to you that our re
tail prices as quoted here are less than today s wholesale prices. 

SEE WINDOW DISPLAY 

25c WHITE DIMITY NOW 15c YARD 
Fine stripes and checks; 27 inches wide. Fine for children's 

dresses. Special at, per yard ... 15c 

35c WHITE DIMITY NOW 23c YARD 
Dimity and fine checks and strides. Be sure you see this lot. 

Specially priced at, per yard. „ . .v...... 23c 

65c WHITE VOILES NOW 39c YARD 
40 inches wide, very pretty and sheer. Fine for dresses and 

waists. Special at, per yard r .  39C 

85c WHITE VOILES NOW 49c YARD 
40 inches wide, has fine silky sheer and is very fine and sheer 

—an elegant materials for waists and dresses, Special, yd.,49c 

$1.00 WHITE VOILES NOW 69c YARD 
Very fine linen finished, very sheer, looks and wears like fine 

linen. Makes beautiful waists and dresses; 40 inches wide. 
Special at, per yard » * « »>;» »>;69C 

Sheets and Cases 
Priced Attractively 

You will save if you will buy now—a big European demand is 
driving prices up daily. 
81 x90 Pequot Sheets .v.>•$2.49 
81x90 Pequot Sheets $2.95 

HEMSTITCHED 
81 x90 Salem Sheets .> .  .  .  .  .  . . . .  .  .  $2.39 
8 1  x 9 0  U t i c a  S h e e t s  .  » * • . - .  . * . . . .  •  ~ ^ $ 2 . 6 5  
42x36 Pequot Cases...-.».'.-.-.... 55c 
45x36 Mohaw Cases ».r*55c 

Basement Specials 
2o-inch White Outing; per yard. .23^' 
36-inch Percale Remnants (2 to 10-yd. 

pieces), per yard 
35c Women's Black Hose, pair .... .25c 
$7.00 Value, Gingham Dresses, $4.95 
$8.00 Value Gingham Dresses, $5.95 
$5.95 Silk Poplin Skirts, now .. $4.95 
$5.95 Wool Poplin Skirts, now . .$4.95 
$5.95 Fancy Silk Skirts, now ..$4.95 

GOLD BAND DINNERWARE 
A fine quality, priced at about to

day's wholesale cost: 
Cup and Saucer, now ....*...„40** 
Large Plates, now ».59c 
Small Plates, now -~.35<^ 
Fruit Dishes, now 20c 

Each piece decorated tv*ith a gold 
band. 

CMcCoy's 
420-422 Central :: Phone 6626 

"Where Price« Are Right" 
Mail Orders Promptly Filled 
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223 CLN r.RAL AVE. PHONE 6->60 
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