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8 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

there,” said he, “ I have many horses and cattle. The
mountains are not far distant, where the hunting is
good, and the lakes and streams are full of fish. We

Cadr ox WESTERN SLorl

shall be m the midst of my people, andsI will introduce
yvou to the leading chiefs of the Blackfeet.”

[t was at the beginning of summer, when we started
on our journey across the Rocky Mountains, toward the

country of the Blackfeet. Our outfit was carried on
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the backs of pack horses. The trail was difficult and
overgrown and frequently blocked by windfalls. Sik-
sikakoan led the way with his axe, while I followed
driving the pack horses. On the western slope of the
Rockies the forests are very dense, because of the mild
climate and abundant rainfall. The trees grow to a
large size and the undererowth i1s luxuriant. We rode
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through glades, where the rank masses of weeds and
arasses were shoulder high, and passed chains of beautiful
lakes, hidden in the gloomy recesses of the forest, where
huge tamaracks, firs and spruces grew to the water’s
edge, and extended high up on the sides of the mountains
This was the haunt of deer, wapiti and moose, many of
their tracks being visible in the soft ground along the
lake shores.

A botanist would have heen delighted with the
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great numbers of wild flowers in full bloom. I saw
magnificent specimens of bear grass (Xerophyllum
Douglasii), growing to the height of five feet. Their
stalks were surmounted by dense caps of white flowers,
each flower on an ascending pedicel an inch or more
long. The leaves at the base of the stem were narrow
and stiff. The root is used by the Blackfeet as a

AppeErs ToxuUEs,

remedy for fractures and sprains. The leaves of a
similar species are used by other Indian tribes in
making baskets. There was also a great profusion of
pink twin flowers (Linnaeus borealis), with its vine
of shiny dark green leaves, also bishop's caps, light
}'L*“HW adders’ tongues and Him't'l'ill; 11t|;_"‘\‘|.'mu] l:l'nl'IHlH
canadensis)

in
,

During our forest journey I recognised many birds
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native to my home in the east. When passing lonely
lakes, I heard the wild, langhing ery of the loon,
and olive-backed thrushes singing along the shores.
In the lofty pines were chicadees, winter wrens, hermit
thrushes, and myrtle warblers. In the open glades
were robins, doves, ruffed grouse, chipping sparrows,
flickers, juncos, and tree swallows. Here [ first hecame
acquainted with the Macgillivray warbler, his little gray
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head frequently peering out shyly from the willows
along the streams. I found the nest, with four egos,
hidden away in some blackberry bushes, close to a lake.
In the bushes were vireos, fly-catchers, and yellow
warblers, and, in the deep woods, woodpeckers, red-
breasted nuthatches, and golden-crown kinglets.

We surprised a large bear sunning himself in the
trail, but he quietly and quickly disappeared into the



12 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

forest. The trail led through a broad valley and along
the bank of a swift mountain stream, climbing continu-
ally upwards towards the Continental Divide. When
we reached a high altitude, the trees became gnarled
and stunted, and we were frequently enveloped in
heavy clouds. Here were many tracks of big-horn,
and we saw a band of Rocky Mountain goats high

G WE ENTERED A HUGE BASIN SURROUNDED BY TOWERIXG PEARsS.”

up on the mountain side. Hoary marmots, or whistlers
oreeted us from the cliffs with their shrill calls, but
they were so timid that they quickly disappeared on
our approach. We entered a huge basin, surrounded
hy towering peaks—a superh and vast amphitheatre
about four miles wide from side to side. At the
bottom was a sparkling lake, with wooded shores,
surmounted by a circular mountain wall with a sheer
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height of 3,000 feet. It was fed by many streams,
which had their sources in the glaciers and fell over
precipitous cliffs with a constant roar, reverberating
like thunder from the surrounding walls of rock.

Tue Pass,

The Indians have given to the main range of the
Rocky Mountains the appropriate name “ Backbone-of-
the-World.” Standing on the summit of the Cutbank
Pass (7,861 feet), we were surrounded by dazzling
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magnificence of the glaciers and waterfalls, and the
majesty and impressive beauty of the numerous high
peaks and stupendous mountain ranges. Although
this country is practically unknown, the difticult trails
being frequented only by hunters, trappers, and Indians,
its scenic wonders are probably unsurpassed by any
within the United States. The recion should be

FrLixcu's PEAK.

** A mass of rock towering 5,000 feet above the valley.”

reserved by the Government as a National Park and
Game Preserve.!

From the summit of the Pass, Siksikakoan pointed
out the course of our trail eastward, following the
Cutbank River through a long, winding valley, with
high, snow-covered mountain ranges on either side.
Beyond stretched the tawny plains—the country of the
Blackfeet, resembling a distant ocean in its level

I See Appendix,
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expanse, and extending eastward many hundreds of
miles into the dim and hazy horizon. We descended
from the summit of Cutbank Pass between two small
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Ancient Indian route of travel,
olacier lakes, In their dark and still waters. the

surrounding crags and mountain walls were clearly
reflected and many miniature icebergs were floating,
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having fallen from the fronts of the overhanging
glaciers.

The travelling on the eastern side of the Rockies was
much easier and in marked contrast with our difficult
ascent of the western side. We now followed a trail,
worn deep into the ground by generations of Blackfeet
and other Indian tribes, when they crossed and recrossed
the Rocky Mountains on their war and hunting expedi-
tions. We entered a forest at the head of the canyon,

East Cor-Bask Caxyox.

where the snow clung heavily to the halsams and pines.
As we descended, the snow disappeared and the air
became balmy.

The climate east of the mountains is more severe,
because subject to extreme changes of temperature.
Hailstorms are frequent, and snowstorms often occur
in midsummer, In winter there are terrible blizzards,
during which the thermometer drops to 50° below zero,

(Fahrenheit),
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We camped after sunset in a beantiful, natural park
of luxuriant bunch-grass, fragrant with wild Howers
and surrounded by forests of spruce and pine.

Early next morning—our last day in the mountains
—we again took up the trail through the canyon of
the Cutbank River. As the sun’s rays entered the
canyon, the massive walls of rock, towering overhead,
became a brilliant red, while the high peaks glistened
with colours as varied as the rainbow’s. In crossing
the summit of a high rocky ridge, we had an extended
view of the forest-covered valley below, and the course
of the river winding through open glades and grassy
meadows, until it passed through the entrance of the
canyon. Beyond were the foothills, or high, grass-
covered ridges, lying in front of the canyon entrance,
like a mighty barrier. Here the luxuriant vegetation
of the mountains abruptly ended and the dry grass of
the prairies began.

After riding through the foothills, we crossed an old
trail, running north and south, now overgrown with
grass. Siksikakoan explained that it was the Old North
Trail. It is no longer used by the Indians, its course
having been broken in many places by the fences
and towns of the white man’s advancing ecivilisation.
Yet the old horse trail and travois tracks were still
plainly visible, having been worn deep by many genera-
tions of travelling Indians.

We rode out over the treeless plains until, from the
crest of a ridge, about twenty miles from the main
range of the Rockies, we looked down upon a scene,
which I will never forget because of its novel and
exceeding beauty. In a luxuriant tract of meadow,
and on the shore of a lake, lay the tribal camp of the
Blackfeet, pitched in the form of an enormous circle.
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The undulating ridges, which surrounded it were
brilliant with blue lupines and velvet-leaf sun-flowers,
Great herds of horses were contentedly feeding on the
rich bunch grass. Smoke from the evening fires was
rising from the lodges. A faint breeze, laden with a
pleasant fragrance from the meadows, brought distinctly

VELVET LEAF SUNFLOWERS ON PRAIRIE.

the sounds of an Indian camp, the shouts of men and
women, the crying of children, the barking of many
dogs and the slow, measured beating of Indian tom-toms
n dances and ceremonial gatherings.

After entering the Blackfeet camp, I accompanied
Siksikakoan while he visited the lodges of the different

chiefs. As we sat smoking a friendly pipe together, he
o

L dd
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explained to them that I had come from the Great
Father (President of the United States), for the purpose
of protecting the forests of their country, that they
might be preserved for future generations. In this way
[ first met Chief Mad Wolf (Siyeh), their greatest orator,
the high priest of their Sun-dance and the owner of
the Beaver Medicine Bundle (an important ceremonial).
This was the beginning of a mutual bond of sympathy
and attachment, unusual between an Indian and a
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white man, which developed graduoally into a strong
and lasting friendship.

On my first night in the Blackfeet camp, I chose to
sleep outside the camp circle in a meadow, not far from
Mad Wolf's lodge, because the weather was clear and
warm and I had no fear of being molested by the
[ndians. T was within hearing of any ceremonials
that would take place in Mad Wolf's lodge and nothing
of moment could occur in the encampment without my
knowledge.



1 INTRODUCTION TO THE BLACKFEET 21

T LA

2
.’-

My owx DECORATED Tirr 1x THE BLackfreer Camp.







1 INTRODUCTION TO THE BLLACKFEET 23

factory way by my friend Big Eyes. I had gained the
good will of himself and wife through the interest I had
taken in their children. To show their appreciation,
his wife, Ips-e-nik-ki, who was skilled in the making of
lodges, presented me with an Indian tipi, decorated
with pictographs of interesting events in her husband’s
life. With the acquisition of a tipi, I had my own
home in the camp, but it was necessary to do my own
cooking and to care for my own horses and outfit, for
the Blackfeet have no servants, and I had not taken a
wife.

I soon discovered that my diet of bacon, cereals, and
~dried fruits was no more pleasing to the Blackfeet than
theirs was to me. After Spotted Eagle, the medicine
man, had dined with me, he said that he had never heen
able to understand how people could live on the food
eaten by white men. He told me of a journey he had
once taken with some officers of the United States
Army, “with whom he could stay no longer than a
week, because of the strange food they ate.”

When the Sun festival was finished and the Indians
separated, I accompanied Siksikakoan to live on his
Blackfoot ranch, not far from Mad Wolf's home on
Cutbank River. I found him to be a man of fine mind
and practical common sense, resourceful and fearless in
emergencies and thoroughly equipped in all that goes
to make an ideal guide and companion in the wilds.
Under him I learned woodcraft, the handling of the
broncho, the mysteries of the ‘“ diamond hitch” and
the location of the old Indian trails leading across the
plains and through the mountains. He was a natural
orator and had standing and influence in the councils of
his tribe. He spoke English fluently as well as the
Blackfoot and Sioux tongues, and was thoroughly
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my williugness to become his son, he waved his hand
towards the North, and said : ’

““ My lodge is out there on the plains. It is on the other side of
yonder butte, and cannot be seen from here. Come to my lodge
to-morrow, when the sun is high. My relatives will be there; I
will hold a ceremonial, in which I will paint you with the sacred
red paint, and in their presence adopt you as my son.”

The developments of subsequent years have enabled
me more fully to appreciate Mad Wolf's serious purpose
in adopting me as his son.
Prompted by the constant
misrepresentation and mis-
understanding of the In-
dian by the whites, his
purpose was to seek a
white man's strong friend-
ship, hoping for an alliance
that would be productive
of sympathy and fidelity
to the welfare of his tribe.
He wanted a white repre- :
sentative, who had lived Copyright in Uniled Sales

by Walter MeClentock.

sufficiently long among his Map Worr (Siyem).

people, to become familiar with their customs, religion,
and manner of life, and would tell the truth about
them to the white race.

Upon the day following my meeting with Mad Wolf
the sky was overcast. Riding in a northerly direction,
I arrived at the ridge pointed out by the chief. I
paused on its crest, and looked down upon a small
[ndian camp. The freshening wind had begun to drive
low clouds over the plains, while occasionally a furious
aust shook the lodges, firmly anchored by ropes thrown
around their tops. The only living thing to be seen



28 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL  cuar.

was a coyote, slinking away over a neighbouring butte,
and the only sign of human occupation was the slender
wisp of blue smoke issuing from the top of Mad
Wolfs tipi. During a lull in the wind 1 heard the
subdued and measured sounds of Indians chanting and
beating upon drnms. As I sat still upon my horse,
my mind went back many years, and I pictured to

g

JOOKR W SMALL Ixprax Came.
LOOKED DOWN ON A SMALL Isxprax (

myself the days when the ancestors of Mad Wolf and
his followers were the rulers of this entire region, and
their lodges were numbered by thousands.  When the
song had ceased I rode down from the ridge and dis-
mounting, raised the door. A small fire was burning
in the center, and in the dim light 1 saw that a large
number of Indians were assembled.

“Oki!” (come in), eried Mad Wolf.  Upon entering
[ found myself in a large, well ordered tipi of about
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containing the Medicine Bonnet.! To the right of
Gives-to-the-Sun were women and children completely
filling the circle to the doorway of the lodge.

All sat silently gazing into the small fire, for they
were about to commence a religious ceremony. Gives-
to-the-Sun spoke in a low voice to a young woman,
who arose and, bending over the fire, slowly stirred a

Copwright in aifed States ey Walter MeClintarl,

HPRIKES-ON-BOTH-81DES, ™

large kettle containing a stew of sarvis berries and
tongues. Pointing to her, Mad Wolf explained that
she was his danghter who would now become my sister,
saying also, “ When she was small, the enemy had
captured her, but I followed them and, when they
were preparing to kill her, I jumped among them and,
striking the enemy down on hoth sides, rescued her.
So we named her “ Strikes-on-both-sides !”

1 See Appendix.
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hands and closely watched Mad Wolf, who with bent
arms held his hands folded on a level with his head.
Then passing his hands along his arms alternately, after
their manner of a blessing, he finally folded them upon
his breast, and chanted :

“ Mother Earth have pity on us, and give us food to eat!
“ Father, the Sun, bless all our children, and may our paths be
straight ! ”

Taking a sacred stick decorated with red paint,
representing a cane, Mad Wolf placed it upon his right
and left shoulders in turn, and prayed for long life.
Blessed Weasel did likewise, handing the cane to me.
I laid it upon both of my shoulders while they prayed
that I might live to be old. The cane was passed
around the cirele, all performing the same ceremony.
When the stick was returned to Mad Wolf, he and
Blessed Weasel with their wives placed their hands
upon it and sang a low chant.

Mad Wolf brought forth a small buckskin bag from
which he took some red clay, the sacred paint which the
Blackfeet believe has power to ward off sickness and to
bring long life. When I saw him preparing it in his
hands, I knew the moment for my adoption had arrived.
There was an impressive silence as he motioned to me
and said, *“ Here comes my white son.” While kneeling
before him, he painted my face on the forehead, chin
and both cheeks, representing the Sun’s daily course
through the heavens. The forehead represented the
rising, and the left cheek the setting Sun. Then taking
the beaver skin, he passed it down both sides of my
head, shoulders and arms to the hands, ending with an
upward movement, by which he imparted his blessing

and prayed :
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“ Gireat Sun God ! Continue to give us your light that the leaves
and grass may grow so that our cattle will increase and our children
- may live to be old.

“(Our mother ! (the Moon), give us sleep that we may rise again
like our father (the Sun). May our lives be strong, and may our
hearts feel good towards our white brothers, as we are all your
children.”

When the wife of Blessed Weasel arose to ladle out
the stew, Mad Wolf directed that she set aside for his
white son some of the tongue which the Blackfeet
consider a delicacy. When the stew had been passed to
everyone, | was preparing to eat, when Blessed Weasel
motioned to me. Then I noticed that all were waiting.
To my surprise it was for a blessing upon the food ,for,
after a short pause, Mad Wolf said: “ The berries that
grow are blessed, for upon them we live.” He held a
sarvis berry aloft in his right hand and chanted, every-
one imitating his motions and joining with him in his
prayer to Mother Earth that they might live to see
many summers. After each person had planted a berry
in the ground, a symbolic act in recognition of the
source of their sustenance, they partook of the feast.
None of the food was wasted. What remained was
gathered together and set aside.

When I was ready to depart for my camp, Mad Wolf
said, © O-mis-tai-po-kah (White Calf), the head chief,
and I are selecting for you an Indian name. I ask you
to come again to my lodge in one week.” I replied,
that next day I would start with Siksikakoan on a
hunting expedition into the Rocky Mountains. He sat
in silence for a moment and then said :

“ It is now the moon when the leaves are beginning to turn
yellow. 1 have adopted you as my son, and you have met my
family and relatives. On the first day of the full moon, at the
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wits are devoted to shirking rather than working.
Baldy, my own pack horse, was an animal of the latter
kind. His ingenuity in dodging work, his cuteness in
eluding capture when getting ready for an early start,
his habit of pufting out his sides during the cinching of
the pack-saddle, necessitating a halt in a short time to
tighten, and his readiness for leadership in a stampede,
made him a disturbing and exasperating element in the

BUNRISE,

outfit, requiring constant vigilance. On this occasion
he was lightly packed, for he carried only my blankets
and personal effects, With the intuition of an experi-
enced veteran, he realised that there was hard work
ahead and made such loud grunts that one, not familiar
with his disposition, would have thought him abused
and overburdened. When I took no notice of his
complaints, he lay down, closed his eyes and groaned as
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if in great distress. But I saw through his crafty tricks.
Dismounting, I seized a stick and, hmmha}nnrr it with
much energy, ran towards him with a shout. Baldy
was so taken by surprise, that he quickly rose to his
feet and, with an angry snort and toss of his head (a
horse’s imprecation), joined the outfit. Although he

Copyright in nited States by IWealter MeClintock.
RerackinGg (Baceace) Buck,

failed to have his pack removed, no further complaints
were heard from him.

No pack horse outfit is complete without its Buckskin,
distinguished alike for his colour and for his endurance
and tractability. Our Buckskin was no exception. The
hardest drives never seemed to tire him. At the day’s
finish he was still fresh and generally in the lead. After
his long rest, Buck was feeling in fine trim and was
eager for adventure. The chance soon came. His
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mountains. Then we plunged into a dark forest of fir,
spruce, and pine. When the trail became well nigh
impassable, because of fallen timber, Siksikakoan went

A Brackroor WARPATH,

ahead with an axe and chopped a way through. This
trying situation again put to test the real disposition
of our pack horses, bringing out the bad traits of the
viciong. The bell-mare promptly chose to turn aside
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straight on the farther bank. At the upper end of
1']11._' h:lr&ill was a L'!I{L* :-:lll'l'lbu]ll[g-al |||_x' i1 IH]]I]'HLCI;_'H llijl'l:‘“]:

Two Mepicise Farws axp MovstT Risina WoLr.

which extended from the north and south shores hich
up on the mountain sides. To the south, Mount Rising
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I stood my rifle against a neighbouring tree and lay
down in the hollow place to sleep. During the nmight
I was aroused by the heavy breathing of a large animal,
and an oppressive and disagreeable odour. At first
I was dazed and only half conscious, as in a dream,
of something standing over me, but I lay perfectly
stil. A grunting and snuffing, close by my head,

“(uvr LOoDGE WAS PITCHED AT THE EDGE OF THE FOREST.”

quickly forced me to realise that I was in the strange
and horrible predicament of lying beneath a grizzly
bear. A cold sweat came over me, and 1 was half
paralysed with terror. The grizzly had been prowling
about, led to my bed by his scent of the remmnants
of my supper, and so happened to walk over my
body, partly covered by the grass and hidden in the
depression. It was of course impossible to reach my
rifle standing against the tree. Acting on a sudden
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mpulse, [ doubled up my knees, and with all my
strength plunged my fists and feet simultaneously
against the belly of the brute. It was a complete
surprise for the grizzly, who was, if possible, the
more frichtened of the two, for he ran bellowing
into the forest, while I quickly gathered up my
small outfit and started away in the dark.”

On the following morning, while Siksikakoan was
examining the surrounding heights for game, he caught
sight of a band of Rocky Mountain sheep. They were
quietly feeding above timber line. While considering
the best way of approaching them, the band suddenly
took flight. Then a dark form appeared with awkward
gait, following the sheep over the boulders. My
glasses showed 1t to be a large grizzly bear. Siksikakoan
said : “It 1s our old friend of last evening,” and seizing
his rifle called to me to follow him. We climbed the
mountain facing us, erawling through thick underbrush
and scaling difficult ledges. In one place we discovered
the grizzly’s freshly-made tracks in the soft earth beside
a small stream. But the excitement over our seeming
proximity to the monster was of short duration. When
we reached the timber line, Siksikakoan stopped and
said dejectedly, “the wind has shifted and old grizzly
is gone.” But I must confess that the announcement
gave me great relief.

During the following two days, from early morning
until sunset, Siksikakoan and I hunted in vain for
sheep and goats on the surrounding mountains. We
saw many tracks but no more game. On the third day
we came upon a camp of two lodges, beyond a high
wooded ridge to the south-east, belonging to Sis-ta-wau
(Bird-Rattle), and A-po-at-sis-ipo (Looking for Smoke).
Having reported that they had secured six sheep, we
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knew that they had frightened the game from our
viemity. Siksikakoan then resolved to go among the
high peaks at the head of the canyon. There the
mountains were difficult of access and he could take
but one horse, so I consented to remain in camp as
guard for our provisions and outfit. To increase his
chances of success in hunting, I made him take my
large Winchester rifle, while he left with me his
inferior gun of small calibre. After he had gone, I
busied myself with caring for the horses, securing a
plentiful supply of trout from the stream near-by and
some small game in the forest.

My active life and a Rocky Mountain appetite, with
abundance of good food, the best of water and plenty of
sleep gave me such a feeling of vigour and exhilaration,
that I could not remain idle, but occupied myself in
hunting with the camera, elimbing to the summit of the
Continental Divide, and to other high points in quest of
new scenes. The most beautiful landscapes were along
the old Indian war-trail, which skirted our camp. It
was flanked by magnificent snowy mountain peaks and
disappeared in a forest of firs, arching overhead, and
thickly carpeted with pine-needles underfoot.

[ spent my evenings completing my notes and read-
ing, while lying in my comfortable blanket bed beside
the lodge fire. It was made of small, resinous pine
sticks, which gave out an abundance of light and heat.
I was awakened early each morning by the shrill eries
of a flock of blue jays. The leader, or chief of the flock,
made himself especially obnoxious by sitting in the big
fir tree, close to the lodge, as if remonstrating against
my wanting to sleep after sunrise. His chatter was so
incessant, and so like a challenge, that [ finally took a
shot at him from the doorway. But my bullet went
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too high and he flew away with a parting cry, very like
a derisive laugh.

[ prepared an out-of-door kitchen, about twenty feet
distant, but stored the bulk of the provisions within
the lodge, for protection from storms and invasion by
wild animals. During the afternoon the sky became
overcast. Dark clouds gathered along the divide. In
the evening, a storm broke suddenly, the wind rushing
down with a roar from the high peaks at the head of
the canyon. The lodge would have been carried away,
if it had not heen for the protection of the small grove
of gnarled and twisted balsams, through which the wind
whistled as through the rigging of a ship. I lay
comfortably wrapped in my blankets, gazing into the
fire and listening with peaceful indifference to the
howling storm. [ watched the fire burn low, until
there were but a few glowing embers, and then fell
asleep. During the night I was awakened by the horses
coming close to the lodge. I wondered at their having
left their feeding grounds and went outside to drive
them back. The wind had ceased, and all signs of the
storm had disappeared. I stood for a moment, fascin-
ated by the wildness of my surroundings. The deep
stillness was broken only by the subdued roar of rapids
in the valley below, the distant howling of wolves in
the forest on the mountain side, and the hooting of a
pair of owls; I could distinguish between the voice of
the male and the answering call of his mate.

When I was again under my warm blankets, 1 fell
into a doze but had a vague feeling that something was
prowling about. Startled by heavy footsteps near the
lodge, I sat up and listened  They led in the direction
of the kitchen some twenty feet away, and then
followed a rattling of pans. 1 seized a stick and ran
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fore paws against the lodge poles. I saw the canvas
pressed in with his weight, and heard his deep breath-
ing, for I was underneath him. I had now recovered
my nerve. My heart beat steadily and [ held the rifle
without a tremor, although I thought my end had
surely come. I quickly loosened the canvas from its
pegs and prepared to escape from under, for I thought
his weight would break through. But he stood there
sniffing the air and seemingly undecided as to his next
move. Then I stood erect and gave a loud yell. He
must have thought my “power” was stronger than his
own, for he turned away and the next moment I heard
him at the kitchen, tearing off the canvas covering from
a mess of trout. Having safely passed through what |
thought was the crisis of his visit, I actually began to
take a friendly interest in the old grizzly’s performances,
and watched him from the doorway. He tore open the
parfleches ! containing flour and sugar and smelled at
the heavy iron “ dutch-oven” containing a small piece
of butter, my greatest delicacy, although not very fresh.
He turned the oven over and over, but the lid held fast.
Finally he gave it a heavy blow with his big fore paw,
and the lid flew off.  Tts coutents were quickly disposed
of and I heard his rough tongue licking with relish the
hside of the kettle. With the hope that I might drive
him away, I opened the lodge door that the fire-light
might show more brightly, and stepping out fired my
rifle into the air. But he only threw up his head, as if
annoyed at the interruption, and dropped it quickly to
finish a bowl of stewed peaches, the last of my store of
provisions at the kitchen. When the first faint streaks
of dawn appeared, my dangerous visitor suddenly
departed into the deep forest. Having built a cheerful

1 See Appendix.






52 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

advance. Suddenly Mad Wolf stopped and signed to
the others that he heard someone ahead striking his
horse with a quirt (whip). The Blackfeet quickly
ambushed themselves among the trees. A war party
of Kutenai (Mountain Indians) were returning from
an expedition into the Blackfeet country. They ran
into the ambush and there was a fierce battle. Mad
Wolf, as chief of the expedition, was entitled to the
first shot. He singled out the leader, but the Kutenal
chief was very brave. Although badly wounded, he
ran into the thick woods where Mad Wolf killed him.
While taking his scalp, Mad Wolf recognised on his
belt the scalps of his own two brothers. He hurried
back to his people, who were by this time hard pressed
by the Kutenai and were retreating. Mad Wolf, now
aroused to great courage and daring, rallied the Black-
feet to another attack and soon turned the rout into a
vietory. They killed all of the Kutenai save one old
squaw. After scalping the dead, they clothed her in
o soft tanned buckskin dress, ornamented with elk
teeth and with leggings and moceasins decorated with
porcupine quills. They painted her face black and
giving her a warm blanket and a sack of dried meat,
set her free, with the prayer that the Sun would take
pity on themselves, just as they had pitied their help-
less enemy. They then continued on their way until
they came upon the camp of Running Wolf, Black Bear,
Ear Rings, Stock-stehi, Ahpasis, and other well-known
Blackfeet chiefs pitched in this same glade near yonder
big fir tree, by which our people have ever since identi-
fied this camping ground. It was in early summer,
the time when the camass is in bloom and they were
engaged in cutting and peeling lodge poles. In those
days the Blackfeet travelled so far in a year that then
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people were uneasy, thinking the Gros Ventre chief
might have supernatural power. They told him he was
free to go, but they would scalp the others. A-koch-
kit-ope replied, ‘ No, they are my brothers and I will
not leave them. Feeling thirsty, he walked to the
river and drank, daring any of the Blackfeet to stand
forth for a hand-to-hand conflict. When our people
finally killed him, they discovered that the grizzly bear
was his medicine. He had a grizzly claw tied in his
front hair. The Blackfeet were so afraid that some of
his power might escape, that they built a fire and burned
A-koch-kit-ope’s body. If a spark or coal flew out,
they carefully threw it back nto the fire, to prevent
the possible escape of any of his power. They sealped
the other dead Gros Ventres and had a scalp dance
around the fire.

«When the fire had burned out, the Blackfeet hurriedly
moved camp. But in spite of their precautions,
A-koch-kit-ope transformed himself into an enormous
grizzly bear and followed them. Ile came upon the
Blackfeet when they were pitching camp, killing some,
while the rest escaped by flight.

«The next spring when our people went up the
canyon to cut lodge poles, they camped again near the
big fir tree in the same park. Early in the night,
while the horses were still picketed close to the lodges,
an enormous grizzly bear came into camp. The horses
were frighteued and stampeded, just as ours have done.
The dogs attacked him, and he killed some of them and
put the others to flight. The people were afraid to
shoot, because they recognised the bear as A-koch-kit-
ope. He appeared beside the fir tree, where the year
before the Gros Ventre medicine man had hung his
war bonnet. The grizzly boldly went through camp
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eating all the food he found and tearing to pieces hides
and parfleches. Whenever our people camp near the
fir tree in the canyon they see the medicine grizzly,
whom they have named A-koch-kit-ope. He comes
only at night and disappears before daybreak. The
Blackfeet know his medicine is strong and are afraid to
shoot at him. When we made peace with the Gros
Ventres, we told them about this medicine grizzly and
they said that he was A-koch-kit-ope, their great
medicine man. They declared he could not have been
killed, if all of his followers had not been slain first.
A-koch-kit-ope had predicted to them that he would be
killed, if he should ever be left alone in battle with no
one to make a ‘medicine smoke.” As this happened
many years ago, A-koch-kit-ope, the medicine grizzly,
must now be very old.”

After Siksikakoan had finished telling the legend of
the Medicine Grizzly I went out into the night. I
gazed with a deeper interest at the big fir tree, where
the Gros Ventre warrior hung his war bonnet, while
making the night attack upon the Blackfeet, and at the
black, wall-like line of forest, where the Blackfoot woman
first encountered A-koch-kit-ope. I felt convinced that
the huge grizzly, who had frightened me the night
before, must be the dreaded  Medicine Grizzly, A-koch-
kit-ope,” who had already made this locality famous by
so many manifestations of his supernatural power.
Beyond were the massive mountains, their snowy
summits dimly lighted by the myriads of hrightly
shining stars. I saw the dog star in the north-east,
rising with remarkable brilliancy over the tops of the
tall spruces and pines. I could faintly distinguish the
horses at the edge of the timber and heard Baldy give
a frightened whinny when he suddenly realised that



56 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

he was feeding alone, too near the ghostly woods, and
hurriedly joined his companions. Returning to the
lodge, which looked most picturesque, lighted up by
the golden glow from the fire within, and showing in
clear outline the weird decorations on the canvas,
and the tapering poles overhead, we turned into our
comfortable blanket-beds heside the fire. The deep
stillness of the night was broken by the mournful howl
of a wolf in the forest close by. He was answered by
another and then another, until they all united in a
chorus of long howls. Siksikakoan said: “ When the
wolves howl like that, it is a sign of coming storm.
This morning when the sun rose, I saw two large sun
dogs in the eastern sky, that resembled enormous
crosses, and at midday there was a huge circle around
the sun,—nature’s warning signs of a big storm.”

I asked Siksikakoan if he had ever known of a man
bheing attacked by wolves. He said : ““ Wolves and
coyotes are very wise, their wisdom having been given
to them by Napi (Old Man). Although savage by
nature, they sometimes use their wisdom to help people
when in danger and distress. T recall a strange incident
that happened many years ago, when we were camped
far out on the plains. It was a cold winter. There had
heen a big storm and the snow lay deep. Menepoka, an
old man, went alone and on foot from camp to look for
horses. He carried a quirt and was dragging a long raw-
hide lariat. He felt something tugging, and turning
about, saw a large coyote biting at the other end of his
lariat. He stopped and yelled at the coyote, calling
him evil names to scare him away. The coyote trotted
to the summit of a butte near by, and howled four times
to the north, south, east and west. Before long another
coyote appeared. Then another came running up to
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ropes sang 1n the gale. We reset the ears for the
change of wind, crossing the earpoles in front to
protect the smoke-hole and to prevent the ears from
being torn, and laying stones and logs around the
bottom of the canvas, so that the pegs could not he
loosened by the wind-strain.

The storm which Siksikakoan predicted from nature’s

Lopge with Ear POLES CROSSED IN FRONT FOR STORM.

signs, began with snow and a high wind from the west,
continuing three days and three nights. Dense masses
of clouds hung low upon the mountains, but moved
uncertainly about the high peaks, sometimes lifting, as
if to disappear, only to lower again more dense and
threatening than before. The temperature fell rapidly,
and by evening, the rain had changed to snow. The
horses, which we had left unpicketed, feeding in the
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close to the shore and watched. Hmlqh_'n]}-' from the
middle of the lake, arose the huge antlers of an
enormous bull elk. His eyes were red and tHames

PEE LN i

'-.' T T ek, ..l._..l"-F-

TiHE SXOW-COVERED FOREST.

darted from his nostrils. When he waved his huge
ears, a wind arose, so fierce and terrible, that the waters
of the lake were whisked up into the air. When the
elk sank again beneath the waves, the wind went down.
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kill a man. We must get his heart, for with it 1 can
doctor and change all of us into people.” The two
grizzlies went to the camp and returned with the heart.

THE FROZEN STREAM.

