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Excerpt from
Legends of the West:

Spotted Tail said, “Now, let me tell you the worst thing about the Wasicu, and the hardest thing to
understand:  They do not understand choice...”

This caused a murmur of consternation among the Lakota.  Choice was choice.  What was not there to
not understand? Choice is the bedrock tenet of our very view of reality.  The choices a person makes are
quite literally what makes that person into who they are.  Who else can tell you how to be you?  One
follows one’s own nature and one’s own inner voice; to us this is sacrosanct.  You can choose between
what makes life beautiful and what makes life ugly; you can choose whether to paint yourself in a certain
manner or whether to wear something made of iron — or, as was the case with the famous Cheyenne
warrior Roman Nose — you could choose to never so much as touch iron.  In battle you choose whether
you should charge the enemy first, join the main thrust of attack, or take off on your own and try to steal
his horses.  One’s understanding of their rôle and place is the very essence of who they are.  None will
ever mock another’s choice.  Such a thing does not even enter our thought.  Only when causing problems
with others was there respectful and well-thought-out intervention by the elders — but otherwise no one
even sought to influence another’s choice; coercing it was literally inconceivable.  Even in the unlikely
event that someone did think of the idea it would be immediately dismissed as counterproductive.  To the
Lakota this is just bedrock core reality.  It is so basic and obvious that it is unnecessary to even speak of
it.

Thus, Spotted Tail’s statement merely confused his listeners.  We had no point of reference.  The
concept was so fundamental to our worldview that saying the Wasicus did not understand choice was like
saying the Wasicus did not understand that fire was hot.  What could it mean that they did not understand
choice?  Were Wasicus not human?

Spotted Tail struggled to frame the concept in words that his people could understand:  “Among the
Wasicus, some think that they can choose for others.”

This statement was so stunning and unbelievable that Spotted Tail just let the words hang in silence
for a few moments.  After allowing time for his people to attempt to grasp such an oppressive and bizarre
concept Spotted Tail continued:  “As a result of this, the Wasicus constantly fight over every little thing.
They fight and kill each other over ideas we cannot even understand.  Rather than respecting a man’s way
they stop at nothing to force others to adopt their way and believe me; they hate our way of life.  Their
deepest desire is to force us to live as they live and they will kill anyone who refuses.”

At least one Lakota understood the thrust of Spotted Tail’s words.  In utter outrage I heard Crazy
Horse whisper under his breath, “You are saying that they wish to kill both our bodies and our spirits!”

To a Lakota, this is probably about as close as it is possible to come to speaking blasphemy.

I had never before felt or sensed fear from the Lakota. That now changed.  For the first time since I
had been living with them I saw real fear in the eyes of some of these proud and fearless people...

In the eyes of others, though — such as those of Crazy Horse — I saw the mindless hatred that prom-
ised the ultimate kind of violence.

I saw in Crazy Horse’s eyes the kind of violence that can result only from the most unspeakable and
profound outrage.
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Forward

Greetings!  Welcome to Legends of the West! After forays into Tsarist Russia, contemporary Indiana,
and a fictional Central American country, I have returned my novelistic setting to the Old West!  It is
good to be back!  It is also good to return to an old-fashioned, rollicking, good-time adventure story with-
out overarching social or political agendas — well, not too many anyway — but unlike my last three
novels, social commentary is not the central focus of the story.  Well, it is not the central focus very
much...

Well, actually — quite a bit of it is.  Oh well.  Ya likes it or ya doesn’t.
Legends of the West also represents another foray into the realm of historic fiction, i.e. I have included

numerous historic persons and events in a fictional story.  Except for a few little fibs here and there, some
occasional exaggeration, a little time manipulation, a little attribution of motive and dialogue, and except
for some of the interactions between historic persons and my fictional protagonist — with but those few
caveats — the historic persons in Legends of the West are as accurately portrayed as I could make them.
However, since Legends of the West focuses on a number of legendary figures, separating legend from
fact proved to be a difficult and sometimes impossible exercise.  (Historians often find legend blocking
access to what had at one time been a human being.)  Thus, I have tended to portray the most dramatic
version of events when those events were unclear and/or controversial in the historic record — especially
if they improved the story.

This is why I prefer writing fiction to writing history: Making up what you don’t know is much freer,
much more fun, and much more liberating than dry facts — especially when one considers the slant and
spin that is often given to ‘facts’ in order to suit the political agendas of some especially nasty human
beings.  This dearth of facts is especially true in the case of Crazy Horse, as there is a distinct scarcity of
written record on Crazy Horse’s life and career.  He never even allowed his picture to be taken!  (Smart
man, that Crazy Horse.)

So — load up your six-gun, pack some victuals, saddle up your horse, and let’s go for a little ride
through 19th Century America!  Enjoy!

Dana Walker
2010

Olympia, Washington
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Editor’s Note:

To know the truth of history is to realize its ultimate myth
and its inevitable ambiguity

Roy P. Basler

erein is contained the journal of Trinity Valance [1847-1906].  It is documented that Mr.
Valance was born September 5th, 1847, in Great Salt Lake City, Utah.  There is convincing

evidence that he died March 7th, 1906 at a place called Bud Dajo in the Philippines.  His journal was
discovered in the estate of one J. Redford McIlwaine after Mr. McIlwaine committed suicide in 1929
immediately following the Black Friday stock market crash.  According to Mr. McIlwaine’s daughter, Mr.
Valance’s journal was found stored with the memorabilia of her father’s experiences in the United States
Army, during which time he participated in the pacification of the Moro during the Philippine Uprising.

Don’t feel bad if you have never heard of Trinity Valance.  Hardly anyone ever has.  However — if
even a small fraction of the information contained in Mr. Valance’s journal is true, then it is amazing that
hardly anyone has ever heard of him since, according to his journal, Mr. Valance was directly involved in
many of the central historical events during the settling of the American West.  I cannot vouch for the
historical accuracy of this journal.  Much of it is fantastic — however, I can say that in the few instances
where there is documentary evidence, Mr. Valance’s account seems roughly to correspond with estab-
lished facts.  It is possible that he researched the facts and then wove them into a fictional story with
himself playing the prominent rôle that he claims.  However — it must be noted that Mr. Valance
evidently kept this journal a secret during the entire course of his life, and there is no evidence that he
ever tried to sell it or to publicize it in any way.  If this document represents some sort of hoax or fantasy,
the lack of promotion leads one to question Mr. Valance’s motivation:  Why would go to such extraordi-
nary lengths creating such a detailed and intricate hoax?

Thus, I leave it to the historians to squabble and possibly even ascertain how much of Mr. Valance’s
journal should be believed or disbelieved...

H
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Prologue:
The Massacre

Quis custodiet ipsos custodes?  [Who watches the watchmen?]

September 11th, 1857
Mountain Meadows, Utah Territory

or a large variety or reasons the fact that the United States Army was invading Utah seriously
sucked.  If this weren’t bad enough in and of itself, there was also a very large variety of other

things that seriously sucked simultaneously.  That this invasion was just one of a very large variety and a
very large number of other things that seriously sucked served to create a paradigm wherein the combined
suckiness created a great cosmic suck-effect that was synergistic; i.e. the invasion and all of the other
things that sucked sucked much more than the sum of all their combined suckiness would have sucked
individually.  It probably should be noted, though, that most of the seriously sucky things were somewhat
interrelated in various strange and sundry ways with fact that the US army was once again coming to
burn/ pillage/plunder the Mormons — but that is sort of beside the point that I initially want to make here;
the point that I initially do want to make here is this:  In 1857 things in Utah seriously sucked.

The Mormon Church was under very serious stress.  This always upsets Mormons a good deal and
upsetting Mormons is generally a zero-sum game at best.  You need to understand:  There was a lot of
very violent and very bloody history here and in 1857 it seemed as if that history were about to repeat
itself yet again.  There were many reasons for all this just as there were many reasons for Mountain
Meadows — and if you wish to understand Mountain Meadows you must first understand these reasons
— and to understand these reasons you must understand that things in Utah very seriously sucked in
1857.  Shortly after the formation of the Church of Christ by Joseph Smith Jr. in 1830 it did not take very
long before everyone who wasn’t a Mormon hated everyone who was a Mormon with deep and abiding
passion — if I may indulge in some massive understatement.  The Mormons were so hated by everyone
who wasn’t a Mormon that the Mormons had been burned looted raped and beaten out of every location
that they had ever tried to settle — and they tried to settle in numerous locations.

There were a large variety and a large number of reasons for this some of which were quite under-
standable to a point — but that point was invariably crossed entirely too quickly and with entirely too
much enthusiasm and violence by the crossers...

You need to understand:  While the Mormon’s are universally hated by everyone who isn’t a Mormon,
being a Mormon seems to be absolutely wonderful to everyone who is a Mormon.  The Mormon Church
instills a level of loyalty that seems to be sui generis.  Being a Mormon seems to be so wonderful that the
members of the Church will unquestioningly give their all.  They will desert their families and gleefully
give all of their worldly possessions to the Church so deeply does it speak to them.  They throw them-
selves heart and soul into every Church endeavour.  They are fanatics — and like many fanatics they are
spectacularly successful at everything that they try to do.  This is one reason they are so widely hated.

Also:  They will do — immediately, and without the slightest question/ hesitation/thought — anything
that the Church tells them to do.  If the Church said to do it then this was literally the same as God telling
them to do it.  The Mormons had the direct line.  Not only that, but no matter what God’s task may be the
Mormons do it with all of their overabundant energy, talent, and intelligence.  They believe! Then they
do!

This was another reason that everyone hated the Mormons so much.
Also:  They get all of the prettiest girls. Lots of them.
Also:  The Mormons are very rudely and blatantly contemptuous of everyone who isn’t a Mormon.

They are very vocal in their belief that everyone who isn’t a Mormon is going to Hell as soon as Jesus
returns so the Mormons will soon own all of their property one way or the other.  Since the Mormons
always completely take over and dominate every economy everywhere that they go what does it matter

F
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that it generally does not take the Mormons long to seize everyone else’s property on this plane of reality
even before the Return of Jesus?  The end result is the same either way.

It can probably be safely said that these attitudes and attributes also contributed to the Mormon’s fail-
ure to endear themselves to their neighbors.

The widespread existence of polygamy also did not help.
However:  If being way too self-satisfied, getting all of the prettiest girls, being openly contemptuous

of everyone else, having a lot more beautiful wives than they needed or was healthy for them, and being
better at everything than everyone else was were not bad enough — as if even all of this weren’t already
bad enough:  The Mormons acted like they were better than everyone else!

This was probably their most unforgivable characteristic.
Having spent most of my conscious life amongst non-Mormons — and some of it amongst white

people — I think I can say with some assurance that had the locals not already been soured on the
Mormons after the Mormons had stolen all of their businesses and all of their farms and all of their wives
— and even if it were not bad enough that afterward they were forced to deal with that unique brand of
Mormon smug condescending condescension and contempt as if the Mormons were being forced to deal
with some sort of inferior species...

If none of this had already inspired you to go grab the nearest torch and pitchfork — then the fact that
they acted as if they were better than you was guaranteed to be the final straw that broke the camel’s
back.  If you were not raving with outrage and anger by this time, then you probably were not human.

Thus, even if they didn’t suck at making lots and lots of money, the Mormons definitely did very seri-
ously suck at basic PR.  Finally, they got so sick of being robbed and burned and pillaged and plundered
by everyone who wasn’t a Mormon everywhere that they went that, in order to escape persecution,
Brigham Young [Moses] led the Mormons [Jews] away from Illinois [Egypt] to escape the wrath of the
Governor [Pharaoh]. Thousands of them trekked across the desert.  Though they took a good deal less
than 40 years to arrive, they finally ended up in the Great Salt Lake Valley.  Thus, Brigham Young orga-
nized an evacuation and took many thousands of people over 1,000 miles through the desert to their final
home.  He did all of this immediately after the Mormons had just been burned out of Illinois and had
everything that they owned stolen from them.  If this evacuation/relocation had not already proven the
genius of Brigham Young he also proved it in his choice of location for the new Kingdom of Heaven:
The Great Salt Lake Valley is the perfect place for them.  It is an isolated and forsaken desert that no one
else wanted at the time.  Except for Jim Bridger and a few scattered mountain men, the closest white men
to the Great Salt Lake Valley were located in a town called Hard Rock, and Hard Rock was an isolated
backwater located 500 miles west of them in the Sierra Nevada, which meant a lot of desert in between.
In other words — there were virtually no white people within 500 miles and there were not very many
within 1,000.  Though it is a desert, the Great Salt Lake Valley is right next to some very large mountains
that receive lots and lots of snow in the winter.  During the summer all of that snow slowly melts and
flows down toward the Great Salt Lake in a fairly steady stream.  Unlike most of the West, the Great Salt
Lake Valley has water.  Their new homeland was also imminently defensible.  The lake forms a formida-
ble water barrier to the north, the Great Salt Lake Desert forms a formidable desert barrier to the west,
and the Wasatch Front forms a formidable mountain barrier to the east.

The only thing south is Mexico.
As Brigham Young is so legendarily said to have so eloquently articulated immediately upon his

espial of the Great Salt Lake Valley:  “This is the place.”
By the time that we join them in 1857, the Mormons had been in the Great Salt Lake Valley less than

ten years.  In that brief time they had, typically, transformed their barren desert into a Garden of Eden.  In
less than ten years they had created a place that was, as far as I know, as close to a paradise as anything
ever seen on earth.

Now — like some half-forgotten dream-daemon from a long-past nightmare — their ancient bogey-
man was rearing his head yet once again.  Now that they had created their latest Heaven on Earth, and
now that they were rich once again, Satan, in the form of the United States Army, was being sent to take it
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all away from them.  Again.  The Army was marching on Utah to depose Brigham Young and place their
own agent on the governor’s seat.

The Utah War is a very long story that has already been told elsewhere.1

I was only ten years old when the Utah War happened.  In addition, most of my memories of that
portion of my childhood have disappeared.  This means that while I was there, I have no personal memo-
ries of what happened.

However, I have since studied the history closely.
As a result of the impending invasion, and as a result of this and that and as a result of a whole bunch

of other this’s and thats’s that had been happening over and over for a lot of years now — Utah was in the
middle of what can only be described as a Mormon Inquisition.  There was a bloody purge happening.  A
witch-hunt mentality pervaded to an intensity that can only be achieved by those who know with an utter
certainty that they have a direct line to God and that they harbour exclusive knowledge as to what His
Will might be.  From the isolated countryside to streets of Great Salt Lake City, the Land of the Mormons
was as dangerous — at least to some types of people — as the rowdiest and deadliest mining camp.  In
part, this purge was a response to outside threat.  It must be said, though:  The doctrine of ‘blood-atone-
ment’ was being preached from the highest pulpits as early as the summer of 1856.  Since then, a frenzy
of revivalism had inflamed the Saints into a fiery orgy of terror and Old Testament vengefulness.  Sup-
posedly, these actions were to be directed exclusively toward Gentiles and apostates — but there were the
usual internal political power plays, revenge, lying, deceiving, and all of the other typical behaviours of
powerful people when power tripping is happening.

Keep in mind:  As unjustifiable as the happenings in Utah were at the time, not all of this was without
some justification.  Over and over again the Mormons had moved into some underdeveloped place and
created a paradise.  Over and over again others had then come and killed large numbers of Mormons of all
ages and genders as they simultaneously stole everything that the Mormons owned and/or burned all of
their property and/or seriously beat people up and/or raped one or more of their pretty young girls and/or
pulled the roofs off of their houses.

On at least one occasion in Missouri an entire settlement — including all of the women and children
— everyone — had been killed in manners most barbaric.  The name ‘Haun’s Mill’ was still a name that
roused deep passions in the Mormon psyche.

The governor of Missouri later issued an order to ‘exterminate’ the Mormons.  In those words.
They are a direct quote from his order to the militia.2

1 Editor’s Note: See The Pied Piper of California for the complete story.  In the end the Mormons, facing annihilation,
allowed the United States Army to set up a fort 40 miles west of Great Salt Lake City on a wasteland that makes most
wastelands look jungle-like in comparison.  Since all of this happened after Trinity left, he did not see it personally; but as the
Army marched through Great Salt Lake City, the city was eerily deserted — except for evenly scattered young men with large
flaming torches standing throughout the city next to large piles of highly flammable brush piled against strategically placed
homes.  They were ready to burn their paradise down to the ground rather than allow marauding Gentiles to steal it again.
Anyone who knew the Mormons understood that they were not bluffing.  Most of the torchbearers were standing next to their
own homes.  They had quarreled over who would receive the honour of burning their own homes down.  Their families were
scattered throughout the mountains and in the Utah Valley.

Part of the deal Brigham Young negotiated:  After building ‘Camp Robinson’, the fort had to contract with the Mormons for
all of their supplies.  Only the Mormons could lose a war without losing a single life, and end up making money on the deal in
addition.  The Mormons even retained political control.  So excuse me:  Who won the ‘Utah War’?

2 Editor’s Note: To his credit, the governor did not require the extermination of any Mormons who were not within the
confines of the State of Missouri. He evidently felt that this might exceed his authority.
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In the final eviction the Missourians had left the Mormons broke broken starving and freezing.  With
almost no food/possessions/clothes/money the families had been forced to cross the Missouri River
during a winter ice storm in order to conduct their bloody and frozen escape into Iowa.  Their progress
had been easy to track due to the bloody footprints that had been left in the snow.  The same fate awaited
them in Illinois.  Then — beaten and broken and many of them literally owning nothing more than the
clothes on their backs — then — after all of this — they had made their way over 1,200 miles to a wasted
desert.  Less than ten years later they had created a busy and prosperous little paradise where everything
was just as they wanted it.

Most of the credit for this can be attributed to the tireless persistence of the Mormons directed by the
genius of Brigham Young.

And now, the United States Army was invading Utah.
This really sucked.

Unbelievably, the Mormons had originally been a ‘live and let live’ kind of folk.  They had practiced
and preached love and non-violence — and as with everything that they did, they had practiced and
preached their non-violence religiously.  Literally.

No more.
They had quickly discovered that the result of ‘turning the other cheek’ to these Gentiles was that they

not only then slapped that cheek, but as an encore they would then rape your wife, kill your kids, and
steal everything that you owned.  If they were really in a mood, they might tar and feather you to boot...

These and many other similar events had happened to the Mormons over and over everywhere that
they had gone:  New York, Ohio, southern Missouri, western Missouri, and Illinois.  Everywhere they
went, they had eventually been met with fire, death, and terror.

Thus, the Great Hegira to Utah...

