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I BAT In the shade of the
lodge, amoking his pipe.
His face was thin,
keen and very expreasive.
The: clear brown of his
skin was plensant to nee,
and his halr, wavy from
long sonfilnement In
bralds, was glossy as &
blackblrd's wing, Around
hiw neck hs wore a yellow
kerchief—yellow was his
“medicine'' color—and he
held a solled whits robs
about his loins. He was
about 60 years of age, but
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1o him my wish to hear the story of his life, and laugh-
ingly muttered some focose remark to hix pretty young'
wife, who sat near blm on a blanket, busy &t soms
needlework. But the humorous look paseed out of his
face ns he mused, the shadowa lengthened on the hot,
dry grass, end on the amooth wlopés of the buttex the
min grew yellow,

After n lang pause, ha lifted his head and began io
epeak in A low and plensant vofca. Ho used no gesiures,
and his glance was llke that of ons who sces a small thing
on a distant hill

“I am well brought up,” were his first words, “My
father whx chief medicine man® of his tribe, and one who
knew all the storles of his peopls, I was his best-beloved
ron, and he put ma ipte the dances of the warriors when
I wan 3 years old, I carried one of his war-bonnet feath-
ere In my hand, end wan painted llke the blg warriors.

“When my father wished to glve a horss to ths Cut-
throat or Burnt-thigh people who visited us nm_i danced
with us, ha put into my hands the little atick which
zounted for a horse, and I walked noross the tirels by his
1lde and handed the stick to our friend. Then my mother
was proud of me, and I was glad to ses har smile,

My father made me the best bows, nnd my mother
made pretty moccasing for me, covared with bright beads
and the stalned qullls of tha porcupins. I had ponies to
ride, and a Uttls tepes of my own In which to play I was
ehlef. =

“When I wan a little older, I loved well to sit near my
father and the old men and hear them tell storles of the
Adayk that wers gone, My father's storles were to me ths
best of nll, and the motions of his hands the most beautl-
ful. I could sit all day to listen. Best of all I llked tha
stories of magic deeds. ]

“One day my father saw me holding my ear to the
talk, and at night he =ald to me: ‘My son, 1 ree you are
to be n meodiclne man, You are not Lo be a werrior. Whm
you are older, I will teach you the secrets of my wall,
and you shall follow In my path.*

“Thereafter I watched everything the medliclne men
flid. I crept near, and listened to thelr words, 1 followed
them with my eyes when they went aslde to pray, Where
magle was teing done—there was I, At the dance I saw
my father Ning live squirrels from his empty hand. I saw
him breathe smoke upon the body of a dead bird, and it
awoke and ran to & wounded man and tore out the rotting
flesh nnd cured him. 1 saw o mouss come to life In the
eame way. I saw the magic bladder move when no one
touched It and I saw o mnn buried nand covered with a
big =tone too grent for four men to lift, and I =aw him
come forth as {f the stone werp o blanket,

I saw there wera many ways to become a medicine
man. One man went away on a high mountaln, and thera
hie stood and cried all the day and all the night, saying:

'O Great Eplrit]

I am a poor man.

I want to ba wise.

I want to be blg medicine mnn.

Help me, Great Bpirit!

I want to be honored nmong my people,
Help me got blankets, horses.

Help me ralss my children,

Help me live long.

Honored of my peaple.’

“Eo he chanted many hours, without food or water,
and it was cold also. At last he fell down In a sleep and
dreamed. When he came homs, he had medicine. A big
bird had told hinT many secrets.

“Another went into & sweat-housa to purify himself.
He stayed all night Inside, erying to the Great Spirit. He,
too, dreamed; but he did not tell his dreams,

YA third man went into his tepes on & hill near the
camp, and there, with nothing- 1o eat or drink, he sat cry-
ing like the other two; and:at last he slept; and In the
pight volces that were not of his mouth cama in'tha tapee,
and I, who listened unobserved, was afraid; end hig
women were afrald nlso. He soon became o great' medl-
pine man; and I went to my fother, and I =aid;

' "AMake me & mediclne man llke Spotted Elk.'

“He looked upon me, and sald:

My son, you are too young.'

“Navertheless, 1 Inslgted, and he promleed that, when
[ Lecame 16 years of age, he would help me to become like
Epotted Elk. This pleased me,

“As I grew older, I put away In my momeory all tha
sitories my father knew of our people. T listened always
when the old men talked. I watched the medicing men
s they smoked to the/Great Bplrits of the worldy I crept
hear, and heard them cry to the Great Spirit cverhead
and to the Dark One who lives below thé enrth. "I listened
wll the time, and by listening T grew wise ns an old man.