When the big grizzly had driven the others from his
den, he began his incantations. He divided the heart,
cutting a portion for each bear. Calling them together,
after sundown, he distributed the pieces, and said, if
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song,! while Little Robe, swaying his body in time with
the singing, hid the claw. Taking his bow and arrow, Owl
shot Little Robe between the shoulders. The arrow did
him no harm, for the shaft was splintered, and Little
Robe said, ¢ You guessed wrong, for I have the tooth and
not the claw in my mouth.’? ‘I will try again, said
Owl. Grasping his spear, he thrust it at the boy’s side.
But the point was broken off, and the spear did not
penetrate the flesh. Little Robe said: €I have the
claw in my left hand, it is not in the right.” He next
plunged his dagger into the boy’s side, but it left no
wound. Then Owl said : © Go now to the Grizzly Bears
and tell them that Owl wants to gamble with them.
Word was sent back by Little Robe that they were
willing to have the game if it could Dbe played in their
own camp. When the Blackfeet heard the news, they
crowded into Owl's lodge, saying, ¢ Why do you want
to gamble with this terrible people 2 They will only
kill you, and probably the rest of us also.”  Owl said to
Little Robe before they started for the camp: ‘When we
enter their lodge, pull down the buffalo robe fastened
over the door, and take it 1 with you. We will bhoth
sit on it ’ (to secure power from the buffalo).

«“They found the Grizzly Bears gathered together in
one big lodge. The men were painted and armed with
spears and bows and arrows. Before the game started,
the mother of the Bears made a talk, warning them not
to gamble with Owl and his friend, but they did not
heed her. Red Bear, the chief, asked : * Who will hide
the bones first 7 Owl replied : “ My little brother here.

I Songs were sung in gambling to distract the attention of the
opponents.

¢ Shooting an arrow at his opponent represented a guess, both in this
test game and in the real game to follow. 1f a failure it was counted a
WIong guess.
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The youngest of the Bears said he would do the
guessing. Owl started a gambling song, beating time
- with arrows on his bow,  Little Robe took two hones,
one marked and the other plain. He swayed his body
and arms in time with the song, while quickly moving
his hands and hiding the marked bone from the young-
est of the bear warriors. The song grew louder, and the
movements of Little Robe quickened. The Bear tribe

Crouvps LIFTING FROM MOUNTAINS AFTER BLIZZARD.

grasped their weapons with excitement, and fiercely
watched the two players. While they gazed at Little
Robe, he seemed to them to resemble a bear. Suddenly
the youngest Bear shot an arrow at Little Robe. The
shaft struck him between the shoulders, hut fell
harmlessly to the ground. [Little Robe said: ¢ you
guessed wrong.”  The second Bear then tried, spearing
Little Robe in the side, but the spear broke in two.

“ Red Bear, the chief, said : 1 will take the last two
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guesses.”  The song was again started, and as Little
Robe waved his hands, the chief struck at him with a
tomahawk, which did him no harm and then stabbed
him under the arm, but the dagger left no wound. Owl
said : “ None of you have guessed right. It 1s now our
turn. My little brother will do the guessing, while
you hide the bones.” He arose, and stood beside the
door. Red Bear the chief, threw the bones, singing
‘Try your best to guess right. Little Robe shot an
arrow into the chief's head and he fell to the ground
dead. Owl, standing by the door, allowed no one to go
out. He felt glad when he saw the chief of the Grizzly
Bears fall dead. He and Little Robe then killed every-
one in the lodge. When' the Blackfeet knew that their
terrible enemies were overpowered, they destroyed all
the Grizzly Bears in the other lodges.  They feared to
let one of them live. Owl became head chief of the
Blackfeet and Little Robe a great medicine man. They
lived for many years, until they fled from an enemy
when both were killed.”

Siksikakoan continued his story telling far into the
night.  After midnight the wind hegan to subside, and,
by morning, had entirely ceased. The light of sunrise
in the eastern sky indicated that the clouds were hreak-
ing. The horses had left the sheltering willows and
were contentedly feeding in the meadow, uncovering
the snow from the grass, by pawing with their forefeet.
This trait, which is called  rustling,” has been so long
inbred in the cattle and horses of the great plains of
the north-west, that it has become a universal instinet.
ln mid-winter, while the snows are deep, and the grass
is beyond their reach, they are compelled to resort to
other shifts for food, and, if none are available, they
perish.  One food substifute in winter is the bark of
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the cottonwood tree, which is very nourishing and
palatable. If an Indian camp is near a growth of these
trees, and they have no summer-cured hay, the squaws
will fell large trees for their Indian ponies, from which
they will strip the bark completely. Althoneh their
horses are very hardy, their winter lot is at the best
a hard one, and they are apt to come out of it in the

““ HORSE UNCOVERING Sx0w FROM UGRASS BY Pawisg.”

spring 1 a reduced and weak condition. But, they
fatten very rapidly, when the prairvies grow green with
the early-spring grasses. A broncho becomes aceustomed
to hardship and a precarious living, while a city-bred
horse would starve to death under similar conditions.
The clouds lifted slowly from the mountains, unveil-
ing n the clear air the canyons and forests and finally
the high peaks. In spite of Siksikakoan's friendly remon-
strances, I started off on foot with my camera, over the



72 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

old Indian war-trail and towards the head of the ecanyon.
He said *“ it is unwise to go alone and unarmed in the
Rockies, especially after a heavy snowfall, when the

Tine OLp TRATL AFTER S¥0WSTORM.

wild animals eome forth to hunt and are apt to follow
any fresh tracks in the snow, seeking for prey.” Cut-
bank Canyon was filled with winter scenes of wonderful
beauty. The outlines of every stone and log were
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his body to and fro and marking time with raised
finger, explaining to me that the Beaver Chief made
this sign when giving instruction to Akaiyan, the
founder of the Beaver Medicine.
1. “ Behold Napi comes into the lodge.
He is a strong Medicine Man.

He came in.
I see him.”

Markrisag Time wite FOREFISGER.

2. *The Heavens provide us with food.
The Heavens are glad to behold us.”
3. “ The Earth loves us.
The Earth is glad to hear us sing.
The Earth provides us with food.”

Mad Wolf ended this song with the ocesture of
sweeping his hands towards the ground.,

4. Song to the * Prongs.” (The prongs are sacred
sticks painted red. They are forked, and are
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used to take hot coals from the fire in the burning
of incense.)

Mad Wolf, O-mis-tai-po-kah and their wives, as the
principals in the ceremonial, knelt beside the Bundle,
and chanted in unison, while laying their hands upon
the “ prongs” held in the sweet smoke. Hach i turn
held a prong against his shoulder, in imitation of
beavers carrying sticks, while at work building their

HoLpixg THE *‘ ProxGs ™ IN SWEET SMOKE.

lodge, and then, extending their arms together, with
hands raised and parallel (the sign of the beaver
lodge), they prayed together to the spirit of the
heaver,

“Pitv us! Grant us your wisdom and cunning that we may
escape all dangers. May our medicine provide us with food. May

all of us be blessed.”
5. Two Beaver Songs.

“ The Old Man, (Beaver Chief), is coming in.
The Old Man has come in.
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He sits down beside his medicine,
It is a very strong medicine.”

“The Old Woman (Female Beaver) is coming in.
The Old Woman has come in.
She sits down and takes the medicine,
It is a very strong medicine.”
6. Buffalo Song.
During this chant Mad Wolf and O-mis-tai-po-kah
with their wives knelt by the side of the sacred

f

Magixg THE SIGN OF THE Beaver Lonae.

Bundle and with deep reverence slowly lifted it, singing
the following in unison :

“1 take hold of the sacred Buffalo.
While I am walking, T walk slowly.
1 stop with my medicine.
The ground where my medicine rests is sacred.”

7. The seventh and last chant was a Buffalo song.
“When summer comes, He will come down from the Mountains.”

Mad Wolf direeted his wife to |n'i1|g forth the Koto-

G
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ki-a-nukko (buftalo raw hides), and turning to me
explained that, during the ceremony which would
follow, the priests would beat time on these hides with
the rattles, in imitation of the way the beavers
drummed by striking the water with their tails. Mad
Wolf first chanted and then prayed over the buftalo

Brixcine ovr Bureano Raw Hipg.

hides with closed eyes, holding his right hand raised
impressively with fingers closed and thumb pointing
upwards, a sign used by the Beaver Chief. After the
hides had been unrolled all chanted in unison,

« The Buffalo likes to live in the mountains during the antumn.

He comes down from the mountains to the plains.
The mountains are his medicine.”

During this chant, Mad Wolf, O-mis-tai-po-kah and
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their wives held up their hands with the two index
hngers curved towards each other (the others closed) in
imitation of buffalo horns, the sign of the huILlh The
hides were spread on the ground in front of the priests
during the chant :

" The Buffalo came down from the mountains,
He lies down upon the ground.”

Gives-to-the-Sun  handed Mad Wolf an old medicine

Magive Burralo Siex.

(Index fingers eurved in imitation of buffalo horns, )

sack containing rattles. They were made by stretching
aw hide over wicker frames, in shape like gourds,
enclosing pebbles and havi mg short Imtlr”n 3. While the
two women, Gives-to-the-Sun and Natokema, knelt
beside the sacred Bundle and raised it res verently, Mad
Wolf took the rattles from the medicine sack. He
distributed them among the Awa-wa-nuklki (singers or
priests) and, handing two to me, said : “ You are now

v

{5
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my son and it is proper tor you to join with us in this
ceremonial.” He then chanted the two Urow songs :

1. *“I fly high in the air.
My medicine (power) is very strong.
The wind is my medicine.”

2 ¢ The Buffalo is my medicine.
He is a very strong medicine,
S b . i
The trees are my medicine,
When T am among them I walk around my own
medicine,”

&
e oilhe it

TakinGg HRATTLES FROM MEDICINE BACK.

The Rattle songs came next, all uniting in the song,
« The rattles T hold are good.” This was repeated four
times. The priests then grasped the rattles and beat
rhythmically upon the buffalo raw hide, singing in unison
« T now take the rattles.” 1 watched every movement
Mad Wolf made and when he grasped the rattles and
hegan beating, 1 did likewise and also joined vigorously
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in the chant. He had been watching my movements
for, at the end of the song, he said, “ [ like the way
you swing your rattles, I feel proud of my white son.”

At this moment, a visiting chief from the Bloods
raised his voice in prayer, saying,

* Great Spirit in the Sun! I am praying for my people that they
may be able to have food and survive the coming winter. May all

MARING THE ANTELOPE SiGxN,

(Imitating with their hands the movement of antelope running. )

of our children grow and have strong bodies. May they live long
and be happy.”

During this prayer, Mad Wolf and the entire
assembly reverently howed their heads, joining in an
ejaculatory assent (Amen) when he had finished.

Mad Wolf started the Elk song, while the two
women, Gives-to-the-Sun and Natokema. imitated the
actions of elk rubbing their horns acainst trees.

In the Moose song four men came forth imitating,
with their heads, the movements of moose rubbing
their horns.
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O-mis-tai-po-kah then danced, holding the Pipe beneath
his blanket and finished by returning it to Mad Wolf,
who held 1t up towards the north, south, east and west.
Finally, placing it in the sweet smoke of the incense,
he bowed his head and prayed to the Great Spirit in

“HoLpixe THE PIPE IN THE SWEET SMOKE,
Map Wornr powen His HEab asp PRAYED
TO THE SUxN."

the Sun for the recovery of the sick. The Root Digger
was then taken from the Bundle with the ehant.

“I am digging the sacred Turnip.”

The two women Gives-to-the-Sun and Natokema placed
their hands upon it and prayed, holding it in position
for digging.

The ordinary root-digger is a wooden stick, about
two feet long, with a sharpened point, in common use
by Indian women for digging roots. The sacred Root
Digoer 1s similar, but is painted with red paint and

figures prominently in the sacred Bundles of the Sun-
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the sacred women slowly unrolled the heaver skin,
uncovering the many skins of the birds and animals
from the plains and mountains.

[t 1s difficult for one of the white race to realise the
L!I‘l‘ll :-anh'mtlit.}-' with which the Indians opened the sacred
Bundle. To them it was a moment of deepest reverence
and religious feeling,

OrENISG THE Braver BusbpLe

Mad Wolf, taking the beaver skin reverently held it
up while chanting :

*“ My medicine (Beaver) says, ‘when 1 go out from the lodge
and see an enemy, I dive down into the water where no one can
harm me,’ "

He then moved the beaver skin in imitation of the
animal’s movements while swimming, and suddenly blew
shrilly upon the medicine whistle, to represent the
Beaver’s alarm when seeing an enemy and diving out
of sight. Mad Wolf and the priests joined in a Beaver
song accompanied by the beating of rattles. The sacred
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women knelt by the side of the Bundle, making
mysterious motions with their hands, in imitation of
the Beaver swimming and working and building his
lodge, gracefully swaying their bodies in time with the
l'|1}-”[-!mlim] hi‘iiti]lf_‘;+ Each in turn took the Beaver

VF

WorMes PRAYING WHILE noLDIxe Roor IMGGER.

Skin and with bowed head reverently held it to her
breast, praying to the spirit of the Beaver :

“T take you, my child, in order that my children and relatives
may be free from sickness,”

Two women arose and knelt with Gives-to-the-
Sun and Natokema in front of the Medicine Bundle.
The four women together imitated a beavers move-
ments. They covered their heads with blankets to
represent the beaver hidden in his lodge, all the time
moving their bodies in time with the chanting of the
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priests and the rhythmical beating. Then they came
forth to work on their beaver-dams, the women repre-
senting beavers rising to the surface hy uncovering
their heads, and holding sticks in their mouths like
beavers carrying branches, imitating also the swimming
motions with their hands.  Suddenly the beavers dived
under the water, and at this point Mad Wolf slowly
litted the sacred Beaver Skin, while the four dancers

WoumeN Pravine wHILE HoLDING BEAVER SKix.

continued their mysterious and symbolic movements.
Then the dancers imitated the beavers coming to the
surface and swimming across the river. They went out
for a dance upon the shore, sitting upright, wiping their
faces with their hands, and looking ecarefully in all
directions after the manner of beavers guarding against
danger. The four women arose and stood in single file,
with Gives-to-the-Sun at the head of the line as the
wife of the Beaver Chief. They danced around the fire
with their hands crossed upon their breasts, turning to






BEAVER MEDICINE CEREMONIAIL 93

-

* This is the skin of the A-pe-ech-eken (White Weasel Moceasin),
one of the animals belonging to the Beaver Bundle. After this
sacred animal we now name you. We think you resemble this
animal because your hair is light and your eyes are blue. We pray
that this name may bring to you long life and good fortune.”

Mad Wolf, having expressed his approval of the
name, moved to the left, White Grass, the medicine
man, taking the leader’s seat. The face of White Grass
was painted a dark red. Upon the centre of his fore-

i
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Wongx Pravize wHiLE HoLDixg Two WHITE-
WEASEL SKIxs,

head a black spot represented a thunderbolt, from
which extended on both sides vellow zig-zags of
lightning. He prayed :

“Great Spirit, bless us all, men, women, and children.

Sacred Medicine Bundle, help us to live a straight life.

Sacred Medicine Pipe, bless us, also the rivers, mountains,

prairies, animals, and birds.

Mother Earth, provide for us until we die.”

After the prayer, White Grass brought forth the
sacred red paint, which he kneaded with his hands, his
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body meanwhile swaying to and fro.  First he painted
Mad Wolf and then O-mis-tai-po-kah ; in like manner
the priests, Isso-ko-yi-kinni, Stock-stehi, Bear Child and
Ear Rings. 1 was seated next to Ear Rings and when
my turn came, Mad Wolf said, *“ Here comes my white
son.”  White Grass then signed to me to approach.
Going before him, I knelt while he placed the sacred

o
|

PrREFPARING THE SAcrRED RED PaisT.

paint upon my forehead, chin and hands, the places
where the beaver rubs himself with his paws. A beaver
song was started by Mad Wolf and ()-mis-tai-po-kah, m
which all joined, accompanied by the beating of rattles.

After the song, White Grass, addressing me, said
impressively,

“This lodge is a sacred place, and the ceremonial, in which we
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cast her eyes demurely downward., but soon forgot
herself and entered into the dance with anumation,
her lithe hody swaying to and fro, and her small
moccasined feet keeping perfect time to the beating
of the rattles. As the sinoers gradually quickened the
time, the steps of the dancers grew faster and faster,
until they were tired out and ceased, saying they could

gl

““AFTER THE CEREMONIAL ALL PARTOOK oF A Feasr.”

dance no longer. When the dance was at its height, I
noticed two old white-haired women having a dance of
their own outside the lodge. They were in mourning
and so could not enter the main dance. but they could
not resist the eall of the lively Dog dance. The 'V were
surrounded h's a circle of young pe n|;h- who were t||u]|1u
them on and se emed more interested in their pe rtorm-
ance than in the main dance,

The sun had already set and the Indians hegan
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« After this prayer Akaiyan felt relieved and strength-
ened. He walked around the island and found a few

bhranches. with which he made a shelter. He also

BEAVvER Daw,

Home of a Beaver Family.)

oathered many loose foathers, piling them up and
o hed that fitted his body so well that he slepf

making
He killed many ducks

warmly on the coldest nights.
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and geese before their time for leaving the island to
fly south, shooting the wild ones with his arrows and
striking the tame ones upon the head with long sticks.
He kept some for his winter food, but he skinned others
and made a warm robe for himself by binding the skins
together with alder bark.

“One day, when he discovered a beaver lodge, he lay

—
-
b |
-
-

Beaver Bespre oF Man WoLr,
(It lies at the foot of 1_ri]HM1,'|

for a long time watching it and weeping to himself,
hecause he had been abandoned. |"iH:1[E“r, a little
beaver came from the lodge, and said to him, “My
father wants you to come into his lodge.” Akaiyan
followed the little heaver into the lodee, where he saw
a big beaver with his wife and family seated around

him. This beaver was white from the snows of manv
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winters, and so large that Akaiyan knew he must be
the chief of all the beavers. The Beaver Chief bade
him be seated, and asked him why he was living
alone on the island. Akaiyan told him how cruelly
and unjustly he had been treated and left alone
to die. The Beaver Chief pitied Akaiyan and coun-
selled with him, saying, ‘ My son, the time will soon
come when we will close up our lodge for the winter.
The lake will freeze over and we cannot come out again
for seven moons, until the warm winds of spring will
break up the ice. Remain in our lodge while the snows
are deep. We will teach you many wonderful things
and, when you return again, you can take knowledge
with you, that will be of great value to your people.’
The beavers were so hospitable, Akaiyan decided to
remain with them. He took with him into the beaver
lodge many ducks and geese for food and his bird-skin
robe to keep him warm. They closed their lodge
before it became cold, leaving a hole for air at the
top. During the coldest days the beavers kept Akaiyan
warm by lying close to him and placing their tails
across his body. He made friends with all of them,
but he liked the youngest and smallest beaver best
of all. He was the cleverest as well as the favourite
child of the Beaver Chief. Akaiyan learned their
habits and manner of living. They taught him the
names of the herbs and roots, which we still use for
the curing of the people. They showed him also the
different paints, and explained their use, saying, *If
you should use these, they will bring to your people
good luck and will ward off sickness and death.” They
gave him the seeds of the tobacco (origin of tobacco),
and taught him how they should be planted with
songs and prayers. They made scratches with their
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claws on the smooth walls of the lodge to mark the
days, and when the days completed a moon they
marked the moons with sticks. He witnessed many
dances belonging to their medicines, and listened care-
fully to the songs and prayers. The Beaver Chief
and his wife (Wise Old Woman) taught him the
prayers and songs of their medicine and the dances
that belonged to them, and said, * Whenever any of
your people are sick, or dying, if you will give this
ceremonial, they will be restored to health.! He
noticed that the beavers never ate during the cere-
monial, and that they beat time for the dances with
their tails, always stopping when they heard any
suspicious noise, just as they do when they are at
work. They told him that they counted seven moons
from the time when the leaves fall before they prepared
to open their lodge in the spring. When they heard
the booming of the ice breaking in the lake, they knew
1t would soon be time to leave their winter home,

“ Little Beaver told Akaiyan that, before he parted
with them, his father, the Beaver Chief, would offer him
a present and would allow him to choose anything
within the lodge. Little Beaver also advised him, saying,
* When my father asks you for your choice, say that
you will take your little brother. He will not be
willing to part with me, for he prizes me above every-
thing he owns. He will ask you four times to choose
something else, but take me with you, for [ will have
more power to help you than any of the others.’ ;

“The ducks and geese were flying north, when the
beavers finally. opened their lodge for the summer, and
the Beaver Chief said to Akaiyan, ‘ You will soon leave
us now, because it is time for your older brother to
return. But, before you start, I will allow you to
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of independence and exhilaration, which only those
who have had a similar experience can fully appreciate.
Having crossed the ridge, I rode throngh rich

My Rocky MousTaiy OCTFIT.

meadows of long bunch grass along the shore ot upper
St. Mary's Lake. After climbing well up on the side
of © Goat Mountain,” where the trail became rough and

dangerous, 1 approached the towering and inaccessible
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started up the basin, watching carvefully throngh my
glasses for goats and sheep on the rock shelves, high on
the side of Going-to-the-Sun.

At the head of the basin the climbing became so
rough and difficult, that I picketed my horse In a
convenient place and continued afoot. Many beautiful
flowers were blooming by the side of snow-drifts, and
[ passed through patches of huckleberries of very large
size and delicious flavour. At noon I stopped for lunch
beside a noisy little stream flowing from beneath a
large snow-drift. The day was warm and bright, and
the view from my lofty position magnificent. To the
north rose the twin peaks of Mt. Siyeh (Mad Wolf),
also Mt. Allen and Mt. Grinnell. After the long and
fatiguing climb it was a luxury to lie in the warm
sun, Several times I was startled by large masses
of ice, crashing over precipices with a thundering roar,
having been detached by the sun’s rays from the glacier
high above me.

From behind a clump of gnarled and twisted pines,
I looked carefully through my glasses for fresh tracks
of sheep and goats in the snow, and examined their
well-worn trails on the mountain opposite. The width
and depth of many of these trails indicate the large
numbers of game formerly inhabiting these mountains.
The constant tread of their hoofs through many ages
has worn deep paths in the solid granite. As long
as the buffalo and antelope were in vast numbers
upon the plains and easy of capture, supplying almost
all the wants of the Indians, mountain sheep and goats
were hunted but little, and their numbers were limited
only by the food supply.

In the Northern Rockies, the mountain goat is to
be found only among the most inaccessible peaks.
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| was delayed in breaking camp by the pranks of my
mischievous pack horse Baldy. In roping him, he put
his front feet through the noose of the lariat, which
then became fastened around his belly instead of his
neck. He ran around the camp bucking and kicking
until, becoming thoroughly frightened, he galloped
away and I had great difficulty in catehing him.

My MorNTary CAMP AFTER THE SNOWSTORM.

The sun was high when the horses were at last
saddled and all my belongings were finally packed
upon their backs. As I descended, the snow rapidly
disappeared and in the lower canyons it had vanished
entirely. I travelled rapidly, for the horses were
headed towards home and were eager for a better
grazing range. While leading Baldy, my pack horse,

ACTIOSS a L|mjgm'uu.~s l}iw;tr of trail, where the way was
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of pine, spruce and fir. We felled only dead trees.
thoroughly seasoned and, having trimmed them free
from branches, we had the horses snake them out from
the standing timber to be loaded upon the wagon. At
midday we rested from our exhausting work, on the
bank of a small mountain brook, and were refreshed by
the fragrance of the firs and balsams. While reclining
upon a thick carpet of moss and pine-needles, we watched

Drawing our Timeer wiTH Horsgs.

a colden eagle flying high over the mountains and a
flock of white swans passing near the summit of Mount
Rising Wolf. Many Hocks of ducks skimmed the tree-
tops overhead, in their switt and level fHight, while far
away was heard the faint honking of migrating geese.
Ah-see-tuck then 1mparted some of his weather
wisdom by remarking, © Geese are endowed with great
wigdom and foreknowledge of the weather. When they
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slowly, losing both spirit and strength. When m y
spurs failed of effect, I dismounted and tried leading.
Then he wanted to lie down, so I remounted and by
freely using both whip and spurs, again moved slowly
forward. The storm increased in violence. Everything
was enveloped in a dense white pall and I lost all sense
of direction. 1 felt as if I were becoming blind and
losing my senses, so I gripped myself and shouted, that
I might hear the sound of my own voice. [ knew
when we descended into a coulee by the feeling that we
were going down, down, down, I ecould not tell how far,
But, when we reached the bottom, my horse was stuck
fast in a deep drift, helplessly groaning without even try-
ing to move. It was now a desperate question of life or
death, with the latter staring me hard in the face. Nerved
with the energy of despair, I seized him by the bridle,
struck him with my whip, and by puliing with all my
strength upon his tail, slowly worked him loose. .Just
then the moon broke through the low driving clouds for a
moment, enabling me to correct my course. I struggled o,
until | came at last to the edge of the plateau and then
descended to the lower level of the plain. T was still
far from the camp, having struck the river valley, too
high up through the tendency of my horse to veer
westward towards the mountains. But, it was not
difficult to follow the trail down the valley, sheltered
from the full force of the storm by the big cottonwoods
and dense thickets of willows. At last, the cheerful
lights of the lodge fires appeared, and my hard struggle
with the blizzard was ended. Mad Wolf was rejoiced
at my safe return, having believed that I had been
claimed by the ““Cold Maker.” Completely exhausted
and chilled to the bone, the warmth and shelter of my
own lodge, on that stormy night, was to me the most

K
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delightful haven of rest and comfort I had everenjoyed.
After finishing my supper, I lay on my blanket-bed
listening to the wind whistling through the ropes and
poles overhead. Above the roar of the storm, I heard
faintly the bawling of frightened cattle, as they drifted
helplesly before the driving wind and snow and bitter
cold.

When 1 first wakened on the following morning the

My LopGe purixe THE BLizzarop.

terrible blizzard was still raging. Drawing the warm
blankets more closely around me I slept soundly until
I was aroused at midday by Strikes-on-both-sides
calling me to Mad Wolf's lodge to eat. When I
looked outside it seemed as if a white sheet had been
let down before me. Huge drifts were piled up on the
north and south sides of the lodge.  Bull Plume,
a visiting chief from the North Piegans, appeared on
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what I most desired, the unbosoming of their experiences,
legends and religious beliefs. I heard many thrilling
stories of war and adventure, also of strange and
unearthly experiences with disembodied spirits. The
story-telling generally began in the evening, continuing
far into the night, for the Blackfeet, when they feel
in the mood, are great talkers, going into minute details

Sprrise THE KAR POLES FOR A CHANGE OF Wixn.

and giving vivid descriptions of their experiences for
which their language is well adapted. They are
superstitiously opposed to relating legends in daylight
and insist that they should be told after dark and in
the winter time.

We were all gathered one night around the lodge
fre. There had been a long silence, which Mad Wolf

broke by telling
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Tae LeceNxp or THE Sxow Trer

“The Blackfeet have a Winter or Snow Tipi. It was
given to us by Es-to-nea-pesta, Maker of Storms and
Blizzards. Whenever it is pitched, cold weather and
winds are sure to come because of its great power,
For this reason the Bad Weather Tipi is rarely seen
in our midsummer camps, when the people are most
anxious for warm and pleasant weather. That, which

SunseT AFTER THE CHixooK (Warm Wixn).

[ will now tell, happened many years ago during this
same autumn moon.

“The ducks and geese had flown south, the last
of their flocks having disappeared many days hefore.
It was past the time for the beginning of winter, but
the air was warm and the sky cloudless. One morning
a band of hunters were running buffalo on a broad
plain.  Na-toia-mon (Sacred Otter—father of Morning
Plume) and his young son had been very successful.
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When the hunt was over they began at once to skin
their buffalo. While busy on the carcass of a large
bull, they did not notice the coming storm. When they
had finished, Na-tola-mon saw a heavy black cloud
hanging low in the northern horizon and extending
high up in the sky. As he watched the cloud it began
spreading out and rolling over and over. Soon he saw

Sxow Tirn.

a low, seething, flying mass of clouds advancing rapidly
over the plain. He then realised that a terrible
Ma-kai-peye (charge-storm or blizzard) was coming,
and there would be no chance for escape. They lay
behind the dead buffalo bull for shelter, but the ecold
became so intense he knew they would soon be frozen.
With the fresh buffalo hide he made a low shelter
hehind the bull’s carcass and hoth crawled inside. The
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from a hot coal close to the altar. His face was painted
yellow with a red line across his mouth and another
across the eyes to his ears. His medicine stick was
also yellow. In his back hair he wore a black feather
and around his waist strips of otter skin with small
bells attached. Across his breast was a headed mink
skin, with small bells fastened to its paws and one also
to its mouth. Beside him lay a tobacco sack made also
of mink skin. He smoked a black stone pipe, the stem of
which had been blackened in the fire. The stranger still
smoked in silence for a long time and then finally spoke :

“‘I am Es-tonea-pesta, the maker of cold weather and this is the
Snow Tipi or Yellow Paint Lodge. It is I who bring the cold
storms, the whirling snow, and the biting winds from the north,
and I control them at my will. I have called you to my lodge
because T have taken pity on you. I am going to help you for the
sake of your son who was caught in the blizzard with you. T now
give you the Snow Tipi with its decorations and medicines. With
it I also give you the mink-skin tobacco pouch, the black stone
pipe, and my supernatural power. You and your son will not
perish in this storm. Your lives will be spared. When you return
to camp make a tipi just as you see this one is made.’

“The Cold Maker explained to Na-toia-mon the
decorations to be used in painting, advising him to
remember them very carefully, also the songs and the
ceremonial to be used in transferring the tipi to anyone
who might make the vow. He told him that the mink
skin should be worn as a charm, whenever he went to
war and that the horse tails, hanging over the door,
would bring him good luck, both in keeping his own
horses and in securing others from the enemy.

“ Na-tola-mon then awoke from his sleep. He saw
that the storm was abating and knew that the North
Man would keep his promise. As soon as he returned
to camp, he made a model of the Snow Tipi, painting it
just as the Cold Maker directed. He gathered together
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the medicines necessary for the ceremonial and in the
spring, the time when the Blackfeet make their new
lodges, Na-toia-mon made and painted the Bad Weather,
or Snow Tipi.

“During the following winter, the Blackfeet found
out that the power, given to Na-toia-mon by the Cold
Maker, was very great. When the snows lay deep
(February), they were camped near the mouth of the
Cutbank Canyon. Meat was very scarce, so a party
crossed the high plateau to hunt on the North Fork of
Milk River. They killed some buffalo but, while skin-
ning them, were caught in a blizzard. They were upon
an exposed plain, where there was no shelter. Finding
a few small willows they built a fire to thaw out the
frozen hides. Part of the expedition started for camp,
but lost their way. After wandering around in a circle
they came back to the place they started from. When
the wood gave out they held a council. It seemed
useless to attempt to cross the high plateau in such a
storm, but, if they remained, all would be frozen to
death. Then, Morning Plume turning to Na-toia-mon
said : © Brother ! will you not try the power given you
by the Cold Maker? If his medicine is strong, now is
the time to use it. For the sake of your wife and chil-
dren, drive back this storm.” Na-toia-mon replied, ©1
came not from the Sun! How can I drive back the Ma-
kai-peye ?°  “‘Try it!’ said Morning Plume. ¢ For the
sake of our wives and children I now call upon you for
help.” Na-toia-mon had with him the mink-skin tobaceo
pouch and the black pipe given him by the North Man,
When he was ready to open the pipe, he gave directions
to wrap up the women and children as warmly as
possible, and to place them upon the travois,' and told

the men to go in advance, and break a trail through the
! See Appendix,
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deep snow for the horses. When they were ready to
start he called out, ‘As soon as I begin to pray for
power to break this storm, start at once. Travel as fast
as you can for camp, for I can only hold back the storm
for a short time. When it sets in again, it will come
more fiercely than before.” Na-toia-mon filled the black
pipe and when he began smoking he gave the signal to
start. He blew the smoke first towards the north-east,—
the direction the storm came from. Then he held up
the sacred pipe and prayed : |

“¢ Maker of Storms! listen and have pity ! Maker of Storms!
hear us and take pity on our women and children as you once took
pity upon my youngest son! Pity us now and hold back this
storm! May we survive! Listen, Oh Maker of Storms !’

“When he blew the smoke towards the south-east, the
sun shone through a rift in the clouds. Na-toia-mon called
after the people, ‘ Hurry now as fast as you can across
the high ridge, for the storm will soon come upon you
again.’” He smoked towards the south-west and the
clouds began to break up. When he made his final
smoke and prayed towards the north-west, the clouds
drew back and the blue sky was seen in all directions.
Then Na-toia-mon himself hurried towards camp. He
knew the Cold Maker was only holding the blizzard
back. They crossed the platean in safety and were
descending towards the river, when the blizzard again
enveloped them, and they could not see their way.
But, the camp was not far distant, and they finally
reached their lodges in safety.