Brigham Young proved to be a worthy successor to Joseph Smith Jr.  Part of this was because he was
almost absolutely and completely unlike Joseph Smith Jr.

Mr. Smith had been the Creator.  Mr. Young was the Administrator.
Brother Brigham soon became known — affectionately amongst the Mormons and with derision

amongst the Gentiles — as ‘The Profit’.  This is why I suspect that in some very strange way and for
some very strange reason, the gods wanted the Mormon Church to exist.  The right man and the right
things always seemed to show up at the right place and the right time to take the Mormons wherever it
was that they needed to go.

No one but Joseph Smith Jr. could have created the Mormon Church.  No one but Brigham Young
could have subsequently shaped that creation into the force it became.

The official turn-the-other-cheek policy of the Church had been somewhat modified long before the
advent of Brigham Young, though.  They had long ago decided that there would be no more of that ‘Mr.
Nice Guy’ stuff for the Saints.  Long before 1857 the Mormons were maintaining well-trained armies and
well-trained assassination squads.  The members of these secret societies were always administered Holy
Vows of Silence.  As you may suspect, they took these vows very seriously.

Maybe the Mormons could have risen above it and maintained their pacifistic philosophies.  They also
could have — and surely would have had they tried to retain that particular aspect of their purity —
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become extinct.  They did not choose this path.  They had, in fact, long ago become suicidally fanatical
about using any tactic or strategy to protect the Church from attack.  Gentiles were the Enemy.  Apostates
were even worse.

Of all the people on Earth who have earned the right to be paranoid, believe me — only the Tribes of
Judah might have had more right to paranoia than the Mormons.  Maybe.

In late summer of 1857 — when I was ten years old, and during the height of the Mormon Insanity —
a wagon train from Arkansas crossed Utah en-route to California. A few of the members of this train
were affluent and some could even be considered wealthy.  There were livestock growers, drovers, and
traders.  Others were cattlemen and thoroughbred horse-breeders.  These families were famous for their
livestock, the best of which they were bringing with them.  They had a thousand prize beef cattle, they
had a choice herd of Kentucky racehorses, and they had dairy cows providing fresh cream, butter and
milk along the way.  They had three elegant carriages that were emblazoned with stag’s heads for the
women to ride in. Their horses elicited obvious envy in everyone who saw them — including several
prominent Mormons.

Among the valuables hidden in the floorboards of the wagons, or in the ticking of the feather beds,
was reportedly as much as $100,000 in gold coins and other currency.

The group also carried quality weapons, including Kentucky muzzleloaders and a stockpile of expen-
sive ammunition. Most of them were members of large families.  Many were newly married young
couples; several had newborn infants and toddlers, and some wives were pregnant, destined to give birth
on the trail.  There were also many unmarried men and women in their twenties, mostly cousins and
childhood friends.  Most of those not related by blood were old friends and/or longtime neighbors.  Of the
135 to 140 people making up this train, almost 100 were women and children.  For security reasons, they
were also accompanied by around 20 hired riflemen.  The wagons were led by Captain John T. Baker —
but the train has since become known as the ‘Fancher Party’ after Alexander Fancher, the most outspoken
member of the group, and the one who managed to attract the most Mormon ire.  The Saints were quick to
point out that Fancher was one of several members of the party that had helped burn the Mormons out of
Missouri years previously. It was also noted that Fancher was an exceedingly rabid and highly vocal
Mormon hater.  He bragged of his rôle ridding Missouri of Mormons.  He had named his oxen after
prominent Mormons such as Brigham Young and Heber C. Kimball.  Mr. Fancher boasted of how he
enjoyed beating these mules as he yelled their names.

It was also later said by the Mormons that members of the Fancher train trampled Mormon crops, shot
a Kanosh Indian, and stole Indian cattle.  In addition, it was reported that they poisoned a water hole that
killed several cattle and several other Indians.  Some of this was true, some of it was serious exaggeration
— but most of it was complete bullshit.

The leaders of the Fancher Party had tried to buy food from the Mormons.  However — upon orders
from the very tip-top levels of the highest and holiest of the Mormon hierarchy of high-holy mucky
mucks — the locals had been ordered not to do business with them.3

Before leaving Utah the Fancher Party decided to camp near my home at Mountain Meadows in order
to fatten their cattle before attempting to cross the Nevada desert.  At Mountain Meadows the Paiutes
attacked them for reasons never made clear.4 It did not go well.  The Kentucky muzzleloaders proved

3 Editor’s Note: Evidence later surfaced indicating that Brigham Young himself issued these orders, and that he played a
central rôle in at least some of the events that followed.

4 Editor’s Note: In a later Senate investigation, the Indians acknowledged having participated in the incident; however, they
said that the Mormons had browbeaten, bribed, and threatened them into it with horror stories of what the Americans would
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very effective at killing Paiutes.  After a weeklong attack that cost them several warriors they broke off
the assault.  Roughly 600 strong, the Indians supposedly gave an ultimatum to the Mormons, whom they
outnumbered roughly four-to-one:  Either the Mormons help the Paiutes attack this wagon train and break
the stalemate or the Paiutes would help the US Army invade Utah.  This would have done nothing but add
yet further significant synergistic suckiness to the already exponentially sucky situation — except it was,
of course, complete bullshit.  There was no need to pressure the Mormons to attack the Fancher Party.  In
fact, the Indians were almost surely acting upon orders from the Mormons.  In addition, the Mormons had
very successfully convinced the Paiutes that the US Army was coming to steal their homes and kill all of
their children too.  The Paiutes had heard horror stories about the Americans from other tribes and they
definitely felt loyalty to the Devil they knew.

In the years after 1856, the term ‘to save’ came to have a very precise meaning in the Latter Day Saint
Lexicon.  Some of their actions were based upon what can only be referred to as shaky ethical grounds.

Whatever they had once been the Mormons had since become bloodthirsty fanatics who were teaching
their children that it was as harmless and dutiful to kill a Gentile as it was to kill a venomous snake.
Being as the Mormons felt this way about their neighbors, many of these neighbors — predictably — felt
the same way about them.

After the bogus Paiute Ultimatum, John Doyle Lee, a prominent Mormon and the local Indian Agent,
acted as intermediary with the settlers.  According to Lee he first tried to save everyone’s lives by telling
the Indians to simply take all the train’s livestock and go home.  The Paiutes supposedly refused.  They
had been promised unprecedented booty and many warriors had already been killed.  They wanted a
return on their investment.  Making things even more impossible Lee was subordinate to Major John M.
Higbee of the Mormon militia.  Major Higbee received his orders directly from Isaac C. Haight — who in
his turn, received his orders from no one but Brigham Young himself.

Isaac C. Haight’s orders were to kill ‘all the immigrants who could talk.’
It is said that imitation is the sincerest form of flattery.  While this didn’t really fully qualify as an

‘extermination’ order, since the Missouri governor’s order had spared Mormons who weren’t in Missouri
— but it was probably close enough to count.

As the travelers were brewing coffee shortly after dawn on Monday, September 7th a volley of gunfire
suddenly tore into them from nearby ravines and hilltops.  This volley killed or wounded about a quarter
of the able-bodied men.  The survivors quickly pulled their scattered wagons into a corral and leveled
their lethal long rifles at their hidden painted attackers and halted a brief frontal assault in its tracks.  The
Arkansans then quickly built a wagon fort and dug a pit at its center to protect the women and children.
Cut off from water and under continual gunfire the emigrants fended off their assailants for five long and
hellish days.  They were fighting Indians and ‘people dressed as Indians who looked like white men’.
William A. Aden and two other young men from the wagon train were sent for help.  They were able to
sneak past the ‘Indians’ and rush toward Cedar City in hopes that the Mormon leaders would send help.
The three men traveled about seven miles to a watering hole called Leachey Springs.  There they met up
with twenty Mormons on their way to join John D. Lee.  Aden approached them to ask for assistance.

Instead one of the Mormons shot and killed Aden and wounded both of his companions.
Finally, on Friday, September 11th, hope appeared in the form of a white flag.  The emigrants allowed

John Doyle Lee and another man into their fort.  Lee told them that if the Arkansans would lay down their
arms he and his men would escort them to safety.  The travelers were very reluctant to disarm but Lee

do to them if they were not stopped. There are other explanations that also seem much more feasible than the Mormon
version of events.
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said that it was necessary for the Paiutes to think that the settlers were under arrest and that they must
disarm in order to prove to the Paiutes that the Mormons were dealing with the situation.  Evidently the
desperate emigrants trusted Lee’s honour and agreed to his unusual terms.  They separated into three
groups — the wounded and youngest children, who led the way in two wagons; the women and older
children, who walked behind; and then the men, each escorted by an armed member of the Nauvoo
Legion, the Mormon militia.

As they fell in the settlers cheered their Mormon rescuers.
Lee led his charges three-quarters of a mile from the campground to a southern branch of the Califor-

nia Trail.  As the odd parade approached the rim of the Great Basin a single shot rang out followed by a
shouted order:  “[Mormons] do your duty!”

The escorts then turned and shot down the men as painted Indians jumped out of oak brush to take
care of the women and children.  Being as the Indians used knives and hatchets it took a half-hour of very
messy butchering to finish the job.  After everyone was down, Lee directed the murder of all remaining
wounded.  Within minutes the most brutal act of religious terrorism in American history was over.5 The
Mormons had first used lies and treachery to disarm them then brutally butchered 120 men, women, and
children.  To be fair, several Mormons refused to indulge in these acts of outright murder.  To be honest,
many others were more than willing to take up their slack...

The Mormons did spare eighteen of the youngest settlers for adoption into Mormon families.6 They
did this for ‘moral’ reasons, for it seems that it was contrary to Mormon doctrine to kill the ‘innocent’.
(Who says the Mormons are not humanitarians?)

As always when some powerful political entity must break its own rules, the Mormon hierarchy
simply made up specious legal justifications to justify the necessity of redefining the meaning of the word
‘innocent’ in this context whilst simultaneously doing whatever needed to be done however it needed to
be done.  Evidently these children were the only ones who had earned the official designation of ‘inno-
cent’ in the evidently hyper-elastic Mormon definition of that term.

The fact that the spared children were all too young to ever remember or to ever talk about what had
happened — or so the Mormons mistakenly thought — well; this was obviously just coincidence.

After killing the settlers, the Paiutes and the Mormons stole everything that the victims owned —
including, of course, all of those fine horses.

Afterwards everyone involved swore a ‘Covenant of Silence’.  In effect, they swore to God.  In effect
the entire wagon train and the Fancher Party simply ceased to exist.

Despite several federal investigations over the years, by 1869 no one had been arrested tried or
punished for this mass murder.  There were several reasons for this, but a complete lack of cooperation on
the part of the Mormons was not the least of them...7

5 Editor’s Note: The toll of this act of terrorism would not be surpassed until a bright September morning exactly 144 years
later when airplanes filled with passengers were flown into the Pentagon and New York City’s World Trade Center.

6 Editor’s Note: I have included an afterward to this document that details the incredible story of these surviving children.
7 Editor’s Note: Investigations, interrupted by the Civil War, finally resulted in nine indictments in 1874.  Only John D. Lee,

the designated scapegoat, was tried in a court of law. After two trials Lee was convicted.  He was allegedly executed at the
massacre site.

However, Wes Larsen, a longtime professor at Southern Utah University, relayed the Colorado City legend that John D. Lee’s
execution was faked — that Lee wore armor beneath his shirt.  “Let them shoot the balls through my heart!  Don’t let them
mangle my body,” he is reported to have said.

After falling back into his coffin, he was spirited away by his son and ‘buried’ — but Colorado City folk tell of him crossing at
Lees Ferry the next day on his way to Mexico...
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Chapter One:
The Escape

The white race is a monster who is always hungry, and what he eats is land.
—Chiksika, brother of Tecumseh

The Great Plains
1857-1863

y birth name was Trinity Valance Jr.  My Lakota name is White Fox.  In blood, I am pure
English.  In Spirit, I am pure Lakota.  Since I am Lakota where it counts, I will henceforward

refer to myself as such.
A culture is made up of the stories it tells itself.  A culture is in trouble when telling the truth becomes

a subversive activity.  A culture is in trouble when those stories must be lies.  The stories the ‘White’
culture tells itself are lies.  They must lie to themselves in order to live in their world, else they would all
kill themselves.  The stories we Lakota tell ourselves, on the other hand, have no need to lie.  This fact
alone says all that you really need to know about the two cultures.  The Lakota have been living happily,
sustainably, and successfully for thousands of years.  The white race has built an empire using slave
labour on land they stole via genocidal slaughter.  They have taken a paradise and turned it into a poison-
ous wasteland.  They are killing all the animals, cutting down all the trees, and poisoning all of the rivers.
They are making mere existence into a nightmare for the vast majority of their people.

If I look at my life objectively, (or at least as objectively as is possible to view one’s own life), I real-
ize that said life has been an exceptionally extraordinary one.  However, to me, as I lived it, it did not
seem very exceptional except when I consciously compared it to the ‘average’ lives being led by many of
those around me.  The most extraordinary things about my life have been due almost entirely to luck,
serendipity, and to the fact that my life was tangentially connected to so many other extraordinary lives
and events.  In other words:  I was basically an ordinary person who lived an extraordinary life — and not
through any choice or talent or any other amazing aspect of character or personality.  Indeed, virtually
none of my life has ever been planned or anticipated.  My fate or my luck or my whatever has always
kicked in and bounced me here or there like some runaway train coming down a mountain without brakes.
I have rarely had a clue of what was going to happen next, because if I had I probably would have never
been there in the first place.  (However, now that I have been there, I am glad I went there!)  Pretty much
the only control over my life that I possess is that at least I always know that what is not going to happen:
What is not going to happen will be whatever I plan to happen.  At one time, I lamented my complete
inability to make plans or to have any say whatsoever in the course my life was to take.  However — after
awhile, I began to notice that as wild and crazy as the ride was, things always worked out and I always
survived.  This is more than I can say for most of the people with whom I have associated — or in some
cases collided — during the course of my wild ride.  I have not only long since accepted the fact that my
life is an unpredictable and zany ride through constant chaos and insanity but I have even learned to take
a certain nuanced pleasure in it and to cherish it.  In fact, I can honestly say that I would not want to trade
lives with anyone that I have ever met, or with anyone of whom I have ever heard.  I honestly cannot
think of many others who can say the same.

Due to a certain psychological defense mechanism common in white culture, I have no memory of my
life before age ten.  However, thanks to the Mormon’s propensity for documenting everything in excruci-
ating detail I have just recently been able to learn much of my early years.  From these documents, I
learned that I was born on September 5th 1847 just as the Great Mormon Hegira was settling in the Great
Salt Lake Valley.  My family had moved to southern Utah two years later near an insignificant seeming
place called Mountain Meadows.  Here I lived a completely normal life for a young Mormon child until
those fateful events of 1857. Then the Massacre changed everything...

M
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One of the men who refused to butcher scores of unarmed women and children at Mountain Meadows
that day was my father, Trinity Valance Sr.  There is documentation of previous grievances my father had
registered with the Church.  My father ‘questioned’ things too much.  After refusing to participate in the
massacre he had evidently rushed home and hastily thrown some belongings onto a wagon in preparation
for a midnight escape.  As a result of his refusal to carry out the ‘Will of God’ my father accurately prog-
nosticated that he would soon receive an early-morning visit from that infamous high-holy Mormon
assassination squad, the ‘Sons of Dan’.  As for those of you who might think my father paranoid, I later
learned that a warrant for my father’s arrest had been dated for the next day.

Here, the Mormon records of my family’s existence end — and the un-documented section of my life
begins:  After our midnight escape, we evidently headed to the only place in the immediate neighborhood
was not already full of Mormons, i.e. northwest into the Great Desert, and then around the west shore of
the lake — before finally heading northeast into the land of the Lakota.

We were probably doing fine until we were evidently overtaken by a raging blizzard.  I was the only
survivor and I don’t remember.  My life was spared for two reasons:  Because my parents and my elder
sister all huddled with me underneath them, (thus, I know for a fact that my family cared for me) and I
survived because just as I was about to succumb to the hypothermic fates myself I was instead discovered
and rescued by a young Lakota boy named Light Curly Hair.

I later learned that Light Curly Hair had just had a major vision that was to determine the rest of his
life.

Light Curly Hair knew that the world men lived in was only a shadow of the real world.  To find the
real world, one had to dream.

Upon entering the real world everything seemed to float and dance.  While in the real world, Light
Curly Hair’s horse had danced as if it was wild or crazy.  In this vision, he had a vivid dream of a rider in
a storm on horseback with long unbraided hair, a small stone in his ear, zigzag lightning decorating his
cheek, and hail dotting his body.

Although a warrior he bore no scalps.  People clutched at the rider but could not hold him.  The storm
faded and a red-backed hawk flew over the rider’s head.

Light Curly Hair’s father was a medicine man.  When Light Curly Hair related the dream to his father,
the medicine man had interpreted it as a sign of his son’s future greatness in battle.

Upon finding my family dead and me alive, Light Curly Hair incorporated this into his vision.  For the
rest of his life, Light Curly Hair treated me as a brother and I lived my life knowing that I owed that life
to Light Curly Hair.

A Lakota warrior normally did not acquire his permanent name until he had grown up and done
something to earn it.  Light Curly Hair’s mother was Spotted Tail’s sister, Rattling Blanket Woman.  His
father was called Crazy Horse.  Light Curly Hair would not receive his real name until he had proven
himself valorous in battle.8

Crazy Horse was not a great warrior; he was a healer, a shaman, and a holy man.  He was mostly noted
as an accomplished interpreter of dreams.

After his vision, Light Curly Hair’s father instructed that henceforward, Light Curly Hair was to dress
simply and put a small stone behind his ear.  Most importantly — Light Curly Hair was not to keep
anything for himself.  Instead, he was to be a man of charity, doing his best to feed the poor and helpless

8 Editor’s Note: So it was with Sitting Bull, whose childhood name was Slow, and whose formal name was Jumping Badger.
Once he counted coup, his father allowed him to become Sitting Bull.
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members of the tribe.  The other element of his dream meant that Light Curly Hair could only be injured
if one of his own people held his arms.

Light Curly Hair very quickly received a lesson on the ill-advisedness keeping anything for himself:
Shortly after his vision Light Curly Hair participated in a raid upon the Arapahoe for his first time as an
adult warrior.  Like the rider in his dream he wore his hair free with a stone earring and a headdress with a
red hawk feather in it.  His face was painted with a lightning bolt and his body with hail-like dots.