"L knew all the wonderful storles of the coyols and of
tho rattlesnnke. I knew what the cagle sald to his mate,
andd I knew tho ::owe'r of the great bear who slts ersct
Uke B man, I was o hunter, but I followed Lhe game to
learn i{ts woya, In those days we were buffalo-caters. We
Ald not eat fish, nor fowl, nor rabblts, nor the meat of
bear. Our.women pounded wild cherries and made cakes
pf them, and of that we atc sometimes; but alwaya we
lived upon buffalo meat, and we wera well and strong,
pot as we aro now.

I lenrned to make my own bows and also to make
maceusing, though that was women's-work, gnd 1.4!d not
gew beads or paint poreupine quills. I wanted to khow
Rl things—to tan hides, 1o draw pletures—all things,

*Hy and by, timo vame when I wos to become o madi=
cing man. My fathepy took me to Spotted Hik, the great-
estoof all medicine men, ho that could malke birds from

lumps of moat and mioa from fcorns, .
o Wm my fother gald: ‘My son wishes to be grent

medicine man.  Beenuse you are ald and wise, I bring him

to you, ' Ilolp me to glve him wlsdom,'

“I'hen they look me to i tepes on a:hill far from tha
ramp, and there thay sat down with ‘me end sang tha
pld, old songs of our tribo. ‘They took food, and offered it
lo tho Great Splrita who llve In the slx djrectlons, begin-
bine at the southeast, Then they smoked, always begin-

*nilng ot the southenst, This they taught me to do, and 1o

“at it In rage.

*“1Oh, }-Ie? Us, Great S;:irits.' We

ried in Despair’

chant a prayer to each. Then they closed the tapee, and
left me alone,

*All night I crled to the Great Spirits:

Henr me—0 hear me!

You are close heside me.

You are here in the tepee,

Hear me, for I am poor and weak,

I wish to be great medicine man,

I need horses, blankets, I am a boy.
I wish to be great and rich,

Hear me—O hear me!l

*All night, all next day, I erled. I grew hungry and
cold by and by, I fell asleep; then came to me in my sleep
a fox, and he opeéned his mouth and talked to me, Ha told
me to put weasel gkin full of medicine, and wear foxskin
on my head, and that would make me blg medicine, Then
he went away, and T woke up, H

“T was very hungry, and I opened the tepes and cama
out, and It was sunrise. My father was sleeplng on tha
ground, and when I touched him, he woka quickly and
m;ld:

"My son, I am glad to sce you. I heard velees that
were not yours calling in tha tepee, and I was afrald.’

ALl s well' T sald. 'Give me food.'

'"When I war fed, I took my bow and arrow and went
forth to klil & weasel. When I was alone, I set down and
proyed to the Great Spirits of the slx world directions, and
emoled, beglnn!n's at the southeast, and a volca came In
my ear which sald, ‘I will lead you.! Secon I came upon
o large, sleeping weasel; he was white all over es snow,
though It was yet fall, Him I killed and ekinned, and
stretehied the pelt on a M4t stick to make a pouch. Then
I sought the medicine to go In It. What that was I will
not tell, but at last it was filled; and then I slew o blg
red fox, and out of his fur I made my cap.

"Each night I went Into my tepee alons to emoke and
chant; and each night stranga birds and animals cams to
me and talked and taught me much wisdom. Then came
volces of my anceators, and taught me how to cure the
slck and how to charm the buffale and thoe elk. Then I
began to, hielp lmy father to heal the slck peopls, and I
becamo honored Among my companions; and when I
caught & mald on her way to the spring, she did not strug-
gle; she was glad to talk with me, for I had a fine topea
and six horses mnd many blankets.

Y1 grew skilful. I could do many thinga white people
never see, I could be buried deep in the ground, while o
mighty stone, which =lx men alone could 1ift, was rolled
upon me. Then (n tha darkness, when I cried to the
Great Eplrits, they came swiftly and put their hands to
the stone, and threw It far away, and I ross and walked
forth, and the people wondered. I cured many people by

_the heallng of my hands, and by great magle like thia: T

had o drled mouse, end once wWhen & man ¢ame to ma
stiff and cold with a hole in his side, I gald, 'Put him
before me.*

“When they did aa I bid, I took the mouse and put
it befora the man who was dead, and I bBlew smoke upon
the mousae and gald: ‘Great Splrite, help rme to do this
great magle.' Then the mousa came to llfe, and ran to
the denrd man and put his beak In the hole, end puiled out
the bad flesh, and the wound closed up, and tha man rose.