“ From that time the Blackfeet have always believed
in Na-toia-mon’s dream. But he could never again be
prevailed upon to try his supernatural power. He
always replied, that he knew the power to control the
storms would not be given to him a second time.”
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Mistina interrupted to say, * It is strange Running
Rabbit should have become so mean after death, he was
such a kind, and good old man while alive. Not long
ago we saw his ghost, when we were crossing the Two
Medicine River. He was lying on the oround, but, as
we drew near, he raised himself and stood in front of
our horses. He came so near, we were frightened lest
he might touch us (sure death). Not long ago while
Two Strikes and her daughter, Soft Woman, were going
to visit Bull Calf, they heard a voice from behind.
Soft Woman told me that her mother turned to see who
it might be. She fell instantly upon the ground and
lay as if dead. When she came to herself, she
explained to her daughter that, when she turned, she
beheld the spirit of her father, Running Rabbit, who
had touched her. Not long afterwards Two Strikes
died very suddenly and her family believe that Running
Rabbit took her with him to the spirit world.”
Strikes-on-both-sides said : “ There have been many
ghosts this summer bothering people, who travel near
the Two Medicine River at night. Old Person was
recently riding down the river to Little Plume's.
When he was passing the cottonwood trees, where the
dead bodies lie in the branches, his horse suddenly
reared and plunged, as if frightened by an apparition.
Then Old Person heard a voice speaking from the trees,
saying, ¢ Old Person ! what has delayed your coming to
the spirit world so long? I have been waiting for you
a very long time” He was so badly frightened he rode
away at a gallop. Next day he was taken sick and in a
few days he died. I alsoheard of another case. When
Big Wolf Medicine and Buffalo Hide were recently
camped on the Two Medicine with their wives, a ghost
harassed them all night, so that they could not sleep.
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They first heard something approaching their
lodge from the north-west where there was a grove of
cottonwoods. It awakened the dogs that were sleeping
outside. They gave the ghost-bark and were badly
frightened, snufling the air and growling fiercely. The
ghost moved around the lodge to the door, which it
threw open. Then it went to the north-east side and
hooted like an owl.” The Blackfeet have a superstitious
fear of owls, believing that the spirits of the dead often
appear in that form. * Next morning, they discovered
a death lodge in the cottonwood grove and recognised
the body of a young man that had been murdered by
his jealous brother. It is probably because he was
murdered that he annoys the living.”

Mistina then told some incidents of the last sickness
and death of Kattana. “Many medicine men were
present during his last illness. Ketopio, Ominamo,
Imo-yis-ocasim, and Paks-ak-ikin. The women doctors
were Nits-tos-ape, First Strike, and Snake Woman. The
medicine men chanted and prayed night and day.
When one was exhausted another took his place.
Ketopio’s power in doctoring came from the otter:
Paks-ak-ikin’s from the grizzly bear ; Imo-yis-ocasim’s
from the mink and Nits-tos-ape’s from the buffalo.
Each drummed and danced in turn, imitating the
movements of the animal he represented. Ominamo
prayed to the Thunder. He wore a necklace of many
coloured beads representing the rainbow which endowed
him with supernatural power and wisdom. He blew
water from his mouth in imitation of rain falling during
a thunder storm. The drumming worried Kattana
exceedingly, because he feared its effect on his Wing
Medicine—a sacred bundle containing the feathers of
many kinds of birds. Unfortunately, he had not taken
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the precaution to perform the ceremonial required by
the Wings before any drumming would be permitted in
their presence and he knew, if it were continued, his
death would be the penalty. He begged the medicine
men to cease, but they explained that their power was
secured through the drums and disaster would surely
come if they were stopped.

“ Akoan, his wife, brought him back to life three
times by rubbing his body with the sacred paint and
holding the Medicine Pipe before his face. A Black
Robe (Catholic Priest). came to the lodge and anointed
his body with oil. He also baptised him and made
prayers over him. The medicine men were very angry,
declaring that the Black Robe was interfering with
their supernatural power. But Kattana liked the
priest’s treatment. He fell asleep and dreamed that
his dead grandmother came to him and, taking his
hand, as she used to do, when he was a little child,
led him away, but, suddenly realising that she was
drawing him to the spirit world, he left her and turned
back. At dawn a messenger from the Sun appeared to
him in a dream, promising that his health would be
restored, if one of his female relatives, who was pure,
would make the vow to give the Sun-dance.  Kattana
besought his brothers to bear the message to Natoke, or
Mist-chin-awake, either of whom could make the vow.
But the brothers said it would be useless, because white
men had told them that such a belief was foolish,
Kattana replied, If my good old grandmother were
only alive, she would be willing to make a vow which
would save my life” He then gave up all hope of
living. He requested that after death his body might
be placed on the summit of the high butte, where he
had been accustomed to go to have his dreams. He
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again fell asleep and dreamed that the Black Robe was
leading him to the white man’s heaven in the sky.
Looking back he beheld the watchers seated around his
dead body. When he awoke and told his wife she
exclaimed, ‘It 1s your death dream !’ and hastening
to the doctors besought them to save her man. They
again began their drumming, but before the sun had
set Kattana was dead.

“One of the last requests Kattana made was that
his old saddle horse and a mule which had ranged
together for many years should not be separated. The
day after he died they came into the camp. It seemed
as if they must have known that Kattana was dead for
they could not be driven away. They remained stand-
ing day and night close to his lodge. One night they
disappeared and could not be found, but a rider dis-
covered their dead bodies at the foot of a cliff. Some
people believe Kattana’s ghost drove them over the
cliff that he might take them with him to the Sand
Hills, but Akoan thinks they killed themselves in order
to follow their master to the spirit world.”

The Blackfeet believe that, when people die, their
spirits do not start at once for the other world. They
feel lonely and are unwilling to leave home and friends.
They wander near their old haunts for about two months,
when they seem to grow accustomed to the new
conditions, and then start for the spirit world. Some
spirits are never contented there, but keep returning
to their old haunts and are often seen. The night
Kattana died, Mistina declared that spirits were
hovering near. “ When A-koch-pisso, one of the
women watchers, was seated near the body, she was
alarmed by a cold blast of air. A spirit had entered
the door and stood close to her, Later Nits-tos-ape,
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you will not leave my hody here alone, but picket my
horse near by and place my knife, how and arrows, and
some meat by my side. When [ return again to this
hody, I will need all of these things, because my body
is now thin and weak. It was nearly daylight when
I died and they left my body there, just as I had
requested. They thought my prediction might come
true. The sun was again setting when my spirit returned
to my body. [ was very weak, but I raised my head
to look around, for I heard the sound of strange voices
singing. [ saw a flock of ravens standing in a cirele,
and also another circle of magpies. They carried small
sticks in their bills, and seemed to be trying to raise
me from the ground. They helped me to sit up, and
when I was able to look about me I saw that my horse
and weapons were missing. Having lighted a fire,
[ cooked and ate some meat. Then I lay down before
the fire and, while I slept, the ravens appeared to me
in a dream and gave me a dance (ceremonial), showing
me the movements and the manner of dressing, and
teaching me the songs to be used. They told me that
if any sick person would make a vow to join the Raven
society he would recover. Before the ravens left, they
endowed me with their supernatural power. [ then
started north to look for the camp of my people.
[ travelled in the forest along the edge of the mountains
that T might not be seen by an enemy.

“ One evening, when a storm was gathering, 1 came
to a fallen tree. The trunk, however, had not separated
from the stump, which stood high from the ground.
[ built a shelter from the storm by placing poles against
the tree and covering them with green branches. |
made a bed of boughs and built a fire at the end of my
shelter towards the top of the tree. Soon after lying
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strength across his shin bones. There was no sound
following, for it was a ghost. He vanished so quickly,
I could not see him go. I lay down and tried to sleep,
but the ghost kept me awake the rest of the night, by
sitting in a tree near my bed, complaining, erying like
a screech-owl, and saying over and over again, ‘ You
hurt me so badly, You hurt me so badly, You hurt me
so badly. He did not go away until day dawned. In
the morning, when I was walking around, gathering
sticks to make a fire, I discovered the skeleton of a
man lying on the ground near the fallen tree. I
understood, then, why the ghost was so restless and
acted so strangely. His body had been buried in the
branches, and when the tree fell, it had been thrown to
the ground and his spirit could no longer rest in peace.
I at once hurried away and started North to return to
my people.”

Crow Eagle died while I was among the Blackfeet, in
the summer of 1903. They told me that his spirit left
his body, just before daybreak, following the course of
the Crow Lodge River eastward toward the Sand Hills.
They heard his familiar voice from above, saying, “ My
children, do not quarrel among yourselves. Live at
peace with all people.”

The Blackfeet do not have a cheerful or hopeful
conception of the future life.  They believe that, after
death, the spirit goes eastward to the Sand Hills, a very
dreary alkali country on the plains. It is inhabited by
the ghosts of people and of animals, which exist
together, very much the same as in life. It is sur-
rounded by quicksands, so that the living cannot enter.
Departed spirits sometimes visit the Sand Hills and
return again to remain among the living. Flat Tail
once described to me his strange experience, after a
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severe illness. He felt his spirit starting for the Sand
Hills.  While departing, he turned and saw his friends
and relatives mourning over his dead body. He did not
remain long in the spirit world, but returned again to
his body. Old Person also said that his spirit had once
left his body for the Sand Hills, but had returned to

“Taeg DEAD WERE PLACED UPON SCAFFOLDS IX ThREEs™

it, having been turned back because his arrival was
premature,

The dead were placed upon scaffolds built in trees,
upon the summit of a high hill, or laid in a lodge
pitched 1n a thicket. They were dressed according to
their station when in this life, because they were believed
to go to the Sand Hills in the clothes with which they
were buried. All articles needed for the journey were
placed beside the grave. A man would need his pipe,
saddle, weapons and blankets and the personal articles
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he wvalued most. Often a number of his best horses
would be sacrificed beside the grave of a prominent
chief, so that they might serve him in the spirit land.
Mad Wolf's wife told me that in accordance with his
request, my letters and presents were buried with him.,
Strangely enough, this intention was announced to me
by Mad Wolf several years before his death, while he
was leading a ceremonial.

When No Chief’s brother was killed in battle by the
Crows, he ascertained from the war-party the location
of the body. After making a journey of several hundred
miles, he found it and brought it home. He carried
the skeleton about with him in a raw hide case for
many years and had it buried heside him when he died. No
Chief’s touching devotion to his hrother was in keeping
with the Blackfeets’ high regard and care for the
remains of dead relatives and friends, but such extreme
manifestations of it were only shown by men towards
men and not towards women.

When the Blackfeet went into mourning, they denied
and tortured themselves to excite the pity of the Great
Spirit, to display to the tribe their indifference to pain
and to show their high regard for the departed. During
this period which often lasted for several months, they
withdrew daily at sunrise and sunset to the summit of
a hill, where they wept and gashed themselves with
arrow points and knives, until a relative, a man, or a
woman, acecording to the sex of the mourner, went to
urge their return to camp. They sometimes cut off a
finger, generally the first joint of the small finger. Asa
special act of deep mourning, the men cut off a few inches
of their hair, but the women made a much greater sacri-
fice by cutting theirs on a level with the eyes. Another
act of mourning was to make their lodges smaller by
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tracks of two mountain lions that had passed during the
night close to the ranch. Their tracks were like those
of a large mastift and there were signs of their long tails
dragging in the snow. Antelope appeared in large
numbers. They had been driven before the storm from
the great plains of the North. Many were killed by the
Indians for the sake of their meat and for their skins,
to be soft tanned by the women for clothing. The big
grey wolves and coyotes held nightly carnivals over the
carcases of strayed cattle which had perished on the
surrounding ridges. When their howling seemed close
to the ranch I went after them with my rifle, but never
succeeded in getting a successful night-shot.

Two Indian dogs, Isakami and Eko-ats-kene (Red
Rover), disappeared—I finally discovered their warm
kennel beneath the haystack and visited them daily
with food. Isakami, who was accustomed to frequent
the lodges, was friendly, but Red Rover was very wild.
His father was a coyote, and he had been known to run
with coyote packs. At first he slunk away, growling
and showing his fangs. But, after several feedings, his
distrust disappeared and his friendship was completely
won. Whenever I wandered off with my rifle, he came
along to join in the hunt. One day Ah-see-tuck and I
went upon the hills with a supply of poisoned wolf-
baits. Red Rover followed at a distance and, when |
drove him back, kept slyly out of sight, behind the
ridges. He found and ate one of the wolf baits,
probably believing that I had left it for him. It was
not very long before he came to me with a pitiful,
appealing look in his eyes, staggering and running side-
ways. He followed me back to the lodge, where he had
never dared to come before, and, struggling to a drift
beside the door, lay down and died.
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The snow lay so deep on the plains, it became
necessary to feed the famishing cattle. With the
temperature at forty degrees below zero, Ah-see-tuck
and I rode along the river, hunting for cattle among the
willows, where they had sought shelter from the
blizzard. We galloped swiftly along their deeply worn
trails, heading off, rounding up and finally driving the
bellowing herd, with clouds of steam rising from their
nostrils, safely back to the ranch.

When heavy clouds piled up behind the Rocky
Mountains, Mad Wolf predicted that a Chinook (warm
wind) was coming. There was a sudden rise of eighty
degrees in temperature, and, within a few hours, a
strong warm wind blew from the west, carrying the
snow before it in dense clouds. During the three days
of violent wind that followed, when the snow melted so
rapidly that it disappeared in streams of water from
the ridges, we remained indoors, while Mad Wolf talked
about former days, and told some interesting stories
about the life of the Jesuit missionary, Father De Smet,
among the Blackfeet.

“My mind reaches far back to the days before the
white man came into our country. Then the buffalo
were plentiful, and the rest of the game also. It is for
this reason that we old Indians can neither read nor
write, for we did not then need the talk of the white
man. We were taught about the habits of wild animals,
and how to cure their skins. We knew about the plains
and mountains, and could read the voices of animals
and birds. In those days the Indian tribes fought each
other, and, in accordance with our custom, I was con-
tinually on the warpath. Then we killed white men,
but, when the Great Father asked us to cease going to
war, | advised the laying aside of our weapons. The
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bears, Long Teeth rang his bell and rode through the

camp announcing that it was the seventh day, and he
would hold a ceremony in the lodge of O-mis-tai-poye.
It happened that a man named Motokis, when he heard
the bell, began preparing for a hunt. His wife made
objections, and said they should go together to the
ceremonial. But Motokis derided her and scoffed at
the ceremonial, declaring defiantly that he intended to
go on a hunt to kill a bear. He ordered his son to
bring in the horses and to go with him on the hunt.
When O-mis-tai-poye saw these preparations he went to
Motokis and requested him to wait until after the
ceremony, saying, ‘ Even if you do not want to pray
yourself, come over to my lodge and listen to what the
Black Robe has tosay. You can then go off on your
hunt.” Long Teeth himself warned Motokis not to go.
But it was in vain. Motokis laughed at them all and
started with his son towards the mountains. Soon after
the ceremonial, when the sun was high, the boy rode
into the camp at a gallop, shouting that a grizzly bear
was killing his father. He said that soon after he and
his father had entered the mountains, they discovered a
orizzly bear turning over stones and hunting for grubs.
The bear did not see them, so Motokis directed his son
to hold the horses while he crawled up to kill him.
Motokis circled around for an approach through some
trees. But the bear turned and made a sudden charge,
The boy saw the grizzly bear rise on its hind legs and
seize his father, who fell with the bear standing over
him. He did not wait longer, but rode as fast as he
could to camp. The men caught their horses and
followed the boy to the place, where they found Motokis
dead. The bear had killed him and then covering the
body with dirt had gone away. They followed the
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bear’s tracks to the heavy timber, where they hesitated
to go further, fearing that the grizzly might have
supernatural power. They firmly believed that death
came upon Motokis because he had disobeyed the Black
Rohe. Afterwards Long Teeth made a speech, warning
the people against disobedience, and declaring that
Motokis had been punished by the Great Spirit for
scoffing at the sacred ceremony.

“ From that time, the Blackfeet believed Long Teeth
was endowed with supernatural power. When some of
the women saw that their lives were made easier by his
good influence over their men, they said the Black
Robe’s power was very great and advised everyone to
obey him. The three clans, Worm People, Buffalo
Chips, and Small Robes became his followers and were
obedient to his teachings. Little Plume, the great war
chief and leader of the Worm People, was the first man
to be baptised by him and many people then followed
his example.

“When Long Teeth left us and returned to the
Flatheads, he sent two Black Robes (priests) to take
his place. We named one of them Short Man and the
other Scar Cheek because of a mark on his face. Short
Man remained with the Blackfeet, but Sear Cheek went
eastward to visit the Gros Ventres,

“ When Scar Cheek appeared in the Gros Ventre
camp he was set upon and roughly treated. They
stripped him of his robe, making him wear a buffalo
skin coat and leggings like themselves. Sear Cheek
remonstrated with the Gros Ventres, saying he would
rather be killed than stripped of his robe and have his
ceremony ridiculed. ~ The young men scoffed at him
and treated him with so much indignity that Sear Cheek
finally returned to the Blackfeet, after warning the Gros
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Ventres that the Great Spirit would surely punish them
for their wickedness.

“The things I will now tell you happened in spring,
at the time we were beginning to gather buffalo tongues
for the Sun-dance. Scar Cheek accompanied us to the
Cypress Hills, where we went, because the buffalo were
plentiful. Early in the moon when berries are ripe,
according to our custom, the most prominent of our
young men were sent on a buffalo hunt, to secure raw
hide for binding together the poles of the Sun lodge.
Among those selected for this honour were Seven Head,
Lazy Boy and Prairie Chicken. They killed a buffalo
bull and were taking off the hide when they were
surprised and killed by a war party of Gros Ventres.
When it became known that seven of our leading young
men were killed, there was mourning throughout the
entire camp. Our warriors held a council and decided
that they would at once follow and punish the Gros
Ventres. But Scar Cheek, the Black Robe, walked
through camp admonishing the people :

“¢<My children, my heart is heavy because these
brave young men were killed, and it makes me sad to
hear the women mourning and to see them cutting
themselves. But I warn you not to go to war against
the wicked Gros Ventres. The Great Spirit is watching.
He will punish them and help you if you remain here
and pray.’

“The Blackfeet were afraid to disregard the warning
of the Black Robe. They did not go to war, but
continued their mourning for the dead warriors six
days and six nights.

““ §oon after this, a heavy fog settled down upon the
plains. The war party of the Gros Ventres, surprised
that we did not pursue them, returned. Four of their
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warriors, hidden in the thick fog, stole unobserved into
camp. We saw them, when the fog suddenly lifted.
They were in the very centre of the camp, and were
preparing to drive away a herd of horses. We killed
all four, but when we made no further sign of revenge,
the Gros Ventres thought we were afraid, and became
very insolent. One of their warriors rode to a butte
overlooking our camp and called out :

““You Blackfeet are cowards. You have short horns
like buffalo calves, and are helpless and unable to fight.
We intend to kill all of your warriors, and will take
your women and your children prisoners.’

“The following day, when the sun was high, we saw
objects moving on a distant ridge. At first we thought
it was a herd of buffalo, but, when they came nearer,
we saw that a large party of Gros Ventres were
approaching. ~ They flashed mirrors into our camp,
making signs and daring us to come out and fight.
Our people hurriedly prepared for battle. The warriors
marched out fully armed, while our women followed,
carrying additional powder and bullets, Scar Cheek,
the Black Robe, also came upon the battle field to
encourage the warriors, and to help our wounded. It
was midday when we began the fight, but before the
sun was setting the Gros Ventres were in flight. We
followed them until dark, shooting them down like
buffalos, and taking their scalps. Sitting Woman, who
was their war chief, saved himself by hiding in the
underbrush. We have always taunted him with this
fight ; even his own people ridiculed him. After this
battle Scar Cheek had great influence over both Gros
Ventres and Blackfeet.”

The following story of the origin of Chief Ma-sto-
peta’s Yellow Buffalo Tipi indicates the tact with which

M
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Father De Smet utilised events and circumstances for
converting the Blackfeet to Christianity.

LEGEND OF THE YELLOW BUFFALO TIPL

“ A large band of our people were once camped on
the Okoan River hunting buffalo in the moon when the

YrLLow BurrFano Trier.

leaves were falling. Ma-sto-peta, a prominent chief,
brought down a ]:uﬂ”{, bull with his spear. While he
was removing the hide, the bull rose unexpectedly to
its feet and, i:.it::*hnw him upon its horns, tossed him
many times into the air. The other hunters, hearing it
bellow, and seeing it run with hide hanging loose,
hastened to his aid. They found him lying as If dead,
and carried him back to his lodge. While they were
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doctoring, Ma-sto-peta opened his eyes and said, ‘My
children, it is useless for you to try to cure these
wounds.  While I was lying on the ground the Buffalo
Bull stood over me saying, ¢ My son, I have done this
because you showed me no pity, and to prove to you
my supernatural power. You must die from the
mjuries 1 have inflicted, but I will bestow upon you
my power, through which your spirit will return to
your body, if you follow my directions. You must be
painted all over with yellow paint, which is sacred to
me (the yellow paint was secured from the buffalo’s
gall).  Your body must be wrapped with your pipe in
a buffalo robe, coloured with yellow paint, and thrown
nto the river, where the current is swift and the water
deep. In this way you will recover from these injuries,
and you will come forth unharmed from the river.’
When the sun was setting Ma-sto-peta’s spirit left his
body. The instructions of the Buffalo Bull were care-
fully followed by the Blackfeet. ~After painting Ma-sto-
peta’s body they wrapped him with his pipe in a
buffalo robe painted yellow. Four noted warriors hore
him to a place where the banks of the river were steep.
They swung the bundle three times, and after the
fourth swing tossed it far out into the stream where the
current was swift and the water deep. The shores of
the river were thronged with people. When they saw
the bundle sink beneath the water many thought they
would never again see Ma-sto-peta, but some ran to the
summit of a ridge to look down the stream and see if
he might appear. To their astonishment, they beheld
him walk unharmed from the river. After this the
Buftalo Bull continued to appear in dreams to Ma-sto-
peta, giving him the Yellow Buffalo Tipi and instructing
him in the ceremonial. The Yellow Buffalo Tipi can be
M 2
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seen in our big camps. It now belongs to Mu-koi-sapo.
You will recognise it by two buffaloes painted yellow
around the middle. A yellow buffalo calf skin is used
for a door flap. The top is painted black to represent
a night sky, with many «mall discs for stars, and around
the bottom is a black band with a single row of dusty
stars.

“ Many years later, in the moon, when the grass 1s
oreen (spring), Ma-sto-peta was taken very sick.
Realising that he must die, he summoned his friends
and relatives and bade them farewell, saying, ° My
children, you may well feel anxious about me now, for
I will not recover. My spirit has left my body three
times during my life, but has always returned,. This
time I must go away for ever. Ma-sto-peta died soon
after daybreak. His wives made a Death-lodge to
receive his body, pitching it in a dense thicket where it
would mot be disturbed by heavy winds. They used
new poles, pinning the bottom of the lodge securely to
the ground and tightly lacing the front with raw-hide
<o that no wild animals could enter. They dressed him
in war clothes, decorated with porcupine quills, placing
his spear and bow and arrows beside him, and tying his
Pipe to the lodge poles over his head. All of Ma-sto-peta’s
possessions were distributed among his relatives. As a
proof of their sorrow his wives gave away everything
they had. They kept only the clothing they wore, also
o robe and a travois. The youngest wife, because she
had a young baby, retained also a parfleche of buffalo
meat for food. Not long after Ma-sto-peta’s death, when
the tribe were preparing to move camp, Sa-koi-niski, his
favourite wife, with her daughter, Akaniki, went to visit
the death lodge. They found the door securely
fastened, just as they had left it, but when they looked
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are mysteries to the Indian, as well as to the greatest
minds of the Christian races. Without knowing why,
he believes that bad luck or misfortune, such as accident
and loss of property, sickness or death, is inflicted upon
him as a punishment by the Evil Power because
of his wviolations of the laws of the * medicines.”
A Blackfoot has no fear of the Good Power, because
it 1s his friend ; but he is an abject slave to his constant
dread of the Evil Power, or Evil Spirits, who are ever
ready to pursue and punish him. Death, like the fabled
“sword of Damocles,” is always suspended over his
head, ready to drop in punishment for any one of the
multitude of offences against the sacred medicines,
which he is liable to commit.

It is impossible for the Christian races to understand,
or estimate the powerful influence, which the ““ medicine ”
beliefs have for ages exerted upon the Indian character
and tribal life. It being their universal belief that
illness of the body signified possession by an evil spirit,
their methods of healing, in common with those of all
savage tribes, naturally took the form of incantation and
oceult ceremonies for exorcising it. No doubt the title
of “medicine,” by which their doctors were known in
our early chronicles of the Indians, had its origin in
this manner with the early French colonists. By a natural
transition it passed into that of * medicine men,” with
English speaking people. A ““medicine man " is believed
to control the weather, to heal the sick and exorcise
evil spirits by means of incantations and magic arts. He
is really more of a magician than a medical doctor,
although he constantly assumes the functions of the latter.
His vocation is to instruct and guide in the avoidance
of acts that are ** bad medicine ” and therefore unlucky,
and in the use of the best means for propitiating the

e e e e
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Evil Power, because of unlucky acts already committed.
When an Indian is “ making medicine,” he is perform-
ing mysterious ceremonies, or using other approved
means for controlling the supernatural powers and
averting the malevolence of the evil spirits, Some
authorities have understood the word as meaning
“mystery,” and the medicine man as “ mystery man.”
But this is not an adequate expression. While there is
no corresponding word in the English language to
express the equivalent of the Indian idea, the phrase
“ supernatural power” is probably the nearest equiva-
lent to the word * medicine,” in its common Indian
use.

Without the medium of a divine revelation, through
which the Christian races received knowledge of the
true God, and with only their senses and reason, and
the light of nature to guide them, the Blackfeet evolved
a very reasonable form of pagan religion in their Sun-
worship. Unaided, so far as we know, and circumscribed
by the horizon of their own experiences, they determined
the phenomena of nature, and connected causes and
effects into a system of natural religion, which did
credit to their reasoning powers, their piety and their
imagination. Whether they derived any of it from the
South, through the Aztees, or from Asia via the Behring
Straits, or otherwise, is, as yet, one of the unsolved
problems of ethnology.

The Sun, as the great centre of power and the up-
holder of all things, was the Blackfeet's supreme object
of worship. He saw that every bud and leaf and
blossom turned its face towards the Sun as the source
of its life and growth ; that the berries he ate reddened
and ripened under its warmth ; that men and animals
thrived under its sustaining light, but all perished
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when it was withdrawn. He saw that in the darkness
and cold of winter, nature retired into silence and sleep ;
that when the sunlight and warmth of spring returned,
all nature awakened and put on its robe of green; the
bears left their hibernating dens and the beavers their
winter lodges. The Sun made the grass to grow and
the trees to be covered with foliage for the subsistence
of birds and animals, upon which he himself in turn
depended for food. The devout Blackfoot therefore called
upon men, women and children and everything that had
breath to worship the all-glorious, all-powerful, Sun-
God who fills the heavens with brightness and the
earth with life and beauty. To them, he is the supreme
source of light, of life, and of power.

The Sun-dance was not, as has been commonly
believed, ¢ merely an occasion for the self torture of
youths, who are candidates for admission to the full
standing of warriors.” It was, on the contrary, their
great annual religious festival, their holy sacrament, the
supreme expression of their religion. It must always
have its beginning in a woman’s vow, made to the Sun-
God for the recovery of the sick. The entire tribe were
accustomed to come together every summer for the Sun
lodge, some to fulfil vows made for the recovery of the
sick, some to fast and pray, others seeking diversion,
while warriors came to inflict self torture in fulfilment
of vows made to the Sun for deliverance from peril.

It was my good fortune to witness several Sun-dances
and to have had exceptional facilities for their study
and observation, especially in the one given by Mad
Wolf and his wife, my Indian parents by adoption. I
have been surprised that so little has been known as to
the remarkable symbolism of the ritual and the elevated
religious ideas and teachings contained in the ceremonial
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Why is it that the Great Father does not send us a
good man for agent? He is wise and should know
what his red children need. We have never had one
whole-agent, they have all been half-agents. I have
come to feel now, as if there was no one to trust except
you, my son. I ask that you continue writing to me,
even if you should not hear in reply. I am experienc-
ing great difficulty in getting my letters written because
there are so few white men, upon whom I can depend.
Last winter, my youngest son was taken sick with a
fever. When the Indian doctors said Little Crane must
cdie, my heart was heavy. I went alone to the mountains
and entering the forest, I fell asleep and had a dream.
I saw you coming through the trees and walking
towards me carrying two large birds, You came to my
side, and said ‘ My father, you are in distress, but I
have come to help you. These two birds I have killed
are your troubles and they will no longer grieve you.’
I awoke feeling relieved. You are far away towards
the rising sun, but I know you have influence among
the white men and can help us.  When I returned from
the mountain, my wife met me, saying,  Little Crane
will now recover because I have made a vow to give the
festival sacred to the Sun God. [ know it will cost us
many horses and I must fast and suffer, but it was
necessary to make the vow to save the life of our son.’
Little Crane is well again, and in the coming summer,
when the grass is green, we will give the Sun ceremonial.
I ask that you come again soon to visit your brothers
and sisters and Indian parents. Tell your white father
that no harm will come to you in the Blackfeet camp,
because you will be safe and at home with your Indian
parents. I now feel good in my heart towards you, my
son, and shake hands with you and with all your

friends.
Your INDIAN FATHER,

Sived (Map Worr).”
Early in the moon of flowers (June), I rode across
the plains towards Mad Wolf's home on Cutbank River.
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glad to have you present, and I will reveal many things
in order that you may know there is nothing harmful
i our worship. You can then explain our religion to
the white people, for we know you are straight and
will speak the truth.

** Last winter when Little Crane was sick and about to

A Womax's YVow 1o THE Srox.

die, it was very cold. For many days the sun did not
shine and the snow lay deep over the plains. The
medicine men, White Grass, and Bull Child danced and
heat upon their drums, but the evil spirits could not be
driven out. In vain Ear Rings sang his strongest songs
and administered root medicine by means of hot stones.
Our son only hecame weaker. One evening at sunset
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Washington. My lodge was pitched by Strikes-on-hoth
sides, my Indian sister. She was the Chief’s favourite
child, and with good reason, for she was skilled in the
Indian arts and always thoughtful and considerate of
others, It was she who gathered my firewood, called
me whenever my horses strayed from camp, and showed
where a cool spring lay just over the ridge.

When night fell, and a cold breeze blew from the

WaENy NicHT FELL

snow-covered Rockies, it was delightful to lie once more
upon my comfortable bed of robes and blankets,
watching the flickering light of my small inside fire,
and to hear again all the well known sounds of lodge
life. The gentle flapping of the lodge ears, when the
wind changed, causing the smoke to swirl and even the
mournful singing of wet wood on the hot embers were
familiar sounds. It was interesting to distinguish the
different odours of burning firewood, the sweet fragrance
of birch and cottonwood, the resinous scent of pine, and
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*“Great Spirit | have pity on me and my people. Help me to he
pure and to lead a straight life. Grant that I may be kind-hearted
to all my people, and may our children and relatives live to

be old.”

They seldom spoke to each other, and did not go out-
side, while the sun was above the horizon. Before sunrise
and after sunset, a relative came in to assist them to rise.
Before they left the tipi, they chanted a sacred song.
Mad Wolf filled a pipe, and with Gives-to-the-Sun
carrying many presents, they went together to the
home of O-mis-tai-po-kah, the
lodge maker of the year before,
and presented the pipe to him.
[t was a custom of the Black-
feet that the lodge maker and
his wife be instructed by
those who had given the cere-
monial the year before. The
sacred bonnet, to be worn by
the woman, was purchased
from them and they were paid
for their assistance. O-mis- PR SR AU
tal-po-kah, Mad Wolf and their

wives smoked together and prayed to the Sun. Hence-
torth, during the Sun-dance, Mad Wolf and Gives-to-the-
Sun addressed O-mis-tai-po-kah and Natokema as father
and mother, for, by smoking the pipe, they agreed to lead
and instruct them. When the tongues were dried and
ready for cutting, Mad Wolf invited to his tipi the
Sun-dance priests, White Grass, Ear Rings, Curly Bear,
Stock-stehi, Double Runner, Morning Plume and Blessed
Weasel, with their wives; the men to help in chanting
and praying, the women to assist Gives-to-the-Sun in
curing tongues and other necessary preparations. When

N 2
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they were assembled, O-mis-tai-po-kah (as father or
instructor) produced two buffalo chips, a bag of red
paint and dried sweet grass. Placing the sweet grass
upon a hot coal he started a chant. As the smoke
arose, Natokema (the mother) took (Gives-to-the-Sun’s
hand and held it in the sacred smoke for purification.
She then gave her the red paint, which Gives-to-the-
Sun rubbed over the buffalo chips. Natokema took a

¢ TEY PRAYED CONTINUALLY WITH HEADS BOWED ARD BLANKETS
DRAWN CLOSELY AROUND THEM.”

tongue, which, during the ceremony that followed, was
called  chief of tongues.” Holding the end towards her,
she painted the north side red and the south black, and
handed it with a knife to Gives-to-the-Sun, who arose
and prayed, holding the tongue before her.  After
placing the knife in the smoke of the sweet grass, she
cut the tongue into thin strips for boiling. Tongues
were then distributed to the other women, who arose in
¢urn, and, after making confession, also cut them into
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prepared. Formerly about three hundred buffalo tongues
were gathered for a Sun-dance. They now seldom
secure more than thirty beef tongues. An occurrence at
another Sun-dance, during the ceremony of preparing
the tongues, illustrates the methods employed by
medicine men to impress upon the people their super-
natural powers and the importance of implicit compliance
with their directions. An Indian from Canada named
Big Swan, with his wife, Good Hunter, were oiving the
Sun-dance. Big Swan selected as his adviser for the
ceremonies, Spotted Eagle, and invited, to assist him,
Red Wing, Wolf Eagle and Big Moon, with their wives
Strikes-on-top, Feather Woman and Calls Back. They
camped together on Two Medicine River, and were pre-
paring the tongues. Big Swan interrupted the services
by going to Willow Creek. There he met Spotted
Eagle, telling him that additional tongues had been
secured and the ceremonial would be continued that
evening. Ior a moment Spotted Eagle made no reply,
but gazed intently at the distant Rocky Mountains where
his trained powers of observation detected signs of a
storm. He said to Big Swan: “ When you retarn to
your tipi, do nothing further with the tongues to-night,
put them away.” No more was said. Big Swan re-
turned to Two Medicine River and told the waiting men
and women of Spotted Eagle’s warning.  Thinking they
had insufficient rveason for delay, they continued the
service. In the midst of the ceremonial, a violent
storm from the Rockies moved eastwardly over their
camp. A holt of lightning struck the lodge, prostrating
the three women, Good Hunter, Strikes-on-top and
Feather Woman. The last two recovered, but Good
Hunter, the sacred woman, was killed. Big Swan dis-
continued the service, and, after placing the body of his
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son-in-law, together with his best huffalo-horse, saddle
and war bonnet. Whenever a son-in-law went on a
hunt, he was expected to share the proceeds with his
father-in-law.  If he brought in three horses laden with
meat and hides it was proper for him to direct his wife
to take one of them to her father.