Crazy Horse obviously had unquestioned faith in his magic for he immediately charged straight into a
party of enemy warriors and began killing them.  He emerged untouched by any of the numerous arrows
or bullets that were fired at him.  His bravery was so exceptional that the other Lakota began singing in
his honour.

Two Arapahoe rode forward to challenge him.
He promptly charged them and killed both of them.

Then, forgetting that his dream had told him to keep nothing for himself, Light Curly Hair began to
take their scalps…

Before he could complete the task he was hit in the leg with an arrow.

I spent the next five years living with the Lakota.  During that time, I met, and in some cases inter-
acted, with many of the men whose names were destined to become legendary:  I knew Light Curly
Hair’s uncle Spotted Tail, Sitting Bull, and Red Cloud.  I knew Roman Nose, Black Elk, and Gall.  I
knew both Old-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses and Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-
Afraid-Of-His-Horses — and I knew Light Curly Hair.  (At least as far as it was possible to know Light
Curly Hair.)

When the Oglala returned to their camp from the raid where Light Curly Hair had been shot with the
arrow, Light Curly Hair’s father interpreted Light Curly Hair’s wounding to mean that — unlike the rider
in the vision — Light Curly Hair had taken two scalps.

Needless to say, the practice stopped then and there; Light Curly Hair never again took another scalp.
Crazy Horse then made a fine ceremony — and transferred his own name to his son.  Thereafter, the

old man was called Worm.  Light Curly Hair became Crazy Horse — the name that he subsequently made
legendary.

Amongst the Lakota, I did a lot of playing and a lot of learning.  I learned to ride, to hunt, to fight, to
steal horses, and to find medicinal herbs.  I learned to live in a Lakota reality with Lakota honour.  I also
learned the story of White Buffalo Calf Woman.

This is one of the stories that we tell ourselves:

At a time far in the past, the sun had shone all the time — but there was no game and the people were
starving.  Every day they sent scouts to look for game, but the scouts found nothing.  Among the bands
assembled were those of Chief Standing Hollow Horn.  Early one morning this chief sent two of his
young men to hunt for game.  They went on foot, because at that time the Sioux did not yet have horses.
They searched everywhere but could find nothing.  Seeing a high hill, they decided to climb it in order to
look over the whole country.  Halfway up, they saw something coming toward them from far off, but the
figure was floating instead of walking.  From this, they knew that the person was waken, or holy.  At first,
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they could make out only a small moving speck and had to squint to see that it was a human form — but
as it came nearer, they realized that it was a woman more beautiful than any they had ever seen.  She had
two round, red dots of face paint on her cheeks, and she wore a wonderful white buckskin outfit that was
tanned until it shone in the sun.  It was embroidered with sacred and marvelous designs of porcupine
quill, in radiant colors no ordinary woman could have made.  She wore her blue-black hair loose except
for a strand at the left side, which was tied up with buffalo fur.  Her eyes shone dark and sparkling, with
great power in them.  In her hands, she carried a large bundle and a fan of sage leaves.

The two young men looked at her openmouthed.  One was overawed, but the other desired her body
and stretched his hand out to touch her.  This woman was lila waken, very sacred, and could not be
treated with disrespect.  Some say that lightning struck the young man and burned him up so that only a
small heap of blackened bones was left.  Others say that he was suddenly covered by a cloud, and within
it, he was eaten up by snakes that left only his skeleton.

Whatever happened, the remaining scout found the situation highly alarming.  He began to draw his
bow — but the woman beckoned him forward, telling him that no harm would come to him.  The woman
was fluent in Lakota, so the young man decided that she must be of his tribe.  He came forward.  When he
came near, she pointed to a spot on the ground where the other scout’s bare bones lay.  She explained that
the Crazy Buffalo had compelled the man to desire her, and that she had had to annihilate him.

The scout became even more frightened and again menaced her with his bow.  The woman just
laughed unconcernedly and said, “I am wakan! Your weapons cannot not harm me!”

Then she said, “Good things I am bringing, something holy to your nation.  A message I carry for your
people from the buffalo nation.  Go back to the camp and tell the people to prepare for my arrival. Tell
your chief to put up a medicine lodge with twenty-four poles.  Let it be made holy for my coming.”

The young hunter returned to the camp.  He told the chief and the people what the sacred woman had
commanded.  The chief told the crier and the crier went through the camp circle calling: “Someone sacred
is coming.  A holy woman approaches.  Make all things ready for her.”  The people then put up the big
medicine tipi and waited.  After four days they saw White Buffalo Woman approaching, carrying her
bundle before her.  Her wonderful white buckskin dress shone from afar.  Standing Hollow Horn invited
her to enter the medicine lodge.  She went in and circled the interior sunwise.  The chief addressed her
respectfully, saying, “Sister, we are glad you have come to instruct us.”

She told him what she wanted done:  “In the center of the tipi, you will put up a sacred altar made of
red earth with a buffalo skull and a three-stick rack for a holy thing I am bringing.”

They did what she directed, and she traced a design with her finger on the smoothed earth of the altar.
She showed them how to do all this and then circled the lodge again sunwise.  Halting before the chief,
she now opened the bundle.  The holy thing it contained was the chanunpa, the sacred pipe. The
chanunpa is a means of conveying prayers to Wakan Tankan and the other sacred beings.  The various
parts of the pipe have symbolic meanings.  White Buffalo Calf Woman held it out to the people and let
them look at it.  She was grasping the stem with her right hand and the bowl with her left, and thus the
pipe has been held ever since.

Again the chief spoke, saying:  “Sister, we are glad.  We have had no meat for some time.  All we can
give you is water.”  They dipped some sweet grass, into a skin bag of water and gave it to her, and to this
day we dip sweet grass or an eagle wing in water and sprinkle it on a person to be purified.

White Buffalo Woman showed the people how to use the pipe.  She filled it with red willow-bark
tobacco.  She walked around the lodge four times after the manner of the great sun.  This represents the
circle without end, the sacred hoop, the road of life.  The woman placed a dry buffalo chip on the fire and
lit the pipe with it.  This was petaowihankeshini, the fire without end, the flame to be passed on from
generation to generation.  She told them that the smoke rising from the bowl was Tunkashila’s breath, the
living breath of the great Grandfather Mystery.  The White Buffalo Woman taught them how to sing the
pipe-filling song, and how to lift the pipe up to the sky toward Grandfather and down toward Grand-
mother Earth, to Unci, and then to the four directions of the universe.  “With this holy pipe,” she said,
“you will walk like a living prayer.  With your feet resting upon the earth and the pipe stem reaching into
the sky, your body forms a living bridge between the Sacred Beneath and the Sacred Above.  Wakan
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Tankan smiles upon us, because now we are as one:  Earth, sky, all living things, and the two legged, the
four-legged, the winged ones, the trees, and the grasses.  Together with the people, they are all related,
one family.  The pipe holds them all together.  Look at this bowl.  Its stone represents the buffalo, but also
the flesh and blood of the red man.  The buffalo represents the universe and the four directions, because
he stands on four legs, for the four ages of man.  The buffalo was put in the west by Wakan Tankan at the
making of the world, to hold back the waters.  Every year he loses one hair, and in every one of the four
ages he loses a leg.  The Sacred Hoop will end when all the hair and legs of the great buffalo are gone,
and the water comes back to cover the Earth.  The wooden stem of this chanunpa stands for all that grows
on the earth.  Twelve feathers hanging from where the stem the backbone joins the bowl the skull are
from Wanblee Galeshka, the spotted eagle, the very sacred who is the Great Spirit’s messenger and the
wisest of all cry out to Tunkashila. Look at the bowl:  Engraved in it are seven circles of various sizes.
They stand for the seven ceremonies you will practice with this pipe, and for the Ocheti Shakowin, the
seven sacred campfires of our Lakota nation.”

The White Buffalo Woman then spoke to the women, telling them that it was the work of their hands
and the fruit of their bodies that kept the people alive.  “You are from the mother earth,” she told them.
“What you are doing is as great as what warriors do.”  Thus, the sacred pipe is also something that binds
men and women together in a circle of love.  It is the one holy object in the making of which both men
and women have a hand.  The men carve the bowl and make the stem; the women decorate it with bands
of colored porcupine quills.  When a man takes a wife, they both hold the pipe at the same time and red
cloth is wound around their hands, thus tying them together for life.  White Buffalo Woman had many
things for her Lakota sisters in her sacred womb bag; corn, wasna (pemmican), and wild turnip.  She
taught how to make the hearth fire.  She filled a buffalo paunch with cold water and dropped a red-hot
stone into it.  “This way you shall cook the corn and the meat,” she told them.

White Buffalo Woman also talked to the children, because they have an understanding beyond their
years.  She told them that what their fathers and mothers did was for them, that their parents could
remember once being little, and that they, the children, would grow up to have little ones of their own.
She told them:  “You are the coming generation, which is why you are the most important and precious
ones.  Some day you will hold this pipe and smoke it.  Some day you will pray with it.”

She spoke once more to all the people:  “The pipe is alive; it is a red being showing you a red life and
a red road. And this is the first ceremony for which you will use the pipe.  You will use it to Wakan
Tankan, the Great Mystery Spirit.  The day a human dies is always a sacred day.  The day when the soul
is released to the Great Spirit is another.  Four women will become sacred on such a day.  They will be
the ones to cut the sacred tree, the canwakan, for the sun dance.”

Then, White Buffalo Calf Woman made some prophecies.  One of those prophesies was that the birth
of a white buffalo calf would be a sign that it would be near the time when she would return again to
purify the world. What she meant by that was that she would bring back harmony again and balance,
spiritually.  She told the Lakota that they were the purest among the tribes, and for that reason, Tunkashila
had bestowed upon them the holy chanunpa.  They had been chosen to take care of it for all the Indian
people on this turtle continent.

She spoke one last time to Standing Hollow Horn saying, “Remember:  This pipe is very sacred.
Respect it and it will take you to the end of the road.”

White Buffalo Woman brought us these seven sacred ceremonies and taught our people the songs and
the traditional ways.  She instructed our people that as long as we performed these ceremonies we would
always remain caretakers and guardians of sacred land.  She told us that as long as we took care of it and
respected it that our people would never die and would always live.

When she was done teaching all our people, she left the way she came.  She went out of the circle, and
as she was leaving, she turned and told our people that she would return one day for the sacred bundle.
The sacred woman took her leave saying:  “Toksha ake wacinyanitin ktelo, I shall see you again.”

The people saw her walking off in the same direction from which she had come, outlined against the
red ball of the setting sun.  As she went, she stopped and rolled over four times.  The first time, she turned
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into a black buffalo; the second into a brown one; the third into a red one; and finally, the fourth time she
rolled over, she turned into a white female buffalo calf.

A white buffalo is the most sacred living thing a Lakota can encounter.

Thus, White Buffalo Woman disappeared over the horizon.

As soon as she had vanished, great herds of buffalo appeared, allowing themselves to be killed so the
people might survive.  From that day on, our relations, the buffalo, furnished the people with everything
we needed, including meat for our food, skins for our clothes and tipis, and bones for our tools.

Note the differences in tone between this story and the stories of ‘Western’ civilization.

My earliest memory is of words that Spotted Tail spoke in council.  He had recently spent two years as
a prisoner of the Wasicu, as we call the Whites.  Spotted Tail said, “The Wasicus are ants that feed on a
carcass and in tiny pieces carry it away.  It was here yesterday, but before you even notice, today it is
gone.  They are the wind:  It seems a slight annoyance, but it slowly parches and dries out and shrivels a
body until only bones are left...

“You cannot imagine how many of them there are.  On the Muddy Water [Mississippi] River are
several villages with as many as all the Lakota in each.  There are hundreds of such villages between the
river and the Eastern Salt Ocean, and thousands on the other side of the Salt Ocean.  They have more
villages than we have people.  These villages are only part of one nation, and they have many nations.”

Spotted Tail allowed the others to ponder this alarming information for a few moments.
Then he said, “Now, let me tell you the worst thing about the Wasicu, and the hardest thing to under-

stand:  They do not understand choice.”
This caused a murmur of consternation among the Lakota.  Choice was choice.  What was not there to

not understand?  Choice is the bedrock tenet of our very view of reality.  The choices a person makes are
quite literally what makes that person into who they are.  Who else can tell you how to be you?  One
follows one’s own nature and one’s own inner voice; to us this is sacrosanct.  You can choose between
what makes life beautiful and what makes life ugly; you can choose whether to paint yourself in a certain
manner or whether to wear something made of iron — or, as was the case with the famous Cheyenne
warrior Roman Nose — you could choose to never so much as touch iron.  In battle you choose whether
you should charge the enemy first, join the main thrust of attack, or take off on your own and try to steal
his horses.  One’s understanding of their rôle and place is the very essence of who they are.  None will
ever mock another’s choice.  Such a thing does not even enter our thought.  Only when causing problems
with others was there respectful and well-thought-out intervention by the elders — but otherwise no one
even sought to influence another’s choice; coercing it was literally inconceivable.  Even in the unlikely
event that someone did think of the idea it would be immediately dismissed as counterproductive.  To the
Lakota this is just bedrock core reality.  It is so basic and obvious that it is unnecessary to even speak of
it.

Thus, Spotted Tail’s statement merely confused his listeners.  We had no point of reference.  The
concept was so fundamental to our worldview that saying the Wasicus did not understand choice was like
saying the Wasicus did not understand that fire was hot.  What could it mean that they did not understand
choice?  Were Wasicus not human?

Spotted Tail obviously had to struggle to frame the concept into words that his people could under-
stand.

Finally, after much hesitation, he said:  “Among the Wasicus, some think that they can choose for
others.”
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This statement was so stunning and unbelievable that Spotted Tail just let the words hang in silence
for several minutes to give his people time to attempt to grasp such an oppressive and bizarre concept.

Then, he continued:  “As a result of this, the Wasicus constantly fight over every little thing.  They
fight and kill each other over ideas we cannot even understand.  Rather than respecting a man’s way, they
stop at nothing to force others to adopt their way.  And believe me:  They hate our way of life.  Their
deepest desire is to force us to live as they live, and they will kill anyone who refuses.”

At least one Lakota understood the thrust of Spotted Tail’s words.  In utter outrage I heard Crazy
Horse whisper under his breath, “You are saying that they wish to kill both our bodies and our spirits!”

Amongst the Lakota, this is probably as close as it is possible to come to speaking blasphemy.
Spotted Tail’s assertions as to the Wasicu’s incomprehensible numbers were alarming — but ulti-

mately, the gathered Lakota had been fazed very little by this information.  To lose a battle due to supe-
rior numbers was simply a physical reality.  The assertion that the Wasicus were spirit-killers, though,
was disconcerting on a profoundly deep level.  You might fight an enemy — there was respect in that.
You might kill an enemy — there was also respect in that, especially if the enemy put up a brave fight.

But to kill a spirit? Why?
There was no why!  The very suggestion showed a level of perversion that was impossible for us to

even conceive.
We now better understood some of the other incomprehensible and dishonourable things that the

Wasicus did:  They inflicted their enemies with deadly disease; they placed people in cages; they inten-
tionally starved people; they left many of their own children to starve on the streets.  They promised to
rescue your body on condition that you surrender your spirit.

This was incomprehensible.  This was horror.  This was a Lakota version of Hell.  The Wasicus stole
your land, destroyed your culture, murdered your children, raped your wife, degraded and humiliated you
in every way.  But worst of all: They intentionally gouged the spirit out of you! They insisted that you
beg for your life rather than simply allowing you to live it!

Then — after taking everything you had that made you human — they gave you a bible and a bottle of
whiskey in return.

In other words, Wasicus drove a very hard bargain.

Men without spirit had no hope and no purpose.  Men without a spirit will rape their own daughters
and sell their own mothers.  Men without a spirit have no pride or honour.

In a way, men without a spirit are no longer even fully human.

I had never before felt or sensed fear from the Lakota.  That now changed.  For the first time since I
had been living with them I saw real fear in the eyes of some of these proud and fearless people...

In the eyes of some others, though — such as in those of Crazy Horse, for instance — I saw the
mindless hatred that inspired the kind of violence that can result only from the most unspeakable and
profound outrage.

In Crazy Horse’s eyes I saw the mindless hatred that promised the ultimate kind of violence.
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Chapter Two:
The Land of the Wasicu

The master class has always declared the wars; the subject class has always fought the battles.  The
master class has all to gain, and nothing to lose; the subject class has nothing to gain and all to lose,

especially their lives.

—Eugene Victor Debs

1863-1866
The United States

n 1863, when I was fifteen years old and five years after my arrival amongst the Lakota, I met
Deer Runner.

Life was never the same again.
There was a complication, though:  Deer Runner was already engaged to another young man named

Rain-On-His-Back.  I was completely incapable of not loving Deer Runner.  She was not only the kindest
and gentlest human being ever to live, but she was the most beautiful of all of Wakan Tankan’s creations
that has ever graced the face of the earth.

In other words:  She was hot!
My feeling for Deer Runner led to a serious altercation with Rain-On-His-Back.  He angrily

approached me in public and said, “White Fox tries to steal the affections of Deer Runner.”  In my
passion and ignorance, I made an unthinking mistake and hurled a deadly insult at Rain-On-His-Back.

Only intervention by some elders stopped one of us from killing the other.
It was a given that I was the offender.  I had not followed the proper rituals in my expressions of love.

My insult had been disrespectful and ridiculous.  The Big Bellies tried to negotiate compensation — but
Rain-On-His-Back refused all offers.  I was thus left with two choices:  Either I could fight Rain-On-His-
Back to the death or I could leave the village.  Since I had no desire to kill Rain-On-His-Back — or to be
killed by him, for that matter — and since I was curious about the Wasicus anyway — I soon found
myself on my way to see what the Wasicu world might have to offer.  I knew I would be back for Deer
Runner.

Though I had been amply warned about them, mere words could never prepare one for a reality of
which one simply has no concept.  I expected the world of the Wasicus to be very strange and very bad.

The reality was thousands of times worse.  The reality was, in fact, quite literally insane.
It did not help that I arrived in the middle of a war.
Traveling through the strange land of the Wasicu, I had seen many signs that things were amiss.  There

were many abandoned farms and some of them had obviously been intentionally burned.  By traveling at
night, I had managed to avoid running into any people.  However — if I was going to become part of the
Wasicu world, I needed to go meet them.  To this end, I stole some Wasicu clothes.  I traveled for two
more days and then camped on the top of a hill outside of a medium-sized town.  In the morning I planned
to enter the town and see what I could see.  I knew I could speak English — even though I have no
memory of how I learned that particular art.  I had rarely spoken English in five years — but I thought
that I still remembered enough to make myself understood.  I soon learned that the small town was called

I
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Lawrence, Kansas.  I also learned that my camping place was called Mount Oread and that the date was
August 19th, 1863.  If I ever forget any of this information I can easily look it up in almost any history
book...