UMlese wonderful things I did, and I became righ. T
had & Ane, large tepee and many horzes and sking and
blankets, Peopls sald, 'See, there goes Rising Wolf, He
{8 young, but he has many horses' Therefore, I cama
to bo called ‘Maeny Horses'; but I hod only one wite,
Balling Hawk., I cared only for her' i

The chief'a handsomo face had lung since becorme grave
and rapt. Now it suddenly grew grim, Hig little wite
moved uneasily in her seat by his glde, and ha looked at
her with & sirange glance. Botween them had cropt the
shadow of Balllng Hawlk's death,

One day whila I snt with Salllng Hawk in my tepes,
A hlg, black 'cloud cams fiying out of the syest llka an
ongle, and out of It the red:fire stpbbed and killed my
wife and eet my tepee on flve, My heart was llke lce
when I rose and saw my Salling’ Iawle dend. T gelzed
my gun. I firgd ‘many times Into the cloud. I screpmed
My eyl wera hot, I was crasy, At lnst
I went away, but my wlfe wos dead, and my heart empty
and like nahes, I did not eat' for many days, and I'carcd
ng, more for the Creat Spirits, I'prayed np more. T could

*In Indian use the ward “medicins’ should Le

. understood to mean magle ‘power, A mediclne man
may heal the sick; but'n hesler |s not necessaril

& medicing man, A medlcineman s & seer, B yogl

not y but I sat all nlght by the ploce where my
Bailing’ Hawk Iny, and no man dared coms to me, My
heart waa véry nngry toward everybody and alll thingd.

.1 could not sen the end of my trall, All waas-black betora
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My people at this time were Iiving on thelr own lands.
The big fisht with ‘Long Halr' had passed away, and we
wera lving at peace once more; but the buffalo werno
passing away, and we feared and wondered.

“Then the white man came with his soldiers, and
made o gorral here In the hot, dry country, amd drove us
thereln, and =ald, 'If you go outslde, we will shoot you.'
Then we became poor, We had then no bumalo at all,
We wera fed poor beef, and hod to wear white men's
clothes which did not fit. We could not go to hunt in the
mountains, and the land was waterless ond very hot In
summer, and we froze {n winter, Then there wera many
sick; but the white men sent o dootor, and he laughed nt
me, and ordercd me not to go nmear the sick ones, This
made my heart black and sorrowful, for the white man
gnve strange white powdera that wera very bltter [n the
mmouth, and tha people dled thereafter.

"But many (lmes when he hnd gone, I went In end
made strong megle and cured the sick, and he thought it
was hls white powders. Nevertheless, mora and mora of
my people came to belleve in the white man, and so I
grew very poor, and was forced to get ratlons ke tho
teat. It was o black time for me.

!'One night thers came Into our midst a Enaks mes-
senger with o big tale, ‘Awny In the west' he =ald to
us In elgn talk, 'a wonderful man has coms, He speaks
pll languages, and ha is the Irlend of all red men. He
is white, but not like other whlt'_u men. He has been
nalled to & troes by the whites. I saw the holes In his
hands, He teachea a new dance, and that ls to gather all
the Indians together In councll, He wants a fesw head
men of all tribes tog meet him whers ths big mountains
are, in the place where the lnke !s surrounded by pictured
rocks. There he will teach us how to moke mighty maglo
and drive away the white man end bring back the
bufaloe.*

“"All that he told us we pondered long, and I sald:
‘It 13 well, I will go to see this man., I will learn hia
dance.’

*All this was unknown to the agent, and at last, when
ihe time o:ime, four of ua set forth at nlght on our long
Journey. On the third day two Bnake chlefs and four
Burnt-thighs jolned us, then four Cut-throat people, and
we all journeyed In peace. At lost wo came to the lake
by the plctured rocks, where the three snow mountalns
are,

"There wera many Indlans there, The Big Bellles
wete there from the north; and the Blackfeet, and the
Magples, mand the Wenvers, and the Peoplé-of-the-south-
who-run-round-the-rocks, and the DBlack-people-of-the-
mountains, all were.there, We had council, and we talked
in slgns, and we all began to ask: “Where {s th- “ireat
Helper? A day passed, nnd he did not come; ubue ong
nlght when we sat in councll over his teachings, ho sud-
denly stepped Inslde the clrele. He wng n darle man, but
not so dark as we were, He had long hair on his chin,
and long, brown head-hair, parted {n the middle. I logked
for the wounds on his wrists; I could not sce any, He
moved like a big chiof, tall and swift. Ho could speak all
tonguen, Fo spoke Dakota, and many understood. I could
hnderstand the language of the Cut-throat people, and
thie 13 what he sald:

\ ' ‘My people, befors the white man coma you wers
happy. ¥ou had many buftalo to eat and tall grass for
your ponles. You could come and go llke the wind. When
it waes cold, yon coyld go intp the valleys of the south,
where the heallng springs arei and when It grew warm,
you could return ta the mountaina in the north. The
whita man eame, He dug tho bones of our mother, tha
enrth, Ha tors her bosom with steel. e bullt big trails
and put iron horses on them, He fought you and baat
you, and put you In barren places where a horned toad
woulil dle. Tie sald you must stay there; you must not
hunt {n the mountuains, )

. "!Then he breathed his poelson upon the bufralo, and
they disappeared, They vinlshed' Inteythe earth, One
dny they covered the hillsj tho next nathing but thely
bones remalned, Would yqu remove the white man?
Would you have: the 'buffalo coma back? IListen, and I,
will tell ¥ou how to malke grent mogie, I will teach yol
o niystlo dapge, and then let eyerybody ‘go home and
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dance, When the grass is green the change wlll comae.
Lot everyhody dance four dayws In successlon, and on the
fourth day the white man will disappear, and the buffalo
come back; our dead wlll return with the buffalo,

" '"The earth iz old. It wil] ba renewed. Tho new end
happy world will sllds above the old as thoe right hand
covers the left.

* 'You have forgotten the ways of the fothers; there-
fore great dlstress !s upon you. You must throw away
all that the whits man has brought you. Return to tha
dress of the fathers. You must uss the sacred colors, red
mnd whits; and the sacred grass, and in the epring, when
the willows are green, the change wil coma

" ‘Do no harm to eny one. Do not fight cach other.
Live In peace. Do not t#ll lles. When your loved oncs
dle, do not weep, nor burn their tepees, nor cut your arms,
nor llll horses, for you will soe the dead again,'

“His words made my heart glad and warm In my
breast. 1 thought of the bright drys when I was & boy
and the white man was far away, when the buffalo wero
like sagebrush on the plains—thers were so many. I
roso up. I went toward him, I bowed my head, and I
sald:

' 'Oh, father, tench us the dance!' and all the pnopia
eitting round sald: 'Good! tench us the dance!

“Then he taught ws the song and the dance which
white peopla call the gho#t dance, and wa danced all
together; and while we danced near him, he sut with
bowed head, No one dared to apeak to him. The firelight
shona on him, Suddenly he digappeared. No one saw him
go. Then we were sorrowful, for we wished him to re-
main with us, It came into my heart to make a talk;
eo I roge, and sald:

' 'Friends, let ug now go home. Our father hasiglven
us the mighty magle dance. Let us go home and teach
all our people, and dance the four days, so that the whita
man may go and tho buffalo come bacle. All our fathers
will come back. The old men will be made young. Tho
blind will see aguln, We wlill all be happy once more."

“Thiy seemed good to them, and we all smoked tho
olpe and shoole hands and took our separate tralls, The
Blackfeet went north; the FPeople-that-cllek-with-their-
tongues went west, and the Magples, tho Cut-wrists and

the Bnakes started together to the east, The Burnt-
thighs lkept on,

turned to the northeast,
YAt lnst wo reached home, and I called n big dance,

whila the Mngples and the Cut-wrists ~

and at the dance I told tha
they were very glnd,
to ma.

¥ ‘Ba patient, I safd, Walt tfll all tha other people
gt Home. When tha grass !a gresn and the moon {8
round, then ws will danocs, and all ths red peopls will
dance at the same time; then will the white man surely
fade maway, and thas buffalo céms up out of ths earth
whets he (s hld and roam the god once mors.'

“Then they dld as I bid, and when the moon was round
as & shield, wo beat the drum and called ths prople to
dance, \

‘“Then the white man becams muoh excited, Hs called
for mors moldlers everywhers to stop the dance, sa I
heard afterward. But the peopla paid no attention, for
was not the white: man poor and weak by the maglao of
ths dance?