During the period of childbirth, when the young
couple were usually camped beside her parents, the
father-in-law recognised the event by inviting to a
feast at his daughter's lodge his friends and relatives,
whom he desired to make acquainted with his son-in-
law. He furnished the food, also the pipe and tobacco.
If the company remained long enough to smoke twice
round, they were said to have enjoyed themselves. If,
however, they were inclined to continue talking and
joking, or became so interested in story-telling,
that the pipe circulated three times, they were said to
have had an exceptionally good time. When the host
decided it was time for the feast to end, he rapped with
the pipe saying, “ It is burned out.” The guests were
then expected to depart.

The first wife sat on her husbands’ right—the position
of honour—and was called his * sits-heside-him-wife.”
She stood higher in his affection than his other wives
and she was expected to direct them in their work.

The practice of polygamy by the Blackfeet may seem
to the reader- inconsistent with the spirit, which
maintained their strict regulations upholding the
integrity of the family. But it should be remembered
that polygamy was a natural and necessary expedient,
growing out of their tribal organ isation.

The Indian division of oceupations, between men and
women, always made the men the providers and
defenders against the enemy, and imposed upon the
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pants of the sacred tipi were astir before daybreak.
All the labour of moving was performed by the chosen
assistants of Gives-to-the-Sun. She sat apart, belind
the sacred travois,! on a buffalo robe and a pillow stuffed
with antelope hair. With head bowed in prayer, she
faced towards the south, the direction in which they
would move for the last camp. T heard Natokoma

Y TIVES-TO-THE-SUX SAT APART, BEHIND THE SACRED Travors, Her Heap
BOWED IN Praven.”

uttering a prayer, while placing the sacred travois
before her, and then again while loading it with the
ceremonial clothes of Gives-to-the-Sun. These were a
buckskin dress, decorated with elk tusks, beaded
leggings and moceasins, the medicine bonnet and robe
of soft-tanned elk skin; together with parfleches of
sacred  tongues, juniper branches and the medicine

I See Appendix,
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bundles to be used in the Sun-dance ceremonial.  Gives-
to-the-Sun’s own saddle horse was hitched to the sacred
travois, which, as well as the harness, was painted red.
She had become so weak and exhausted by fasting and
close confinement that it was necessary for ()-mis-tai-
pokah and his wife to lift her into the saddle. The
fasting of those who took a prominent part in the

GIvES-TO-THE-SUN MOUNTED ON THE Travors HorsE.

ceremonial was believed to exeite the pity of the (Gireat
Spirit and to he of the greatest importance for securing
a favourable answer to prayer.

All eyes were now fixed upon Mad Wolf's lodge.
waiting for the signal to move. When it was taken
down, the entire camp became a scene of confusion.
Mad Wolf mounted his horse, singing a chant. He rode
with l1-111i5~'~’mi—pnkzﬂl to a ridge near by and was closely
followed hy Natokoma and Gives-to-the-Sun with the
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sacred travois. There they waited till the rest were
ready to start. Then Mad Wolf slowly led the way,

NATOKEMA AND GIVES-TO-THE-SUN WAITING WITH THE SACRED Travors!

|
following no trail, but direeting his course southward
across the open plains.  He was followed by many well-
known chiefs, among whom 1 recognised White Grass,
Isso-koyi-kinni  (Heavy Breast),
Ear Rings, Bull Child, Double
Runner, Three Bears, Morning
Plume, Bear Child, Maka, Stock-
stchi, Blessed Weasel, Cream An-
telope and Medicine Weasel. [
rode with the clan of Hard Top
Knots, the relatives and friends
of Mad Wolf. Near by were Pl Jeh s
Kionama and Menake ; also Onesta  roxe G .;:';}':J[L':.T:T
and Nitana with their families, """ 1 SHOVLDERS.
Directly in front rode Anatapsa, my pretty Indian
niece (Mad Wolf's granddaughter), with Dives-under-

0 2




196 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

water, a granddaughter of the head chief. They were
hoth u,*-.«tmh, the same horse and greatly interested
me, because of their vigorous conversation 1in the
sign language. Anatapsa, nuuly dressed, sat in front,
hm long hlm k hair flying in the wind. Her blanket
of brilliant searlet fell loosely from her shoulders,

(GIvES-TO-THE-SUx's 0wy HoRrse was HITCHED TO g SAcrenp Travols,

confined at the waist by a belt hcnml}r headed. Her
small feet, elad in dainty moccasins, were continually
kicking the horse’s sides to urge him for ward. Dives-
under-water, clothed n a mhe of soft-tanned fawn
skin with bemlml stripes, was seated behind. She
was deaf and damb but full of life and skilled in
the sign language. Her busy hands moved gracefully
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while talking with Anatapsa. From their mischievous
looks and frequent peals of laughter, I knew their jokes
were at the expense of those around them.

I passed a travois bearing three aged squaws. They
were berating their horse, a raw-boned, old cripple,

:\5.11‘.\]'3’1.1 AN I}H'H.‘i-I'NIJ'P]H-W.-'L'I'J-:H. RODE ASTRIDE THE
samie Horse.

trying to urge him from a slow walk. so that they could
keep pace with the procession. One was vigorously
beating him with a stick, but it was in vain, for e
hobhled placidly along, witlh eves closed and head



198 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

hanging down, unmindful both of the stick and their
exeerations. The way led across rich meadows brilliant
with roses and wild flowers, winding in and out among
the ridges and through deep ravines.

Leaving the line, I rode ahead and climbed a high
ridge, where I could have a better view of the interest-
ing and impressive procession of Mad Wolf and his

—

JEAD AND WERE FULLOWED BY
rHE MEDICISE WOMEN WITH THE SACRED TrAVOIS.

¢ Tyr Two Nopug CHIEFS WERE IN THE 1

gribe, moving slowly across the plains.  When the line
erossed the summit of the ridge, the dark forms outlined
against the sky made a striking picture. The two
noble chiefs were in the lead, Mad Wolf gazing straight
ahead, tall, erect, and with head thrown proudly back,
and O-mis-tai-po-kah at his side, much older, somewhat
stooped, his long grey hair falling over his shoulders.
They were closely followed by che medicine women,
with the sacred travois and its mysterious bundles, the
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poles crossing in front, high above the horse’s head and
their butt ends dragging behind on the ground. There
was a long line of warriors, with rifles and war bonnets
of eagles’ feathers, and bearing the sacred Spear and
Shield and also the Medicine Pipe. Bells fastened to
the legs of the riders and around their horses’ necks

Tue Turee CHIEFS,

jingled at every step. Then came a number of travois,
laden with lodges and supplies in charge of squaws. In
the rear were groups of old men, women, children and
young girls.  Each family had its pack of dogs, all as
gaunt and hungry-looking as prairvie wolves. To the
south lay Willow Creek and the broad plain selected
by Mad Wolf for the camp, resembling an enormous
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arena with hills rising on all sides. It was covered
with long prairie grass, still green from the many rains
of spring. At one end was a small lake, and beyond, as
far as the eye could reach, were green rounded ridges,
closely following each other like great hillows of the
ocean. | overtook the procession while it was stopping

i . [

.

L " " i LY )
e L R e e iy Tl
R ik i
2, ' .._,. '_'-"':"' ix i

i THERE WAS A LoNG LINE oF WARRIORS WITH RIFLES AND Wan-Boxxers
AND BEARING THE SACRED SPEAR AND SHIELD”

at Willow Creek for the fourth and last time, as
required by the Sun ceremonial,

Mad Wolf slowly advanced to the centre of the plain
and all waited while he selected a site for the Sun
lodge. There was no confusion. The site having been
chosen, the camp circle was formed in an orderly
manner, according to the different clans or hlood
selatives.  Bach family knew where they belonged, and
Look their accustomed positions. Mad Wolf as leader of
the Nee-ah-kinna clan (Hard Top Knuots), with his
followers, occupied the north side of the plain. The
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Hard Top Knots were so named
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because of the

peculiar arrangement of the hair of the chief, who

founded the eclan.
There were also the
Small Robes, Worm
People, and Grease
Melters, the last so
called because they
covered their roasted
meats  with  melted
orease.  The Lone
Eaters were so named,
because one of their
chiefs had been ac-
customed to rise early
with his family and
finish breakfast, before
the rest of the tribe
were astir, to avoud
inviting guests.

Bic Moo

Movxrars Cuolgr.
(A noted warrior.)

When his peculiarity was noticed, his

clan became known as the Lone

Eaters. The Don’t Laughs
name had its origin in the

eccentricity of one of their
women who shunned men and
was never known to smile. But
to the astonishment of the tribe
she suddenly fell in love with
a young man and eloped with

him. After this inecident, the
elan  took the name, Don't
Laughs. The name of the

Skunks had its rise in an oe-

currence which eansed much
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amusement in the tribe. A young man wanted to
marry an Indian maiden, but his suit was refused,
hecause of his slovenly habits. She made a song and
sang it publicly with the words, * Young men appear
well at a distance, but when you are close to them,
they smell like skunks.” From that time his band

Prrenise THE Sackep Trirn

was named Ah-pi-ki-yix=DBad Smelling Animals (or
Skunks).

Mad Wolf sat apart smoking, until everything was
finished, but speaking to no one. (ives-to-the-Sun,
too weak from fasting and the exertion of the journey
to sit upright, leaned with howed head and covered
face against Natokema. The women assistants pitched
her sacred tipi, hefore they attended to the wants of
their own families. They scattered green branches
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around the outside as a sign that Gives-to-the-Sun, the
sacred woman, must not be disturbed. The medicine

ARRIVAL oF RUNNING CRANE LEADING THE SoUTHERN DIivigiox o¥ THE TRIBE.

hundles were placed inside and the sacred travois, with
cottonwood branches, asainst the back of the lodge.

Copmrright g Dneted Stadex] [foy I eel e MeClindock,

TEARS-IN-HER-EYES 1IN HeEr Brackroor CraDLE.

My tipi was shared by Kionama and Menake, Indian
friends, who later went with me on my expedition into
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the north, with their danghter Sinopa (Kit-fox), two
sons, Emonissi (Otter) and Seeyea, and [sto-kopena
iy L] = w
(Tears-in-her-eyes), a baby six months old. Tears-in-
her-eyes was a niece of Mad Wolf's.

When her mother died, soon after her birth, she was
nursed by sympathetic squaws, but continued to waste

Ciier or g Map Doas.

away, and would have died, had it not been for the
motherly Menake. Under her watchful care she
changed into a happy, healthy child, so pretty and
lovable, that everyone was delighted to show her
attention. Her eradle was a little hammock made of
blankets, ingeniously folded over buckskin thongs and
swung from the lodge poles. In the evening Menake
rocked her to sleep, singing a Blackfoot eradle song.
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When buffaloes were numerous, the udders from dead
buffalo cows have been taken for suckling bhabies, which
had lost their mothers. There 1s a Blackfoot woman,
now living, who was thus kept alive on buftalo milk.
Seco-mo-muckon (Running Crane) appeared later in
the morning, leading the Indians from the south. He

Map Doc Lopces (Brackregr PoLIick)

took his position on the south side of the plain, opposite
to Mad Wolf.  With him were Neno-kyio (Bear Chief),
.‘ﬂnt‘lti]l;' I‘:.‘II'_';IIH Little Plume, Nena-estoke {Mountain
Chief), Little Dog, Spotted Eagle, O-muck-ah-tose (Big
Moon), Shoots-in-the-air, Brocky, Big Beaver, Flat
Tail, Curly Bear, Stomick-onesta (Bull Calf), Elk Horn,
Black DBear, Strangling Wolf, Kattana (No Chief), and
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Blackfeet, during their annual Festival of the Sun, can
ever foroet the strange and fascinating heauty of the
scene.  With the snow-capped Rocky Mountains for a
background, hundreds of white tipis, uniform in shape,

Crow Tirr 15 1896 (MapE oF SBKixs). Rear VieEw,

and pitched in perfect order by clans, ave spread upon
the plain in a great circular encampment.

The rapidity with which such a great camp can be
either “pitched” or “struck” is almost ineredible.
Catlin, in describing the sudden striking of a similar
camp by the Sioux, says: “At the time announced,
the lodge of the chief is seen flapping in the wind, a
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part of the poles having been taken out from under it.
This is the signal, and in one minute 600 lodges (on
a level and beautiful prairie), which before had heen
strained tight and fixed, were seen waving and flapping
i the wind, and in one minute more all were flat upon
the ground. Their horses and dogs, of which they had
a vast number, had all been secured upon the spot in

,-_-Lrl: e T T lieh AR
Crow Tier v 1906 (MapE oF Corrox Duck). Frost View,
readiness, and each one was speedily loaded with the
burden allotted to it, and made ready to fall into the

arand procession.”

The tipi has received an added element of indivi-
duality and picturesqueness, originating, no one knows
when, by the use of painted decorations in eolours,
representing prominent events in the history of the
tribe, or of the owner, or symholical designs of religious
significance. The symbolical designs, medicine bundles

P
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and ceremonials attached to them, which are believed to
secure for their owners and their families protective power
from sickness and misfortune, suggest a large and inter-
esting field for investigation and study. These designs
and the make-up of the medicine bundles were always

Biz Rock Tirl.

secured through dreams, after long fasting and solitary
communion with nature. They thus became, by right
of discovery, the exclusive property of their owners,
who might transfer them to others, but there could be
no duplicates.  When a painted tipi became worn out,
a new one, with the same decorations, could take its
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place, but the owner must destroy the original, sacri-
ficing it to the Sun by spreading it upon a lake, and
sinking it beneath the water. The Yellow Buffalo
Tipi, also the Crow, Otter, Serpent, Cross Stripe, Black
Buffalo, Big Rock and others, with their bhundles and
the legends of their origin have been handed down

SErPENT Tir1.

through many generations, and are considered pre-
eminent in their strong protective power.  Their
ownership is still jealously guarded by the head men
of the Blackfeet, who, because of their sacred character
and power, and consequent value to the tribe, will not
sanction their disposal to white men. Through several
years of repeated failures, in trying to purchase a
painted tipi. I was made to realise the force of the rivid
P2
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customs voverning their ownership, the religious barriers
of ceremonial requirements and the strict secrecy of the
owners. I finally secured an Otter Tipi from an Indian,
out only because of the unusual circumstance, that he

Cross Strire ok Beaver Tirn

helieved it had lost its protective power, his wife and
all his ehildren having died.

Painted Tipis may change ownership, in the fulfilment
of vows, made by either men, or women In time of
peril, or in behalf of the sick. Anyone, who 1s willing
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to observe the rules of the medicine and to keep the
secrets of the ceremonial, can make the vow. There
are, however, certain penalties, in the form of sickness,
or loss of property, which are believed will fall upon
their owner, if the ceremonial is not carefully followed.
Each painted tipi has its medicine bundle composed of
the skins of birds and animals, or other articles, that

Tuuvsper Tie1r (ox Lerr), Rep Strire Tier (1ix CENTRE).
(Thunder Tipi was painted blue, with Thunder-bird at the back.)

are used in the ceremonial of transfer, and at other
times. The man, receiving the tipi, makes payment to
the owner with horses and other gifts. His relatives
generally contribute, to show that they take a deep
interest in the transaction, and to demonstrate to the
tribe that they are willing to sacrifice their property
to help their clansman.
The ceremonial and feast are also given at a certain
. time of the year. The time for the Thunder Tipi is
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friends. After songs and prayers, all present wounld
assist the leader chosen to do the painting. The
pencils used for painting were made from buffalo bones,
which were porous and readily absorbed and held the
paint. A different pencil was used for each colour.
Willow sticks were used for ruling the lines, which were
first traced out with a white liquid scraped from a hide.

.K :'?a'fl.fl' T Ilalat™™
hy” PRBRE: ¥ .

Brack Borraro TrirL

The paints were dug from the ground. The yellow and
black colours were found at certain places along the
Marias River. The yellow clay was first worked into a
dough-like mass, and then roasted on a hot fire of coals,
when it became a red powder. This is called the sacred
red paint and is used in the ceremonials. Black was
made from charred wood. The green paint was formerly
secured from a large lake north-east of the Katoysix,
(Sweet Pine Hills). It was made from the scum taken from
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rounded, or of pointed projections, representing rounded
ridges or pointed mountain peaks. Upon the broad
central space above these is portrayed the protective
design of animal, bird, sacred rock, thunder-trails, or
other emblems, which imparts to the lodge its protective

Orrer TrirL

power and from which it receives its distinctive
title.

Surmounting all, and including the “ears,” a broad
encireling band of black represents the night sky, on
which are portrayed the sun and crescent moon, the
constellations of the Seven Brothers and Lost Children
(Great Bear and Pleiades), and a Maltese cross, the

11
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emblem of the Morning Star.  This cross is also said to
represent the Butterfly (or Sleep Bringer), which is
helieved to have great power in bringing dreams to the
owner.

I was once a guest for a week in an Otter Tipi, and
had the opportunity of learning the symbolic meaning
of its decorations, the ceremonial belonging to it and

War Tirr or Ruxxine Rapprr.

the pictures and signs which had been painted on the
owner's body for the ceremonial of its transfer. A
section of the top was painted black to represent the
night-sky. On it the Morning Star was represented by
a yellow cross, to the centre of which was attached a
sacred buffalo tail.  On opposite sides of the black band
the two constellations were painted in yellow clusters.
A procession of otters, painted on the middle space
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of a river, was marked the bend, where a famous fight
with the Crows took place. The brave act of a warrior
was recorded, who saved the lives of two! wounded
comrades, by ecarrying one with him on his own horse

War Tirt (REAR VIEW).
(The erooked lines represent rivers where famous fights took place. )
and leading a second horse carrying the other. The
making of the first treaty with the whites, by a
Blackfoot chief, was recorded as an event of great
importance. A warrior stealing the first mule from
the white soldiers was also regarded as an act of
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special renown, becanse mules had never been seen
before by the Blackfeet.

My own tipi, which was made by Ips-e-nikki (Kills-
1']u.~;:'-I:l—l]u'—lillii'}, Will‘ ui" Hij_" r‘ua Wils 1[1*1'11['4!11‘1[ n'il]]

symbols of the Blackfeet religion, and pictographs of

My owx DecogatTeEn Tipr.

interesting events, both of war and hunting, in her
husband’s life. The top was painted yellow and had
the usual Hln”:tl' constellations on both “ pars.”  The
Sun and Morning Star were at the back with sun dogs
at the sides and a rainbow beneath. In two perpen
dicular rows, one on each side of the door, were

r'{‘|n‘1*.-'.t'nl;l[int:r-‘ of Han_"-' Mountaim il:':llwh. At the
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fire in front of his lodge, while Poi-o-pa-ta-mach-ka
(Coming Running) prepared their supper. She was
young and very pretty, although the mother of a
numerous flock of children. As my lodge was close
by, I had an opportunity of observing her overburdened
life. She was entertaining visitors from the Flathead
tribe in her single-roomed home. A crowd of small
children were hanging
about her, demanding
attention, one of them
a young baby, and
another, a little
daughter, suffering
from a dangerous ab-
scess. DBut, in spite
of her cares and la-
bours, she was always
smiling and in a good
humour. 1 did not
once hear her com-

Coming RusxInG,

plain, or speak an
angry, or impatient word. Her bright and cheerful
disposition radiated sunshine to all around her.

Wolf Chief came from his lodge to announce that he
was giving a feast. He invited his guests by shouting
each of their names several times in succession. The
simplicity of this Blackfoot custom of issuing social
invitations contrasts with the complicated forms
observed in civilised society.

Morning Eagle, a noted old warrior and the hero of
many battles, led through the camp his old white
war-horse, decorated with medicine emblems and
picture writings, representing his achievements in early
days, while, in a loud voice he called the people’s
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attention to his “advertising horse,” and proclaimed
his deeds of valour. Although a very old man, he was
still alive during the Sun-dance camp of 1909, when his
lodge was close to mine. He was then nearly blind
and had completely lost the use of his legs, but he still

Lrrrig Oww's Faminy Arovsnp ax Oursipe Fing.

(Coming Running is surrounded by children. )

retained his old-time enthusiasm and love of excitement.
He had the young men lift him upon his war horse, that
he might ride through camp as of old and take part
in the sham battles. He awakened me every morning
at sunrise (4.30), when he began to chant his medicine
songs, repeating the performance at precisely the same
time each day. The songs seemed very similar, the

Q Z
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principal variations consisting in changes of rhythm
and in the different bird, or animal calls at the end of
each. During a heavy storm, and in spite of his age

Morxive EacLe axp His onp Warre Wan Horse.

and feebleness, he erawled from the lodge on his hands
and knees and seated himself in the pouring rain, with
only a blanket thrown over his head, to pray and to
chant medicine songs, for the purpose of driving away
the storm.
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Standing before his small tipi among the North
Blackfeet, was an elderly chief named Natosin (Sun
Chief). His two travois, one with a wicker frame con-
structed over the seat as a protection from the weather,
were ingeniously raised together for a sun shade over the
door. He was over six feet in height and of dignified
bearing. His long hair was tinged with grey and his

Natosis's Trer anp Two Travois.

face manly and earnest. He seemed pleased, when I
stopped to tell him that I had once visited his people.
At that moment his wife came from the lodge and
joined in welcoming me. Natosin said, We have
come here in fulfilment of a vow. During the past
winter, when very sick, I vowed that if my health was
restored, I would attend the next Sun-dance. When
we heard the ceremonial was to be given here, we came
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from the far north, that I might fulfil my vow and
that we might partake of the sacred food.”

In another tipi I heard a woman singing softly.
Looking within 1 saw a little hammock, ingeniously
made by folding a blanket over two buckskin thongs,
swinging from the poles. The baby slept, while its old
grandmother gently rocked the hammock, singing a
lullaby, just as our affectionate grandmothers do.

Two Womesy Tavxine A GREex HiIbpe.

Two women were tanning a green hide, which was
pegged to the ground, hair-side down. They first
fleshed it with large sharpened elk-bones, and then
scraped it with an adze-shaped tool to make it of
uniform thickness. An old woman was patiently
softening a hide, which 1s the last step in tanning.
She pulled and worked 1t against a raw-hide rope,
fastened at both ends to an upright pole. When the
hide beecame sufficiently soft and pliable, she whitened
it by rubbing with a piece of fungus.
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Running Fisher's wife was making parfleches (raw-
hide cases) near the Otter Tipi. They were nsed by
the Blackfeet as receptacles, and for packs on horses
while travelling.

[ found greater difficulty in photographing women
than men. I was at a loss to understand the cause of
my trouble, until I discovered that they were unwilling

OLnp Woaran Sorr TaxyiNg,

to have their pictures taken dressed in their ordinary
clothes, as I usually found them while pursuing their
daily avocations. But they took an entirvely different
view of the matter when dressed in their finery. 1 was
told. however, that some women believed that the
machine had magical power, and were afraid of it
This belief was started by a medicine man who was
jealous of his wife’s frequent visits to a photographer’s
place. But he effectually stopped them when he
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explained to her that, by means of the camera, the
white man was able to sce through her clothes.

A group of women were seated on the ground, sewing
a large tipi covering which was spread out before them.
They seemed to be thoroughly enjoying themselves,

Wonex Sgwisg A Tier CovERING,

gossiping, smoking, and eating while at their work.
much after the fashion of the neighbourly quilting hees
of our grandmothers.  The tipi coverings were so large
and heavy that it would have been impossible for one
woman to do the work alone. Joint labour was a
necessity, at the same time furnishing a means of social
enjoyment.  When the group had finished one tipi they
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the fire in a small circle. Around it were placed the
heds, provisions and cooking utensils. There was keen
rivalry among the women in the matter of pitching the
first new tipi in the spring, also as to who would excel
in having the neatest tipi and the best tanned robes
and skins,

Although it was customary for Indian women to

MakiNG PARFLECHES.

perform the menial work, while men filled the more
exalted vocation of providing and defending, yet it is a
mistake to conelude that Blackfeet women rebelled
against their lot. A Blackfoot mother conscientiously
trained her daughter from childhood in the tanning of
hides and converting them into clothes and shelter, the
making of lodges and travois, and in the knowledge of
herbs and wild vegetables used for eating and healing.



*)
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Women considered that this work was their rightful
vocation and allowed no interference from the men of
the family. In fact as the men lacked the necessary
training they naturally were unfitted for these tasks.
The superiority of women in all household arts, which
was developed by careful training from childhood, was

Womax Carvizeg A Pork.

(Used inside as part of a lodge-back. )

a marked feature of their social life. The same idea is
suggested in a very primitive and curious Blackfeet
legend, which tells of a period before the institution of
the family, when men and women lived in separate
camps. It deseribes the clothes and lodges of the men
as poor compared with those used by the women. and
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alludes to the great benefits resulting to the men, after
the women chose them as mates.

[n front of the war-tipi several women were engaged
in drying and smoking meat upon poles erected for the
purpose. From the time, when the men killed the
oame, the cutting of the meat, packing it on horses into
camp, curing it, and finally cooking it, all was the work

Waones Deyvisc axp Saokise Mear ceon PoLks,

of women. The preparing of pemmican, the Blackfeet's
““ staff of life,” a palatable form of condensed food,
which was used for long journeys and for winter supplies,
was also their duty. Their method of preparing it
consisted, first, of cutting the meat into strips and dry-
ing it in the sun. It was then well pounded in a
mixture together with wild cherries.  To this was added
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shredded meat, forming a kind of mince-meat, which
was again dried and stored in parfleches for future use.

The Blackfeet subsisted mainly upon buffalo meat,
when it could be secured. They also used sarvis berries,
wild cherries, buffalo berries and vegetables such as
camass, wild turnips, wild onions, wild potatoes, bitter
root and wild rhubarb. They secured wild ducks and
geese by striking them over the head with long sticks.
Beaver tails were considered a great delicacy. They

My Porry NEIGHBOURS ASLEEP IN THEIR
Smany Trer,

snared rabbits with willow sticks and fish with horse-
hairs, but did not often eat them, because they pre-
ferred meat, which was abundant. They ridiculed the
custom of eating dogs practised by the Crees, Gros
Ventres and Assinniboines. The Cree Indians were not
particular as to their diet for they are said to have eaten
skunks, badgers, prairie dogs and even wolves and
coyotes.

I once had an opportunity to witness the preparation
of a dog feast by a band of Assinniboines, who were
visiting in a Blackfeet camp. It happened that my
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lodge was next to Eagle Child’s, who was the owner of
a litter of fat puppies. He had erected close by, a
small tipi where they slept, and they played daily before
my door. One night the 111111111(:5 suddenly disappeared,
Eagle Child himself could not explain what had become
of them. The mystery, however, was solved when I
went to call upon the Assinniboines. 1 saw that some of

AssiNNIROINE Womax Makixe Sovp our oF My
Porey FrIENDS.

my puppy neighbours had already been cut up and were
boiling in a large pot, while others lay in the hot ashes
to have the hair singed off. Nothing was wasted.
Near by was a collection of small legs and feet which
were to be used for soup and was afterwards described
in jest by my Blackfeet friends as “ the puppy paw soup
of the Assinniboines.”
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by Walter MeClintack.
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either side and extending to the zenith, formed a
magnificent “ sun-hurst,” with Mount Rising Wolf for
its centre. Later in the deepening twilight the great
cluster of Indian lodges showed a ghostly white against
the darkening blue of the eastern sky. When the tipis
were lighted by bright inside fires, the circular encamp-
ment looked like an enormous group of coloured
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Copyight in Maled Stolés by IWalter Mellintoek,

Urox THE SuMMIT oF A BIpceE was A SoLITaRY HoRsEMAX.

Japanese lanterns, and the flickering lights of the many
outside fires resembled fireflies in the summer’s dusk.
Young men, with their wives, or sweethearts, were
making the rounds of camp on horseback singing Riding
songs in unison. [ heard the plaintive voice of a
young brave singing a Love! song near the lodge of his
sweetheart, begging her to come forth and meet him.

I Song 1. See page 283.
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the medicine man seated himself at the back. He was
a large man with a pleasing personality, and yet with
an air of self-confidence and importance. He held his
head erect, and his long thick hair fell loosely upon his
shoulders, like the mane of a lion. Fresh wood was
thrown upon the fire, the brightening flame showing
many women present—Stuyimi’s mother, his wife,
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Akoan, and their two daughters ; also Menake and her
daughter Sinopa.

A beautiful little coyote puppy, with long sharp nose
and bright sparkling eyes, suddenly emerged from the
blankets, where I had taken my seat. [ put out my
hand to feel its soft, fluffy coat, but drew back quickly,
when it turned and snapped at me, opening and closing
its jaws like a steel trap. It resented my intrusion,
snarling and threatening me with its shining fangs,
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until one of the little girls called to it by name (Apis),
when 1t hopped across to her on three legs, dragging its
tail, after the manner of coyotes, and went to sleep in
her arms. They also had a dog named Sa-sak-si
(Freckle Face), which seemed to understand the Black-
feet tongue, for, when Stuyimi, his master, called “ ha-
im-mit” (laugh), he lifted his upper lip, as if smiling,
and, at the same time, wagged his tail. When he said
“iks-skat-sit " (watch the door), the dog took his seat
by the entrance, to defend it against any comer. The
Blackfeet make pets of all kinds of birds and wild
animals. In former days they tamed and kept in their
tipis eranes, hawks, eagles, beavers, wolves, antelopes,
and even grizzly bears.

The women were earnestly discussing the runaway
match of young Mountain Chief and the sixteen-year-
old daughter of a visiting chief from the north. She
had been last seen with a party of children gathering
berries. Her mother and father opposed the match,
because they did not consider the young man able to
provide for their danghter. But, as is often the case in
civilised society the world over, the young people
decided the question for themselves by a runaway
match, and went to live in a remote spot in the moun-
tains. Awunna sat in silence, taking no interest in
the gossip about the elopement. The pose of his head
and the expression of his countenance indicated unmis-
takably his impatience for the women to finish, yet he
was too dignified to interrupt their conversation. Mean-
while Ekitowaki had placed four round stones in the
fire to be used in the doctoring.  While waiting for them
to become heated, Akoan passed around a small par-
fleche containing sarvis berries for refreshment. When
Ekitowaki pronounced the stones sufficiently hot,
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Awunna removed the cover from his medicine drum
and warmed it over the fire. Its head was painted
yellow to represent a clear sky, with a red ball in the
centre for the sun. Beating the drum was believed to
bring him power in doctoring the sick.

The Blackfeet have a superstition that a doctor
should not relate his dreams (sources of inspiration),

DocToriNG THE SICK,
Ekitowaki taking herbs from medicine sack.

nor reveal his methods, nor hand them down to others.
On the other hand, leaders of religious ceremonials were
expected to teach their rituals to anyone who made a
vow to purchase them. Sometimes a doctor was a
specialist, his power being confined, by the command
received in his dream, to a certain form of sickness.
Because the presence of spectators is believed to
weaken the doctor's power, even the patient’s family
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and head thrown back, he started the chant (in which
I joined), accompanying it with his drum. Ekitowaki
brought from her sack a small disc of buffalo raw hide.
She held it towards Stuyimi, with many mysterious
motions in imitation of the buffale, breathing upon it,
swaying her body, keeping time with the drum and also
joining in the chant. She laid the disc upon the hot

INocTORING THE SICK,
Awunna®dromming.-

stone and placed it quickly upon his breast on the left
side. She wet both hands in the root medicine and
laying the tips of her fingers upon a stone, so hot that
I heard them sizzle, she then placed them, with a quick
movement, upon the body of the patient. In this way,
she used three hot stones, one after the other, and then,
turning Stuyimi over, proceeded to make hot applica-
tions to his back in the same manner. When Ekitowaki
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retired, Awunna knelt beside the patient, beating
rhythmically upon his medicine drum, while I united
with him in his chant, praying for power from the
eagle. Taking yellow paint from a small sack, he
sprayed it through his medicine whistle over Stuyimi’s
breast, arms and back. Grasping a large eagle wing,
he imitated the motions of an eagle flying, and beat the

[ MoCTORING THE SICK.