I slept fairly hidden in some heavy brush.  Just before dawn I woke to find myself surrounded by
approximately 400 mounted men.

I had never before seen 400 mounted men.  I had never before imagined 400 mounted men.  All of the
men were heavily armed and they obviously formed some sort of war party.  I noted with professional
approval that they were almost all armed with multiple long-barreled cap-and-ball revolvers shoved
crossways into their double-breasted shirt-fronts so they would not have to reload in the heat of a fight.
These men were warriors.  I told myself that it was a good day to die.  I said my Death Prayer.  Then — I
rose and made myself known to the mounted men.

After the few confused seconds that it took for the 400 mounted men to realize that I was not one of
them I suddenly found myself looking down the barrels of several hundred weapons of one sort and
another.

Thanks to my Lakota training I looked at them with disdain and contempt and did not flinch.  This
evidently impressed the mounted men as they decided to find out who I was before they shot me.  When I
made it clear that I had just ‘escaped’ from ‘captivity’ amongst the Sioux (Spotted Tail had wisely
suggested this story) and that I was unfamiliar with their war and thus did not have a dog in their fight,
they enthusiastically recruited me into their ranks — especially when I did some slight exaggeration by
claiming that I was an experienced warrior.  (Considering the situation I thought this was wise — even if
not technically true...)

I found that in the Wasicu world, though, war is not something you can really train in; either you get it
real quick or you die.

Another thing about that morning that I can look up in the history books should I ever acquire any
desire or need to do so:  The leader of this war party was named William Clark Quantrill.

One man strongly objected to my joining them.  He was very large, he was very loud, he was very
dirty, and he was very obviously violently insane.  Not only was this man not shunned but he was obvi-
ously a valued member of their war party.  I did not understand how the others could ever trust him
enough even to turn their backs upon him much less trust their lives to him.

Anyway, this man said, “Hell, this man says he’s been living with the red niggers for years!  How do
we know that they didn’t rub off on him?”

Fortunately for this man, at that time I did not understand the import of the term ‘red nigger’ — or we
would have had a serious problem.

Quantrill shut this man down by saying, “C’mon, Bill, you know the Indians make great scouts.  This
man will be a valuable addition.”

Bill replied, “Well, you’re the boss — but I still don’t like it.”
As we started toward Lawrence Bill aggressively approached me.  I noted the fact that the man had

numerous scalps tied to his saddle.  With a wicked grin — and whilst fondling his collection of scalps —
Bill said, “I’ll be watching you close, red nigger.”  He paused.  Then he whispered into my ear:  “If’n you
make any false moves of even the most slightly suspicious nature…” and then broke off as he fondled his
scalps again with a very intense grin of utter insanity in his eyes.  Translation was simple.  I silently sized
up my new enemy.  I was unimpressed.  After another wicked grin displaying teeth that appeared coated
with slime mould Bill rode off to join his friends — of which he appeared to have many.  Then we
embarked upon an activity of which I had heard but in which I had never actually participated:  A raid on
an enemy village.  However:  While I had never actually raided an enemy village I had been hearing
highly detailed stories and legends about them all of my life.

In all those stories, I had never heard of anything even remotely resembling the things I saw happen
that day.
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The village we raided was, of course, the village at the bottom of the hill where I had been planning to
try to begin making a new life.  Instead, I joined Quantrill as he and his 400 screaming lunatics descended
upon Lawrence in a fury.  A four-hour session of pillaging, arson, systematic killing of most of the male
population, and various other exemplars of mayhem ensued.  By the time Quantrill's men rode out of
town, one in four buildings in Lawrence had been burnt to the ground including all but two businesses.
Most of the banks and stores were looted.

Also left behind were approximately 200 dead men and boys.9

I immediately received a lesson on the regimented manner in which the Wasicus fight.  The attack was
perfectly planned.  Every man knew his place.  Detachments scattered to every section of the town and it
was done with such promptness and speed that before people could gather the meaning of the first yell
every part of the town was full of them.  They flowed into every street.  In all the bloody scenes that
followed nothing equaled in wildness and terror that initial spectacle.  The horsemanship of the guerrillas
was perfect.  They rode with that ease and abandon which are acquired only by a life spent in the saddle
amid desperate scenes.  Their horses scarcely seemed to touch the ground, and the riders, sat with bodies
and arms perfectly free, revolvers on full cock, shooting at every house and man they passed.  They
screamed like daemons at every bound.

However:  Our ‘enemies’ were civilians.  They were not warriors.
As a stream of fire showered the street men and boys were falling dead and wounded on each side of

it.  Half dressed women and children were running and screaming.  Some were trying to escape from
danger.  Some were rushing to the side of their murdered friends.  Quantrill’s men continued to dash
along the main street shooting at every straggler on the sidewalk and into almost every window.  The
order was “to burn every house, and kill every man.”  Almost every house was visited and robbed and the
men found in them killed or left, according to the character or whim of the raiders.

The carnage was made much worse by the fact that the citizens could not believe that men could be
such fiends.  I could relate to this because I could not believe it either.  I had not expected an indiscrimi-
nate slaughter of elders and children — and evidently neither had any of the townspeople.  Thus, many
who probably could have escaped instead remained and were slain.

As usual, the coloured people of the town turned out to be much better judges of slaver character —
they knew the men that slavery had made:  Thus, they ran into the bush to hide at the very first alarm and
thus most survived.

The surprise was so complete that no organized resistance was possible.  Before people could fully
comprehend the state of affairs every part of the town was full of Quantrill’s men and there was no possi-
bility of rallying.  Even the recruits in the army camp were so taken by surprise that they were not in their
places.  The attack could scarcely have been made at a worse hour.  The soldiers had just taken in their
camp guard and people were just waking from sleep.  By some fatal mistake the authorities kept the arms
of the city in the public armory instead of in each man’s house and thus there was no general resistance
from the houses.  When Quantrill’s men gained possession of the main street the armory was inaccessible
to the citizens and the shrewd disposition of squads of rebels in other parts of the town prevented even a
partial rally at any point.  There was neither time nor opportunity for consultation or coordination of
action and every man had to do the best he could for himself.  A large number, however, did actually start

9 Editor’s Note: It sometimes surprises the modern American that during this quaint period of our history women and
children were actually considered sacrosanct.  (That is, the white ones were...)  Women and children were not to be molested in
any way — even by the likes of William Clarke Quantrill and his gang.  These mass-murderers were often forced to stand
stoically motionless and looking very uncomfortable as outraged women standing over the bodies of their dead husbands
slapped them across the cheek and screamed into their faces. Sadly, this prohibition against harming innocent civilians was
about to be abandoned by both sides — as Trinity was about to witness.
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with what arms they had towards the street.  However, most saw at once that the street could not be
reached and so they turned back.  Others went forward and perished.

In spite of their obvious experience and the effectiveness of their tactics Quantrill’s men were actually
quite cowardly.  What little resistance was offered by the townsmen developed largely as a result of this
cowardice.  When Quantrill’s men first came into town they filled Massachusetts Street.  On the opposite
bank of the river the twelve recruits in the army camp made free use of their rifles when the raiders
attempted to cut the rope to the ferry.

Their minnie-balls went screaming up the street and it was not many minutes before that section of the
town was pretty much deserted; if one of Quantrill’s men by chance passed along that way he was careful
not to expose himself to the soldiers.  The result was that the section of the town along the riverbank was
saved.  Another evidence of their cowardice was shown in the fact that very few stone houses were
molested.  They shunned almost all houses that were closed tightly so that they could not see in.  There
was a deep ravine, wooded but narrow, that ran almost through the center of town.  Many citizens escaped
into this ravine and while Quantrill’s men often chased them into it — shooting at them all the way —
they never followed anyone into the ravine itself and seldom followed up to the brink.  Whenever they
came near to it they would shy off as if expecting a stray shot.  The cornfield west of the town was also
full of refugees.  Quantrill’s men rode up to the edge often as if longing to go in and butcher those who
had escaped them but a wholesome fear restrained them.  A Mrs. Hindman lived on the edge of this
cornfield.  They came repeatedly to her house for water.  The gang insisted on knowing what “was in the
cornfield?”  To which she replied, “Go in and see. You will find it the hottest place you have been in to-
day!”

Quantrill’s men took her word and left.  Every little ravine and thicket around the outskirts of the town
were thus shunned.  Scores of lives were saved that otherwise would have been destroyed. In almost
every case where a determined resistance was offered Quantrill’s men withdrew.  At one large brick
house, Quantrill’s men came to the door and ordered the occupant out.  “No!” replied the old gentleman,
“if you want anything of me, come where I am.  I am good for five of you.”

They took his word for it.  He and his house remained unmolested.
Two locals were out in the street trying to gain a certain house when they were overtaken by six of

Quantrill’s men.  Both locals faced their foes, drew their revolvers, and began to fire.  All six of
Quantrill’s men broke and fled.

They did not come to fight.  They came to murder and steal.

I later learned that the real target of the raid, a Senator James H. Lane, who had been responsible for a
raid in Osceola, Missouri two years earlier, had managed to escape death by racing through the cornfield
in his nightshirt.

I was utterly disgusted.  Many of the people these men killed were not even armed.  This was not
honourable.

After watching these barbarians butcher unarmed men and boys I turned to ride away.  Before I had
gone far, though, I was accosted by Bill and another man.  Bill asked me where I was going.  I replied that
it was dishonourable to fight in this manner and I made clear my contempt for their methods.  This deeply
angered the two men.  Bill’s friend told me that the people they were fighting had murdered his sister and
had crippled Bill’s sister.  (I later learned that the action that had killed this man’s sister and crippled
Bill’s sister had been taken by the Union Army and had had nothing to do with the civilians of Lawrence.)
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It was obvious that they were about to assault me so I grabbed Bill’s friend and held a knife to his
throat as I slowly backed away from Bill.  As soon as I was far enough away I threw my hostage to the
ground and made my getaway.

I was soon to learn that the man to whose throat I had held the knife was named Frank James.  I was
also soon to learn that ‘Bill’ was widely known as ‘Bloody Bill’ Anderson...

The more I thought about what I had seen in Lawrence the angrier I became.  I realized that I had
joined the wrong side.  For the most part the townsmen had fought with valour and courage while
Quantrill’s men had been bullies and cowards.  Thus, I returned to Lawrence two days later, explained my
situation, and told them that I wished to fight with them.

I soon learned that Bloody Bill centered his operations in Missouri.  They suggested that I would find
many more ‘rebels’ in this ‘Missouri’ place, so I decided to go pick a fight there.  Two weeks later, I
found myself a member of 33rd Regiment of Missouri State Militia under the command of Major Samuel
P. Cox.  While under this command I was made a scout.  (Evidently, my Lakota reputation had already
stereotyped me...)

While scouting I became friends with another scout named James Butler Hickok — already known as
‘Wild Bill’ Hickok due both to the duck billed shape of his nose and to his wild nature.  Mr. Hickok
became the first Wasicu for whom I developed true respect.  He was an hounourable respectful and soft-
spoken man.  It was good to know that not all Wasicus were insane.

When one saw ice forming in Wild Bill’s eyes, though, it was best to take cover because some very
expertly applied violence was about to ensue.  James Hickok was thoroughly deadly when crossed.

He was the best and the fastest shot of anyone I ever met in my entire life.
Another member of our scouting party was named William Cody, who had been a good friend of

Hickok’s for several years.  They had met in Kansas in the mid-50s whilst both were fighting with the
abolitionist movement.

In later years Mr. Cody would become known as ‘Buffalo Bill’.
Bloody Bill, meanwhile, had been quite busy.  In 1864 Anderson gained notoriety for his particular

savagery against Union soldiers and civilian sympathizers alike.  He and his men usually shot their
prisoners and then mutilated and scalped the dead.  He sent letters to newspapers promising further
violence against pro-Union civilians and threatening to take women of Union families as hostages.  That
year he was joined by a group of recruits who had served briefly with Archie Clement, who had previ-
ously been Bill’s own lieutenant.  These recruits included Frank James and his sixteen-year-old brother
Jesse.

In the fall of 1864 Anderson led fellow bushwhackers in the Centralia Massacre.  They looted and
terrified the local populace.  They barricaded the tracks of the Northern Missouri Railroad and forced a
train to stop.  They robbed the civilian passengers and killed 22 unarmed Union soldiers who were
returning home on furlough.  Anderson left one Union sergeant alive for a possible prisoner exchange; the
rest he had stripped, shot, and scalped or otherwise mutilated.  The same day, the 39th Missouri Infantry
Regiment set off after Anderson’s band.  Anderson, in conjunction with other guerrilla leaders, sent out a
detachment that lured the Unionists into a trap.  After discharging their single-shot rifles and causing light
guerrilla casualties the Union soldiers had been overrun by the pistol-wielding bushwhackers.  Many fled
in a panic as the guerrillas cut them down.  Contrary to all rules of warfare at that time, those who tried to
surrender were slaughtered.  Around 120 mounted infantrymen were killed in the ambush and pursuit.
Bodies of the soldiers were decapitated and mutilated by some of the guerrillas.

A few months later we tracked Anderson down.  We laid an ambush.  We sent a decoy to lure the
bushwhackers into our line of fire. The decoys dashed up to where the bushwhackers were having meal
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ground and getting provisions.  Our men opened fire and the bushwhackers were instantly in their saddles
and giving chase.  Our men retreated.  Twenty bushwhackers came dashing through our line in their
historic manner:  Bridle reins in teeth with blazing revolvers in each hand. I was overjoyed when I saw
that the lead pursuer was none other than Bloody Bill Anderson himself.  We enfiladed them with fire,
and though I specifically aimed at him Anderson himself made it through our gauntlet.  However, unlike
his companions, Anderson turned back around to fight us.  On his second pass I stepped out in front of
him as he tried to ride by.

When I saw that he recognized me I placed a bullet between his eyes.
Thus ended the bloody career of Bloody Bill Anderson.
Just after shooting Anderson I saw one of Anderson’s men staring at me intently.  I later learned that

this man was the brother of the man to whose throat I had once held a knife, and that this man’s name was
Jesse James.

One of the men who had deserted Anderson and kept riding was named Archie Clement.  Clement had
become known as Bloody Bill’s most trusted follower — or, in the words of an enemy, “Bill Anderson’s
scalper and head devil.”  Standing just over five feet tall and weighing about 130 pounds Clement’s youth
and slight stature belied his ferocity.

We had taken several prisoners in this skirmish.  One of these prisoners was a man named Clell Miller.
This was Miller’s first and only wartime combat and he was lucky that he was not executed.  Due to his
deceptively youthful appearance he was instead sent to St. Louis.

After the war Clell Miller would also ride with Archie Clement and the James brothers.  He would
eventually die in Northfield, Minnesota.

Following Anderson’s death Archie Clement took command continuing the fight into the next year.
Even after the surrender of Lee’s army in Virginia Clement continued to fight.  He even demanded the
surrender of the Missouri town of Lexington!  Though some comrades, including Dave Pool, surrendered,
Clement and Jesse James remained under arms.  On May 15th, 1865 Archie and Jesse encountered a
Union cavalry patrol; a skirmish ensued in which Jesse was severely wounded...

At the beginning of 1865 a man from Colorado arrived with the news that Black Kettle and his band of
Cheyenne had been brutally butchered by the Colorado Militia at a place called Sand Creek.

The new arrival was boastful of his part in this massacre.  He graphically described killing Indian
‘bitches and brats’, (i.e. women and children) and he showed off a tobacco pouch that he had made out of
the breast a dead Cheyenne maiden.

I knew that Deer Runner, the woman I loved, had relatives living with Black Kettle’s band of Chey-
enne.  I found both this man and his actions to be highly offensive.  I expressed my offense.  The man
took offense at my offense and tried to assault me.  I thwarted his assault by gutting him with a hunting
knife.  I was thus forced to leave Missouri in rather a hurry.

I bade a midnight farewell to Hickok and Cody before making some fast tracks eastward...

My people needed to know about these people.  The Wasicus were very powerful and they were
completely insane.  I knew that the center of Wasicu culture was concentrated on the east coast.  I decided
to make my way there.  I needed to find out everything that I could about these people.  I wandered
through Illinois, Indiana, Kentucky, and West Virginia.  I had various adventures along the way.  My
unique heritage seemed to intrigue many people and I learned that not all Wasicus are stupid and evil
people.

On an individual level, in fact, many of them were quite admirable.
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At one point during my journey I was passing near the burg of Carthage, Missouri.  At that time I did
not know who Joseph Smith Jr. was and I did not know and probably would not have cared that this was
the town where Mr. Smith had been murdered by a mob.  On the outskirts of Carthage I heard a woman
screaming behind a haystack near a farm.  I investigated and found three Union soldiers raping a beautiful
young woman.  I shot one of the soldiers.  This had a deleterious effect upon the ardour of the other two.
They ran away.

The lady was very thankful for my rescue.  She said her name was May Shirley and that someday she
would repay the favour.  While I seriously doubted this I was very happy to have rescued her nonetheless.

May Shirley and I became lovers.
Even as beautiful as May was, though, I had to picture Deer Runner in my mind in order to complete

the act.
Still, I appreciated the gesture and remained quite fond of May.

Years later May Shirley would also repay the favour in another manner...

Finally, I found myself in the Shenandoah Valley of western Virginia.  I ended up playing a small part
at the end of the proceedings in ‘the Valley’, so I will describe the events that led up to the event of my
arrival in some detail...

The peaceful, lush, rich, and well-watered soil of the Shenandoah Valley had long been considered a
paradise by its fortunate residents.  It stretched southwest from Harper’s Ferry in northern Virginia and it
was nestled between the protective Allegheny Mountains on the west and the rolling Blue Ridge Moun-
tains to the east.  The Shenandoah was replete with prosperous farms, bountiful grain fields and fattened
livestock.

It was known fondly as ‘the Valley’ by its occupants, many of whom were peaceable Dunkers and
Quakers who had migrated from Pennsylvania to share in the Valley’s prosperity.

The first two years of the Civil War had left the Shenandoah relatively untouched.  With the exception
of Stonewall Jackson’s 1862 Valley campaign, most of the fighting occurred far to the east on the other
side of the Blue Ridge Mountains where Jackson had been thoroughly bamboozling the hapless Yankees
for years.  What little fighting had been done in the Valley had been comparatively more civilized; Union
generals forbade the wanton destruction of property and Southern civilians could successfully demand
payment in gold for damages done to fence rails and farmland.