“Then we built Aive fires, ons ta each world direction
and one [n the centrs. We put on our best dress. Wa
pnldted our faces and bodles In memory of our fore-
fathers, who wers mighty warriors and hunters. We car-
rled bows and arrows and tomahawkas and war clubs in
memory of the days befors the whits man's weapons, Our
hest singers knelt ‘around the drum, and ths women sat
near to halp them sing. When the drum began to beat, our
hearts were very glad, Thers wers Mugples and Cut«
thronts among us, but ws ars all friends. Wa danced
between the fires, and as we danced ths drummers sang
the mystic song!

people what I had seen, and
‘Teach Us the dands,’ they erfed

Father, have pity on us,
We are crying for thirst—
All is gona!l
‘We have nothing to eat.
Our Father, we nre poor—
We are very poor,
The buffalo are gonej
They ara all gono. L
Take pity on us, O Father!
‘We ars dancing as you wish,
J B you nded us.
We danco hard—
Wa dance long.
Have pity!

“The agent cams to see us dance, but we did not cara
Heo was & good man, and we felt sorry for him, for he
must also venish with the other white people. Fs Ha-
tened to our erylng, and looked long: and his interpreter
toll him we prayed to the Great Bpirits to destroy the
white man and bring back tha buffalo. Then he callad me
wilh his hand, and because he wis a good man I went
to him. 1fs nsked me what ths dance meant, and X told
him, and he gald: 'It must stop.' *I'®mnnot stop {¢t," T sald:
'The Great Bpirits have sald it. It must go on’

‘e smiled, and went away, and we danced, He cams
again on the third day, and always he laughed, He sald:
‘Go on. TYou are big fools. You will see, ths buftalo wiil
never: come back, and the white man is too strong to be
swept away. Dance till the fourth day; dance hard; but
I shall watch youw.* 3

"'On the fourth night, while we danced, soldlers cams
rlding down tho hills, and their chiefs, in shining whits
hats, eamo to watch us. All night we prayed ond danced.
We prayved in our songs: 3 ;

Great Spirit, help us.

You are close by In the darlk,
Hear us and help us,

Take away the white man,

HBend baclk the buffalo,

We are poor and weak.

We can do nothing alone, ° ;
Help us to be ns we once were,
Happy hunters of buffalo.

“But the agent smlled, and the soldiers of the whits
chiefs sat not far off, thelr guns in thelr hands; and the
moon passed by, and the cnst grew light, and we were
very weary, and my heart was heavy. I looked to sgce
the red como In tho east. ‘When the sun looks over the
hills, then it will be,” I sald to my friends, 'Thes white
man will become as smoke., The wind will sweep him
away.”

“"As the sun came near, we all danced hard, My volca
was wlmost gons. My feet wers numb; my legs wers
wealk; but my heart was big.

' 'Oh, help us, Great Spirits,’ we cried In despalr,

Father, tho momning slar,

Father, the morning star, !
. 100k on usl - A

.00k on usg, for wea have danced tlll dawn; 4

Look on us, for we have danced until daylight

Take plty on us;

O Father, the morning star!
Bhow us the road—

Our eyes aro dark.

Bhow us our dend ones,

We cry, and hold fast to you,

O morning star! “

We haold out our handa to you and cry.
Help us, O Father!

We have sung till morning

The regounding song.

“Hut the sun came up; the soldiers fired & big gun,
and the soldler chlefs laughed. Then the agent called ta
ma!
Y Your Great Bplrit can do nothlng. Your Mesalah
ed.!

‘Yrhen I covered my hend with my blanket, and ran
far nway, and I fell down on the top of the high hill. I
Iny there o long time, thinking of the white man’s Inugh,
The wind whistled a2 =ad song in the grass. My heart
‘burned, and my breath came hard.

“Naybe he wos tight. Maybe the messenger was
twn-tongued and decelyed us that the white man might
laugh at us.”

VA1l day I lay there with my head covered. I did not
want to see the light ot the sun, I heard the drum stop
and the singing dle away, Night came, and then on the
hills 1 heard the walling of my people. Their hearts wers
wone. Thelr bones were weary,

*When 1 rose, It was morning. I flung off my blanket,
and looked down on the valley whers the tepecs of tha
white soldiers stood, I heard thelr drums and their musie.
1 hud made up my mind, The white man's trall was wide
and dusty by roason of many feet passing thereon, but
it was long. The trail of my people was ended. 3

“1 sald; ‘I wlll follow the white man's trail. T will
moke him my friend, but I will not bend my neck to hia
burdens. 1 will be cunning ns the coyate, I will ask him
to help me understand his ways, and thon T will prepora
the wony for my childven. Maybe they will outrun the
white man in his own shoes. Anyhaow, there are but two
ways. One leads to hunger and death: the other leads
where the poor white man lives. Heyond i3 the happy
hunting ground, where the white man eannot go. "™
-