Awunna spraying patient with yellow paint.

wing against the patient’s body. When the doctoring
was finished, and 1 was taking leave of Stuyimi, he
suggested that I should accompany his elan on the third
day of the Sun-dance, when they went to the river
valley to secure their sharve of the branches and poles
for the building of the Sun lodge, explaining that, as he
was sick, he desired me to go as his substitute,
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two members of the Medicine Pipe society, choosing a
new member in place of Lone Chief, who had kept his
Pipe for four years and was ready to give it up. He

Mzepicise Pire Busprne over Lober Door.

(Position when in a permanent camp. )

said, “ 1t 1s a difficult matter to secure an acceptable
member, because the society can only take in prominent
men, who can afford to pay well for the Pipe, and
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because no one may dare to turn away from a grizzly
hear.’

“The Owl is also a prominent figure in the Pipe
ceremonial, because he is a bird of the night. When
the society are after a new member, they chant Owl
songs and pray to the Owl for power to enable them to
catch him in a deep sleep. In this way a spell 1s cast
over him and he cannot escape. In order to propitiate
the Owl they also, in the ceremonial, make use of the
Siksocasim-root, which is his favourite food. The
Indian made the Medicine Pipe, just as the Thunder
and the Bear had instructed him. It is wrapped with
raw hide and decorated with feathers and the winter
skins of weasels. He also gathered together many
animal and bird skins for the sacred bundle, wrapping
them in a large grizzly bear skin. In the spring, when
the first Thunder was heard, the Pipe was brought
forth and held up. The Blackfeet had never before
seen a Medicine Pipe, but they have ever since continued
the ceremony.”

When 1 finally lay down upon my blanket-bed, it
was not to sleep. All in our lodge were disturbed by
the many different sounds and even little Tears-in-her-
eyes was restless in her hammock cradle. There were
numberless dogs throughout the camp, fighting and
barking. Some were on foraging expeditions, sneaking
silently into the lodges in search of food. Menake saw
a thieving dog in the act of making away with a side of
bacon from our lodge. She made such an outery,
that he fled through the doorway with frightened
yelps.

Although it was late at night, two small boys, the
sons of Running Fisher and Long-time-sleeping, came
to our lodge and sang a Night song as a serenade.
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According to the Blackfeet custom, it was expected
from me to go outside and give them food.

In Morning Plume’s lodge near by, a small boy was
very restless. The night air was cold and, when the
fire burned low, he kept begging his old grandmother to
cover him more warmly. She finally went to him, but
had no sooner returned to her own bed than he began
to whimper that the robes were not tucked underneath.

Tur Day HERDER.

As he was the old woman’s pet, she went to him again,
but said very sharply, that the night was not cold and
she would do nothing more for him. Then his baby
brother eried violently and I heard his mother softly
crooning as she rocked him to sleep.

Beyond Morning Plume’s was the small tipi of a poor
young Indian named Okio. His only child, a young
baby, was very sick. During the night a medicine
man was sent for. The monotonous drumming, so
different in sound from the dance drum, began after
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midnight. It was not loud but rapid and regular, like
the beating of a human heart. With the first grey
signs of dawn the drum suddenly ceased, and 1 knew
the little life was gone. For a brief moment there was
a deep stillness. The mother sobbed violently, as she
took the lifeless body to her breast; then, suddenly
realising that it was dead, she broke into a mournful

Coparcaght in Useilded Stafes by Walter MeClontock.

The Nicur HERDER
wail. the universal utterance, the world over, for a
mother’s erief over a dead child.

Such incidents in the daily life of an Indian eamp
are like the human experiences we constantly find m
the compact cities of civilisation. Though the striking
extremes of wealth and poverty are absent, the Hj_fhi.‘q‘
and shadows of domestic joy and sorrow, of health
and sickness, of pathos and humour, of the grave and

the gay, of love and hate, of the old man's wisdom
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to see them march through the camp bearing the
Medicine Pipe. I hurried forth with my camera and
was just in time to see them emerging from Lone
Chief's lodge. I was fortunate in securing several
photographs of this unusual and interesting ceremony.
The light, however, was very weak. It was between
three and four in the morning and the sun had not

Erk Horx, THE HERALD, AROUSING THE CAMP.

yet risen. Lone Chief and Mu-koi-sa-po were in the
lead, the latter bearing the sacred Pipe covered with
weasel tails and feathers. Ktomo-waki, his wife, ac-
companied the wife of Lone Chief, bearing together
the medicine bundles and the tripod. Then came the
drummers with the rest of the society and their
wives.

Before entering the lodge, prepared for their recep-
tion, they paused to perform certain rites. I noticed
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Mu-koi-sa-po’s old mother standing near the door,
waiting to receive them. She was bent with age and
leaned heavily upon her staff. As they marched up
with Mu-koi-sa-po bearing the sacred Pipe, singing in
unison and with the beating of drums, the old woman
was so overwhelmed with delight that she waved her
staff in the air, calling loudly to her son, and joining in
the chant. Then the society slowly entered and took

Womes Carryineg Mepmcisg Pire BuspLes,

their accustomed seats. The ceremony was performed
in the tipi of Tearing Lodge, Mu-koi-sa-po’s father-in-
law, because Mu-koi-sa-po owned a Beaver Bundle,
which did not permit of drums. The beating of rattles
on a buffalo hide was required in the Beaver ceremonial,
because it was supposed to resemble the striking of the
water by the beaver’s tail. The Medicine Pipe, on the
other hand, required drums, because they imitated the
drumming of the grouse, which had given its power to
the Pipe. The drums were decorated with symbols
8 2
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representing the sun, moon, and stars. The figures
also of birds and animals were used as decorations, In
accordance with the requirements of the dream, which
originated the ceremonial.

The women deposited the sacred bundles against the
back of the lodge. Mu-koi-sa-po and his wife, with the
wife of Lone Chief and other women, sat on the right,
while Lone Chief, who was giving up the Pipe, and the
members of the society, were on the left of the medi-
cines. Mu-koi-sa-po was dressed in the ceremonial
clothes by Lone Chief, and Etomo-waki (his wife) by
the women. Mu-koi-sa-po wore around his head a
decorated band of buffalo hide and a feather in his hair,
a beaded buckskin shirt, fringed with scalps and ermine;
also beaded leggings with ermine tails and moccasins to
correspond.  His blanket was decorated with red marks
to represent the stars. In addition to the clothes, Lone
Chief gave him the horse, saddle, bridle, whip and lariat
which belong to the sacred Pipe. Etomo-waki, his
wife, received from Lone Chief’s wife the buckskin
dress, beaded moceasins and leggings, and the soft
tanned elk-skin robe decorated with red paint, which
were to be worn by her, only during the Pipe cere-
monials.  Spectators from all sections of the camp
thronged about the lodge. The clan of the Grease
Melters came, leaving their presents with Tearing
Lodge, who announced them and the names of the
givers in a loud voice. Menake brought my gift of
a blanket in bright colours, which was announced with
the rest. Because of the high honour conferred on one
of their clansmen, the Grease Melters gave to Mu-koi-
sa-po forty horses and an enormous pile of clothing,
blankets, and provisions. These, with many additional
presents were all turned over by Mu-koi-sa-po to
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of antelope raw-hide were being loosened. It was
explained that the antelope is supposed to be opening
the bundle with his hoofs. While loosening an inner
wrapper, bound by strings of elk-hide, they chanted an
Elk song and made the Elk sign, holding their hands
open on either side of the head with fingers extended
to represent antlers. They imitated the actions of an
elk as if loosening the wrapper with his hoofs. The
time had now come for the dances to be held over the

Mepicisge Pree Priests witH DRUMS.

skins representing the spirits of the birds and animals
included in the medicine bundle. Only members of the
society danced with the Pipe, although it was customary
for anyone, who made a vow, to fulfil that vow by
dancing with a skin provided for that purpose.
Whenever a prominent, chief arose to take part, or an
Indian who had performed some unusual feat, he was
applauded by the spectators. Mu-koi-sa-po, as the
recipient of the Pipe, did not rise to dance, but
remained seated beside the medicine bundle, receiving
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named before the Pipe, lest it cause bad dreams and
bring sickness upon your family—the word *badger’
should always be used instead. The Evil Power in
such a violation may be averted by burning sweet pine
as incense. You must not reply to anyone, who stands
on the outside of your lodge. Insist that everyone, who
wishes to speak to you, must enter. Every morning, when
you arise, burn sweet pine as incense before starting the
fire.  When you are in a permanent camp, the Pipe
may be tied over the door, but, if you are soon to move,
from the tripod behind the tipi, one leg of the tripod
must point in the direction you intend to go. Never
allow the Pipe to hang outside in bad weather. Carry
1t out every morning after sunrise and hang it from the
tripod behind the tipi. Always take it out on the right
hand side and bring it back on the left side. Allow no
one to ride, or place meat upon your Medicine Horse,
or borrow its bridle and saddle. It once happened that
our people captured a herd of horses from the Crows
and loaded them with meat. Some of the herd suddenly
sickened and died. We could not understand it, until
the Crows told us, a long time afterward, that they were
Medicine Horses. People should not dare to pass in
front of a sacred horse. An accident is sure to befall
anyone who follows its trail. Never strike a dog or
horse. I once whipped my favourite horse and as a
result he was afterward fatally injured. Do not cut
a horse’s tail. This act once caused a Pipe owner to
lose five horses. You must not drink from a blackened
bucket. Dangerous storms will arise if you do not
drink properly, or if you throw water upon children.
Never allow a dog to leap against you, for it will cause
your body to ache. You must not scratch yourself with
your fingers, lest it bring on a skin disease—use the
sharpened stick provided in the medicine bundle. Never
curse, nor swear, nor say anything injurious against the
character of anyone. Never touch a dead person. Never
point toward anyone with your fingers, always use the

thumb, Never move anything burning with a knife,






270 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CH. XIX

must also be made to the owner of the Medicine Pipe.
If the vow maker is not a member of the Society, he
cannot dance with the Pipe itself, but he may dance
with the Eagle Feathers, which are provided in the
Bundle for such a case. Much of the knowledge of the
Pipe is unknown to members of the Society, because
they are unwilling to pay for the instruction. This
knowledge is of great advantage to him who cares for
his Pipe, for he, who carefully follows its laws, will have
abundance, while he may lose everything, if he is
negligent of its rules. In the case of Lone Chief, the
knowledge he had gained about the Pipe proved to be a
good investment, because his property meanwhile
increased and Mu-koi-sa-po also paid him well for his
instruction.

Mu-koi-sa-po was not gratified, but rather depressed,
with the honour conferred upon him by the Medicine
Pipe Society. Of all the Blackfeet medicines, the Pipe
is believed to have the greatest power, but it also
brings the greatest burden. Mu-koi-sa-po was already
the owner of the Yellow Buffalo Tipi and a Beaver
Bundle. It depressed him to think of the additional
burden his wife would have, in earing for the Medicine
Pipe, and observing its rules, during the four years it
must be retained. The heavy burden, involved in Mu-
koi-sa-po’s acceptance of the Medicine Pipe, illustrates
the mental slavery with which the Indian is bound,
hand and foot, to the superstitions, exactions and
penalties of his medicines. A proper consideration of
these conditions should not only mitigate our race
prejudice, but also convince us of the injustice of
judging the Indian by our own standards of right and
wrong, without allowing for the influence of his mental

environment,
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parts of the camp, assembled for the dance, they were
dressed in their gayest and finest clothes. They wore
war-honnets of eagle feathers tipped with eoloured horse-
hair, and ornamented with beads and porecupine quills,
and caps made by winding otter and mink skins around
their heads, the tails hanging down behind. Some
were stripped and their faces and bodies were painted ;
others had war-shirts and leggings of soft-tanned deer
skin heavily beaded, or
decorated with coloured
porcupine quills and
trimmed with ermine
along the shoulders and
legoings,  They wore
necklaces variously
made of beads, small
bones, elk-teeth, shells
and grizzly bear claws.
They also had dog-skin
ankle-bands with bells
attached and arm-
bands of deer skin and

Two Beanrs witn War Boxyeror Eace  brass, with pelldmltﬁ of
Fearners TierED with Horse Harr.

grouse and woodpecker
feathers. They carried shields, spears, bows and arrows,
tomahawks and rattles made of deer and elk-hoofs tied
together in bunches.

All sat down in a semi-circle, and when forty or fifty
had arrived, the singers began, accompanied by the
drums.

First came the dance of the warriors, in which every-
one who took part had been in battle. A prominent
chief had eight parallel black lines on his leggings,
representing the number of chiefs, or medicine men he
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had killed ; another had a war-shirt covered with marks
representing picket pins with short lariats attached.
These signified the number of horses, picketed close to
the lodge of the enemy, he had cut loose, with great
risk of being captured. This was followed by the
dance of those who had been wounded. Wolf Eagle,
a fine looking fellow,
whose arm had been
shot off by the enemy,
entered into the dance
with great energy,
carrying in his single
hand the feather-decor-
ated bone of his missing
arm. One dancer, named
“ Behind-the-ear,” con-
tinually aimed his rifle,
as if in the aet of
shooting. He had re-
ceived his name from
shooting an enemy be-
hind the ear, and was
now going through the
motions which recalled
the deed. Another war- Maka wirHh Burrano HipE SHIELD
I'iDl', who had been a DECORATED WITH EAGLE FEATHERS
noted stealer of horses from the enemy, carried a
horse carved out of wood. Others had tomahawks,
spears, arrows, featbered shields and war-bonnets.
Every movement of the dance and the distinguishing
marks of the dancers had a significance, which it is
impossible for an outsider to understand.

When an eagle feather fell from Sepe-nama’s war-
bonnet, he selected Bear Chief, a noted warrior, to pick

T
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it up, because it would bring him bad luck to do 1t
himself. With Bear Chief as their leader, they danced
in single file three times around the feather. When
passing it the fourth time, Bear Chief picked it up and
they returned to their seats.

The leader was Black Weasel, a tall and handsome
Indian, whose seat in the
surrounding cirele was

marked by a feathered
wand driven into the
oround. He wore a
large war - bonnet  of
selected eagles’ feathers,
and a soft-tanned buck-
skin suit trimmed with
ermine tails. It was
decorated  aeross  the
shoulders and along the

arms and legs with col-
oured poreupine quills,
beautifully laid. When
it was time to commence
a figure, he moved about
the eirele, wand in hand,
: hustling the dancers out
WoLr EacLe Dascive. and giving sharp raps
to those who lagged
behind. He was as considerate, however, as he was
energetic, in enforcing discipline, for he devoted part of
his efforts to seeing that visiting “Indians were comfort-
ably seated, and that the women and children were
supplied with drinking water.
The most interested of the large circle of spectators
seemed to be Nokoa, the small son of Wolverine. He
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- was seated beside his mother, watching with filial
 admiration every movement of his father, who was
taking part in the dance. Nokoa wore a beaded neck-
lace of many strands and a fringed buckskin suit. His

LeapeEr oF Kisara DANCE.

bright eyes fairly danced with excitement, when his
father led him out before the company. He stepped
forward fearlessly, swaying his small body to and fro,
aiming his stick as if it were a gun, while his little
moccasined feet kept perfect time with the beating of
the drums.

T 2
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While they were feasting, Running Crane addressed
the people :

“I am now glad in my heart to see you gathered together. The
young men are dressed in their beautiful clothes, and they dance
well. It is not often that we have such a good time,—only once
a year. Lawless shooting has all been stopped, and we have ceased
to count coups, yet we are all happy. I hope that the Great
Father (the President) will not stop our coming together, for it

Ruxxing CRANE ADDRESSING THE PEOPLE.

does not last long. Let the old people restrain the young men, so
that we may break camp and return to our homes without having
any disturbance. I have now finished. My name is Seco-mo-
muckon (Running Crane).”

Nena-es-toko (Mountain Chief) then arvose to tell of
the old days and how he used to dance. He urged the
people to be generous and give many horses to the
Sioux, because they were visitors, and had come on a
long journey from the far east. He held a small stick,
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which represented a horse, and, when he had finished
speaking, stepped across the circle and handed the stick
to a Sioux Indian. From the crowd of spectators there
came the voice of another old chief singing, * Good
man, giving away your horse so generously.”

A band of Indians, under Chief Little Plume, ap-
peared on a high ridge to the north, representing a
victorious war party returning to the tribal camp with
spoils. Their faces and horses were decorated with
paint, and they were dressed in beaded huckskin clothes

EL R et L

Copyright 1' the Unifed Siafes by Waller MeCtantoek,

SHAM Barrre By HoRSEMEX,

and war-bonnets. They rode rapidly across the plain
in single file, and entered camp at a gallop with war
whoops and piercing yells. Then, forming into line,
with Little Plume in the lead, they marched slowly
around the camp circle, with rifles in the position of
firing, holding aloft the sacred Spear and singing their
song of vietory.! The warriors then gathered together
in the large open space in the centre of the camp, where
they gave exhibitions, before the tribe, of sham battles,

I Song 4.  See page 514,
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both on horseback and on foot, re-enacting their vic-
tories of former days.

l also witnessed some exciting horse races. The
course lay over a level stretch and along a low ridge,
where crowds of Indian spectators were seated. On one
side was the tribal camp of picturesque lodges. The
surrounding prairies were dressed in the living green of
spring, embroidered with wild flowers. The distant
snow-covered peaks of the Rocky Mountains furnished a
magnificent background, at the head of the course.
The young riders were completely stripped. They were
excellent horsemen, riding fearlessly the wildest bronchos,
using no saddle, and, for a bridle, only a rope passed
through the horse’s mouth. I secured an excellent
view of the most exciting race of the day, by standing
near the finish, where a large crowd of Indians had
gathered, wagering, instead of money, horses, cattle,
robes, blankets, and even provisions upon the result.
At the start, the horses could be seen rearing and
plunging, until a loud shout was heard, and we realised
that they were off. As they passed us in a cloud of
dust, the riders, excited by the shrill war whoops of the
spectators, shouted in turn to their horses for greater
speed, lying low upon their backs and beating them
with raw-hide quirts. They finished amid intense
excitement and rejoicing by the Indians, who bet on
Bull Shoe, their horse, which won by a narrow margin.

While eating our evening meal, Strikes-on-both-sides
suddenly opened the door, exclaiming, ““ Come quickly
A-pe-ech-eken,and see the Pena-pes-ena Warriors (Below
People or Sioux).” I was just in time to photograph them
passing in a long line. They were led by Lone Dog
as chief, and riding bgside him were Red Boy, Bear
Paw, and White Eagle. They were dressed in headed



279

ll'!"l'

il
Y]

DANCE OF THE KISAPA SOCIF

XX

sy oy Lo ) A

HOVY AsMOl dH],

EANG PRI vl puiineRilay

#

-

g e
o o

..-.... k

2




280 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

clothes of bright colours, with horned head-dresses and
feathered shields on their backs, Many tinkling bells
were attached to their horses, which were also painted
and otherwise decorated. They marched slowly through
camp, holding their spears and feathered ensigns aloft

PARADE oF S1ouvx WARRIORS.

and singing in unison a striking Celebration song?® with
the words :

 Oh, Blackfeet! we have heard you boast in the past that you
were becoming like white men. We now behold you taking part
in these ceremonials, poorly dressed, and with few of your Indian
clothes left.”

In accordance with a time-honoured Indian custom,
it was expected that those before whose lodges they
stopped and sang would give them presents. If the
Blackfeet were mot generous, they could not expect
many gifts, when the return visit to the Sioux would he

! Song 5. See page H14.
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lodge was finished, and the Sioux were returning to
their quarters, singing a Travelling song in their own
tongue. When they had finished, the answering notes
of a Night song® were heard from a small band of
Blackfeet, sitting on the shore of the lake. A large
company of men and women on horseback, having
learned a Celebration song® from the visiting Sioux,
rode slowly through the camp singing it at intervals.
Red Fox and his young wife, riding the same horse,
made circuits of the camp, singing a Night song of
remarkable beauty. I saw them very distinctly, when
they passed, their strongly coloured Indian clothes
showing in the bright moonlight. The woman rode in
front, wearing a magnificent honnet of eagle feathers,
belonging to her husband, and a bhuckskin dress
heavily beaded across the shoulders. Red Fox wore a
band of weasel skin around his head, with an eagle
feather erect in his back hair. A beauntifully tanned
elk-skin robe, decorated with red stripes of porcupine
quills, extended in graceful folds from his shoulders
backward over the horse’s tail. He carried a string of
bells, which he used in marking time for their singing.
Their song had a very pronounced rhythm, which was
in perfect time with the slow trot of their horse. They
continued their striking duet at intervals through the
night, not stopping until day began to dawn.

When I first heard the Blackfeet singing together in
unison, with untrained voices, the women’s an octave
higher than the men’s, my impressions were not pleasing.
But, having learned several of their airs, and mastered
the peculiar intervals and difficult voice vibrations, so
that I could join in their singing, the wild beauty of
their music dawned upon me. Their music seemed so

! Song 7. See page 515. ? See page bl4, footnote,
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Blankets and robes were thrown over the framework of
the sweat lodge and, when all was in readiness, the
oceupants of the sacred tipi came forth. Mad Wolf
led, followed by O-mis-tai-po-kah, Bull Child, Spotted
Eagle and Natosin. Then came Natokema and Gives-

FRAMEWORK OF THE SWEAT LODGE,

to-the-Sun. They walked once around the sweat lodge
and (ives-to-the-Sun took her seat on the west side.
She sat smoking and praying, while the priests, with
their helpers the Mad Dogs, stood on the south side.
A hole was dug inside the sweat lodge to receive the
heated stones. The earth was carefully placed on one
side, because it symbolised the earth thrown up by the
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underground animals (beaver, otter, badger, and
coyote). Mad Wolf then arose and, taking off his
blanket and moceasins, placed them beside Gives-to-the-
Sun. He entered the sweat lodge followed by O-mis-
tai-po-kah, Bull Child and Spotted Eagle, for inward
purification and to pray to the Sun, Moon and Morning
Star in behalf of their people. The paint was blessed

.

i
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Map Docs Ripixg witea WILLOWS,

by Gives-to-the-Sun and along with a buffalo skull
was handed to Mad Wolf. He placed the skull beside
the hole, the nose pointing toward the west. 1t was
laid upon the Soyotoiyis, a luxuriant meadow grass
gathered from beside springs. Spotted Eagle worked
the paint in his hands and, using the tips of his fingers,
marked black spots on the north side of the skull to
represent stars, and red for the sun on the south side.
While all were chanting in unison,

“T now put you into the sacred place,”
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Spotted Eagle stuffed the grass into the nose and ears
of the buffalo skull and tied it around the horns,
symbolising the feeding of the buffalo. The Soyotoiyis
(Carex Nebraskensis praevia) was the favourite food of
the buffalo. Those inside the sweat lodge waited until
they saw smoke rising from the sweet grass burning

Priests WaLkixe ArouNp SwgEAT LODGE.

outside, a sion that the stones were fully heated. They
then sang four songs, the fourth being,

“ This spot is a holy place,”
and handed out the buffalo skull to the Brave Dogs,
who reversed the head, pointing the nose towards the east,
and laid it upon the pile of earth, which represented the
underground animals. One by one the heated stones
were passed into the sweat-lodge and dried sweet grass
laid upon the stones. Mad Wolf placed his hands in
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the rising smoke and, rubbing them over his body,
chanted and prayed to the Sun :

“ May our lives become as strong as the stones we have placed
here.”

Water was thrown upon the hot stones, and, as the
vapour arose, he prayed again :

“May our lives be as pure as the water, that we may live to be
oldrand always have water to drink.”

SpoTTED BAGLE PREPARING BUFFALO SKULL FOR SWEAT LODGE
CEREMONIATL.

The Mad Dogs uncovered the sweat lodge four times,
that those inside, dripping with perspiration, might
cool off. Each time it was closed, water was thrown
upon the hot stomes. ~ While the priests inhaled the
vapour, they chanted and prayed to the Sun, Moon and
Morning Star, that their children might live to be old,
and always have plenty of food. When the Mad Dogs



XX1 SUN-DANCE CEREMONIAL 289

uncovered the sweat lodge the fourth time, the priests
came out. They were given meat, but before eating, a
blessing was asked upon the food, each breaking off a
small piece and, with a prayer, planting 1t in the

ground. The ceremonial was finished, when the Mad

LiTTLE PLUME.

Dogs tied the buffalo skull, with strips of bark, to the
framework of the sweat lodge, the nose pointing
towards the rising sun. Mad Wolf then arose, and,
followed by the priests and medicine women, led the
way back to his tipi. They walked slowly and in single
file, with heads reverently bowed, carefully avoiding
the crossing of the trail, by which they had left the tipi.
5]
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A sweat lodge had been built in each of the four camps,
made previous to the large encampment, in which
the Sun-lodge was constructed. In the first camp,
it was built on the east side; in the second, south ;
in the third, west and in the fourth, on the north side,
following the course of the sun through the sky in
Suminer.

Preceding the ‘Raising of the Pole,” 1t was

[ el o v i
Cr_rplur‘.;g‘.lfnl' i Draibed Slales

by Walter Mellintook.
BLACKFEET ASSEMBLING FoR TrRiBAL PARADE.

customary for the tribe, both men and women, to
dress in their finest clothes and to paint and decorate
their horses with feathers for a parade through the
camp. On this occasion the women, who were to
take part in the Scalp-dance that followed the parade,
were permitted to wear their husbands’ eagle feathers
in their hair. There were many elaborate and hand-
some costumes. Little Plume, a leading chief, wore a
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hat made of a beautiful red fox-skin wound round his
head, the tail of the fox hanging down behind. The
crown of the hat was decorated with pieces of white
weasel-skin, and two large eagle feathers stood erect
at the back. His shirt and legeings were of soft-
tanned buck-skin, heavily beaded and ornamented with
many black-tipped ermine tails. The wife of Mikosta

Tae War Curers, LitrLe PLuME axp Litree Doc, LEADERS oF THE
PArADE.

wore an otter-skin hat, with many shells as ornaments ;
a buck-skin dress with two hundred and fifty elk tusks
attached and an otter-skin across her shoulders, Her
saddle had deer-antler pommels with beaded pendants
and a beaded buck-skin crupper. Brightly coloured
feathers were fastened to her horse’s tail and a large
cluster of eagle feathers hung from his neck. One
young man was dressed as a clown, or jester. He
U 2
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rode a black horse, his face and hands painted black,
and he wore a long black robe, which extended from
his shoulders over his horse’s tail and flowed out
behind when he galloped. All marched slowly around
the great circle of the encampment, singing in unison,
some holding aloft scalps tied to long willow sticks,

Sacrep Tirr witH GREEN Braxcues OUTSIDE.

others long streamers of eagle feathers and feathered
shields fastened to poles. On the evening of the
third day, the Sun-dance priests came, one by one, to
Mad Wolf’s tipi. In this service O-mis-tai-po-kah and
his wife gave final instructions to Mad Wolf and
Gives-to-the-Sun, concerning the important ceremonial
of “ Raising the Centre Pole,” which would take place
on the following day. Green branches had heen
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of the Centre Pole. A young warrior was chosen to
secure a rhubarb plant in bloom. Carrying it to the
sacred tipi, he stood outside and announced,

““ Here is the wild rhubarb,”

When Mad Wolf bade him enter, he passed on the
south side of the fire, laying the plant across the altar.

i e e

Cogrrright in United States by Walter MeCtintock,

[NTERIOE OF SAcrED Tirl witTH Sux-pDaxcE Priksts AxD MEDICINE WoOMEXN
(Altar is in foreground. )

Mad Wolf rubbed it with black paint, and, tying an
eagle plume to one of the stalks, placed it upon the
altar. Soft tanned buffalo and elk-skins were spread
out, and rattles for heating time were distributed, Mad
Wolf directing that two be given to his white son.
Two redstone pipes were passed around, one for the
men and the other for the women. It was Morning
Plume’s duty to see that the pipes were filled, and by
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his side lay a large beaded tobacco bag, extra stems,
and a tobacco board for cutting. O-mis-tai-po-kah, as
the father or instructor, gave directions for conducting
the ceremonies, the way the medicine bonnet should be
worn, and the songs that should be sung, while placing

.__.|"'

it upon the head of Gives-to-the-Sun. He warned Mad

SACRED WoMAK AsD HUSEASD WiTH BHUBARE STALEK,

Wolf that if the ceremonials were not accurately
performed, misfortune would follow. He advised him
to refrain from the use of sweet pine (balsam fir), as
incense during the Sun-dance. He made this injune-
tion because in the tradition the Sun instructed
Scarface to use sweet grass as incense.  He also

cautioned all to use great care in * Raising the Centre
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With piercing war whoops they closed around the two
singers and beat their horse, causing it to buck and
plunge, but the riders pluckily held their seats.
Finally, amid laughter and shouting, they distanced
their pursuers, galloping off over the prairie.

Galety and humour are unexpected qualities to find
concealed behind the habitually stoical and solemn
exterior of the Indians. But, when one has been
intimately associated with them in their eamp life, he
will find many indieations of their playfulness and keen
sense of humour, and that, when free from care and
enjoying plenty, they are as light-hearted and as happy
as children.

While passing a lodge, I heard a man’s voice calling
loudly, *“ What has become of the fellow that went after
my horse ?” When he repeated it, those in the near
lodges took up the ery, as a joke. One clan after
another quickly joined in the clamour, until the entire
encampment was in an uproar, to the great amusement
of everyone.

Awunna told me of one of his pranks when a youth.
With some companions they captured a wild yearling
colt, and pushed it into the lodge of one of the older
chiefs, who was unpopular, tying down the door fap.
The thoroughly frightened colt bucked and squealed,
scattering the inside fire, upsetting everything and
kicking at the occupants, who almost overturned the
lodge in their mad seramble to escape.

It was considered a practical joke for young men to
lasso and overturn the tipis of old women at night,
especially those of clderly single women, who lived
alone near their relatives. One of them passing on
horseback, would skilfully throw his lariat over the
tops of the poles and, with the other end securely

T
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fastened to the horn of his saddle, would start off at a
gallop. The tipi would be jerked from its fastenings,
the old woman would be startled from her slumber by
the disappearance of her home, as if struck by a
hurricane, and she would be left sitting up among her

OrLp Womax’s Smarn Trirrn

belongings, frightened and embarrassed by her sudden
exposure to the public view.

The sounds of drums came from the large lodge of
the Mutsaix (Brave Dog Society), where a crowd was
oathered to wateh their dance around an inside fire.
Crawling beneath the side of the tipi, I found myself
among the squaw spectators, who were so completely
absorbed in the danece, that they took no notice of my
sudden appearance in their midst, The dancers laid
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aside their blankets and their naked painted bodies
looked as savage and frightful in the firelight, as they
could make them. All had eagle-bone whistles in their
mouths, which they blew while dancing. They wore
belts, made of grizzly bear skins, with the tails hanging
behind. Mikasto, as the chief of the band, had other
distinetive marks. He alone carried a rattle. On his

head was the scalp of a large gray wolf, the skin of |

which was split and hung down his back with the tail
almost touching the ground. Four of the dancers were
painted black. Four others, as gray wolves, were
covered with white clay, and had black streaks painted
under their eyes, also a black ecircle on the back.
They carried long spears painted white, with four eagle
feathers attached to them at regular intervals. They
circled around the other dancers imitating wolves driv-
ing together a herd of buffalo. Two other dancers satin
a hole, near the door, representing grizzly bears in their
den. Their bodies were painted red and they had black
streaks downward across the eyes. Whenever the wolves
herded their band together, the grizzly bears jumped
from their den, and pushing to the centre of the throng,
drove the dancers out and scattered them. The bears
returned to their den, while the wolves again began
herding. After the dance was finished, the Mutsaix
marched through the camp, singing their society song
and calling out, “Let everyone be quiet to-night,
hecause the sacred woman is going through her
ceremonial and should not be disturbed. Let all rest
well, for to-morrow we will build the Sun lodge.”
After completing the circle of the camp they separated.

The labour of securing poles and branches for the
Sun-lodge had been evenly distributed among the
tribe.  FHach clan was required to furnish and put
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Mad Wolf’s tipi was nearly finished, and some eagerly
exclaimed, “ It is now time for the sacred woman to
come forth.” Gives-to-the-Sun, her face completely
hidden by the medicine bhonnet, was lifted to her feet
by Natokema. She waited, leaning upon her cane for
support. A line was formed, led by O-mis-tai-po-kah.
Then came White Grass, Natosin, and Mad Wolf,

)

PROCES3108 OF PRIESTS AND Sacrep WoMmEs,

carrying the wild rhubarb stalk with eagle feathers
attached. He was followed by Natokema, Gives-to-the-
Sun and their assistants. The procession moved slowly
to a temporary shelter, or “ lean-to” of canvas, near the
site selected for the Sun-lodge, where they seated
themselves. The parfleches of sacred tongues were
opened. At this time, if there were any sick among
the people their female vrelatives or friends came
forward to pray to the Sun for their recovery. They
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took pieces of the consecrated meat and came before
the tribe, the priests, and the givers of the Sun-dance.
On all sides women were standing and facing the
setting sun, each with right hand upraised, holding
aloft portions of the sacred food, making vows,

PriEsTs A%D SACRED WoMEN BENEATH THE Svy SHELTER.

confessing aloud and praying for their relatives standing
heside them.