By the time of my arrival, though, things had changed significantly.  I did not know it but the Shenan-
doah Valley was virtually the personal fiefdom of a Confederate general named John Singleton Mosby.
With the start of hostilities Mosby had enlisted in the cavalry and taken part in the Bull Run campaign.  In
early 1863, he was attached to Major General J.E.B. Stuart’s staff and he organized independent ranger
operations in Virginia.  He turned out to be very good at it.  Mosby began his unit with nine men.  He
adapted quickly to this irregular form of warfare to such an extent that his activities began to upset the
Union hierarchy a great deal.  After a skirmish Mosby’s men would return to their own homes rather than
to camp after agreeing to meet again at a future date and place.  Each man acquired his own horse, arms
and uniforms, but was entitled to share in whatever public or personal property was captured.

Mosby soon became the only organized military force in northern Virginia.  He so firmly ruled the
area that it became known as ‘Mosby’s Confederacy.’
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Meanwhile, Lincoln faced a tough reelection campaign in 1864.  The American people were tired of
the long war and there were growing indications they might take out their frustrations on Election Day.
Near the end of July 1864, a Confederate force under Lieutenant General Jubal Early pushed to the
outskirts of Washington.  Lincoln sorely needed a battlefield victory to enhance his fortunes at the polls.
So far Northern troops had been stymied in the Southern-leaning Shenandoah Valley.  No matter which
commander Lincoln and his new General-in-Chief, Ulysses S. Grant, sent to the Shenandoah Union
troops seemed unable to check Mosby and his highly annoying and — even worse — his highly effective
raiders.

Grant felt that a victorious campaign in the Valley would eliminate a major military headache.  The
Valley posed a constant threat to Washington because its axis ran straight at the Northern capital.  South-
ern troops, continuously replenished by the Valley’s abundant crops, could easily be shifted into the
Valley from farther south through the numerous gaps in the Blue Ridge Mountains.  In effect, the Valley
formed a Confederate arrow aimed at the Northern nerve center.  On the other hand, the Valley could not
be similarly used by the North for it led away from the Confederate capital at Richmond.  The further a
Northern army marched up the Valley the further it moved from its bases of supplies.  In addition, it
would always be subject to a Confederate flank or rear attack through the gaps.

The strategic situation had significantly changed, though.  Grant recognized that a potent Northern
force in the Shenandoah would now open Confederate General Robert E. Lee’s left flank to attack.  It
would also threaten important Southern railroad lines.  Predictably, Grant made a very Grant-like deci-
sion.  He concluded that since the fertile Valley was useless for Northern operations whilst simultane-
ously being invaluable to the Rebels then he would eliminate the Valley as a factor for both sides.

The ‘civilized’ methods of winning Shenandoah hearts and minds were immediately abandoned.
There was to be no more Mr. Nice Guy.

Taking the valley would not be easy, though, as Confederate armies were running short of supplies
and could ill-afford to lose the Valley’s smack.  They would defend the valley with all that they had —
and one of the things they had was Mosby.

To stymie Mosby, Grant needed a skilled fighter and someone who could spur his men into action and
put an end to the seesaw type of battles that epitomized Valley warfare.

The man Grant turned to was a man with whom I was destined to have many future dealings over the
years:  Major General Philip H. Sheridan.

Grant left no doubt as to how Sheridan was to proceed:  He ordered Sheridan to ‘Put himself south of
the enemy and follow him to the death.’

Grant wanted Sheridan to rely on cavalry rather than infantry, telling him, “Let your headquarters be
in the saddle.”  Sheridan was to “eat out Virginia clear and clean as far as they [soldiers] go, so that crows
flying over it for the balance of the season will have to carry their provender with them.”

Harsh orders, indeed — quite different from the relatively more genteel times in the early part of the
war.  While total war on civilians had always been standard procedure when dealing with non-white
people the rules had been very different when dealing with their fellow Wasicus.  However, by 1864 the
Civil War had become a changed conflict.  America had had a lot of its charming innocence burned away.
It was now a war of attrition.  The Yankees had a lot more to attrite than the Confederacy did.

Grant had no problem with that.  Neither did Sheridan.  Wasicu civilians and their homes were now
considered fair targets.

In early August Sheridan moved south with 36,000 men toward ‘Mosby’s Confederacy’ and prepared
to lay waste to the beautiful green valley that had caused so many problems for the North.

Advancing with Sheridan was one of his close friends and another man with whom I was destined to
have many future dealings:  Brigadier General George Armstrong Custer.

General Custer also had no problem with his orders.

Mosby did have some problems with these orders, though.  In order to demonstrate the high-level of
priority that Mosby placed upon these concerns he did not wait long before greeting Generals Sheridan
and Custer in a manner suitable to their station:  In the early morning mist of August 13th, whilst the
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Union forces were resting near Berryville, a group of men nonchalantly approached out of the fog.
Laughing and joking, they then set up two small cannon right in the midst of the Federal wagon train.
None of the guards paid much attention.  They began paying attention, though, when the cannons began
blasting everything in sight.  They decapitated a mule with one of the first shells and set fire to a number
of wagons.  Mules still hitched to burning wagons stampeded in terror dragging huge roaring infernos
behind them.

It was utter mayhem and absolute bedlam!  The attackers loved this shit!  Mosby’s men were laughing
uproariously the entire time.

The Union troopers were not.  The Union troopers were far from home.  The attackers were in
comfortable and familiar territory.  This was their natural element.

Then, the cavalry struck.  In an instant large numbers of gray-clad and screaming psychos swooped in
yelling and shooting as they charged.  They kicked ass.  It was over in a matter of minutes.  Mosby’s
victorious men captured numerous horses, mules, cattle supply wagons, and prisoners.

Mosby thus very effectively demonstrated his displeasure over the presence of Federal troops in his
personal territory.

Unfortunately, Grant and Sheridan had a lot more than Mosby did.  A lot more.  Of everything. Grant
quickly responded to this stinging defeat in his usual manner of flooding ever more troops into whatever
meat grinder had been prepared for them.  Thus began the ever-expanding breakdown of the normal rules
of warfare.  Grant ordered Sheridan to send troops “through Loudoun County, to destroy and carry off the
crops, animals, ‘Negroes’, [sic] and all men less than fifty years of age capable of bearing arms.  In this
way, you will get many of Mosby’s men.”

He also ordered Sheridan to hunt down the families of Mosby’s men.  “I think they should be taken
and kept at Fort McHenry, or some other secure place, as hostages for the good conduct of Mosby’s
men.”10

Grant then ominously added, “When any of Mosby’s men are caught hang them without trial.”11

Three days later, Grant’s orders were carried out when seven prisoners, correctly suspected of being
Mosby’s Rangers, were executed.

This deeply upset Mosby.  Predictably he made plans to retaliate.  As was his nature he then very
effectively did so.

Thus commenced an ever-escalating series of atrocities.  Both sides justified their atrocities by relating
the atrocities of the other.  Sheridan had been in the Shenandoah for less than two weeks and already the
Valley was witnessing a more vulgar form of warfare than it had ever seen.  Mosby heard reports that
Custer, in particular, was pursuing his orders with a special vengeance.  Mosby thus blamed Custer
personally for these seven executions.  Mosby’s men began calling Custer ‘Attila the Hun,’ and bitter
feelings between Custer’s men and Mosby’s Confederate outfit quickly rose to a high pitch.  In one action
Custer learned that a light at a local farmhouse had served as a signal for guerrillas.  Custer ordered it —
as well as all of the surrounding homes — destroyed.  As his men were setting fire to the elegant
residences a group of Mosby’s men led by J. G. L. William Chapman charged from an overlooking ridge,
splashed through the Shenandoah River, and charged right into the middle of Custer’s outfit.  Chapman
exhorted his men to “Wipe them from the face of the earth!  No quarter!  No quarter!  Take no prisoners!”

Custer’s squad was taken totally by surprise.  They fled in panic.  A local woman watched as the
Northern troops “hid behind the burning ruins, they crouched in the corners of fences, they begged for
life, but their day of grace was past.”  One unfortunate young Northern soldier was taken prisoner and
Chapman’s men demanded he be executed for what his comrades had done.  The young prisoner
impressed his captors with the courage with which he faced death.  One Ranger, John Scott, wrote, “It

10 Editor’s Note: Punishing innocent civilians for the crimes of others was a terrorist tactic that became very popular 80
years later under two men named Adolph Hitler and Joseph Stalin, and forty more years later by radical Islamists and the
United States government.

11 Editor’s Note: Mosby’s men thus became one of the first Americans ever officially designated as a ‘terrorist’, i.e.
undeserving of even the most elemental legal protections.
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was a solemn spectacle to see this brave young soldier kneel in the solitude of the mountain and pour
forth a fervent prayer to the Great Father to pardon his sins….  The young man then rose slowly to his
feet and tearing open his shirt, with un-quailing eye received the fatal shot.”  Mosby’s own report of the
incident to Lee’s headquarters mentioned that his men were so enraged at seeing Valley homes go up in
smoke that “no quarter was shown, and about 25 of them [Custer’s men] were shot to death for their
villainy.  About 30 horses were brought off, but no prisoners.”

Mosby’s increased harassment of Northern units brought even harsher Union devastation on Shenan-
doah farms.  The vicious cycle was thus formed in the Valley.  Sheridan’s men destroyed homes and
farms because Mosby’s guerrillas hampered communications and ambushed isolated Northern units.
Mosby’s forces attacked with increasing ferocity because Sheridan’s men destroyed homes and farms.
Northern cavalrymen so feared Mosby’s Rangers that some said they would rather charge into battle than
patrol Valley roads.

The further Sheridan moved up the Valley the more frequent and savage became guerrilla actions.
Captain George Sanford of the 1st U.S. Cavalry said everyone was careful because “No party of less than
50 men was safe a mile from camp.  The loss in men, animals and supplies was enormous.”  One of
Sheridan’s aides was found in a field with his throat slit.  In retaliation, Sheridan ordered every house,
barn, and outbuilding in a five-mile radius burned.  Rations were so low at times that soldiers’ morale
decreased.  Northern troops roundly condemned guerrilla actions as being cowardly and considered
Mosby’s men “of all created beings most despicable.”  Famous poet Walt Whitman luridly wrote that
Mosby’s men “would run a knife through the wounded, the aged, and the children, without compunction.”

Thus did the Grant/Sheridan/Custer cabal actually become known as the ‘morally superior’ force in
this battle.  Thus was the power of propaganda and deceit demonstrated.  With no moral compunctions
themselves, Sheridan’s men then went about destroying the Valley.  Warfare fought in such a brutal
manner led to the inevitable spiral of ever more horrific atrocities.  On September 22nd, near the town of
Front Royal, a Northern ambulance train was attacked by a group of Rangers led by Captain Sam Chap-
man.  Chapman’s force quickly realized they were outnumbered.  In an attempt to break out they rode
directly at Northern troops.  After the skirmish the mangled body of Lieutenant Charles McMaster was
found in the road riddled with bullets and trampled by horses.  Northern troops swore McMaster was
brutally gunned down while trying to surrender.  Rangers claimed he was killed in the heat of short
intense battle after his panicky horse rode into their ranks.  Whatever the actual facts, Northern troops
were boiling for revenge.  Custer was in one of his famous snoozy fits for he had been plagued by
Mosby’s constant harassment long enough.  Only the day before Custer’s orderly had been captured while
carrying a slaughtered sheep back to camp for Custer’s meal.  Six captive Rangers involved in the fight at
Front Royal were captured and condemned to die for murdering McMaster as insane as that was.  As a
band slowly marched through Front Royal playing the dead march, the six prisoners were led to their
deaths.  For five days Custer tore into an 85-mile stretch of the Shenandoah Valley, from Winchester to
Waynesboro, burning barns and granaries, destroying bridges and ripping apart railroad track.  Custer
wanted ‘to put the fear of Hell in these people.’

Mosby’s retaliation came quickly.  On October 11th guerrillas ambushed and killed Lieutenant Colonel
Cornelius Tolles, Sheridan’s chief quartermaster, and Dr. Emil Ohlenschlager, Sheridan’s medical
inspector.

Federal retaliation for this retaliation also came swiftly.  On October 13th Union colonel William
Powell ordered the execution of Ranger A.C. ‘Ag’ Willis.  A small tree was forced over double, and a
noose was put over young Willis’s head.  Then methodically attached to the tree, the tree was released.
Willis’s body shot up into the sky.  He was dead before he returned to earth.

Near the end of October Mosby received word of the earlier executions of his men and decided to
retaliate in kind, hoping to ensure proper treatment for any of his men captured in the future.  He
informed Lee that Custer hanged six of his men and ‘It is my purpose to hang an equal number of
Custer’s men whenever I capture them.’

Lee approved the action and so reported to Confederate Secretary of War James A. Seddon, who
responded that he ‘cordially approved’ the orders.
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Thus, a brutal military policy was now receiving ‘cordial’ civilian approval from the highest levels of
the government.

27 pieces of paper were placed into a hat.
Seven of the pieces had numbers scrawled on them, the rest were blank.  Those who drew a blank

would be sent to Richmond or Libby prison, while a scrap of paper bearing a number meant death.
Each prisoner was forced to reach into the hat and draw out his own fate.  Any man unfortunate

enough to pull out a number was walked over to the side under special guard.  A detail of Rangers took
the condemned men down the Winchester Turnpike to Berryville, as close to Custer’s camp as possible.

Three of Custer’s men were hanged along the side of the turnpike.  It took so long that the Rangers
became uneasy.  Since hanging was proving to be too slow, they decided to shoot the balance.

The remaining three Union soldiers, (one had escaped in the night),  were systematically lined up near
their lifeless cohorts, where a revolver was pointed at each from point blank range and fired.

Happily for Sergeant Charles Marvin, the gun aimed at him misfired.  In the momentary confusion, he
knocked over his guard and disappeared into the woods.

The other two were grievously wounded — but neither wound proved mortal.
Before leaving, Mosby’s men attached a sign to one of the hanging bodies that read, ‘These men have

been hung in retaliation for an equal number of Colonel Mosby’s men hung by order of General Custer, at
Front Royal.  Measure for measure.’

It was at this fortuitous moment that I made my appearance on the scene.

I wanted to meet the Wasicu chiefs.  I wanted to study — from a distance — these vile and evil
people.  If possible, I wanted to meet either Grant or Lee, though I already understood that these men
were acting at the ‘orders’ (there is no Lakota equivalent for this term), of yet others in the village of
Washington.

I had learned that both Grant and Lee were in this area.
Having heard the shots during the rainy night I rode over to investigate and found the two wounded

Union troopers.  I did not know nor care whose side they were on as I did not know nor care whose side I
was on.  All I knew was that two fellow humans were hurt.

Thus I dressed their wounds and made them comfortable.  The next morning a patrol of Union troops
rode up on us.  After the wounded men explained that I was on their side they escorted the three of us into
their camp.  Here I took advantage of their hospitality for two days.  For a brief moment I saw General
Custer.  I knew he ranked fairly highly in the confusing Wasicu ‘power structure’ (again, there is no
Lakota equivalent for this term.)  For an even briefer moment our eyes met.  While I was intensely
studying him, this fact would have been far from obvious to virtually all of these blind idiots.  Even so,
Custer’s attention was briefly drawn toward me.

Then, probably realizing that I was both a civilian and a real man, he gave me a haughty superior look
and arrogantly turned his gaze toward more important concerns.

He seemed just like the arrogant asshole that he indeed turned out to be.

At the beginning of my second night in the camp I disappeared back into the night.  I had no desire to
take any further part in their war.

Meanwhile, Mosby had dispatched a scout to deliver a letter to Sheridan.  The letter explained the
executions were in retaliation for Custer’s and Powell’s acts and in the future, ‘any prisoners falling into
my hands will be treated with the kindness due to their condition, unless some new act of barbarity shall
compel me, reluctantly, to adopt a line of policy repugnant to humanity.’  Sheridan issued orders to leave
Mosby’s men alone if they did not harass Union troops and further hangings were avoided.
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Union devastation of the Shenandoah continued until Thanksgiving.  Future combat then shifted
southward, out of the Valley, giving the battered Shenandoah time to replenish itself — but scars
remained.

For many generations Fall of 1864 was known by Valley residents simply as ‘the Burning.’  The Civil
War ultimately had departed the Valley but it left behind permanent marks, physically on the land, and
mentally on Shenandoah residents.

As one Michigan trooper conceded, it was a ‘hard war.’12

I never met Grant or Lee.  However, I came close in one case and far beyond in another.  After a long
and serendipitous series of events, in April of 1865 I found myself taken prisoner by the soldiers of the
Army of Northern Virginia under command of General James Longstreet.

This was three days before the Army of Northern Virginia surrendered to General Ulysses S. Grant at
Appomattox Court House.

In addition, it turned out that General Longstreet was fascinated by Indians.  When he learned that I
had lived among the Sioux for five years he invited me to his headquarters to lunch with him.

This made me very nervous, though this fact would have been far from obvious to virtually all of these
blind idiots.

However, when it came to the leadership I supposed that the leaders of such massive scale insanity
must have very special powers in order to be able to do what they do.

I put on my famous Lakota ‘stone face’ and greeted the Wasicu Star Chief.
It turned out that General James Longstreet was an engaging and honourable man and I thoroughly

enjoyed our conversation.
This did not compute.  This man was directly responsible for hundreds of thousands of deaths all to

make a handful of Eastern Bankers rich.  To meet such a courtly courteous intelligent and educated man
in such a rôle was deleterious to my sense of reality.

I thanked him for being so courteous to an enemy.  I expressed surprise that a man as busy as he must
be had time to jaw with an insignificant civilian.  I was disarmed when General Longstreet pointed out
that General Robert E. Lee was surrendering at that very moment.  The war was over.

He was out of a job.
We were no longer enemies.
Suddenly a Union officer came charging up on a horse.  He said, “General, in the name of General

Sheridan I demand the unconditional surrender of this army!  We are in a position to crush you!”
General Longstreet slowly took a gaze at the small Federal force that had just invaded his headquar-

ters.  Then he looked at the Union officer with amazed contempt.
Yet, gentleman that he was, General Longstreet’s voice was still calm and civil when he said, “Tell

me, General...?”
He loudly and arrogantly cried out, “I am George Armstrong Custer, sir!”

12 Editor’s Note: After the war Mosby became an active Republican saying it was the best way to help the South.  Mosby went on to
become a campaign manager in Virginia for President Grant.  In his autobiography Grant stated, ‘Since the close of the war, I have come to
know Colonel Mosby personally and somewhat intimately.  He is a different man entirely from what I supposed.  He is able and thoroughly
honest and truthful.’ Translated from politic-speak, though, this meant that Mosby was now kissing Grant’s ass.

Mosby's friendship with Grant and his work with those whom many Southerners considered the enemy made Mosby a highly controversial
figure in Virginia.  He received death threats, his boyhood home was burned down, and at least one attempt was made to assassinate him.

Many years after the war Mosby explained why, although he disapproved of slavery, he fought on the Confederate side.  While he believed
the South had seceded to protect slavery, he said, in a 1907 letter, that he had felt it was his patriotic duty to Virginia.  ‘I am not ashamed of
having fought on the side of slavery — a soldier fights for his country — right or wrong — he is not responsible for the political merits of the
course he fights in ... The South was my country.’

John Singleton Mosby died May 30, 1916.
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Yep.  It was indeed Custer.  There was no doubt about that.  Besides the fact that you could spot him a
mile away Custer very much wanted people to know that it was Custer.  He often went to excessive
lengths to impress you with the fact that it was Custer.  He was the very stereotype of an arrogant asshole
that has a highly over-inflated sense of himself.

I have heard that General Custer can be a very charming man when he so desires.  My presence
evidently never inspired this desire in him in the several instances wherein I was forced to deal with the
man over the years.

With amused contempt Longstreet said, “Yes — well tell me, General George Armstrong Custer, are
you unaware of the fact that General Lee is surrendering to General Grant at this very moment?”

General Custer looked down his nose and said, “Is that so?”
“Yes, it is indeed so.  I suppose you have violated the decencies of military procedure and insulted

both General Grant and myself because you know no better.  Now go — or I shall teach you a lesson you
won’t soon forget.”

Suddenly, General Custer realized that his handful of men had been themselves surrounded by several
hundred Confederate soldiers.

Like any bully faced with bad odds, Custer’s confident arrogance instantly disappeared and he was
reduced to the scared little piece of shit that he is.

At this moment — for a brief moment — I once again found my gaze locked onto that of George
Armstrong Custer.  As with the first time, he started to look away — but then did a double-take and
studied me again.

It was obvious that he was wondering where he had seen me before.
I was now a marked man.
While I had been captured with some Union troops I had already convinced General Longstreet that I

was not a Yankee.  Thus he did not even bother to ask me whether or not I wanted to leave with this
asshole.

Without another word Custer turned tail and ran.  General Longstreet, General Longstreet’s army, and
I all shared a good laugh.

I now really wish that I had killed the little son of a bitch on the spot while I had the chance.

The war was over.  I now felt that I knew everything that mattered about the Wasicus.  I wanted noth-
ing more to do with them.  I wanted to go home.  I did not care for the Wasicus, and I did not care for
their land.  The weather was too hot and the air was too wet — but the weather was the least of my
worries.

I now knew that the Wasicus meant the end of the world.  They destroyed everything they touched,
they touched everything, and they would soon be everywhere.  I had to warn certain people of my tribe.
There were far too many of them.  They were invincible.  They were everywhere.  I had never imagined
that so many people could exist in such a small area!  The Wasicus were like ants in an anthill.  They
were always rushing here and there doing indefinable things — and yet none of this frantic activity
seemed to bring them any happiness or fulfillment.  I was confused, amazed, flabbergasted, disgusted,
impressed, astounded, and contemptuous.

Regardless of my ‘feelings’, though, the simple fact is that my people will never be able to stand up to
the military might and overwhelming numbers of the Wasicu.  And the worst part was not even their
deadly weapons or their overwhelming numbers — even these things were as nothing compared to the
Wasicu’s diseases! Of all the advantages enjoyed by the Wasicus, this was their most devastating
weapon. This was the weapon that killed many more of my people than all of their guns combined did...
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It is said that in the distant time of the great, great grandfathers, a terrible disease came through and
killed nearly everyone in the world.  It is my belief that the overwhelmingly devastatingly ultra-deadly
diseases that the Wasicus bring with them everywhere that they go traveled from the original Indians that
Columbus ‘contacted’13, and that the diseases had moved much further and much faster than the Wasicus
themselves had.  I am convinced that their diseases traveled to the rest of the Americas and wiped out
somewhere between 80% and 90% of the population of the entire Western Hemisphere.14 In spite of their
deadly weapons and their overwhelming numbers, this was the central factor that eventually allowed the
Wasicus to be able simply to completely eliminate us as a factor worthy of any consideration.  I notice
that the Wasicus never actually took over Africa, Asia, or any of the other myriad places where they
conquered and enslaved the local populations.  Even while they ran everything, (meaning that they kept
the profit whilst others did all the work), they were always numerically far inferior to the local popula-
tions.  Only in the Americas did they simply eliminate the entire population and take everything.  Only in
the Americas were the Wasicus able simply to eliminate the native population to the point of complete
irrelevance.  Only in the Americas were they able simply to replace the existing paradigm.

It was wrong! And always keep in mind:  Even the threat of their diseases pales compared to the
threat that they represent to the spirit! What Spotted Tail had said about the Wasicus’ desire to kill souls
was truer than I think even he knew.  This killing of the spirit was what caused shudders of fear mixed
with a good bit of revulsion and whole-hearted contempt for any people who could even think of such a
thing.  This was the so so sick aspect to this so so sorry situation.  To a Lakota, ‘evil’ pretty much did not
exist before the coming of the Wasicus.

To a Lakota, had we had textbooks, this desire to kill the spirit would have been considered a textbook
definition of incomprehensible evil.

Everything that happened was wrong! It was wrong! I have lived my life free as a Lord of the
Prairie! These people have lived their lives as slaves in filth-ridden disease-plagued hovels! They are
ugly in both their appearances and in their spirits!  These people are sick while we are healthy!  These
people are ugly while we are beautiful!  These people are unhappy and miserable while we are happy and
at peace with the World!

It was wrong! When I compared these people to the proud and attractive people I had lived with for
five years, there was no comparison.  For these ugly evil people completely to eliminate not only our
entire civilization and steal everything we have but then destroy our culture and our knowledge to boot —
this was wrong! These people were sad, mad, pitiful, and very very dangerous.  They were dirty.  They
had vulgar features, sullen eyes, and barn-red faces.  They were uneducated and malnourished.  Their
mouths were full of rotting teeth.  Their breath smelled like a latrine.  Consumption [tuberculosis] was
common.  Parasites were numerous and prolific.  They had missing fingers and they were covered with
lice.  Their eyes were dull and/or crossed and/or clouded.  Harelips went un-doctored.  The stench of their
body odours permeated the surrounding air for several feet.  They treated the Sacred Mother Earth even
worse than they treated themselves.  It would seem that this land of Canaan into which the Wasicus were
led was too divine for their ugly sick spirits.  They could not stand a vision of such beauty and perfection
as our homeland was.  The Wasicus seemed unappeased unless they could do it every violence and dese-
crate every aspect of its holiness.  They are not content until they can despoil every innocence, murder
every goodness, and dirty every blessing.  They have literally taken a heaven and turned it into a hell.  It
is as if they cannot bear the goodness of Wakan Tankan.

And they would win! It was wrong! Wrong wrong wrong!

13 Editor’s Note: The term ‘contacted’ in this context could effectively be translated to kidnapping, raping, killing, pillaging,
plundering, and enslaving the locals.

14 Editor’s Note: Recent research has provided more and more evidence that this was indeed the case.  It seems that
somewhere between 60% and 90% of the population of the entire Western Hemisphere died before ever laying eyes upon
white people...
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Regardless of Spotted Tail’s warnings, I had been completely unprepared for Wasicu reality.  I have
already explained that Wasicus and Lakota view the world from drastically different perspectives.  A
Wasicu would look at something, and then I would look at exactly the same thing — and yet we would
see completely different things.  This dichotomy was especially evident in the manner of political deci-
sions.  The Lakota are a well-disciplined people who maintain public order under very trying circum-
stances, and yet we had none of the power mechanisms that most people in Wasicu culture consider to be
essential to ordered life.  Among the Lakota, no ‘orders’ are ever issued to anyone.  No assignments for
work are ever made; no over-all plans are ever discussed.  There are neither codes nor rules of conduct
nor punishments for infractions.  The very idea of a ‘prison’ would never even cross the mind of a Lakota,
and we were completely horrified when we eventually learned of the concept.  The Lakota has no
‘commandments’, and no moralizing proverbs.  The only instigator of action is the consenting person.  In
all of his work, both public and private, a Lakota moves completely on a voluntary basis.  Whatever
social forms exist are carried within the consciousness of the people, not by others making demands.  If
you hurt the tribe, the tribe would protect itself — but even then they always respected your right to do as
you wished.

Here is how things happen among the Lakota:  Sentinels are always needed to man the outposts and
keep watch for enemies.  These sentinels are neither assigned nor called for by anyone.  Instead, a number
of young men who are friends and/or family will be talking together, and one of them will mention that it
would be a good time to post sentries.  Then, another will say, “I think I will go to the post on the knoll
southeast of the village.”  Another will say, “Yes, I will go watch the ravine north of here.”  Several
others will then chime in, word will spread, and before long, all of the sentry posts will be manned.  The
households coordinated themselves in precisely the same manner.  A remark by one person brought a
complimentary remark from another, and the plans would shape themselves.  The Lakota begin develop-
ment from their youngest years as disciplined and free individuals who consider their dignity and inde-
pendence to be inviolate.  We have ‘chiefs’, but their rôle is merely to focus consensus, not to wield
power.  There is no over-all chief of the Lakota. The nearest equivalents to administrative officials are
the village chiefs, and they are considered more as heads of families than as superimposed government
officials.  Chiefs are chosen for their humility and sagacity.  An aggressive temperament is considered to
be a barrier to the office.  There are definite implicit mechanisms for village coordination and inter-band
cooperation, often by means of emissaries sent between the households of chiefs to express their
combined opinions and to learn the wishes of the other parties — but public opinion and consensus are
always well estimated.  No one even conceived that any arbitrary or unilateral decision would be desira-
ble or feasible.  I find it truly ironic that the Wasicus speak so much of being ‘free’ when they not only
live their own lives in chains, but they utterly loathe true freedom when they come across it.  They do
their best to destroy it.

I have found that the true freedom exercised by the Lakota is not easy to describe to people raised in
Wasicu culture, especially since most of the individuals in Wasicu culture consider their own false free-
dom to be the real thing.  The Wasicus speak of individualism and individuality as their most precious
contribution to the human paradigm — and yet, manufacturing standardization has put them into a mass-
designed material environment to an extent never before seen even in their history.  This difference in
approach between the Wasicu and the Lakota is so deep and basic that it cannot be stressed enough.  The
Lakota individual embraces responsibility — we have no inclination to shirk it.  In a sense, the rhythm of
our life is like a ballet while the Wasicus’ is similar to a prison lock step.  Pressure and compulsion are
implicit in their attitude, whilst volunteerism is implicit in ours.  It is impossible for the Wasicus to under-
stand our freedom because our freedom is implicit in the individual personalities of the people themselves
— as is the Wasicu’s lack of it.  These are fundamentally profound differences in our respective views of
the Universe.  Consider our views of women and children:  In Wasicu culture, women and children are
considered the property of the men.  The women have no voice in council, and the children are threatened
with violence unless they act in some incredibly arbitrary and exceedingly circumscribed manner.
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With the Lakota, on the other hand, men view women and children as their spiritual equals.  They
have different jobs than the men, and their expertise is in other fields — but their place is equally
honoured.

To a Lakota, a full-grown human threatening and/or actually employing physical violence upon a child
is — literally — insane.  Even having the desire to physically assault your own child is perverted at the
very core of the soul!

As with so many of the unquestioned paradigms in Wasicu culture, beating a child is impossible for a
Lakota to comprehend.

In Wasicu culture, it is considered irresponsible not to beat children.
Do you understand the deep implications to this?  It is bedrock basic and bedrock profound.  It is the

very foundational fundamental of the entire thing:  Lakota teach their children to take and relish responsi-
bility!  It is not something children must be beaten into!  It is something they love and relish!

The only reason to beat a child is to kill the spirit — and I can’t believe that the Wasicus do not do this
intentionally.

Do you understand now?  The Wasicus are taking over the whole world.  Our view of reality is being
systematically and foundationally destroyed because it makes theirs look so bad.

This paradigm is also evident in our religion; the regular rounds of ceremonies that follow the seasons
are in charge of a priesthood, but none of these ceremonies are actually instigated by them.  Only when an
individual receives a vision and invites the priesthood to discuss it with him, and only when this individ-
ual pledges his support in food and goods, will this ceremony be performed.  And these ceremonies are
more than merely religious observances — they are the entire focus of the Sioux aesthetic life, particu-
larly in the area of the performing arts.  The pageantry and the costuming, the dances and the miming, are
all developed with an eye toward beauty and aesthetics as much as for religious significance.  They are
the equivalent of ballet and opera, and the songs are appreciated for their technical and aesthetic value.
The songs are sung on many occasions throughout the year, and they are sung for the pleasure in them.
Laughter and enjoyment as well as religious fervor are their inspiration.  Most Wasicus consider Indians
to be soulless savages.  I know that we are capable of lightness and gaiety:  For obvious reasons we just
never express this around Wasicus.  Unlike Wasicus, we also have reverence for parents and the aged.
We harbour a deep and profound respect for nature, and a deep revulsion for wasting anything that nature
provides.  As Spotted Tail had once said, “The Lakota lives with nature, accepting and using with care,
restraint, and love what Wakan Tankan has provided to all of His children.  We do not drive wooden
posts into the breast of Mother Earth to divide her into property as the white men do, for we know that the
earth belongs to all, to use wisely, well, and equally.

“The Wasicus,” he continued, “cut down the forests and burn the grasses so that he can plant things
that Wakan Tankan did not mean to be here; and they bring animals that eat all of the food belonging to
the animals that Wakan Tankan meant to be here.”

Since Wasicu reality was the definition of insanity to a Lakota, then to a Lakota, Wasicu World is
literally a world of the insane.  When I realized that these insane people were going to take over the whole
world and leave nowhere for anyone else to live, I understood that the world would soon be dead.  I
would have performed a Death Dance for the Lakota but that would have been highly presumptuous of
me.  I wondered if it would now be necessary to create some corollary dance for the death that was
approaching everything that was good in the world.  This was nightmare.  This was horror.  This was
what happened when insane people ran the world.  There are endless millions of these people.  They do
not hesitate to kill many many other people.  They are very good at killing many many other people.  The
only way to wake up in their world is to stay asleep.  If you are awake, it is kill or be killed in a large
variety of manners, most of them quite horrific, and none of which you have any control over.  Battle is
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not an honourable contest between warriors.  It is lying in a hole in the ground screaming helplessly as
bullets, bombs, screaming, dying and flying parts of various people fly around everywhere, all occurring
simultaneously everywhere around you in a very loud stinking smoky and cacophonous insanity.

No one who does not directly participate in this can possibly know what it is like.

When I later gained access to the Mormon library in Salt Lake City, I learned that in the Battle of
Shiloh alone there were more soldiers killed than were killed in the American Revolution, the War of
1812, and the Mexican War combined.  360,000 Union and 260,000 Confederate soldiers died; 375,000
were wounded and/or maimed — a total of almost a million casualties out of a total male population of
fifteen-million, or one in every fifteen men in the entire country.

This was in one battle.  They had many such battles.
Yes, I have killed.  Yes, I have been called a killer by strangers — and there were many things that the

men who called me that did not know.
But what I do is different.  I kill in defense.  The Wasicus simply kill.  They kill everything. They kill

the animals, they kill the rivers, they kill the trees, they kill everything everywhere that they go.  These
people are very soon going to be everywhere.  The entire world will soon be full of them.

I wondered if it would now be necessary to create some corollary dance for the death of the entire
Earth...

I had had enough of Wasicus, but I knew I had one more job to do.
I went to Washington.  I wanted to see Lincoln.
Lying to the Great White Chief did not even cross my mind.  I simply arrived at his office and

announced myself as a white man who had lived with the Indians for five years.  I would need to be very
careful about giving this man any new weapons to use against my people, though.  While I would not lie,
there were many things about which I simply would not speak.

Still, this was very scary.
Still, my people needed any knowledge I could find, and I had deep personal curiosity about the Great

White Chief whose name was used with such utter reverence by all of the powerful Wasicu Star Chiefs.
Since Mr. Lincoln would consider me a Wasicu, and since I wasn’t a Wasicu, and since I knew this,

and since Mr. Lincoln did not know this, I figured that no matter how powerful a shaman the man might
prove to be, it was still likely that he would reveal more to me than to be able to discern much of anything
useful from me.

This depended upon getting in to see one of the busiest men in the world just as he was wrapping up
one of the deadliest wars in human history.

There was another supplicant ahead of me.  The other supplicant was a very outdoorsy kind of guy for
a Wasicu.  He had numerous drawings of trees that he had been laying out upon the desk of a very upset
and non-cooperative aide who didn’t give the slightest shit about drawings of trees, and was wondering if
he were going to have to call some Pinkertons.

The young aide was telling us that there was no way to get in to see the president at this time when a
tall and gaunt but unprepossessing looking man walked through the room at that time.  In a very
distracted manner, the man briefly glanced at the drawings as he hurried past.

Two steps later, he froze in his tracks.  He turned.  He stared at the drawings.
Then he said, “That is Sequoiadendron Giganteum, isn’t it?”
That was all it took.  I don’t think I have never seen a human being so happy in my entire life as this

man when he said Sequoiadendron Giganteum’.
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It was if Sequoiadendron Giganteum was a magical spell.
The other supplicant’s name was Galen Clark.  He was an ex-coal miner who had contacted Black

Lung Disease, and who been told that he had only months to live.  He had headed west so he could live
the remainder of his life as fully as possible.  He had discovered Sequoiadendron Giganteum. This
inspired him to live another twenty years.  He was still going strong.

Galen Clark had no idea who this man was.  He didn’t really care.  The man knew what
Sequoiadendron Giganteum was, and that made him the target of effusively, aggressively delivered, and
long-winded explanations of everything remotely connected to Sequoiadendron Giganteum.