Awasaki, an old woman, the wife of Painted Wing,
came forward with the children of Wakes-up-last,! her
son. When the small line was properly formed,
Awasaki, raising her voice, called upon all to hear.
The silence and l‘t‘F}}{_‘{'lﬂl] attention of the spectators,
the grandmother, and the children by her side, standing
before the venerable chiefs and medicine women, made

1 HL'E.' _'\_11’!1_‘!'11“3-
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an impressive scene. Awasaki said, “1 now give
Spotted Hagle a good horse, and ask him to pray for
my sick grandchild.” Spotted Eagle arose and prayed,

“0, Sun! I am praying for this woman because she is pure.
She will take some of the holy food and will eat with you and with

the Underground Spirits that her sick one may recover. Listen,
Sun, and hear us! Grant us all life and health !”

Awasaki having taken a piece of tongue, broke off and

AWASAKI PRAYING FoRR HER GRANDCHILDREN,

ate a morsel of it, facing the sun. Holding up another
piece, she prayed,

“Great Sun Power! I give you my life to-day, because I have
always been a pure and honest woman. I promise now to eat with
you and with the Underground Spirits, that my grandchild may
recover. I am praying also for these children standing before you,
that they may grow and be strong, that they may have long life
and may never suffer from hunger. Hear us and pity us!”

She planted another piece of tongue in the ground, and
divided the remainder among her friends, to help them
lead good lives,
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A

around, to be cut into strips for binding the framing

areen hide was stretched and pegged upon the
poles together. For this ceremony, Three Bears, a
noted warrior, was chosen, because he had once killed
an enemy with his knife. He was selected by Eagle
Head, the cutter of the hide of the year before. It

F — e

WomeN Makixeg Vows Houbixe vr PIECES OF SACRED ToXGUE.
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sometimes happened that men cut the hide because of a
vow. Three Bears sat beside a fire, in which sweet
grass burned as incense, and was painted by Eagle
Head—red over his body, and a black circle around his
face. FEagle Head also prayed to the Sun that he
might cut the hide properly. Three Bears stood before
the assembled people with a painted knife, half red for
the Sun and half black for the Moon. He first prayed
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to the Sun for power, and then, holding the knife high
in the air, he called out, *“ Hear! men and women, for
what I speak is true. Once I made an expedition
against our enemy, the Snakes; I captured a band of
horses and killed two men.” He then cut several strips
from the hide.
Again he said, “I
was on the war-
path in the north,
and fought with a
chief of the Crees.
I killed him and
brought his secalp
back with me.” In
this manner Three
Bears cut as many
strips as were need-
ed, “counting a
coup” ' before each
cutting. Kach time
his wife was heard
singing, and after
he had finished, his
relatives arose and
dunued, because Turee Bears ** Coustineg Cours™ WHILE

their brother had S

gone through many dangers and had returned safely
to his people. For conferring upon him the honour
of cutting the hide, Three Bears gave to Eagle
Head the customary gift of several horses. Many
presents of moceasins, blankets, and old clothing
were fastened to the Centre Pole, as sacrifices to the
Sun and Moon. It was explained that articles, which

! See Appendix.
X 2
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had been worn, were used as gifts, because the Sun and
Moon expected offerings, but never made use of them.
When the Sun was setting, O-mis-tai-po-kah, the
head chief, arose and in a loud voice directed the people
to prepare for the ceremony of *“ Raising the Centre
Pole.” The men dispersed to their lodges, but soon
reappeared, dressed in paint and war clothes. They

ey
———

——
=

WaARRIORS WITH POLES SINGING TriBAL HYMX.

formed in four lines towards the north, south, east and
west according to the clan, or camp to which they
belonged. They held aloft long poles lashed together

near the top, for lifting into place the heavy timbers of |
¢the Sun-lodge. The camp of Chiefs-all-over was first
in line. They led off in singing the grand old hymn,
« Raising the Pole,”’ given to the Blackfeet by the
Sun through Secarface, and sung by them, in order that |

! Song 8. See p. 311
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the Centre Pole might rest firmly in the ground. The
singing was taken up by the different camps as they
formed in line, the Bloods, Big Top Knots, Buflalo
Chips, Don’t Laughs, Skunks, Lone Katers, Grease
Melters and Small Robes. The lines moved forward
from the four points of the compass towards the centre.
Mad Wolf, with the priests and medicine women, passed
slowly and in single file into the Sun-lodge. Gives-to-

Turoxe oF WoMEN AND CHILDREN SURROUNDING WARRIORS WHILE
Ramsing “* CexTrE YoLe. ™

the-Sun took her position with Natokema beside the forks
of the Centre Pole. Four times the lines of warriors
advanced and stopped. On the fourth advance, they
stood 1n a large circle around the unfinished Sun-lodge,
singing in unison. The solemn and inspiring notes of
their great “ Hymn to the Pole” floating out over the
quiet plain, the light of the evening sun, now sinking
behind the Rocky Mountains, falling upon the strong
and earnest faces of the chiefs and medicine women and
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Great Bear, and, under the right shoulder, a cluster of
six to represent the Pleiades. In the centre of the
back, the Sun was represented by a double circle in
black and red, and there was also a small Maltese cross
for the Morning Star. Before entering the Sun-lodge,
Bull Child gave a long dance outside. In one hand
he held owl and erow tails, which belonged to the
medicine of his robe ; and, in the other, an eagle wing
that went with his
medicine bag.

The symbolic de-
signs painted upon
his face and body had
been revealed to Lim
by the Sun 1 a
dream, while sleeping
in the medicine booth
of a former Sun-dance.
The marks upon his
arms represented the
ainbow, those upon
his cheeks stars,
Across his mouth was

Burn Cainp witH His CELEBRATED

a red cross, the sign Musretus Toie

of fasting. Upon the
centre of his forehead was a red dise for the Sun and
upon either temple two yellow streaks for sun dogs.
Upon the front of his otter-medicine-hat was fastened a
white shell representing the sun, and above it was
painted a crescent for the Moon. At the back of the
hat were two spotted eagle feathers, and in his hair a
single red eagle plume,

When he danced, he faced first towards the rising
sun, blowing his medicine whistle and making mysterious



314 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP,

motions with both arms extended towards the sky.
Then he danced facing the west and waving the eagle
wing in the direction of the setting sun.

The door of the Sun-lodge faced towards the east.
Opposite the entrance upon the inside, was a small booth
for the exclusive use of the medicine men. It was
closely interwoven at the sides and back with ground-
pine to bar inquisitive eyes from the outside. The

THE SUN-LODGE.

floor was made of earth taken from the foot of the
Centre Pole. It was hardened by wetting and then
covered with white clay. Pine boughs were spread
within upon which they slept. When the medicine men
entered the booth they announced that they would fast
four days, which meant to the tribe that the Sun-dance
would continue four days longer. During this time
the medicine men ate but four bites of dried meat
hefore sunrise and four more after sunset, with an
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allowance of but one small shell of water. They might
eat gooseberries and sweet cottonw ood pulp, pwvuhd
they were brought to them. They could not gather
them, nor leave the booth during their fast.

The Indians surrounded and erowded into the Sun-
lodge in such numbers that 1t was almost 1mpossible
for more to enter, or for those that were within to
withdraw. Seats were reserved for the lodge-giver with

Tae Tureg Mepicixe Mex 18y Taeir BootH.

his wife and their assistants. Gives-to-the-Sun was
indeed highly exalted among Indian women, when she
entered the “wnn-imlwv with Mad Wolf, O-mis-tai-po-kah
and Natokema, for she was the object of honour and
veneration from the entire tribe. Robes were spread,
and they took their seats near the Centre Pole, on the
north side of the medicine booth. The people brought
offerings, which they presented with a filled pipe to one
of the medicine men. After smoking he painted the
faces of the givers and blessed them with * long life and
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oood luck.” Many women carried young children
to Bull Child to receive his blessing. He took them
in his arms, and, holding a bunch of eagle feathers
in one hand and a buffalo tail in the other, gazed
intently at the bright sun and prayed, that « they might
be endowed with power, and have an abundance to eat
throughout their lives.”

The space in the centre was kept open for the
different societies. They were recognised, as they entered,
by their characteristic dress and the painting of their
bodies. Hanging their shields and weapons upon the
Centre Pole, they sat down in rows to the north and
south of the fire and later gave their different dances.
Warriors also “ counted coups,” narrating their deeds of
bravery and illustrating them by their sham battles.

The Blackfeet believe that men, who have been brave
in battle, have acquired extra merit and, by recounting
their deeds publicly in the Sun-lodge will thereby help
their sick relatives and friends. One of these was
Mukoi-sa-po who arose and prayed,

“( Sun take pity on my sick mother and restore her to health.”

He built a miniature lodge of branches to make more
realistic his description of his attacking alone a Sioux
lodge, and securing two scalps.

Big Beaver, dressed in a buckskin suit, decorated with
weasel skins and holding a piece of the sacred food,
stood before the people saying :

“Hear me! my brothers and sisters. During the moon, when
snows are deep (February), I went with Esto-ko-atto to visit the
Crows. On our way home, at the time of the big Chinook (Warm
Wind), we were crossing the Yellowstone River. The water was
high and carried us against an ice-jam. Esto-ko-atto went under
and was drowned, but I crawled out upon the ice, which floated
down the river. I then vowed to the Sun that, if I escaped alive,
my sister would partake of a tongue for me at the time of the
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next Sun-dance. I jumped from one ice-cake to another and
escaped to shore, reaching my home in safety.”

He handed the tongue to his sister, who held it up,
praying to,the Sun Power for all of the people. Break-
ing a small piece from the tongue, she buried it in the

Mepicise Max Pravise ror Bic BEAVER AND His FaMILy.

earth, praying to the Underground Spirits that all
“might have plenty to eat. Big Beaver then said to his
sister, * Here is my horse and the clothing 1 wear.
Give them to the medicine man, Spotted Eagle, and
ask him to pray for us.”

The entire assembly became hushed, when Kit-sta-ka
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tipi, and root medicine was applied to his wounds.

Next day he returned to the Sun-lodge, bringing a |

present and a filled pipe for the medicine man, who
smoked and prayed for him. It is said that those who
underwent self-torture generally seemed to recover, but
not many of them lived long afterwards, because of the
severe nervous shock sustained.

The medicine men were believed to have power over
the weather, and at the time of the Sun-dance were
expected to drive away all storms. The following
incident illustrates the extraordinary skill with which
they acquire and maintain a reputation with the tribe
for supernatural power.

A dark cloud, with its eastern side extending far out '

over the plains, was seen slowly advancing along the
main range of the Rockies towards the encampment.
The people anxiously watched the medicine men, who
were quick to realise that the occasion had great possi-
bilities of success, or failure for their office. Spotted
Eagle and Mastepene standing in front of their people,
entered into a sort of competition as weather-makers,
but with much better success than the competing
prophets of Baal. Mastepene, blowing his whistle and
facing the black cloud, called in a loud voice,

“Behold! A storm comes from the mountains, and
you people would get wet, but I am powerful and my
medicine is strong. I will now dance to keep the
weather clear.”

He left the booth, and stepping forth into the
circle danced alone. He was short, but sinewy, and
as he danced, circling around with agile step, he
held an otter skin towards the north, south, east and
west which, with a final gesture, as if driving back the
clouds, he waved over his head. A sudden change in

|
i
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the wind averted its course and it divided, as Mastepene
predicted. Spotted Eagle, jealous of the suceess of his
rival, then left the booth. He wore the powerful
medicine handed down to him by Four Bears. On
his head was an otter-skin cap to make him strong
and active ; in his hair an eagle feather to preserve him
in battle : while around his waisy was a medicine belt
to keep his body free from sickness. In one hand he

= —

A Mepicixe Max Magixe Iscaxrations 1o DRIVE Away A STorMm.

carried a magpie and in the other a mink skin. Standing
before the waiting people, he said,

“ Mastepene, you are wrong, for my supernatural
power over the weather comes from the Sun, and is

therefore stronger than yours. The storm has indeed
separated, but it will again unite and return to wet the

people.”
Again the eyes of the Indians eagerly watched
the divided clouds, which actually came together and
-
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children. T wish that you may feel the sunshine of joy in your
hearts and that you may have no trouble. What I speak with my'
mouth I feel in my heart. Farewell !

Karly on the following morning, Running Crane,
followed by his band, departed for the south, and on
the next day Mad Wolf also departed, followed by the
rest of the tribe. 1 remained alone in the midst of
the recent encampment, watching them as they slowly

-."..__""',.: b g '-.H . ".":li". ;

Map Worr with His Baxp DEPARTING FOR THE NORTH.

made their way northward. When they disappeared
over a distant ridge, I turned for a last look at the
Sun-lodge, which was now the one conspicuous and
solitary object in the midst of a broad and desolate
plain, surrounded on all sides by the smoking umhem
of the deserted lodge fires.

Mad Wolf died, May 28, 1902, during the moon,
when the grass is green. Just before his death, four
large crosses of light appeared about the moon, the
sign a great chief is about to die. He was ill but
three days. Ear Rings and White Grass, skilled
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if permission to leave the reservation could be secured
from the Kino (father or agent), and hesides, we would
not be able to get through the “ Red Coats”™ (the
(lanadian North-western Mounted Police). He knew
permits to go north had been refused to Ne-sots-kena,
Ketamoken and many others. I reassured them by
saying that I was a friend of their agent, and as [ had

Lopaes oF Kartova asp HER SoX.

come into their country with the permission of Ka-ach-
sino (the Great Grandfather, or President), 1 could
secure the permit, and we would go together. All were
areatly pleased, and Onesta said, “ We will not only
visit our relatives and friends among the Blood Indians,
but we will also see my uncle, Natosin Nepeé (Brings-
down-the-Sun). He is a noted authority upon our
ancient customs and religion. He lives in a camp with
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were roasted on the hot embers for supper, and the
“hoss ribs” boiled in a large kettle for the morning
meal. Not far distant, up the river, were two lodges,
where lived Katoya, widow of See-pis-tok-komi
(Screaming Owl), former head chief of the Blackfeet,
and her married son Ekum-makon.,

In the evening Kionama and 1 went to pay our

Ovr Campe Near THE Hupsox's Bay Divipe

respects to the old woman. There was no apparent
sign of life about her tipi, save the blue smoke, slowly
curling from the top, and carrying the sweet scent of
burning cottonwood. Katoya was at home and bade
us be seated. I leaned against the comfortable lodge
backs, made of small pine branches skilfully woven
together, and sat gazing at the medicines and the other
objects of interest in the lodge, revealed by the cheerful
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skin for all sorts of ornamentation of their tipis, war
dresses and articles used in the ceremonials was very
general among the plains-tribes. It was also prized as a
handsome article of personal adornment, especially in
wrapping their hair braids, and twisting it into their
hair and scalp locks.  “Otter-skin twists” were
fashionable among the young men and were generally
admired.

Spotted Eagle was accustomed to give special
attention to making his toilet. We
found him pulling out straggling
hairs from his face with a small
pair of tweezers (the Blackfoot
substitute for shaving), and
dressing his hair with a comb
made of a porcupine’s tail, orna-
mented with bead work, and a
hair brush made of the skin of
a buffalo tongue. Its pointed
papillee, when carefully dried,
made a good substitute for
bristles. These toilet articles were
not modern, but they served
the purpose equally as well.  The making use, or
wearing as an ornament, of any part of an animal, was
often the Indian’s way of honouring that animal.
Spotted Eagle’s comb and brush (especially the latter)
had a superior value for a medicine man’s toilet over the
best comb and hair brush to be had from the Indian
trader’s stock.

He complained to Big Smoke of the extortion of
white traders, when he tried to barter some of his horses -
for provisions. But he had such a jovial disposition
that he soon forgot the white traders and began telling :

SrorTep EAGLE.
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Next morning while we were packing for an early
start, Spotted Eagle came to bid us farewell. He was
on his way from a bath in the river and was clothed
only in a blanket and moccasins. In one hand he held
a red stone pipe, and in the other his eagle-wing fan.
Remembering, that it was required of the Blackteet, to
perform certain in-
cantations  before
entering a river, in
order to prevent
sudden storms, I
inquired if he had
taken the precan-
tion to make medi-
cine, hefore going
into the water.
Spotted Eagle, giv-
ing me a keen and
inquiring look, re-
plied that he had
not. It was a beau-
tiful clear morning,
without a eloud in
the sky, and with
no indication of a
storm.  So [ said,
with a laugh, *“I suppose then it will rain?” He saw
that I was sceptical as to his power over the weather.
Gazing intently at the sky and the distant mountains,
and then looking solemnly at me, he replied, “ Yes, it
will surely blow up a storm.”

When we rode away, Spotted Eagle was superin-
tending the packing of his outfit. Turning in my
saddle for a last look, I saw him seated very grandly,

SrorrEp EacLe’s Sox Ripisc A Do,
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Blizzards. The Blackfeet helieved that this power was
conferred upon the animals by the Sun, and they in turn
were able to transmit it to men. If, for instance, the
orizzly bear bestowed his power upon a man, that man
would attain the nature of a grizzly. It would be difficult
to kill him in battle, because of his wonderful vitality, or

(xESTA WITH THE BEAR SPEAR.

life force, and like the bear, he would inspire fear among
his enemies. At the death of the owner of this power,
or medicine, 1t was handed down to his son, or someone
worthy to possess it, along with the ceremonial and the
story of its origin, which became one of the most
valuable of his possessions and was made known only
upon special oceasions,
A A
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Onesta was the owner of the sacred Bear Spear. During
our travels T found it very interesting to observe his
watchful care of it. When we made camp, the Bear
Spear was always attended to first. 1t was never allowed
to lie upon the ground, but hung from the tripod behind
the lodge. After sunset, it was carried inside and
tied to the lodge poles. In the morning, it was
again taken outside to hang in the sunlight, but was
never exposed to a storm. The evening we camped on
the border of the reservation of the Kainau (Blood
tribe), Onesta made preparations for the ceremonial
necessary before entering a strange country. He and
Nitana put on their ceremonial clothes of yellow,—the
colour sacred to the Bear Spear. Nitana led Yellow
Mink, their small daughter, to a stream, where she was
washed, her hair was neatly braided, and she was clothed
in her little yellow dress, with beaded leggings and
moceasins to mateh. Onesta and Nitana bhurned sweet
grass as incense and painted their faces. They sang a
chant over the Bear Spear, which was laid before them,
and made prayers for a prosperous journey. Having
become familiar with the chants, I joined with them in
the singing, doing my part in giving more power to their
prayers. When the ceremonial was finished, and we
were gathered around the evening fire, Onesta related
the following legend of

Tue Oriciy or THE BEAR SPEAR

“ Many generations have passed since the events |
am about to relate took place. They happened at the
time, when the Blackfeet used dogs, instead of horses,
as beasts of burden. Our people were travelling in
the moon, when the leaves fall (late autumn).  One
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evening, when they went into camp for the night, a
herald announced that a dog travois owned by the head
chief was missing. The herald said further, that the
chief’s ermine skin-suit, and his wife's buck-skin dress,
and her sacred elk-skin robe were all on this travois.
No one could recall having seen the dog during the

1
|
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day. A band of warriors rode back to their former
camp, but they could find no sign of the missing travois.
Sokumapi, a young boy about twelve years old, was the
only son of the head chief. When the warriors returned,
after their fruitless search, he went to his father, and
said : ¢ My father, let me return to our old camp. I am
now old enough to make this trip alone, and 1 feel that
there is in me the power to find out what has become of
our travois dog.” The head chief was, at first, unwilling
A A2
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cave. When Sokumapi looked out, he saw that a
Chinook (warm wind) was blowing and that the snow
had melted from the hills. But, before they left the
cave, the Medicine Grizzly bestowed upon Sokumapi his
supernatural power. He brought forth a long stick
and, raising himself upon his hind legs, stretched out
his arms and extended his claws. Throwing up his
head, he snorted and rolled back his lips, showing his
long sharp teeth. He said, ¢ Behold my nose, with its
keen scent, and my claws and teeth which are my
weapons | Everything fears the grizzly bear. There
is nothing living upon the earth that dares to defy
my power. When you return again to your people
make a Bear Spear. Secure a long stick like this I
am holding. To one end of it attach a sharp point,
to represent my tusks. Tie bear's teeth to the staff
and a bear’s nose, which must always go with the
teeth. Fasten eagle feathers to the handle and
cover the staff with bear skin painted with sacred
red paint. Grizzly elaws should also be tied to the
handle, so that they rattle like the noisc a grizzly
makes when he runs. When you go into battle, always
wear a grizzly claw in your hair, and my power will
go with you. Whenever you attack, imitate the noise
a grizzly makes when he charges, so that your enemy
will be afraid and will run away, just as everything
that lives on earth runs from a grizzly.” The bear
taught him the chants to be used in healing the sick.
He also showed him how to paint his face and body, so
that he would not be struck in battle, red over his
body, black across the forehead, and two curved black
lines at either side of his mouth, to represent bear’s
tusks. The bear warned him that the Spear must
be kept sacred. lts supernatural power must be
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used, only in battle and for healing the sick. When
anyone is near death, a relative can make a vow to
purchase the Bear Spear, and the sick will then be
restored to health by the supernatural power that goes
with it. The Medicine Grizzly accompanied Sokumapi,
until they saw an Indian seated on a distant butte.
The bear then left him, saying, ‘Go now, my son.
That person is a sentinel of your people and the camp is
not far distant.” The sentinel recognised Sokumapi and
inquired where he had spent the winter, and told him
that his father and mother had mourned him as dead.
But the boy was silent. He would not answer. When
the sentinel called out that the lost son of their head
chief had returned, the entire camp was thrown into
great excitement. Everyone came out to meet him.
The head chief was proud of his son. He gave a feast
and invited many prominent men to his lodge. When
they had finished eating, and all were seated to listen,
Sokumapi related the story of his journey, the visit to
the den of the Medicine Grizzly, and the gift of the
sacred Bear Spear. Sokumapi began at once to make
the Spear, as the grizzly had directed, and the tribe
did not move camp, until it was finished.”

Not long after Sokumapi’s return, it happened that
the Blackfeet were preparing to meet the Crow Indians
in battle. The two battle lines were drawn up, but,
before they met, Sokumapi appeared in front of the
Blackfeet warriors, bearing the sacred Spear on his
back, with the sharp point up, and the feathers hanging
down. He was stripped and his body was painted red.
There were black curving lines at either side of his
mouth for tusks, and in his hair he wore a huge grizzly
claw. He walked along the line, singing one of the
Bear songs, and back again, singing another, then
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holding the Spear up towards the sun, so that all could
see, he prayed, and started a charge against the enemy,
calling upon all the warriors to follow. The Blackfeet
followed the sacred Spear and, knowing that the power
of the Bear was with them, rushed upon the Crows
with such fury, that they turned in flight. It was a
oreat victory. The Blackfeet killed many of their
enemy and, when the battle was over, they put
Sokumapi on a large horse and he led the warriors
back to the tribal camp, chanting the Bear songs.
After this vietory, Sokumapi was made a war chief, and
the people knew that the Bear Spear was endowed with
supernatural power. [t was often taken to war, and
was also used for healing the sick. Its ceremonial
lasted an entire day. The man, who made the vow to
receive the Spear, pitched his lodge at a distance from
the main camp, on the side where the sun rises. He
remained there alone for four days and four nights.
If during that time, the tribe moved camp, one of his
relatives was required to change his camping place four
times, before his lodge could be pitched again in the
main camp. After the Spear changed hands the owner
hunted for a bear-den, and securing some of the dung,
he placed it on the ground, where the Spear was
uncovered, and also upon the spot where the incense
was burned. Sweet grass is used as incense in the
spring and in summer, when it is at its best. In the
autumn and winter, the root of the big turnip is used
instead, because it gives forth such a strong odour at
that time of the year. The owner of the Bear Spear
must always keep it near him. It cannot be placed on
the ground, but must hang from a tripod. No dogs are
allowed within the lodge, because they fight bears.
All openings must be kept closed and parfleches placed







362 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

white people. They were evidently emigrants moving
into Canada, for they had several prairie schooners and
a large herd of horses. They all came n a crowd,
men, women and children, to stare, and to gape at the
Indians, and to examine everything belonging to us.
Many were the surprised and curious glances directed
at me, but I escaped by going upon the prairie after my

ONESTA AND NiTaxa HonpixG CEREMONIAL WITH SACRED MousTtaiy Liow
Oraw NECKLACE.

(Onesta is chanting while lmintiug]lyc(-kjlmte. Nitana is praying with the
ipe.
saddle horse. By the time we were ready to start the
sun was intensely hot, with a warm breeze from the
south. My thermometer registered 98 degrees n
the shade and 125 degrees in the sun. Suddenly
the wind changed, and blew furiously from the north,
arrying with it clouds of dust and sand, which filled
our eyes and mouths. In a few minutes there was a
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their lodges, the picturesque travois and the costumes
of men, women and children. It was a warm evening,
and the fronts and sides of the lodges were lifted for
better ventilation. The centre of interest was a large
gathering of Indians near a big lodge. It was
evidently a ceremonial, for they were seated In a
cirele, beneath a shelter made of an old lodge lining,
and held in place by a cluster of poles tied together

near the top. Because of the warm day, the men :
had discarded their clothing. At the back reclined
a distinguished looking Indian, one of their leading
chiefs, and, in front of him, was seated an elderly
chief, who was evidently a visitor. He held a long
red-stone pipe, from which he drew copious whiffs of
smoke. A fire burned at one side, over which a large
kettle hung from a tripod. A squaw had arrived from
the river, with a travois, to which were fastened pails
filled with water. On the edge of a high cut-bank
nearby, an old Indian was seated, placidly smoking,
facing the sefting sun.

Meanwhile, a horseman came to meet me. When
he saw | was a stranger, he raised his hand, and
signed to know who I was. I replied, that [ was
travelling with a party of Pi-kun-ni (South Piegans),
and that my people were behind. He closely inspected
everything I had, from my horse’s brand to each
article of clothing 1 wore. Kionama, with the rest
of the party, soon came in sight, and my new
companion rode back to meet them. He proved to
be Wolf Robe, an old friend of Onesta’s.  After
conversing a few minutes, Wolf Robe led the way
down the river to One Spot’s camp, a near relative
of Menake’s. One Spot, with Snake Woman, his wife,
also Cotton Tail, Good-young-man, and others hurried
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Indians to always listen with respectful attention to the
speeches of their leaders, without regard to their
importance. But not so with a visiting band of young
men from the Bloods. While the old Piegan chiefs
were recounting their brave deeds in battle, the Bloods

gave great affront and transgressed all custom and
etiquette by publicly ridiculing their stories.

For my own part, I have found that the Bloods are not
so approachable, and lack the cordiality and open hearted
Iriendliness so characteristic of the Piegans.

After sunset, on our way to One Spot’s lodge, we
were startled by the mournful wailing of a woman,
standing upon alonely butte, overlooking the river valley.

B B
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Snake Woman told us that she was the mother of Has-
many-guns-in-the-camp, mourning over his death. The
sad news had just come, that he had died in the camp of
the North Blackfeet. While absent on a long journey,
he had heard that his wife had left him for another.
Has-many-guns mourned so deeply over the loss of

Broopg DAxCING,

his wife, that he refused to eat and finally died from
starvation.

The similarity of the cause of this pathetic incident,—
the infidelity of a wife,—reminds me of a much more
tragical event, which happened in the winter of 1896,
during my visit among the Piegans.

Opiowan, a Blood Indian, living just across the border
in Alberta, killed his rival, who had stolen his wife’s
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affections. For many weeks he kept the Indian families
on both sides of “ the line” at the highest pitch of
excitement and alarm because of his sudden attacks
and cold blooded murders. He proved himself more
than a match for the Canadian Mounted Police in his
Indian cunning and resourcefulness in evading arrest.
This Opiowan tragedy illustrates the capabilities of a
single Indian for cunning, ferocity and physical en-

Broon Custom or Pinizeg WistEr Woob.

durance, when fired by revenge for wrongs suffered.
When one such was multiplied into a band, or tribe united
for revenge, as in the cases of the Sioux, Apaches and
Nez-Perces, it meant a bloody war against the whites.
War meant extermination for the Indian, for it
developed among the whites that bitter animosity
which was universal along the frontier and still finds
expression 1n that laconic but barbarous saying, “The
only good Indian is a dead Indian.”

Opiowan was reported as frequenting so many localities
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themselves in the forest. Whenever they ran short of
food, or ammunition, Opiowan stole down at night into
an Indian camp, shooting anyone who would oppose his
demands. One day he rode boldly through the main
street of a small town (Cardston), and shot one of the
police. They followed him many miles, but were unable
to capture him. On a big flat beyond the Kootenal
River, Opiowan killed another of his pursuers, whose
horse had outrun the others, and seizing the policeman’s
sifle and ammunition, escaped into the forest. The
autumn passed and winter came on with intense cold
and deep snow, but no one could find his hiding place.
One night, in a heavy snow storm, Opiowan left the
camp of Brings-down-the-Sun, where he had suddenly
appeared to demand food and amunition. He lost his way
and was followed by the police, but again managed to
elude his pursuers. At last, fearing that his wives might
desert him while absent on foraging expeditions, he
hobbled them, tying their hands and feet, but leaving
them separated from each other. Managing to free
themselves, they made their way down the mountains
by night and came nto the Blood camp on the plains,
where they were arrested. Opiowan, deserted by his
wives, without food and suffering from the intense cold,
was finally driven from the mountains by starvation.
He came one night to the lodge of his brother Sixepe,
who kept him in hiding. The information was carried
to ‘the police, who surrounded the camp, and ordered
them to give up the outlaw. Our chiefs in their
alarm finally prevailed upon Sixepe to betray his
brother into the hands of the police. As he lay tied
hand and foot, Oplowan warned his brother that he
would dic first. Within four days Sixepe suddenly
sickened and died. Opiowan also died soon after, killing
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himself by piercing the arteries of both wrists with a
sharp awl.”

We left the Blood camp soon after sunrise, riding
along the Okoan River, and through groves of large

SUN-SHELTER AT MIibpay.,

cottonwoods.  After fording the river, we turned
towards the mountains and the country of the North
Piegans. Heavy clouds covered the plain, completely
hiding the rising sun. But the snow-clad summits of
the Rockies in the west, glowed in the rays that shone
above the clouds. We followed an old Indian trail
known to Kionama and Onesta, a short cut, that took
us across a broad plain.  When we entered the hill
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country beyond, the clouds disappeared and the hot sun
again shone in a clear sky. My thermometer registered
98 degrees in the shade and 130 degrees in the sun.
We rested our horses at midday near a small lake. The
women erected a shelter from the sun by throwing
canvas over a wagon pole, supported on a tripod. The
sides were then raised, allowing the breeze to blow
through.

In the early afternoon elouds gathered over the Rocky
Mountains, Electrical storms appeared in all directions
and the air gradually became cooler. While slowly
winding our way among the high hills, I heard Onesta
and Nitana chanting a religious song. I quietly rode
behind them and, after becoming thoroughly familiar
with the air, joined in the chant. They explained that
it was an ancient custom, while travelling towards a
strange country, to chant and offer prayers to the Sun
for a prosperous journey and safe return. Onesta said,
“ On this oceasion, we have been praying also, that you
may be successful in securing the information you desire
from the North Piegans. I intend giving the Sup-weyo-
kinni (Crow Beaver) ceremonial in their camp and 1
will teach you some of the chants, so that you can help
us in the singing.” Nitana expressed her uneasiness,
lest some misfortune might overtake us, because one of
the medicine sticks of the Crow Beaver Bundle had been
hroken while in the Blood camp.

Onesta taught me the Worm song, which the Blackfeet
use to make worms dance. When we came to a wild
rose bush covered with cobwebs enclosing small worms
(Tent Caterpillars), he directed me to stand near and sing,
¢« Kom-i-os-ché ! Kom-i-os-ché ! (Worms! Worms !),
heating time by clapping my hands. To my surprise,
the worms, which had been perfectly still, began to move
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Mountain by the whites, but 1s named Lodge Lining by
the Indians, because its slopes are uniform and regular,
resembling the inside lining of a lodge.

Having reached the river, (row Eagle's son invited
us to his tipi. But, when Onesta explained that we
must go direct to the camp of Brings-down-the-Sun, he

Herper Lassorsac Winnp HoRSE.

pointed out to us a distant bend in the Crow Lodge
River, saying that we would find Natosin Nepe-e
(Brings- down-the-Sun) there among the bior trees on
the north bank.