Finally, one sentence cut through the torrent of rhetoric:  “Sir, they are cutting all of them down!”
The other man simply said, “No, they’re not.”
Galen Clark stared at the man.  The statement had not been boastful.  It had been simply stated and

indisputable fact.
“Sir,” said Clark, for the first time showing uncertainty, “who, may I ask, am I addressing?”
The man smiled, held out his hand, and said, “I am Abraham Lincoln.  I supposedly run things around

here.”

If Longstreet had been the opposite of what I had been expecting, this was cosmically the opposite of
what I had been expecting.  This man looked like he could be my grandfather.  His eyes were kind!

While I had not been expecting a tail or the ability to breathe fire, I had expected an intensely intense
and truly scary entity that was not really human in the strict sense of the term.

Galen Clark was floored.  Mr. Lincoln continued:  “I introduced legislation to protect most of the
Sequoiadendron Giganteum last year.  It will soon be in place.”

Galen Clark’s tongue was hanging on the floor.
Then, Abraham Lincoln turned to me. Since I was also obviously an ‘outdoorsy’ sort of guy, he

asked, “Are you with Mr. Clark?”
“No sir.  I bring intelligence from the west.”
Mr. Lincoln looked puzzled.  “From the Mississippi?  I thought that was all settled long ago.”
“No sir.  The Dakotas.”
While this did not impress Mr. Lincoln as much as Sequoiadendron Giganteum, his eyes lit up at

mention of the Dakotas.  Then he confirmed my worst fear:  “Yes, that will be where our eyes must next
turn.”

I ended up simply providing Mr. Lincoln with an honest assessment.  Mr. Lincoln eventually apolo-
gized and said, “I am sorry, but I have been too busy with business at hand to pay close enough attention
to what is going on out west.  I am fully aware of the fact that a ‘reservation’ is a bunch of Indians
surrounded by thieves.  After I get this business cleared up I will see to it that we reach an agreement that
will please the Lakota.”

And I believed him.  The Lakota now had an advocate at the highest level of the Wasicu power struc-
ture.

The date was Thursday, April 13th, 1865.
The next evening Mr. Lincoln attended a play at Ford’s Theatre.

Lincoln being shot was the last straw.  I could no longer live with these disgusting, dirty, lying, repul-
sive, and nauseating excuses for human beings.  They had no dignity, they had no honour, they had no
pride, they had no beliefs, and they had no respect.  They killed each other in unimaginable numbers and
in terrible ways.  I decided that I would rather be killed by Rain-On-His-Back than to spend even one
more day amongst these insane people...
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Thus, I slowly made my way back to the West.  During my travels, I learned that James ‘Wild Bill’
Hickok was in Springfield, Missouri.  I decided to stop there on my way back.  I rode the train to Liberty,
Missouri, which is just outside Kansas City.  I was planning to arrange overland travel from here.  I had a
letter of credit that I needed to cash, so I went to the Clay County Savings Association.  I did not know
that Clay County was the home turf of Frank and Jesse James.  I did not know that the Clay County Sav-
ings Association was owned by Republican former militia officers who had recently conducted the first
Republican Party rally in Clay County’s history, and that such an act was literal sacrilege to Frank and
Jesse James.  Had I known all this, I probably would have avoided the place, and thus would not have
arrived at the Clay County Savings Association exactly at the time that the Clay County Savings Associ-
ation became the scene of America’s first daytime bank robbery during peacetime.

The robbers, of course, turned out to be Frank and Jesse James.  They were accompanied by a man
named Cole Younger.  As soon as I saw them entering the bank, I froze.  Almost immediately, they
focused on me.  Frank and Jesse recognized me simultaneously.  Both of them grinned.

“Well,” said Frank, “If it aint the Yankee asshole who held a knife to my throat!”
Jesse looked at Frank in surprise.  “You don’t say? This is the man who killed Bill Anderson!”
Evidently, they had never compared notes.  Frank looked at Jesse in amazement, and then both broth-

ers looked back at me even more intensely.  “Well, this is a fortuitous meeting indeed!  I think this
gentleman merits some extraordinary attentions...”

Thus, after robbing the bank, they took me hostage — obviously intending to have some fun with me
before killing me.  Before leaving, Jesse grabbed a portfolio of bank paper.  (These papers turned out to
be $60,000 worth of bonds.  This turned out to be the biggest haul that the James Gang ever took in their
entire career.  The previous year, Confederate soldiers had robbed a bank in St. Albans, Vermont, but the
heist in Liberty is considered the first successful peacetime daylight bank robbery in US history.)

Then, firmly grasping my arm whilst simultaneously pointing a pistol in my face, we raced outside and
mounted waiting horses.  They stole an extra horse that happened to be tied outside, and threw me onto its
back.  Upon mounting, they began shooting into the air and yelling as they made their getaway.

On our way out of town, they shot a young teenager dead on the street.15

We rode out of town pursued by a posse.
As we were crossing a creek I jumped off the horse and into the water.  The posse was right on our

tail.  There was no time to react.
With a look of anger and frustration Jesse, Frank, and Cole Younger threw a few shots at me — but

were forced by circumstance to continue their flight.  They eventually escaped.
The Liberty robbery set the pattern for future James Gang activities.  It was daring, bold, original, and

it demanded attention.  It resulted in the death of unarmed civilians, and it didn't go according to plan.
In this case, Jesse happened to get a real haul — but more often than not, they rode away from their

robberies with little if anything to show.
Another pattern they established was that they killed the wrong man while the right man got away.
After convincing the posse that I was just an innocent bystander and not one of the robbers I blew

Clay County Missouri and continued my journey toward Springfield.

Though I refused to touch the Wasicu poison called ‘alcohol’, I had found that the ‘saloons’ where the
poison was served were good places to meet people and gather information.  Upon my arrival in Spring-
field, I asked directions to the nearest saloon, figuring that that would be the best place to inquire as to
James’ whereabouts, if not actually stumble over him.

15 Editor’s Note: The teenager was merely an innocent bystander.  He was a student at William Jewell College which,
ironically, Jesse and Frank’s father had helped to found.
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Before I even made it to the saloon, I found Wild Bill in the town square.  He was engaged in an
argument with another man.  Hickok called loudly to the other man, “Tutt, don’t you dare approach me
while you’re wearing my watch!”

I wondered how well this ‘Tutt’ person knew James Hickok, because as he said this, James had that
icy cold look in his eyes that generally preceded violent and deadly action.  Tutt either did not know this,
or he was an idiot.  He ignored James’ suggestion.  He arrogantly and aggressively continued to approach
James.

Suddenly, Tutt pulled his gun from its holster and fired!
Faster than the eye could follow, James pulled his gun from its holster, and fired simultaneously with

Tutt’s shot!
Tutt’s shot missed.
Hickok’s didn’t.
Tutt called out “Boys, I'm killed!”  He stumbled onto the porch of the local courthouse and then back

to the street, where he collapsed and died.
I could not believe what I had just seen.  I was not amazed that I had seen one man kill another man —

lord knows I had seen plenty of that lately!  No, I was amazed at the speed and accuracy that James
Hickok had displayed with his weapon.  Tutt had already had his weapon un-holstered and cocked before
Wild Bill had even begun to draw — yet James had drawn and fired his shot simultaneously.

And unlike Tutt’s shot, Hickok’s had found its mark.
I had already known that Wild Bill Hickok was the best shot that I had ever seen.  That he could get an

accurate shot off as quickly as he had was nearly miraculous.

Hickok and I greeted each other and then retired to a saloon.  I learned that I had arrived just in time to
witness a falling out between two friends.  As seems usual with Wasicus, several factors had evidently
contributed to this falling out.  Evidently, James had previously fathered a child upon Tutt’s sister.  In
addition, they had both been recently courting the same woman.  The previous day, Tutt had confiscated a
watch from Hickok as collateral for a debt.  Wild Bill had insisted that Tutt not wear the watch whilst in
his presence.  Tutt had not only ignored the suggestion, but he had openly flaunted the watch and taunted
Hickok with it.  Just before my arrival, they had been in the saloon negotiating a price for the watch, but
Tutt had kept insisting he wanted $45, which Hickok found outrageous.  Tutt had left the saloon, and
Hickok had left a few minutes later.  Then, they had met in the town square — with the results that I just
related.

It was good to see him.
When he learned that I planned to rejoin the Sioux, Hickok expressed concern.  “Why are you going

back amongst the savages?”
“James, you can call them ‘savages’ all you want, the fact is that they are better people in every way

than the Whites are.”
He looked at me with sympathy, and said, “Trinity, I don’t doubt what you say, but the day of the Red

Man is over.  Our people are going to wash over them like a tide, and there will be nowhere for them to
go.”

This deeply saddened me, for I knew that it was true.
“Yes, you’re probably right,” I admitted, “but I don’t belong here.  The Sioux are my people, and I

must join them in their fate.  Besides, it’s going to take ya’ll a few years to subdue us, so I’ll just get it
while I can.”

“What about Rain-On-His-Back,” asked Hickok?
I was surprised that he had remembered this story.  “I guess I’ll fight him, and one of us will die.”
Hickok looked at me.  “Well, you’re a good man, Valance — and I don’t say that about many people.

I truly wish you the best.”
“Thanks, James.  The same to you.”
Hickok was arrested for murder two days later.  The charge was later reduced to manslaughter.  He

was released on $2,000 bail and stood trial in August.  At the end of the trial, the judge gave the jury two
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contradictory instructions.  He first instructed them that a conviction was its only option under the law.
He then instructed them that they could apply the unwritten law of the ‘fair fight’, and acquit.  The jury
voted for acquittal.

I left Springfield shortly afterwards assuming I would never again see Wild Bill Hickok.
This assumption proved to be incorrect.

In later years, I overheard a man describe me as a ‘killer’. I was shocked for a moment.  However —
after that moment, it took me but a very brief further moment to realize that it was true.

Many men had fallen by my hand.  It is strange, but, while I knew what I had done, I had never really
spent much time contemplating my actions.  Living in the world of the Wasicus is a full-time job.  Part of
the reason that I had never really thought very deeply about it was because the Wasicu world did not
leave very much time to think about much of anything.

Another reason — in fact, probably the central reason — is that I think people often avoid examining
too closely certain aspects of the reality in which they live for fear of what said examination would reveal.
I suspect that another reason that we do not wish to examine these things too closely is because becoming
aware of things makes you responsible for fixing them.  When I heard this man’s words, though, I exam-
ined the fact that I had killed several people.  It did not take me long to decide that I was cool with it. I
can justify each and every life I have ever taken — and every justification would be the truth.  There are a
couple that I feel bad about; I had once been forced to kill a buffalo soldier in Arizona, for instance.
However, while I understood how life was for a black man in the Wasicu’s world, the fact was that he
was there to kill Indians.  Another reason I had never too closely examined this aspect of my life was
because I did not feel the weight of these people’s deaths.  I could go on for quite awhile about the afore-
mentioned justifications — but the bottom line is that either every one of them attacked me or they were
preparing to attack me in some way.  I was never the aggressor.  They always hit first.

This leads to another frustrating aspect of dealing with Wasicus:  Which ones actually deserve to be
killed?  These soldiers are just slaves to the people who run Wasicu World, and they have only limited
liability.  However, the rich Wasicus who are the true killers who send the slaves to kill my family are
insulated behind gates and guards, and thus almost impossible to kill.  This was the central reason I had
targeted Wild Bill Anderson.  But even he was relatively low on the Wasicu totem pole — and in the end,
all of these Wasicus were merely products of the culture that had created them.

While I had often killed, I had also often not killed.  While at one point I held a knife to the throat of a
certain Frank James, I did not fire a single shot at anyone in Lawrence, so I certainly never killed anyone
there.

I killed Bloody Bill Anderson.  After the war, I killed a Union soldier who was raping May Shirley —
but that was it for the entire war.  And believe me, I do not think I even need to make a token justification
for killing Bloody Bill Anderson. He was a cold merciless mass-murderer who deserved to die in the
book of pretty much anyone who would care to keep one.  However, never killing anyone else during the
war — and never being killed, for that matter — was due purely to luck.  There were any of several dozen
or several thousand scenarios wherein I would have instantly and without thought have killed a complete
stranger or could have instantly and without thought been killed by a complete stranger.  While this could
certainly be designated as ‘self defense’, there is still the question of why anyone would be killing
complete strangers who not only never harmed them, but with whom they probably would have liked and
bonded with had they not been trying to kill each other.

I later killed several Wasicus in the war against my people.  These people were out to kill all of us, and
— with the exception of the aforementioned buffalo soldier — I do not feel bad about killing these people
at all.
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I killed two Wasicus in self-defense in a bar in Deadwood and one in El Paso.  I will defend my family
and my home.  Pass whatever judgment you may make, but such a decision is mine, and mine alone.

Wasicus, as far as I can make out, mostly kill each other in order to make other Wasicus very rich.
The people who actually do the killing never seem to gain anything at all except empty promises and a
horrific death.  The people on the battlefield do not even know the people that they are making rich, and
they will almost certainly never even meet the people that they are making rich.

The people that they were making rich were, in fact, intentionally killing them for profit.

And as I recently documented here in the Mormon Library — the people who are getting rich never
come anywhere near a battlefield themselves...

The Wasicus are insane.  The Wasicus’ insanity makes them very powerful.  The Wasicus are taking
over the world.
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Chapter Three:
The Return of the Prodigal Son

“The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; the unreasonable one persists in trying to adapt the
world to himself.  Therefore all progress depends on the unreasonable man.”

—George Bernard Shaw
Maxims for Revolutionists

Man and Superman (1903)

The Great Plains
1866-1868

rode back into my village in late October of 1866.  In spite of the fact that they were now in the
middle of a war with the Wasicus my people were overjoyed to see me.  They honoured me by

throwing a huge three-day feast.  I learned that Rain-On-His-Back had been killed on a buffalo hunt.  He
was no longer a concern for me.  I was free to marry my beautiful Deer Runner.  My happiness was
untouchable.

A brief history of Lakota/Wasicu relations:  Way back in 1851 a treaty had been signed at Fort
Laramie.  More than 10,000 Indians representing the Lakota, Cheyenne, Arapahoe, Shoshoni, Crow, and
other tribes had gathered for 20 days of negotiations, feasting, and visiting.  What immediately became
clear to the Indians — if not the Wasicus — was that Wasicus and Indians had very different ideas about
what a chief was and what powers he might have.  All societies have leaders.  The Lakota certainly had
many of uncommon ability.  However, as I already explained, there was no ‘chief’ of everyone.  We had
no mechanism for selecting such an overall leader and absolutely no inclination to follow such a leader
should one appear.  This being the case the Wasicus simply chose one for us.  They passed over estab-
lished and respected chiefs such as Old Smoke and settled upon an able and sensible Brulé named
Conquering Bear, who was susceptible to their charms.  In the treaty the Indians agreed to allow emigra-
tion along the Oregon Trail and to permit the government to build forts to protect the trail.  Signatories
also pledged to maintain intertribal peace and respect the territorial boundaries set by the treaty.  In return
the government agreed to distribute a $50,000 annuity to cooperating tribes for fifty years.16

The first trouble came in 1854:  An ambitious and hotheaded young Second Lieutenant whose ego was
much larger than his brain came onto the scene and began looking to make a name for himself.  His name
was John Lawrence Grattan.  Lieutenant Grattan was an inexperienced asshole and he was openly
contemptuous of the Lakota’s ability as warriors.  He escalated an insignificant confrontation involving
the killing of a cow into a major incident.  (Ironically enough, the murdered cow belonged to a Mormon
settler who was on his way to the Great Salt Lake Valley...)

During the negotiations over the dead cow — negotiations that by treaty and custom should have been
conducted by the Indian agent rather than by a military officer — the designated Lakota chief Conquering
Bear was shot and killed.  The Lakota decided that this was a breach of the treaty.  Lieutenant Grattan and
his entire command was massacred to the last man.

General William S. Harney set out with 600 men to punish the Sioux for the ‘Grattan Massacre’.  In
all human history, there had never been a 600-man war party on the Northern Plains.  This was a
complete surprise.  No one had expected anything like it.  However:  Once they did see it they knew to
stay away from it.  Harney could not find any Sioux.  A 600-man war party is hard to hide and it is easy
to get away from.  In addition, if we don’t want to be found we usually can’t be found.

16 Editor’s Note: In ratifying the treaty the Senate unilaterally reduced the annuity provision to ten years, with an option
for an additional five at the discretion of the president.

I
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After considerable frustration Harney finally found the Brulé village of Little Thunder camped on the
Bluewater River.  There had been a good hunt and the women were busy working buffalo hides.  Little
Thunder knew that Harney was approaching, of course, but he was at peace with the Wasicus and was
thus not alarmed. After a short parley — which was a pretext on Harney’s part to give time to place his
troops — the Wasicus wiped out Little Thunder’s village, killing over 90 people.

That the Wasicu weapons were capable of killing 90 people in just a few minutes was a revelatory
event to the Lakota.

Spotted Tail was in this village at the time and Crazy Horse had been away hunting during the actual
massacre but returned immediately afterward.

This turned out to be a defining event for both men.
After this, though, things settled down again and we had been sharing the land more or less in peace.
However — just before my return the worst thing that could happen happened:  The Wasicus had

found gold west of us in a place just past the Hot Water Mountains.17

This meant that we were now between the Wasicus and their gold.
This is not a good place to be.
Without our permission the Wasicus had promptly built an illegal road right through the heart of the

Shifting Sands [Powder] River country, our most prized hunting grounds.  They began building illegal
forts to protect this illegal road.  They called their illegal road the ‘Bozeman Trail’.  When the Lakota
objected to this outrageous and unacceptable breach of contract an expedition was mounted against us.
The Cheyenne and Arapahoe were also declared fair game.  This expedition subsequently killed a bunch
of Arapahoe at the Battle of the Tongue River.  The battle wrecked the Arapahoe ability to wage war on
the Bozeman Trail but the soldiers were unable to catch us.  Their action thus served only to further stir
the hornet’s nest...

Shortly before my return a council between the Plains Tribes and the US government was once again
called at Fort Laramie to ‘discuss’ a treaty to obtain a right of way — retroactively — through the Shift-
ing Sands River country.

Whilst this conference was still in session, Colonel Henry B. Carrington suddenly arrived at Laramie
with two battalions of soldiers and construction supplies.  Colonel Carrington had orders to use the 2nd

Battalion to establish forts in the Powder River country and to send the 3rd Battalion to garrison posts
along the old Oregon Trail.  Colonel Carrington’s arrival alerted the Lakota that the Americans had been
bargaining in bad faith.  (Surprise, surprise!)  The Wasicus had said that the council was being called in
order to offer us annuities to alleviate the near-starvation that was prevalent at the time.  They had some-
how failed to mention their plan to build forts right through the heart of our most prized hunting grounds.