After the young men had left us, I observed a single
horseman appear upon the summit of a distant ridge
and remain to wateh our course, that we micht not go
astray. The trail led down a steep hill and into the
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valley. A wolf standing motionless, watched us from
the head of a small ravine. The colour of his coat was
so like the grass and willows surrounding him that he
had an excellent colour protection. The deep shade
of the big trees and luxuriant vegetation of the river
valley were most refreshing, after the fierce sunlight and
heat of the plains. The meadows were bright with a

“# A SixGLE HORSEMAN APPEARED UPON A RIDGE
o Warca Orr Coorse.”

beautiful pink Hower called Manekape (young man) by
the Blackfeet, but known by botanists as Horse Mint,
or Monarda scabra. The trail ran sometimes close to
the broad, swift river, now through meadows of grass
and flowers and now among the cottonwoods. Passing
through an opening among the trees, I saw, in the
distance, a group of Indians, wrapped in blankets,
standing on the edge of a high cut-bank overlooking the
valley. They were watching our approach with evident
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our way we met Spotted Eagle and Big Smoke. We also visited
the lodge of One Spot in the Kainau Camp. I have told them all
that we were taking A-pe-ech-eken to the North Piegans, to learn
from you about our legends and customs and that you might instruct
him concerning the worship of the Sun. You are my uncle,
A-pe-ech-eken is my friend, and I ask that you do this.”
Brings-down-the-Sun gazed keenly into my face and
then replied very earnestly: “The white race have
always cheated and deceived us. They have deprived
us of our country.
Now they are trying
to take away our
religion, by putting a
stop to the ceremonial
sacred to the Sun. Our
religion was given to
us by the Sun and
Moon, and we will
never give it up, while
the Sun and Moon last.
The white people have
given us no good
reason why they wish
to take away our reli-
gion.  We do not fight,
nor drink whisky at our ceremonials, and there is
nothing harmful that can come from them. We have
been struggling to keep up our religion, in order
that our people may be happy, and that they may
lead better lives. When I began preparations for a Sun
ceremonial this spring, in accordance with the vow,
made by one of our women for the healing of her sick
son, the agent shut off our rations. He would not allow
my family to receive the food, upon which we are
dependent. Because of these things my heart has

PBRINGS-DOWN-THE-STX,
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become bitter, and | have made a vow, that 1 will have
nothing more to do with the white race. It does not
now seem to me advisable to talk further about these
things, and to explain our religion to a white man.
However, Onesta is my kinsman and has brought this
white man a long distance. He can remain in my camp
for a few days to rest, and, during that time, it is
possible that we may grow to know each other better.”
At this moment Bird, the
chief’s wife, entered the
lodge with her daughter,
a very pretty young
woman. The mother was
small and slender. In
her youth she must have
been remarkably good
looking, She gave me
a smile of welcome, and
the old chief explained,
that the girl was his
youngest daughter, and

that she was called “WrSTNG Ao ax Cuvs
“ Whistline - all-n 1 eht.” AND GRANDDAUGHTER oF BriNas.

= = DOWN-THE-SUXN.

becanse she was born in

January, the moon when the jack rabbit whistles at night,
in calling his mate, just as the bull elk is accustomed to
do. Brings-down-the-Sun said to Kionama, ** [ am glad
in my heart that you have come to stay in my camp.
We piteh our tipis in this grove of cottonwoods every
summer, to gather sarvis berries for our use, when the
snows are deep. You will find many kinds of berries on
all sides.  You can eat them now, or gather and dry them
for your winter supply, just as we do. [ ask, however,
that you will be careful not to injure the trees, or break

60
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the branches of the berry bushes. I make this request.
because I am looking ahead for my tribe. Iam anxious
to preserve these big trees and the berry bushes for our
children. I am accustomed to admonish my people. mn
this manner, warning them not to be short-sighted like
the Bloods. They once had many large trees along their
rviver, but they cut them down for firewood. Now
their country is bare and they have few berries. 1 am
continually advising my people not to cut down the trees
along the river, but to haul thewr wood from the forests
on the mountains. They have followed my advice and
we still have our big leaf trees (cottonwoods). The
long leaved trees are the spear-leat trees (Balsam-
Poplar). We also have round-leaf trees (Quaking-Asps)
and brush-sticks (Willows). We always speak of large
trees as ' The Ol Time Trees' and the small ones as
“ Young People’s Trees”” When leaving, 1 presented
the chief with a large silk handkerchief, his wife with a
blanket, while the daughter, Whistling-all-night,
showed great delight, when 1 gave her a set of pearl
buttons.

The first night of ourarrival in Brin gs-down-the-Sun’s
camp, 1 spread my blankets beneath a large cottonwood
tree. Although I was very tired after our long ride in
the hot sun, and from assisting in the laborious work of
making a permanent camp, caring for the horses, un-
loading the wagons, cutting the lodge poles and fire-
wood, pitching the tipis and starting the fires, [ was
too restless to sleep. The night was unusually warm
and sultry. Heavy clouds had gathered over the
Rockies and extended over the plains, bursting upon us,
during the night, with wind, lightning and crashing
peals of thunder. !

Next morning, Unesta said that it was the first |
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thunder heard by the Piegans. In Montana it had
~ thundered earlier and the South Piegans had already
- brought out their Medicine Pipes, but the North
Piegans had been waiting, and now they must give the
ceremonial of unrolling their Pipes and renewing the
tobacco in their sacred bundles, A messenger came
into camp, announcing that Running Antelope would

BuLL Prume Leapixc THE CEREMONIAL

open his Medicine Pipe and invited us all to the cere-
monial. Onesta, Nitana, Bird and Long Hair were
going, so I accompanied them several miles up the river
to Running Antelope’s camp,  When we entered the
lodge, the ceremonial had already begun. To my
surprise, I saw that the leader was Bull Plume, the
chief, whom I had met when visiting Mad Wolf. He
Was so astonished at my unexpected appearance, that
the rattles fell from his hands, and he stopped in the
cc 2
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middle of a chant. When he had recovered himself, he
shook my hand, telling the assembled people my Indian
name, and explaining that I was the adopted son of Mad
Wolf. Bull Plume then turned to me and said : <1 can
tell you how many moons have passed, since I last
met you in Mad Wolf's lodge, for I have kept count
and have marked the moons in my records.” He
handed me a pair of rattles, requesting me to join in
the chant and take part in the ceremonial. After a
pumber of dances, followed by a feast, the Medicine
Pipe was opened and held up. Fresh tobacco was also
inserted in the Bundle, in place of the old, which was |
distributed among the people. ~When the Medicine Pipe |
ceremonial was finished, Running Antelope’s wife availed |
herself of the opportunity to open a Medicine Bonnet,
., fulfilment of a vow made by her son. During the
winter, when he was very sick, he made a vow to the |
Sun, that, if he recovered, his mother who had given the
Sun-dance and owned a Medicine Bonnet, would give a
ceremonial. The boy recovered, and the mother was
now fulfilling his promise.

On this same day, Brings-down-the-Sun drove thirty
miles across the plains, under a burning sun, that he
might secure, from the nearest trading store, provisions
for his visitors. He took with him Mysterious Woman,
his young danghter-in-law, and Sinopa, the daughter of
Menake. When they returned, Brings-down-the-Sun
carried all of his purchases (five loaves of bread and
some fresh meat) to our camp, at the same time offering
apologies that he had so little to offer. He said{
“ Some people may think me foolish for taking two }H]‘-Illlg
women with me, but 1 thought they would be pleased
at seeing the strange sights of the town.” Sinopa afters
wards told her mother that, when they reached town
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(Macleod, Canada) the old chief took them to a restaurant
and ordered a fine turkey dinner for them. While
they were eating, he visited the bakers to buy bread,
and hunted for a good store to secure the best meat.
Before they started home he gave Mysterious Woman
five cents with which to buy candy, remarking that * it
was not well to spend more for sweet stuff.”

When I walked through the wood to explore the
trails, I noticed groups of children slyly peeping through
the trees to get a look at the strange white man.”
They had been taught from infancy that white men are
dangerous monsters, for whenever [ came near, they
quickly disappeared like frightened deer, but I gradually
overcame their instinctive dread ; at first by seeming
to ignore their presence, and finally gaining their
confidence, by small presents and bribes of candy. I
mvestigated the spring pointed out by Brings-down-the-
Sun for our water supply. It proved to be the still-
water of a very beautiful stream. Along its shady
banks, [ found delicious wild strawberries, choke
cherries and sarvis berry bushes, growing high above my
head and laden down with ripe fruit. In the wood,
were great numbers of beautiful song birds. I recog-
nised the yellowthroat, cat bird, whitethroat, goldfineh,
white crowned sparrow and many varieties of warblers.
In a grove of cottonwoods, beside the river, I discovered
the fresh tracks of a family of beavers. There were
tiny footprints of the children in the soft mud and the
large tracks of old beavers. I saw their recent cuttings
and also weather-beaten stumps of trees felled by them,
many years ago. When [ spoke to Onesta of my find,
he said ; < Some heavers, like many people, never seem
to be satisfied and are continually travelling, but this
family, you speak of, have lived here undisturbed for
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A boisterous game was being played by lively boys
and girls. The game was similar to our ‘catcher, in
which all endeavoured to avoid the touch of one of their
number, at whom they sang derisively, ““ Ape-koi-ya-
soma-tia-kake-kina " (You are a mangey old skunk with
no hair along your hackbone).!

The young girls played a game called, * Throwing

CHiLn's Pray Tier,

willow arrows.” They used a large arrow with a string
of plaited horse-hair attached to one end. The first in
turn threw it into a bush. If the second thrower could
hit the larger arrow with a smaller one, or even touch
the horse hair, she won an arrow from the first player.
But, if she missed, and the first player in turn threw a

! Song 9. See p. 515,
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ancient and it is often mentioned in old stories and
legends. Its use as a gambling game was very general
among the plains-tribes.

Passing from these interesting scenes of camp life,
[ climbed the steep ascent of ““ Lookout Butte,” which
Onesta told me had been used for many generations by
Brings-down-the-Sun and his ancestors, as a place of
meditation and prayer. A wonderful prospect was
spread out in every direc-
tion. By the winding
course of green cotton-
wood trees, I could trace
the beautiful valley of
the Crow Lodge River
westward to its very
source among the snow-
crowned summits of the
Rocky Mountains, and
then follow it eastward
like a shining silver
band, far out upon the
prairies. A rainbow from copyrignt in vaitet states by Walter MeClintook,
a straggling storm ap- WHEEL AxDp ARrRow GAME.
peared in mid air, hanging over the river. As the sun
was sinking behind the mountains, the clouds beecame
suffused with red up to the zenith. At the foot of
the butte, and among the trees below, lay the pie-
turesque Indian camp, with its white lodges and
brightly blazing outside fires. The continuous beating
of drums came from our South Piegan camp, where
Onesta was making preparations for his Crow Beaver
ceremonial, to be held on the following day.

Seated in this ancestral place of meditation, and
under the spell of my peaceful and beautiful sur-
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received in infancy the name of his distinguished father,
Running Wolf, and being proud of the name, and the
brave deeds it stood for, gave the same name to his
so1,

The Blackfeet used great care in the selection of
appropriate proper names, being guided by certain
customs and employing a variety of methods 1n
obtaining them. Parents ordinarily entrusted the task
of naming their children to
others, usually to an old
person, because they be-
lieved this would favour
their reaching old age.
When names were formally
given, it was with the prayer
that they might live to be
old. They had a superstition
against the choosing of chil-
dren’s names by young
persons.

Names were often given

NITANA. because of some physical

mark, or characteristic. The

use of horses and the capture of horses from other tribes

having been a prominent feature of their life, it was but

natural that the word horse was used in a great variety
of name combinations.

Dreams were depended upon for suggestions, which
were said to come from the “Dream People,” and they
were also received from the animals. When Onesta’s
wife, Nitana, was once sleeping on the bank of the
Missouri River, she heard, in a dream, a strange voice
calling © Go away from there, Green Snake Woman, do
not disturb that sleeping person !” and then again, * Go
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away from there, Green Snake Woman, do not waken
that person!” When she awoke, she saw, by a strange
coincidence, a rattlesnake near by with head erect, as if
calling to her children. The young snakes were crawl-
ing beside their mother, and all went off together.
When Nitana was afterwards asked to name her sister’s

Two SISTERS—(IREEN SNAKE Womax AxD BLue Sxake WoMax.,

little girls, she gave them the names of the rattlesnake’s
children.

Spotted Eagle, the medicine man, once dreamed that
he was walking under the ground, following a man,
whose comrade called him “ Walking Underneath.” The
first male child Spotted Eagle was asked to name he
called  Walking Underneath.”

When Brings-down-the-Sun lay watching a family of
beavers at their work, he heard the mother beaver
calling her children by the names, Sa-ko-wai-stai (Last
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Diver) and Sa-kowa-et-sosin (Last-one-to-swim-in-with-
the-willows, referring to the beavers' food). When the
chief was asked by a relative to name two of his boys,
he gave them the names of the heaver children.
Another custom was to name a child in honour of a

LAST-ONE-TO-SWIM-IN-WITH-THE- WILLOWS AND Hia SISTERE.

medicine animal, or bird, thereby invoking their
protection, or the gift of their supernatural qualities for
the child. This had its counterpart in the custom of the
Pilgrim Fathers of New England of choosing Christian
names from Biblieal characters and qualities and even
sacred phrases. It resembles, too, the more modern
custom, which many observe, of giving the names of the
saints to their ehildren.
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records in his journal (1806), It is surprising how
dexterous these natives of the plains are, in the art of
communicating their ideas by signs. They will hold
conference for several hours together upon different
subjects and, during the whole time, not a single word
will be pronounced on either side, and still they appear
to understand each other perfectly.”

The Blackfeet, because of their central location on the

Visrring Inpiaxs Coxversing 18 SN LANGUAGE.

(Second from left end is making sign for buffalo by erooking forefingers.)

Buffalo range, and frequent contact with other tribes,
had constant use for sign language and were very
proficient. I attended one of their large camps where
representatives from 16 different tribes were present.
Although unable to understand each other's spoken
language, they talked freely and rapidly together in
gesture speech. Kach evening the wisiting Indians
withdrew to a ridge, overlooking the big camp, where 1
Db 2
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watched, with great interest, their graceful and ex-
pressive gestures, while conversing with the Blackfeet
chiefs in the sign language. I learned the equivalent
ideas representing the names of the following tribes
present and saw them expressed by signs readily
understood by all.

Arapahoe = Spotted People, because they had many
spotted, or pinto horses.

Blackfeet = Black moccasins, because the bottoms
of their moccasins were black.

Blood = Streak-across-the-mouth, a peculiar way
the Bloods had of painting.

Cheyenne = People -who -part - their - hair-in - the-
middle.

Crow = Bird flying.

Flathead = Peculiar shape of the head.

Gros Ventres (of the prairies), = Big Bellies, because
they eat so much.

Kutenai = Mountain People, People-who-live-in-the-
mountains.

Mandans = People-who-live-in-dirt-lodges.

Nez Perce = Users-of-black-paint.

Pend d’Oreille = Paddling People, or River-people-
using-canoes, :

Piegan = Users-of-paint-on-the-cheeks.

Sioux = Cut Throats, from the olden-time tradition
that they cut off the heads of their victims in
battle.

Snake = A crawling serpent.

As an illustration of the Indian’s method of conveying
ideas by signs, I quote the manual equivalents for some
of the above mentioned tribal names, for which 1 am
- debted to ¢ Indian Sign Language,” by Captain W. P.
Clark, Second Cavalry, United States Army.
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the graceful movements of an antelope, and turned his
head alertly, like an antelope. For the Swan dance,
he held his arms in front with the palms spread out, in
mitation of the swan sailing through the air.  Kionama
explained that the hoy was representing the chief swan,
who leads the flock. In the Thunder, or Pipe dance,

a® B

a® YL

Tuuxper Trer.
(** Lookout Butte” in distance. )

Emonissi held a pipe in his right hand, while his left
was extended, to represent the Thunder Bird flying.
After the performance, Onesta announced that he and
Nitana would give the Sup-we-yok-kinni (Crow Beaver
ceremonial), and invited all the North Piegans to
attend. He had been so pleased with my singing
during our evening dance, that he asked my help for
his ceremonial, and suggested that 1 should be the
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owner of a medicine drum. Nitana had spent the
entire day gathering sarvis berries for the feast, also
sage and the different herbs required for the ceremonial.

Early in the morning of the day of the dance, the
women pitched the sacred Thunder Tipi. The top was
painted black to represent a cloudy sky, with a cross at
the back, symbolising the Butterfly, the Bringer of
Dreams. A band of Dusty Stars circled the bottom,
symbolising the earth and, resting upon it, were repre-
sentations of mountains. Between the top and bottom
decorations were four serpentine bands of red repre-
senting the trails of the Thunder Bird (Lightning).

A huge kettle hung from the tripod over our outside
fire, in which the sarvis berry stew was cooked. Onesta
and Nitana chanted and offered prayers, while placing
the berries in the kettle, and when all preparations had
heen completed, they reverently carried the food and
their medicine bundles to the sacred tipi. Onesta beat
loudly upon his drum, the signal to the people to
assemble. The North Piegans, having never before
witnessed the Crow Beaver ceremonial, attended in
oreat numbers. One exception was a fine-looking man,
who was holding himself aloof from the rest of the
company. Noticing that he remained apart in the
South Piegan camp, and wondering what could be the
cause of his absence, I made inquiries. Menake ex-
plained that Bird was his mother-in-law and, according
to the tribal custom, two persons of such relationship
could not be present at the same time. If she chanced
to meet him face to face, she would be greatly annoyed.
If & man came unexpectedly into the presence of his
mother-in-law, he would be expected to make her a
handsome present for such a breach of etiquette.

Brings-down-the-Sun did not enter the sacred tipi,
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neither did his wife, nor any of the family, but sat
outside, for only those who took part in the ceremonial
were expected to enter. Menake said, that, “ It was
their custom to refrain from participation in any cere-
monial, excepting that of the Sun-dance. He was the
high priest of the Sun-dance and his wife one of its
sacred women. [t was necessary tor them to be careful,

OxesTAa GIves THE Crow BeavErR CEREMONIAL.

(Unesta is second from right end.)

not only in respect to their own, but also their children’s
actions. They were expected by the tribe to lead
straight lives and to be above reproach.” In this
instance, they all attended as onlookers, because Onesta
was a relative, but maintained their dignity by not
participating.

The Crow Beaver Society ceremonial was introduced
in recent years by a Blackfoot Chief, after a visit to the
Crow Indians. It is participated in by both men and
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medicine man. The rustling of the cottonwoods over-
head, the faint murmur of the river rapids near by, and
the weird shapes of the lodge decorations, in the fitful
glow of the dying fire, made favourable conditions for
a vision. As I went to sleep I remembered having
seen a large eagle, sailing high above the plains, on the
day we entered the North Piegan country. He stood
heside me in the night, advising what message | should
bring to the North Piegans.

I was wakened by the bright rays of the morning
sun, shining into the lodge. Smoke was slowly rising
in the still air from our South Piegan camp fire.
Menake and Nitana were already cooking breakfast.
Kionama called me, while I was at the river endeavour-
ing to wash the red paint from my face and hair.
Before long, as I had expected, Onesta inquired if
anything had disturbed me during the night. 1 replied,
“No,” and relapsed into silence. Menake then asked if
[ had seen a vision. When I replied that I had had a
very strong vision, Onesta urged me to tell it. 1 said,
with the greatest seriousness,

« Before sunrise, just as day was breaking, an eagle stood beside
me, saying, < My son, it is the chief of all the eagles that is speaking
to you. I am going to help you because you are alone among a
strange people. It is a good thing for you to visit the North
Piegans, to learn about them, and to take their pictures. Tt will

bring good luck to you and to those, who take part in the cere-
monials. Good fortune and long life will come to all who may help

3 27

you.

My companions looked to see if 1 were joking, but,
when I maintained a solemn countenance, nothing
further was said, and I knew that my vision was taken
seriously, and would soon be heralded and discussed,
iy its smallest detail, throughout the North Piegan

camp.
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agoressive methods, and that, if I had associated with
him, it would have injured me greatly in the estimation
of the older chief.

Political human nature is the same the world over.
How like the rival ambitions and struggles for pre-
eminence between the chiefs of our political parties, and
political antagonists anywhere, was this manceuvring
for recognition and leadership between these rival chiefs
of the Blackfeet !

When Brings-down-the-Sun heard that Bull Plume
had heen in the South Piegan camp, trying to persuade
the white man to go with him, he was very indignant.
In the afternoon he entered our camp for the first time.
Seating himself upon a big log, near the outside fire,
and, filling his every-day pipe, he spoke as follows :

“ For several years I have endured many things from
this Bull Plume. I will no longer be silent, but will
now speak plainly. If you desire to go to the camp of
this man, I will not hinder you.” When I veplied that
[ intended remaining with him, he seemed relieved and
continued : T would prefer to have you stay with me,
inasmuch as you came first to my camp and I have
heen preparing myself to relate to you many things that
have happened to my people in former days. If you
should be instructed by another man, there might be
confusion. However, I do not wish to interfere, if you
want to learn from Bull Plume.” I again assured him
that T desired to learn from him alone, and said, “ When
[ started north with the South Piegans, they promised
they would take me to your camp, because you know
more than any of the chiefs. When I met the Blood
Indians, I told them also that I was on my way to visit
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you. I do not care to go to the camp of Bull Plume |

and I want to learn from you alone.” Gazing steadily



'p_;.rﬂgﬂ i United States

Tae Wax CHigs By Walter MeClinfuch







XXXI THE RIVAL LEADERS 417

into my face for a moment, he said, I can read a man’s
character in his eyes and by the look I see in his face.
I know this Bull Plume is tricky, because he cannot
look a man straight in the eyes. He is like a crooked
stick and his words and his schemes are as many as the
branches in yonder thicket. He told you that he has in
his possession tribal records handed down to him from
his grandfather. This is not true. Bull Plume is a
yvoung man. We do
not even know who
his father was. |1
remember him as a
small boy. He was
S0 poor he used to
walk barefoot behind
the travois. When,
as a young man, he
was  gathering to-
cgether the records he
now bhoasts about to
you, he secured the
knowledee from me.

This same information

was given to me hy BRINGS-DOWN-THE-SUN.
SRR ) i : P (EBagle feathers fastened on both sides of
my father, who was héad)

the head chief of the

Blackfeet. Bull Plume has lied to you and, if you had
gone with him to his camp, he has no records of value
to show. Since you were not deceived, and have
remained true to me, [ now take you as my son, I will
be your father in the north, and the people in my camp
henceforth will be your brothers and sisters. As long
as you remain in my camp, [ will give myself up to you
and will tell you all the information you may desire

E E
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to know. [ also take as my friends your white father and
mother who live towards the rising sun. I ask you 1;.-.-
send them word that my heart feels good towards them.
After expressing, in a few wort ds, my deep apprec lation
of his kindness and goodwill, | [ asked him to tell me
about his father. and also about his own life.
His manner was very impressive as he turned and,

!’.'HP_I'.'."!_l’Ifn' tat Dlividedd Stales F...- Walter Mellin toil:

¢t T wiLlL TELL YOU NOTHIXG BUT THE TRUTH.”

pointing towards the setting sun, addressed me. * The
Sun looks down upon us hoth, sitting here together,
and hears everything that we say. [ declare, before
the Great Mystery in the Sun, that I will tell you
nothing but the truth.

« When my father became a man he was named
A-pe-so-muckka (Running Wolf). My grandfather,
Little Mountain, was once alone in the mountains,
when a wolf came to him 1n a dream saying, * My son,
you have often heard my voice, for [ am Running Wollf,
the head chief of all lhu wolves. I run all over the
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pleased to see him, and ordered him to turn back,
explaining that they were starting upon a long and
dangerous expedition, and that he, as their leader,
would be held responsible for his safe return. Running
Wolf made no reply, but his two brothers spoke: “ If
he is so eager to go to war, let him come along. He
can make himself useful by leading these two travois
dogs. No further objections were made, so Running
Wolf took charge of the dogs and remained with the
war party. Nothing of interest happened for many
days. One night, after crossing the Yellowstone River,
when the boy was sleeping on the outskirts of the camp,
he was awakened by the growling of his dogs, and
discovered not far away a band of Snake Indians. He
gave the alarm, and the Blackfeet hastily made ready,
but waited to make their attack just before dawn.
When they were starting out, my two uncles directed
Running Wolf to hand over his rifle, because it might
be needed, and because he was too young to enter the
ficht. He pleaded with them to allow him to try at
least one shot at the enemy. When the Snakes saw
the Blackfeet coming, they hastily retreated towards
some high cliffs. The Blackfeet warriors followed, but
held their fire, thinking the Snakes were out of range.
Young Running Wolf was the only one to fire a gun.
He took a long shot, and, strange to say, killed a Snake
warrior, the bullet entering his head. When he fell,
my uncles ran out and took his scalp and clothes. The
Qnakes reached the cliffs, where they were in such a
strong position that our warriors could not dislodge
them. The victory had already belonged to the Black
feet, so they left the country to return home. It w
- midsummer when they came back. The people wer
all outside the lodges, the women playing a game 0
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bones, and the young men gambling with the wheel
and arrow, when a band of horsemen unexpectedly
appeared upon a high butte. It was the returning war-
party. They had come back so quickly, no one believed
it possible they could have gone far enough to en-
counter the enemy. The warriors tied the scalp to
some long willow branches. The chief instructed youno

— —— —

War-rarTy Rivive Turoven Casr HoLpINa up ScALPs,

Running Wolf to hold them aloft when they entered
camp, and to cry out, ¢ My name is Running Wolf. 1
am the youngest of the war- -party, lmt [ was the only
one to kill a Snake Indian. Behold ! here is his sc :1lp
Then they marched around the camp, shooting their
rifles in tlu air, and singing the song of victory, ¢ We
have hair.’ ".Lmj. years afterwards the Blackfeet were
told by the Snakes, that the man my father killed was
also the son of their head chief, and that his name was

Runuing Wolf,
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time, burn sweet pine as incense, which will avert the
evil power. We must catch both Iron Shirt and his
wife inside their lodge. Don’t let either of them
escape.” In this way he persuaded' them and overcame
their fears. It was after midnight, when I heard
them come into our lodge. Wolf Child entered first,
holding the sacred Pipe hidden heneath his blanket.
My mother tried to run out, but Wolf Child held her
fast, until the others entered. He offered the Pipe to
my father and, when he grasped it with both hands, the
society men hegan to drum and sing.  When my father
had finished smoking, he said : ‘I have many horses,
which of them is it you wish to take?’ Wolf Child
said : ¢ Your black buffalo horse” He knew well that
he was the most valuable of the herd and the fastest
horse in camp. He was so high spirited that it required
three raw hide bridles to hold him. My father answered
quickly : ‘Take him! He 1s yours” It was an
honour, but also a great burden for my father and
mother to own a Medicine Pipe. But few men dare to
refuse it. [ remember the case of a young man, who
declined a Medicine Pipe, because the society asked for
his racehorse. As a result his father-in-law soon died,
then the racehorse, and finally the young man himself.
“T was once camped with my grandfather and father
on the Green Banks (St. Mary's River), close to the
Rocky Mountains. They were digging out beavers,
which were very plentiful. My father went off for a
hunt to supply our camp with meat. He followed the
trail of some elk up the side of a steep mountain, until
he came to timber-line, where he saw a herd of mountain
sheep. He followed them towards Nin-ais-tukku (Chief
Mountain). When he drew near the summit, he dis-
covered a dense, foul-smelling smoke rising from a deep
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pit. He pushed a huge boulder into it to hear it fall.
There came back no sound, but a cloud of smoke and
gas arose so dense and suffocating, that he turned to
flee, but it was only to meet a black cloud coming up
the mountain side. He was frightened and tried to
escape, but suddenly there came a terrible crash, and
my father fell to the ground. He beheld a woman
standing over him. Her face was painted black and
red zig-zag streaks like lightning were below her eyes.
Behind the woman, stood a man holding a large weapon.
My father heard the man exclaim impatiently, ‘I told
you to kill him at once, but you stand there pitying
him.” He heard the woman chant, * When it rains the
noise of the Thunder is my medicine.” The man also
sang and fired his big weapon. The report was like a
deafening crash of thunder, and my father bheheld
lightning coming from the big hole on the mountain
top. He knew nothing more, until he found himself
lying inside a great cavern. He had no power to
speak, neither could he raise his head, but, when he
heard a voice saying, ‘ This is the person who threw the
stone down into your fireplace,” he realised that he was
in the lodge of the Thunder Maker. e heard the
beating of a drum, and, after the fourth beating, was
able to sit up and look around. He saw the Thunder
Chief, in the form of a huge bird, with his wife and
many children around him. All of the children had
drums, painted with the green talons of the Thunder-
bird and with Thunder-bird beaks, from which issued
zig-zag streaks of yellow lightning.

“We call the thunder Isis-a-kummi (Thunder-bird).
We believe that it is a supernatural person. When he
leaves his lodge to go through the heavens with the
storm-clouds, he takes the form of a great bird with
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sound advice, and to lead them in the right trail.
Whenever they gather in assemblies, I go among them
to guide them straight. At horse races, 1 endeavour to
keep them from fighting, and, if they quarrel, I reason
with them, and try to persuade them to hold the matter
over until another day. 1 advise the women to be
obedient to their men, and am continually impressing
upon the young, to keep their hearts kind and not to
be wild or quarrelsome. Some of our leaders become
angry with the people, when they go wrong. 1 believe
you have more power with men, if you are patient with
them, when they wander from the right trail.

“ For many years [ have helped to support my family
by catching eagles. 1 dispose of most of the feathers
among the South Piegans, who use them for their head-
dresses and medicine bonnets. It is very difficult and
exhausting work to take eagles alive. When I was a
young man my father taught me his methods, for he
was a skilled eagle-catcher. I camp in an unfrequented
place, near the foot of the mountains. After digging a
deep hole, so that I can stand erect inside, I kill a
coyote and stretch the tanned hide on sticks, with raw
meat laid along the sides, as if it had just been cut
open. Long before sunrise, I enter the hole, covering
the top over with branches and leaves. The coyote
bait, lies on top, just over my head. I must stand in
the hole all day, not able to eat, nor drink, nor even
smoke, lest the eagles scent the smoke. All day long
I chant the coyote medicine song,

“¢T want the eagles to eat my body.’

The power of this song draws the eagles towards the
bait. First | see the Mami-as-ich-imi (Long Tails or
Magpies) coming. They walk around chattering
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and talking, saying to each other over and over again,
‘ Magpies go on ahead, and hang your sack upon a tree.’
An eagle sees the Longtails feasting, and swoops down
beside the bait. He first walks suspiciously around and
around the coyote, and at last steps over upon the
branches and begins to eat. [ then push my hands
through the branches and, grasping him firmly, first by
one leg and then by the other, I pull him quickly down
mto the hole, and kill him by breaking his back with my
foot. In this way the wings fall to either side, and the
feathers are uninjured.  After sunset, my wife comes to
the pit with food. She uncovers the top and helps me
out. I desire most to catch the Peta (Golden Eagle),
because its feathers are the most valuable. Its head
and breast are light brown, with white beneath the
wings. Its tail feathers are also white, with black tips.
We never use Black Eagles, and White Heads (Bald
Eagles) arve very scarce, as well as dangerous. They are
so strong, they have almost lifted me out of the pit.

“In former days, when grizzly bears were plentiful,
eagle-catching was very dangerous. I remember one
Indian, who was in his pit, when a big grizzly came to
the bhait, and started to drag it away. The man
foolishly held to his bait, and the bear turned to
investigate. He seratched off the branches and, seeing
a man,in the hole, dragged him out and, in a rage, tore
him to pieces. His friends found nothing but his bones.
There are now so many white men in the country, it is
difficult to find a locality wild enough to catch eagles.
At present I go to a place on the other side of the
Porcupine Mountains.”

Pointing towards the north, Brings-down-the-Sun
said : “ You can see from here the highest peak of the
Porcupine Mountains. It is surrounded by a thick
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arandfather), Double Walker and Three Eagles. The
daughters are: Long Hair (because of her un-
usually long hair when a young girl), Turns-back-the-
whole-herd-alone (I once performed this feat in buttalo
days), Whistling-all-night (she was born in January,
the time the jack rabbit, like the bull elk, whistles at
night, when calling his mate), also Good Kill and
Double-Gun-Woman.” At this point, Bird joined the
circle, and Menake, pointing towards me, said, to
frighten her, “Look out! Did you not notice your
son-in-law sitting there?” The old woman turned to
run, but, when she saw it was only intended as a joke,
she laughed, saymg, A-pe-ech-eken, you should give
me a good horse, even if you are not my son-in-law,
hecause you gave me such a fright.” |

Brings-down-the-Sun, who had been smoking in
silence, said: “This is the third summer since the
heavy rain. It came during the moon of High Water,
(June). At that time, I was in the country of the
South Piegans, disposing of eagle feathers, and visiting
my daughter Pretty Blanket. I also intended to
remain for the Sun-dance, but a messenger came from
the north with the news that the Crow Lodge Rive
had overflowed its banks and my camp was washe
away. I hastened back and found, that there had been
such a storm that, in a few hours, the river came ou
from its banks. My son, Running Wolf, was here with
our family. The river rose so suddenly in the nigh
that, before they could realise it, they were upon a
island, cut off from the mainland by the swift current.
The water continued to rise so fast, that Running Wol
made the women and children climb into a big tree
There was no other way of escape. When dayligh
came, and the women felt the swaying of the tree, an
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around which we have named ‘Big Timber,” because
trees grow very large there. Birch Creek was named
because of the groves of birches along its shores ;
Badger Creek, on account of the many large badgers
seen along its banks; Black Tail, hecause of the
quantity of black tail deer in the thickets near that
stream. Mud Head River was named, because of the

Piskus NEAR Two MEDICINE RIVER.
(Top of cliff.)

‘kun we had there. When we ran a herd of buffalo
over the cliff they fell into the mud which was so soft
it covered their heads. Two Medieine River was named,
hecause we once had a double piskun there. We drove
the buffalo over one, or the other, as we chose. Lee’s
Creek is called ¢ Banks-roped-together’ by our people.
An Indian when on a hunt killed a buffalo there,
marking the spot by cutting the raw hide into stri
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and making them into a rope, which he fastened to
stakes on both sides of the stream. When the Indians
saw the rope they named the place ¢ Where-the-
banks-are-roped-together.” The stream finally became
known by that name,

“In the mountains, at the head of the Green Banks
(St. Mary’s), are two lakes. We call them the In Lakes,

Prisivy sgar Two Mepioise BIVER.
{ Base of cliff.)

because they run so far into the mountains. At the
head of Swift Current River, is another lake, surrounded
by thick forests and high peaks, and with falls at the
outlet. We have named it Moose Lake. When some
of our people were once hunting there, a moose dived
into the lake and escaped.

“ At the place, where the Kootenai River flows out of
the mountains, there is an old trail leading past some
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those days we did not have buckets, but used buffalo
paunches for water bags. Sometimes the Doves lay in
ambush, and, when they saw a woman returning from
the river with her water bags filled, they shot their
arrows into them and let the water run out. If she
became angry, or if they could not pierce the skin, they
sometimes destroyed the bags. If a woman was starting
off to pick berries, and they ordered her not to go, and
she disobeyed, they awaited her return and spilled her
berries, or they took long willow sticks and beat the
berries from the bushes where she was picking. They
always took one woman into their society, who liked to
dig roots and to pick berries, 50 that they could have
an abundance for their feasts. She always followed
them through the camp, carrying a bow and arrow just
as they did, calling out, * the Doves are now out. It will
be better for everyone to stay inside.” All feared them.
The head chief, and even the powerful societies, over-
looked their mean actions and excused them, saying:
‘ the Doves are young and foolish and will go to any
extreme to have their own way. It is dangerous to

oppose them ™’

MuTo KA-1KS (BUFFALO SOCIETY).

« The Muto-ka-iks is composed entirely of women.
Their dances are continued even to this day among
the Bloods. A large lodge is erected, having a centre
pole, to which is tied the sacred ‘root digger, as a
cross piece. The women assemble clothed in the
costumes of their society. They wear robes and head-
dresses of soft tanned buckskin, There are fo
leaders, called ¢ Snake Medicine Hats, with bonne
of eagle feathers. One of these, ‘Lodge-Pole’ b
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name, 1s chief. Four more, wearing bonnets of hawk
feathers, are called ‘Hawk Medicine Hats’ Two
others, ecalled ‘Old Bulls] wear head-dresses with
red plumes fastened to the horns. Old women and
young children come before them and are painted on
their foreheads with a red eross, symbolical of the
‘centre pole’ and the ‘root digger” A young.boy,
son of a prominent chief, is chosen to take part in
the ceremonies. He is elaborately dressed and rides
a horse to the lodge of the society, followed by his
father and mother bearing presents in return for the
honour conferred upon their son. When the dancers
come forth from their main lodge, they walk slowly
to a lake, or stream, like a herd of buffalo going to
water. They lie down upon the shore and wait for
the two bulls which follow slowly. When they too
lie down, the boy rides to windward with a lighted
buffalo chip, allowing the smoke to blow towards the
dancers. They rise slowly to their feet. After
smffing at the wind and tossing their heads, in
Imitation of buffaloes, they start towards their lodge.
The boy on horseback follows, mitating the eall
formerly used by Indians in driving buffalo.  When
the women reach the lodge, they run about the centre
pole, until they fall exhausted. The old bulls do
not join in the stampede, but walk slowly and
deliberately, with heavy tread and bellowing, some-
‘times lowering their heads and running at each other

ike bulls fighting.  Finally, they too enter the lodge

tand join those about the pole. The actions of the

‘dancers, after smelling the smoke, are in imitation of

'buffalo driven by Indians to a piskun.  When they

ienter the lodge, they are supposed to be driven over

‘@ clif. When they run around the pole, their
G G 2
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motions are in imitation of buffalo wounded by their
fall, and caught in the corral at the bottom of the

chift.”
Kxur-soME-TaIx (Soctery oF Map Docs).

«“ This society is sometimes also called Crazy Dogs.
Two prominent Gros Ventre chiefs, Big Road and

Map Doc Sociery WAITING FOR Exrectep FEAST.

Wolf-skin-around-his-neck, who killed enemies 1n
battle, by riding over them with their horses, were
ihe founders. The society of Mad Dogs was secured
from the Gros Ventres by the Blackfeet, throught
()-mis-tai-po-kah. One of the most influential of the
Gros Ventre societies had refused to accept Wolf-skin-
around-his-neck as a member, and he was so angry with
them that, in retaliation, he disclosed the secrets and
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mysteries of the Mad Dog society, of which he was one
of the founders, to O-mis-tai-po-kah, head chief of the
Blackfeet. Many members of the Mad Dog society are
living to-day, and they still give their dances in our big
camps. They dress and prepare for their ceremonial
together, in a large lodge. Before heginning to dance,
they notify the camp of their readiness, by first
marching around and singing their society song. There

Map Docs MarcHinG THROUVGH CAMP.

are two head men, or leaders on horseback, who are
said to be braver than the other members, and repre-
sent the two Gros Ventre chiefs, founders of the society.
The two leaders must see that the big dance lodge is
erected, and their wives must cook food for the society
feast.  While marching throngh camp, the Mad Dogs
stop beside the lodges of chiefs, who are under obliga-
tions to them for favours, and dance until they are
given a feast, or suitable reward. If there should e
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there was no sign of life,—nothing but the barren
plains. When he lay down, he again heard a drum and
the same voice calling, saying : ¢ Lone Chief invites you
to come and eat, for he is ready to give a dance.” This
time Red Blanket jumped to his feet, thinking he must
be dreaming. While walking around the old eamp, he
found some dried meat that had been left behind. A

IsTERIOR OF SociEry Lopoe Svowise Masxer oF Hascise CLOTHES AND
HEADDRESSES,

female dog ran out from a thicket of willows and
stood gazing at him. He supposed that this dog
must have been doing the mysterious talking, so he
threw her the meat, which she ate and inuﬁmlintv]}'
returned to the bushes, When Red Blanket lay down
again, he went to sleep and the spirit of his lost dog came
to him, saying : I am giving this dance here to-night,
in behalf of a poor mother and her six little boy dogs.



458 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

They were left behind, when the camp moved, and I am
trying to help them. If you feel sorry for this un-
fortunate mother and her children, carry them with you
and save their lives, We will show you our dance and,
when you return ugniu to eamp, you can make use of it
to found a dog society.” In his dream, Red Blanket
followed the dog spirit into the bushes, where he saw

Bregsgiy Suirt of Map Doc Sociery.

(Decorated with beads and trimmed with ermine. )

many dogs dancing. One of their chiefs wore a long
black robe, dragging behind like a tail, while others
wore decorations and streamers, trailing behind for tails.
In the morning, when Red Blanket awoke, he found the
dog family among the willows. He took up the pups
and, placing them in his shirt, carried them back to

camp, followed by their mother. He then started the
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society of Brave Dogs, taking members as the dog
spirit had instructed, and teaching them to dance, just
as he had seen the dogs dancing. Red Blanket, as the
founder, wore a small rattle tied through the flesh of his
wrist, the medicine of the Brave Dogs. He first took
in three prominent chiefs, Many Eagles, Lost Feather,

Buokskiy LEGGING.

and Lone Chief. They together selected other members.
We formerly gave our dance, when the camp was to be
moved. We first marched around, beating drums, and
singing our society songs, and then we went to the
centre of the camp, where we lay on the ground, curled
up like dogs sleeping.  We wore no clothes, but painted
our bodies all over. Our moceasins were decorated with
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porcupine quills, but had no ankle-tops. Each man
carried a knife, bow and a big quiver filled with arrows.
Next morning, when camp was broken, we went around
the deserted cirele, and ate food that was left behind,
just like dogs. Then we followed the tribe slowly,
always coming in after the people had their lodges
pitched and were settled. We first went to the head
chief’s tipi, where we danced four times, and then we

JUCKSKIN SHIRT FRIZSGED AND DECORATED wiITH COLOURED PORCUPINE
Quinis,

went to the eentre of camp, and curled upon the ground
to sleep. We did this for four successive nights. On
the fourth morning, all of the Brave Dogs returned to
their own lodges, where we painted, dressed in our best
clothes, ate good food, and acted like dogs no more,
until our next dance. While we were giving our dance,
we stole anything we wanted, even food, while it was
cooking, just as dogs do. Sometimes we danced at the
lodges of prosperous chiefs. If they gave us clothes as
presents, we could not wear them until after our dance,
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and two buffalo horns added, to make them look like
double ears. The bears were separated from the other
dancers, lying in a hole for a den, and covering them-
selves over with robes. Wolf-Skin-Man, the leader,
arose first to dance, the entire circle following him. All
wore blankets and carried spears. They also held
whistles in their mouths, which were blown while
dancing. The two white-painted dancers pushed into
the circle, driving the others away with their spears.
When the black-painted water carriers passed the white
dancers in the circle, they stopped. Then the man with
the willow stick entered, but he could not sit down,
until after the bears had stopped dancing. Every time
these five leaders arose, the entire society must dance,
with the exception of the bears. They always did as
they pleased, lying lazily in their den, covered with
robes. When the spectators, eager to see them dance,
threw things at them, they pretended four times that
they were going to begin. After the fourth feint, they
stood up, holding their hands hanging down, just as
bears hold their paws. While dancing, they carried
their bows and arrows, pretending to aim at the dancers,
The Brave Dogs kept going around in a circle, just like
a dog looking for a place to lie down. When we had
danced four times, the bears held the sharp pointed
arrows ready to shoot, but, changing them quickly to
two painted arrows without points, they took aim at the
crowd, as if to shoot them, but the arrows were sent
high over their heads. The rest of us ran off over the
prairie, following in the direction the arrows flew, and
throwing our moccasins into the air as we ran. Many
boys followed us to pick them up, for we wore finely
decorated dance-moccasins, but no one was allowed to
pick up the two painted arrows, which the Grizzly Bears
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berries, strung together in necklaces of many strands,
are worn by women for ornament. They are also much
used as sacred food in ceremonials. While in Brings-
down-the-Sun’s camp, I secured a quantity of them to
take back with me to Montana for my friend Wolf
Plume. I knew that they would be an acceptable
present, as he owned a Beaver Bundle, which required
in its ceremonial sarvis berries for the feast. One
evening, while finishing our supper, a crowd of sarvis
berry pickers, consisting entirely of women and children,
filed past our camp, with bags and parfleches filled with
the fruit. No man was allowed to accompany them,
because they had to eross the river by wading. The
children were in the lead, then followed the women in
bright coloured dresses, some carrying babies on their
backs, wrapped in blankets after the Indian fashion.
Last of all came Kops-ksis-e (Swell-nosed-pup), Brings-
down-the-Sun’s faithful old watch dog, who brought up
the rear with his canine followers. I was interested in
watching the women dividing up the fruit, before
separating to their tipis. Each woman seemed to know
exactly the amount she had gathered, and there was no
bickering. -

Brings-down-the-Sun had noticed his wife, Bird, in
the company, hurrying past our camp with a large sack
of berries. Turning to Menake he said, “ There goes
Sis-tse (Bird), she is tired I know, and hungry after her
hard day’s work. I would be pleased if you could carry
to her some tea and a little food.” He then hastened
to her side to tell her that he was being well cared for
and that she need not cook for him. Menake soon
carried a bountiful repast to the old woman and, on her
return, reported to me, that she had overheard the chief
say to his wife : “ My white son in yonder camp will

H H 2
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a young woman named Itsa-pich-kaupe (Sits-by-the-
door), the mother of Calf Looking and grandmother
of Ap-ai-kai-koa (Little Skunk). She was carried on
horseback by the warrior who took her prisoner, over
two hundred miles to the Crow camp on the Yellowstone
River. There she was presented to one of his friends,
who took her to his lodge and gave her into the care of
his wife, an older woman. Itsa-pich-kaupe was so
closely watched she could find no chance of escape.
Every night the Crow man hobbled her feet, so that she
could not walk. He also tied a rope around her waist,
and fastened the other end to his wife. One day, when
the Crow man was away, and the two women were
together in the lodge, the Crow woman conversed with
Itsa-pich-kaupe in the sign language, saying, ‘1 over-
heard my husband say last night that they intended to
kill you. I feel sorry and will help you to escape
to-night when it is dark.” That evening the Crow man
hobbled Itsa-pich-kaupe as usual and tied her to his
wife. When the lodge fire burned low, and the Crow
woman knew from his heavy breathing that her husbhand
was asleep, she crawled over to Itsa-pich-kaupe and
unfastened the ropes. She then tied the loose end of
the waist-rope to a lodge pole, so that if her husband
should waken and pull upon the rope, he would not
suspect her escape. She loosened the bottom of the
lodge covering from the pegs and, giving Itsa-pich-kaupe
a pair of moccasins, a flint and a small sack filled
with pemmican, pushed her outside. Itsa-pich-kaupe
travelled all that night as fast as she could go, away
from the Crow camp. When daylight came she hid in
some underbrush. The Crows tried to follow her but
they could find no tracks and gave up the chase.
When she had walked for four nights, and was a long


















480 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL CHAP.

When riding across the plains, I saw him along old
trails and abandoned wagon roads, running swiftly
ahead of my horse, or springing from the ground and
mounting to a height of about fifty feet, when he
extended his wings and fluttered slowly to the ground,
always against the wind, and singing a cheerful, rippling

MEDICINE WEASEL'S CAMP NEAR THE ROCKIES.

song. I do not recall hearing a longspur singing while
mounting into the air, but only when descending. His
song reminded me of that of the English linnet.

During hot days in early summer, I often heard over
Indian camps “ pallid horned larks,” singing so high up in
the air, as to be entirely out of sight. But, if I watched
closely, they would re-appear and sing, while floating
downwards. From their continuous singing, while at a
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lotty height, it seemed as if they must be rejoicing in a
cool breeze, discovered high above the sun-heated
earth,

A few days before the formation of a large Blackfeet
camp, while walking a halt mile from the camp, I found
a nest with five eggs, which a western lark sparrow had
made in a moist meadow, where the grass and wild
flowers grew luxuriantly. The grazing Indian horses
soon stripped the ground of all vegetation as closely as
if cut with a seythe. Visiting the place a week later, |
found three nearly fledged young larks in the nest.
Their hatching and nurture had proceeded without
interruption, notwithstanding the horses had tramped
all around them, and had eaten away their protective
covering, leaving them exposed and in plain view.
Other birds that I had found on the Blackfeet plains,
were the vesper sparrow, white-throated sparrow,
chicadee, goldfinch, king bird, kingfisher, cat bird,
raven, Brewer blackbird, long-billed curlew, Wilson
snipe, herring gull, and yellow warbler.

When Brings-down-the-Sun had taken his seat on
the log, and was placidly smoking his everyday pipe, I
asked him to tell me the Blackfeet names for the
different birds and to explain the meanings of their
songs. The old chief said, “The birds that you see
making so much disturbance near the camp, chattering
while flying from tree to tree, and looking eagerly for
scraps, are called Ma-mi-as-ich-imi (long tails or
magpies). Ilook upon them as my friends because they
always come first to my coyote bait, when I am catching
eagles. They say to each other, ‘Long tails fly on
ahead and fasten your provision bag to another tree.’
If you take notice you will see them flying ahead of
each other, continually in search of food. The old

I1
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women often sing these words as a slumber song to
children,”

A large woodpecker with red wings lighted on a

dead tree near by, He hammered diligently with his
bill on the hollow trunk, making a loud noise, but
suddenly stopped to give his ery. Pointing up to him,
Brings-down-the-Sun said : ““ That fellow was saying, in
the Blackfeet tongue, to the worms and bugs in the
old tree, ¢ Stick your heads out now for I want to eat
you.’
“The O-toch-koki (yellow breast, meadow lark, or
prairie robin) is called big-stern bird, because he is so
broad across the back. He is one of the first birds to
come in the spring. We are always glad to see him,
because we know that summer is near. He has many
songs and sings in different tongues. All of the Indian
tribes understand the songs of the yellow breast. He
sings in Blackfoot, ‘Nat-sia-ke-oa-se-kim-aki,’ ¢ Good
Whistler (his wife) is a selfish woman,’ also ‘ Kit-o-kin-
tsit-o-tsin-aicht,” ‘ The fat is part of his liver,” and another
one, which we consider very impudent, ¢ Kitaki-ma-siks-
a-stoki,” ¢ Your sister has a black skin.’

“When the Isik-o-ka-e (black breast, or chestnut
collared longspur) is flying, he sings, ¢ Kiowa-kinix-apis-
is-tsis-ta-kits-itope,” ¢ Spread out your blanket and 1 will
light upon it.’

“The Nepe-e, Summer bringers (white-throated
sparrows), sing, ‘The leaves are budding and summer
is coming.” They also sing, ¢ It-sis-oks-is-taki,’
¢ Crushed inside.” Goldfinches are called grease birds,
hecause they have the yellow colour of grease, or tallow.
The cat bird is ¢ Pokaup’ (the baby), because he cries
so like a baby.” When a king bird alighted among
some berry bushes and began a loud chattering, Brings-






484 THE OLD NORTH TRAIL  cHaPr

their own shadow. There iz a bird a little larger than a
snipe, with long legs and a black breast. The Stony
Indians understand him and say he sings in their
language, ‘ Buffalo! Buffalo !’

“The Rooster sings when he wakens in the morning,
‘Nep6-akh. Get up!’ The curlew is our Ma-ken-ima.
If anyone kills a curlew, or steals its young, we believe a
storm will arise. The Peta is the golden eagle. Se-
ka-kin-eoa is the white headed eagle. Pekoke is the
buzzard.

“The fish hawk is called Pa-tse-ksis-acom (Mistake
Thunder), because .he is so dangerous. It is said that
an Indian once climbed to a fish hawk’s nest, on a high
cliff to secure the young birds. When he came to a
dangerous place on the cliff, the old birds swooped down
on him with such force, that he was thrown over the
cliff and killed. Ever since that time, we have called
them Mistake Thunder, meaning that they are as
powerful and as dangerous as the Thunder (or
lightning)” When a night hawk flew overhead,
Brings-down-the-Sun, looking up, called out, * Pisto
(Short face), shoot down now.” I followed his gaze in
time to see the night hawk fall like a flash, making the
peculiar, rushing noise with his wings, which we call
“ hooming,” but the Blackfeet call it * tearing his wings
oft.”

It was a very hot day, and the chief’s head evidently
pained him, for he placed his hand upon his forehead,
saying, “I have a long scar here, just over the temple,
where a wild horse kicked me, when I was a young man.
Ever since that time, whenever the sun is hot, or the
wind blows hard, the old scar becomes quite painful.
You have heard the old saying, * My dogs are scattered,
and 1 must gather them together and go away, but,
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told me many stories about the stars of the night sky,
explaining how they came there. There is one family
of stars in the northern sky, which we call ‘ The Seven
Brothers."'! When we wish to know the time at night,
we say, ‘ How does the Last Brother point?’! 1 will
tell you the story of

“Tue SEVEN BrorHeErs (GRrEAT BEAR).

“There was once a camp of ten lodges. In one of
them there lived a family of nine children, seven boys
and two girls. While the six older brothers were away
on the war-path, the eldest girl, Bear-Skin-Woman,
married a grizzly bear. Her father was so angered
that, with the help of the others, he surrounded the
grizzly’s cave and killed him.  When Bear-Skin-Woman
knew of her husband’s death, she took a piece of his
skin and wore 1t for her medicine, One night, by
means of her husband’s supernatural power, she was
changed into a huge grizzly bear, and attacked the
camp, killing everyone, including her father and
mother, She spared her youngest brother and sister,
Okinai (Body Chief) and Sinopa (Kit-Fox). Bear-Skin-
Woman then changed herself into her former shape and
returned to the lodge, occupied by her brother and
sister,  Okinai and Sinopa were greatly frightened
when they overheard her talking to herself, planning
how she might kill them. One day, when Sinopa went
to the river for water, she met her six brothers return-
ing from the war-path. Having explained to them
the danger, they planned to rescue her. Gathering
many prickly pears, they directed Sinopa to place them

I See Appendix,
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in front of the lodge in such a way, that the safe
approach would be by a narrow path. At midnight the
children quietly left the lodge, carefully avoiding the
prickly pears, and safely passed out to their waiting
brothers. But Bear-Skin-Woman, hearing them leave
the lodge, followed, only to step on the prickly pears,
Roaring with pain, she immediately changed herself
into a bear and ran after her brothers.  Okinai proved
to be a medicine man, with supernatural power, even
greater than his sister’s. When Bear-Skin-Woman
overtook them, he shot an arrow into the air.
Immediately the brothers found themselves just as far
in advance of their terrible sister as the arrow flew,
When she again drew near, Okinai waved his Medicine
Feather, which brought thick underbrush in her way.
Then he made a lake to come between. Finally, for
the fourth and last effort to escape, he made a large
tree, into which the seven brothers and their little
sister climbed. But the grizzly knocked the four lowest
from the tree, and was about to kill them, when Okinai
waved his Medicine Feather, and singing the song,

“ ¢ There is no place to be saved except in the sky,’

shot an arrow into the air. Immediately the little
sister arose to the sky. He shot six arrows, and each
time a brother went up. Finally, Okinai himself
followed, and all of them together formed the family of
the ‘Seven Brothers.” They took the same position in
the sky they had in the tree. The small star at one
side (of the handle) is Sinopa, ‘the little sister,’’
while the four at the bottom are the brothers who had
been knocked from the tree by their terrible sister ¢ The
Grizzly.””

I See Appendix,
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beasts of burden instead of horses; when they
stretched the legs and bodies of their dogs on sticks
to make them large, and when they used stones
imstead of wooden pegs to hold down their lodges.
In those days, during the moon of flowers (early
summer), our people were camped near the mountains.
It was a cloudless night and a warm wind blew over
the prairie. Two young girls were sleeping in the
long grass outside the lodge. Before daybreak, the
eldest sister, So-at-sa-ki (Feather Woman), awoke.

SUMMER CAMP OF THE BLACKFEET XEAR THE MousTarxs,

The Morning Star was just rising from the prairie.
He was very beautiful, shining through the clear air
of early morning. She lay gazing at this wonderful
star, until he seemed very close to her, and she
imagined that he was her lover. Finally she awoke
her sister, exclaiming, ‘Look at the Morning Star!
He is beautiful and must be very wise. Many of the
young men have wanted to marry me, but 1 love
only the Morning Star” When the leaves were
turning yellow (autumn), So-at-sa-ki became very
unhappy, finding herself with child. She was a pure
maiden, although not knowing the father of her child.
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and the Sun was away on his long journey, but the
Moon was at home. Morning Star addressed his
mother saying, ¢ One night I beheld this girl sleeping
on the prairie, I loved her and she is now my wife.”
The Moon welcomed So-at-sa-ki to their home. In the
evening, when the Sun Chief came home, he also gladly
received her. The Moon clothed So-at-sa-ki in a soft-
tanned buckskin dress, trimmed with elk-teeth. She
also presented her with wristlets of elk-teeth and an
elk-skin robe, decorated with the sacred paint, saying,
‘1 give you these because you have married our son.’
So-at-sa-ki lived happily in the sky with Morning Star,
and learned many wonderful things. When her child
was born, they called him Star Boy. The Moon then
gave So-at-sa-ki a root digger, saying, ‘ This should be
used only by pure women. You can dig all kinds of roots
with it, but I warn you not to dig up the large turnip
growing near the home of the Spider Man. You have
now a child and it would bring unhappiness to us all.’

“ Everywhere So-at-sa-ki went, she carried her baby
and the root digger. She often saw the large turnip,
but was afraid to touch it. One day, while passing the
wonderful turnip, she thought of the mysterious
warning of the Moon, and became curious to see what
might be underneath. Laying her baby on the ground,
she dug until her root digger stuck fast. Two large
cranes came flying from the east. So-at-sa-ki besought
them to help her. Thrice she called in vain, but upon
the fourth call, they ecircled and lighted beside her.
The chief crane sat upon one side of the turnip and
his wife on the other. He took hold of the turnip with
his long sharp bill, and moved it backwards and
forwards, singing the medicine song,

“ ¢This root is sacred. Wherever I dig, my roots are sacred.’
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Bonnet, which is worn only by pure women. IHe laid
Star Boy on her breast, and wrapping them both in the
elk-skin robe, bade her farewell, saying, ‘* We will let
you down into the centre of the Indian camp and the
people will behold you as you come from the sky.’
The Spider Man then carefully let them down through
the hole to the earth. _

“It was an evening in midsummer, during the moon
when the berries are ripe, when So-at-sa-ki was let down
from the sky. Many of the people were outside their
lodges, when suddenly they beheld a bright light in the
northern sky. They saw it pass across the heavens and
watched, until it sank to the ground. When the
Indians reached the place, where the star had fallen,
they saw a strange looking bundle. When the elk-skin
cover was opened, they found a woman and her child.
So-at-sa-ki was recognised by her parents. She returned
to their lodge and lived with them, but never was happy.
She used to go with Star Boy to the summit of a high
ridge, where she sat and mourned for her husband. One
night she remained alone upon the ridge. Before day-
break, when Morning Star arose from the plains, she
begged him to take her back. Then he spoke to her,
‘ You disobeyed and therefore cannot return to the sky.
Your sin is the cause of your sorrow and has brought
trouble to you and your people.’

““ Before So-at-sa-ki died, she told all these things to
her father and mother, just as I now tell them to you.
Star Boy’s grandparents also died. Although born in
the home of the Sun, he was very poor. He had no
clothes, not even moccasins to wear. He was so timid
and shy that he never played with other children.
When the Blackfeet moved camp, he always followed
barefoot, far behind the rest of the tribe. He feared to
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travel with the other people, because the other boys
stoned and abused him  On his face was a mysterious
scar, which became more marked as he grew older. e
was ridiculed by everyone and in derision was called
Poia (Scarface).

“When Poia hecame a young man, he loved a maiden
of his own tribe. She was very beautiful and the
daughter of a leading chief. Many of the young men
wanted to marry her, but she refused them all. Poia
sent this maiden a present, with the message that he
wanted to marry her, but she was proud and disdained
his love. She scornfully told him, she would not accept
him as her lover, until he would remove the scar from
his face. Scarface was deeply grieved by the reply.
He consulted with an old medicine woman, his only friend.
She revealed to him, that the scar had been placed on
his face by the Sun God, and that only the Sun himself
could remove it. Poia resolved to go to the home of
the Sun God. The medicine woman made moccasins
for him and gave him a supply of pemmican.

“ Poia journeyed alone across the plains and through
the mountains, enduring many hardships and great
dangers. Finally he came to the' Big Water (Pacific
Ocean). For three days and three nights he lay upon
the shore, fasting and praying to the Sun God. On the
evening of the fourth day, he beheld a bright trail
leading across the water. He travelled this path until
he drew near the home of the Sun, when he hid himself
and waited. In the morning, the great Sun Chief came
from his lodge, ready for his daily journey. He did not
recognise Poia. Angered at beholding a creature from
the earth, he said to the Moon, his wife, * I will kill him,
for he comes from a good-for-nothing-race,” but she
interceded and saved his life.  Morning Star, their only
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And, as if to doubly seal their fate, their contact with
the white race was chiefly with its worst representatives,
who had gathered along the frontier to seek their fortunes.
These looked upon the Indian as only an obstacle to
their personal advantage, a hindrance to the progress
of civilisation and of necessity to be exterminated.
No race, civilised, or uncivilised, could long withstand
such adverse conditions. Moral decline was the swift
and sure result. Then came the economic nedessity of
cutting down the Blackfeet Reservation limits, through
selling their lands to the government by treaty, and the
mvestment of the proceeds in cattle and supplies, with
a view to making them self supporting. But, because
of the inability of the Indians, from lack of experience,
to adapt themselves to the new conditions, and because
of the incompetency of government agents to properly
handle their interests, their resources were wasted.
Their cattle perished in large numbers, and their rich
grazing lands, which had long been a coveted prize to
the cattle-men, were depleted through over-grazing and
the machinations of the cattle kings. Their condition
and the similar condition of other Indian tribes simul-
taneously reached an acute stage. Dispossessed of their
ancestral domains, their armed rgsistance overcome,
their source of subsistence destroyed, they had become
the helpless dependents of the American nation, requiring
immediate action and the highest statesmanship and con-
structive philanthropy for their redemption.

The accession of Theodore Roosevelt to the presidency
in 1905 and of Francis E. Leupp, as Commissioner of
Indian Affairs, gave great impetus to the humane and
progressive Indian policy of the government. This new
policy, in general, seeks to dissolve the tribal
organisation, to individualise the Indian, to make him a
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settled occupation, and their children, who are being
educated and trained to work and to industrial pursuits.
The industrious are rapidly becoming self-supporting.
Some of them live in well-made and comfortable houses,
and own ranches, with large herds of cattle and horses.
They wear white men’s clothes, purchased from the
trading stores, own high priced wagons and buggies
and make use of modern farming implements.

The mental and spiritual slavery of the Blackfeet,
under their * Medicine” superstitions, and the un-
checked ravages of tuberculosis and other diseases,
which have come with the white men, offer a promising
field of usefulness for the medical missionary. There 13
also a great opportunity for the practical missionary,
who will not only teach the Blackfeet Christianity, but
also by personal contact and personal example teach
them how to live, in respect to hygiene, industry and
thrift, how to become self-supporting and make the
most out of their environment.

The whole question of lifting up the Indian is one of
cconomical, educational, and moral difficulty to both
state and church. They are together responsible for its
solution, the work of each supplementing the other.

Christian missions among the Blackfeet have not yet
made equal progress with the government. Nevertheless,
the virility of the Blackfeet character, and the robustness
of their physical manhood, under the old conditions of
barbarism, give assurance of what should be forthcoming
under Christianity, rightly applied. The Blackfeet
stock is endowed with as favourable qualities for
grafting upon it the fruits of our Christian Civilisation,
as was the Anglo-Saxon before its conversion to
Christianity.
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The Indian belief made the storm cloud the Thunder-bird’s
vehicle, behind which he moved through the air, making peals of
thunder by flapping his wings, and shooting forth lightning flashes
by the blinking of his all-penetrating eyes.

The legendary habitation of the Thunder-bird was usually in
a high mountain, or inaccessible erag in the tribe’s vicinity. The
Blackfeet believed its home to be in a great cavern near the
summit of Chief Mountain, one of the most precipitous peaks of
the Rocky Mountains. The family of Thunderers of the Passama-
quoddies of Maine were said to dwell in the great cavern of Mount
Katahdin. The Pottawotomies located the Thunder-bird in one
of the high mountain peaks of Thunder Bay on Lake Superior.
The Ojibways assigned their Thunder-bird to a high mountain
west of them. The lllinois, now almost extinet, had a legend
about the “Paieusen” or * Man-Devouring-Bird,” which dwelt
among the high cliffs on the Mississippi River, near the present
town of Alton. Tts efligy was carved and painted in large
dimensions on the face of a perpendicular cliff overlooking the
Mississippi  River. Father Marquette gives a vivid deseription
of it in the narrative of his voyage down that river in 1673.
The Makah Indians of Cape Flattery named the mountain back of
Clyoquot on Vancouver Island as his dwelling place, where, “on
the shores of a small lake are quantities of whales’ bones, which
the Thunder-bird had killed.” The Thlinkeets (Esquimaux) of
Alaska have a tradition of a mythical person named Chethl,
“who, in the form of a great bird, frequented the crater of Mount
Edgecumbe, near Sitka, feeding upon whales, which he carried
there in his talons.”

The Thunder-bird was frequently represented in Blackfeet
religions ceremonials, Its symbol was also painted on shields,
weapons and war clothes for inspiring courage, and on tipis for
invoking protection in behalf of the family.

Page 437.—* Piskun :” A natural trap, usually a perpendicular
cliff or cut-bank, used for capturing game on a large scale and
requiring the co-operation of many Indians. This method of killing
buffalo by frightening and rushing them over a chff to their death,
was used by the Blackfeet in ancient times, when the buffalo were
plentiful and their weapons primitive, but was abandoned after
the introduction of horses and fire-arms. The approaches to the
piskun were fenced to guide the frightened animals to the verge of
the cliff. This hunting device for securing by wholesale their
winter supplies of meat resembles the * deer-fences,” which formerly
the Chippewa Indians constructed with much ingenuity and labour,
extending for miles through the unbroken forests of Michigan, and
across the general direction of the deer-migration, bringing them
within the range of the Indians’ weapons in ambush. The

















































