Crazy Horse let it be known that anyone who would dare sign such a treaty was not Lakota — the
worst insult he could hurl.  The perpetrator would not merely be killed — it would be even worse:  He
would be ignored!

As anyone who had even a single shred of pride or even the most rudimentary sense of justice would
do, Red Cloud was outraged that the army was bringing in troops before the Lakota had even agreed to
anything, much less this plan to build forts through the heart of the Shifting Sands River country.  He told
the Wasicus where they could stick it.  He rode away.

The Wasicus then illegally went ahead and started construction of the illegal Bozeman Trail without
our permission.  It branched northwest from the Oregon Trail crossing the Powder and Tongue Rivers
then over the Big Horn Mountains before winding its way to the gold diggings in Virginia City.

Red Cloud and Crazy Horse didn’t think so.

17 Editor’s Note: The Absaroka Range in what is now Yellowstone National Park.  The gold strike was in Virginia City,
Montana.
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Everybody mentioned Crazy Horse’s light complexion.  Many would have liked for Crazy Horse’s
mother to explain this but apparently no one ever asked her.  While I had been gone the Oglala had
revived an old custom:  The Big Bellies sat down, chose four young men of proven courage and good
moral character, and honoured them by making them ‘Shirt-Wearers’.  Their duty, from then on, was to
put selfish interests aside and think always of the welfare of the tribe.  Those duties were as much moral
as practical; they were, in Wasicu terms, to become ‘rôle models’ — to set examples of how Lakota men
should behave.

Crazy Horse was not from a great family.  His father, while highly respected, was not wealthy or
particularly famous amongst other tribes.  Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses was
of a great family.  He was the son of Old- Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses, who was the
equivalent of a head diplomat amongst the Oglala.  When the Shirt-Wearer ceremony was revived,
Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses was chosen first; then American Horse, then
Sword — and finally, Crazy Horse.

This was a great honour and placed Crazy Horse in a position of grave responsibility.  It should be
stressed that Crazy Horse was as loved and valued for his charity and generosity as he was for his warrior
skills.  These were the reasons that he was chosen for this honour.  As a Shirt-Wearer it was expected that
he would keep little for himself.  This was no problem as he never kept anything for himself anyway. The
problem was that he was unmarried.

As with my situation his problem was compounded by the fact that he was in love with another man’s
wife i.e. Red Cloud’s niece, Black Buffalo Woman, who was married to a warrior named No Water.

As was the case with me, many criticized Crazy Horse for seeing another man’s woman.  However,
Crazy Horse was not noted for his diplomatic skills.

A short while later Crazy Horse took Black Buffalo Woman and a few friends — including me — on a
war expedition against the Crow.  Before leaving we had distributed the three children of Black Buffalo
Woman and No Water amongst various relatives.  On our second night out we joined several other bands
that had come together on the Shifting Sands River.

As soon as the first forts were established in the Shifting Sands River country — and especially after
the great Laramie council of 1851 — there were what came to be called ‘ration Indians’ and ‘coffee cool-
ers’ by the Wasicus — and as ‘Loafers-Around-the-Fort’ by the Lakota.  In giving up the life of a warrior,
the Loafers -Around-the-Fort forfeited some of the respect accorded to other Lakota.  No Water was of
this new social class, i.e. No Water was someone who spent a lot of time around the Wasicu forts drinking
alcohol.

It was Lakota custom to allow a woman to divorce her husband at any time.  She did so by moving in
with relatives or with another man or by placing the husband’s belongings outside their lodge.  Although
some compensation might be required to smooth over hurt feelings the rejected husband was expected to
accept his wife’s decision for the good of the tribe.

However — Crazy Horse paid no attention to rules or social protocol.  He never had.  Crazy Horse and
Black Buffalo Woman failed to take even these minimal steps in the ritual.

Upon No Water’s return he found both his wife and Crazy Horse missing. He went around to the
various tipis and found his children.  It did not take No Water very long to guess where she had gone and
he gathered up a fairly strong war party to come after us...

Crazy Horse, Black Buffalo Woman, Little Big Man, and I were sitting by the fire in a friend’s tipi
when No Water rushed in saying, “My friend, I have come!”  Crazy Horse jumped up and reached for his
knife but Little Big Man grabbed his arm — thus making Crazy Horse vulnerable.

No Water fired a gun.  Just as he fired I knocked his gun arm away.  Thus, rather than hitting Crazy
Horse in the heart the bullet entered his jaw just below the left nostril.  It then followed the line of the
teeth, fracturing his upper jaw.  Crazy Horse fell forward into the fire.
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No Water ran out of the tent yelling that he had killed Crazy Horse.  He jumped on his horse and then
ran it until it died.  He then continued running on foot until he reached the safety of his village.

We were very angry and we thought that No Water should be turned over to us to be punished.
Otherwise, we determined that we would wage war on No Water’s people.  For a while it looked as if a
lot of blood would flow.  The tribe became concerned.  Several elders worked skillfully to convince
Crazy Horse and No Water that no more blood should be shed.  Black Buffalo woman, who had run
away, was convinced to return to No Water.  As compensation for the shooting No Water gave Crazy
Horse three horses.  Crazy Horse insisted that as part of the deal Black Buffalo Woman was not to be
punished in any way.

The two men were never again on friendly terms.  No Water and Black Buffalo Woman went to live
with Red Cloud’s band.  The elders also sent Black Shawl, a relative of Spotted Tail, to help heal Crazy
Horse, and they later arranged for the two to marry.

Because Crazy Horse had run off with the wife of a married man he was stripped of his title as Shirt-
Wearer.  The first duty of a Shirt-Wearer was to place the interests of the tribe above all others.  The inci-
dent left such a bad taste in everyone’s mouth that the custom was once again discontinued; no Shirt-
Wearer was chosen to replace Crazy Horse.

Black Shawl soon died of tuberculosis.  Crazy Horse eventually married a woman named Nellie
Larrabee, who was half-Cheyenne and half French.

He never got over Black Buffalo Woman, though, and Black Buffalo Woman’s fourth child, a daugh-
ter, was notably light-skinned.

There was much speculation that this child was the child of Crazy Horse...

Wasicus did not know — and most did not care — that every mark and bangle signified some act of
battlefield honour and/or bravery.  The black-tipped eagle feather upright in the scalp lock meant he had
killed an enemy.  If it was painted red, it meant that he had been wounded.  Green coloured feathers signi-
fied a stolen horse or horses.  Miniature red bows in the scalp lock meant that the bearer had counted first
coup.  Small red arrows meant that the bearer had been wounded by arrows; red dabs of colour on the
right forearm signified knife cuts, while red dots on the left forearm were for arrows or spears.  Red on
thighs, calves, and feet signified a sun dancer.  The leader of a war party painted his hands red — if
successful, he wore a blue painted tail feather of an eagle upright in his scalp lock.  If he had taken scalps
in the past, he carried a chokecherry staff.  Black paint around his mouth and chin said he had returned
bearing the scalp of an enemy killed in battle.  A piece of lead on a thong around his neck meant he had
been wounded by a bullet.  A black horizontal line on the cheek meant that he had killed an enemy.
Black crosses were for being in battle on foot; a diagonal black slash signified battling on horseback.
Hair unbraided but bound was the sign of a man who has done desperate deeds and was willing to do
them again.

In these matters, though, (as in all matters), Crazy Horse followed his own counsel.  He never wore a
war bonnet.  He also did not paint as the others usually did.  He made a zigzag streak with red earth from
the top of his forehead, downwards and to one side of his nose at the base, to the point of the chin.  He
striped his horse with a mould from the earth.

Crazy Horse was called ‘Our Strange Man’ by other Lakota.  He was widely noted for avoiding
Wasicus, and for killing lots of them when they couldn’t be avoided.  In actual fact, he often avoided
everyone. Had it not been for his responsibilities to the people of his village — many of whom depended
upon him to feed them — I am convinced Crazy Horse would have been perfectly happy living alone in a
cave or in a hole out on the plains somewhere.  He spent most of his days alone, riding across the endless
plains dreaming, drifting, and hunting.  He was a dreamer and a mystic.  He was a genius at war who
loved and cherished peace.  He was a statesman who never thought of anyone’s interests outside of his



50

tribe. Crazy Horse was one of the Great Resisters.  He did not compromise.  He did not negotiate.  He did
not administer.  He lived above and beyond the give-and-take of conventional politics.  He avoided all
parleys, councils, treaty sessions, or any meeting with any administrative or political overtones — not
only those attended by Wasicus, but with his own people as well.  Even at the few councils he did attend,
he never said anything.

Crazy Horse was an Oglala, but during the course of his life he spent a lot of time with the Brulés (his
mother’s people), some time with the Cheyenne, and later with the Hunkpapa.

One of the glories of being a Plains Indian was that one wasn’t required to stay put in one place.  An
Oglala might want to move in with the Minneconjou band for a while, and if so, he was perfectly free to
do so.  Whatever.

Another thing:  Amongst the Lakota, Crazy Horse was not accounted as good for much of anything
except hunting and making war.  He was not a chief.  He was not noted for wisdom, or for being particu-
larly levelheaded.  He was not a diplomat.  He was widely criticized for the repercussions of his illicit
affair with Black Buffalo Woman. Crazy Horse was a warrior whose job was to hunt and make war.
Otherwise, he knew to let others make the important decisions.  This was why Crazy Horse never spoke
in Council.  Killing was his business.  Killing was his forté.  When it came to killing, he was the Master.

It was just that he pretty much sucked at almost everything else...

Just as winter was beginning Red Cloud called me into a private council.
The Wasicus never did understand the nature of Indian ‘leadership’ — or, rather, it would be more

accurate to say that they never understood our lack of it.  They called this ‘Red Cloud’s War’ even though
Red Cloud was never a ‘chief’.  While Red Cloud was highly respected for his abilities in battle he had
serious character flaws — such as vanity, for one — that precluded him from being a chief.  He had a
dark history in that he had once killed a rival.  Red Cloud did not then and would never sit on the council
of the Big Bellies.

Still, like Crazy Horse, he was a great war leader and I was honoured to receive special attention from
such a special man.  The fact that he was summoning me into a private council told me that he had a
special task he wanted done.  After smoking Red Cloud said, “So you did not enjoy your life among the
Wasicus?”

I laughed and said, “I hated every minute of it.  They are insane and they have no honour.”
“Yes, I already knew that about them.  Did they accept you as a member of their tribe?”
“Well, I arrived right in the middle of their Great War so the circumstances were strange.”
Red Cloud insisted:  “But they accepted you as a Wasicu?”
“Yes, they did.”
Red Cloud remained silent for several minutes as he contemplated this information.  Then he said, “It

would be good if someone could go into the soldier fort and obtain information about the Wasicus’
plans.”

I instinctively rebelled at the thought — but I knew that I had to do it.  After a further moments
thought, I realized that this was actually a very good idea.  “I would be honoured to do this task for my
people.”

I thus made my way to the illegal Fort Phil Kearney which was the illegal military post set up to guard
the illegal Bozeman Trail.
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The commander of Fort Phil Kearny was the same Colonel Carrington who had shown up at Fort
Laramie to build the Bozeman Trail.  Colonel Carrington was an engineer and a political appointee.  He
was not experienced in combat.  He spent a great deal of energy building fortifications and not much
fighting Indians.  This was due in part to the fact that the soldiers had not arrive in the region until mid-
July.  Given the severity of the local winters Colonel Carrington’s strategy was not unreasonable — but it
infuriated many of his junior officers.  Most of these officers were Civil War veterans unfamiliar with the
local winters and with Indian fighting.  They believed that the Lakota were nothing compared to the
Confederates and that these ‘savages’ could be easily defeated.  They viewed Carrington’s apparent
unwillingness to fight us as a form of cowardice.  Carrington, on the other hand, respected the fighting
capacity of his foe.  He also respected our better knowledge of the terrain and our vastly superior
numbers.

Captain William Fetterman had served with the 18th Regiment during the Civil War and unlike
Carrington he was an experienced fighter.  He hated Indians and he spoke of us with open contempt.  He
was of the firm belief that no Indians, no matter how numerous, could match up to a regiment of well-
disciplined U.S. soldiers — especially if Captain William Fetterman were in command.  He had noticed
that we were free to attack the wood train, which always left the fort unguarded.  He was soon arguing
with Carrington, insisting that an escort was needed for the wood train.  He also loudly proclaimed his
belief that a preemptive strike on the Indians would keep us at arm’s length.

I noted Fetterman’s beliefs with interest.

Before long Fetterman was leading a rebellion against Carrington.  He began openly accusing
Carrington of cowardice and timidity and began insisting upon a sortie to “teach the Indians a lesson”.

I gleefully reported all of these happenings to Red Cloud, Crazy Horse, and the great Cheyenne war
leader Roman Nose, each of whom were leading several hundred warriors.

One day soon after I went to the blacksmith’s shop to have my bridle repaired.  I was waiting for the
smithy as he shod the horse of an elderly woman who was there waiting.

Suddenly an army officer burst in and rudely ordered the smith to shoe his horse immediately!
The smith indicated that both the woman and I were in line — whereupon the officer ordered the smith

to immediately shoe his horse or he would have the smith arrested!
It was, of course, none other than Captain Fetterman himself.
I decided to engage Captain Fetterman in conversation with the intention of egging him on.  Knowing

full well that he had never actually fought us I said, “I hear that you are quite the Indian fighter.”
Fetterman curtly replied, “Mind your own business, sir.”
“Well,” I continued, “I was just wondering about your opinion of the Sioux as cavalrymen — I’ve

heard that some judge them to be the best light cavalry in the world.”
This has indeed been said by several prominent Wasicus and I, for one, heartily agree with this

assessment.  However — as with most fanatical and bigoted idiots, beliefs always trumped facts with
Captain Fetterman.  He replied, “Whoever said that is a fool.  I could thrash the whole Sioux nation with
80 men.”

I smiled.
The woman said, “Humph!  If a rude and pompous ass such as yourself were ever given command of

80 men you would just get all of them killed.”
Fetterman sputtered in outrage.  Then he turned to his aide and said, “Corporal, arrest this woman!”
The shocked corporal reacted as if Fetterman had ordered him to arrest his own grandmother. “Arrest

her?  Arrest her for what, sir?”
“For speaking in a treasonous manner!”
The woman contemptuously snorted and said, “Go home to your mother, little boy.  Let the men deal

with this.”
She then left, shaking her head in disgust.
Since she was leaving Captain Fetterman evidently felt that her arrest was no longer necessary.
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Since Red Cloud, Roman Nose, and Crazy Horse were assembling several thousand fighting men
outside the fort at that very moment I continued pestering Fetterman:  “C’mon, Captain, I bet those Sioux
could whip your butt from here to Denver.”

Fetterman gave me a long look of complete disdain.  Finally, he said, “Sir, I hold no credibility to the
opinion of a loser who has nothing better to do than to mooch off of the fort.  I have never seen you do
any work and if you were half a man you would be in uniform defending your country.  Either keep your
tongue in your mouth or you will find yourself locked in the stockade.”

I merely grinned and said, “I guess we’ll see how good the Sioux are soon enough, Captain...”

On December 6th the wood train was attacked by a large party of warriors.  When Carrington came out
to retaliate he was met by an imposing force.  He retreated back to the fort losing two dead and five
wounded in the process. Shaken by this he forbade any of his men to pursue fleeing Indians in the future.
Two weeks later Crazy Horse staged another decoy strike on the wood train but this time Carrington was
not drawn in.  A little later the final wood train of the year left. It was also attacked.

Carrington prepared to send out a captain named Powell to reinforce the wood train — but Fetterman
demanded the right to lead the rescue.  Carrington conceded.  Fetterman rounded up 79 men plus himself.
Thus — with the exact number of men with which he had bragged that he could wipe out the entire Sioux
nation — Fetterman set off to meet the foe.

Carrington’s orders to him had been perfectly clear:  ‘Relieve the wood train.  Under no circumstances
pursue the enemy beyond Lodge Trail Ridge.’

As Fetterman’s men approached the attacking Lakota the warriors followed standard procedure:  They
broke off their assault and fled.

At first, Fetterman followed orders and refused to pursue.  However, Crazy Horse himself began teas-
ing and taunting them.  He cried like a baby.  He dropped his drawers and began waving his bare ass at
them.  He outraged the soldiers and caused them to continue chasing him up the ridge.  Crazy Horse led
his pursuers up the side of Lodge Trail Ridge.  Every time the soldiers started to break off pursuit Crazy
Horse rode back into rifle range to yell insults and taunts at them and they continued to chase him.

Finally, they reached the crest of the ridge — and then crossed over to continue the pursuit.

Perfect.  The trap slammed shut.

Thousands of warriors instantly swung around on their rear; the soldiers suddenly found themselves
vastly outnumbered and completely surrounded.  Fetterman tried to retreat back to the crest of Lodge
Trail Ridge in order to take cover behind some rocks there.  We blocked him.  The soldiers fought
valiantly with everything they had.  They used knives, bayonets, guns and, when the bullets ran out, their
gunstocks — but it was hopeless from the beginning and everyone knew it.  As we swarmed in for the
final assault Fetterman turned around and looked right into my eyes.  When he recognized me he seemed
relieved at first.  Then he became puzzled as he noticed I was wearing Sioux garb and as he began trying
to figure out what the hell was going on here I answered his question by making an obscene gesture and
stabbing him through the heart.

Twenty minutes later all of his men were also dead.
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After the battle I reminisced about some observations that the ever-wise Spotted Tail had once made
concerning the Wasicus’ attitude toward death:  “Wasicus are very smart and clever I many ways, but
their big weakness is that they are afraid to die.  They understand how to make a far-seeing glass and to
make powder that explodes, but they do not understand life and death.  Dying is a natural and necessary
part of life.  The Lakota loves life, but he does not fear death.  When he fights, he fights for life, not
against death.  This is a fundamental difference between Lakota and Wasicu.  I love the earth; I am ready
for death.  They are part of the same feeling.  Wasicu are afraid to die.  It makes them sweat and clench
their guts in terror.  I am glad I am not a Wasicu.”

There was one Wasicu — the company bugler, Adolph Metzler — who fought with honour that day.
For several minutes I watched in amusement as this boy kept several warriors at bay using only his bugle
as a weapon.  In honour of his courage and ferocity Adolph Metzler’s was the only body we did not
mutilate that day.  I later learned that the Wasicus criticized us for torturing some of the survivors and
mutilating the dead.  After what the Wasicus had done at Sand Creek I almost gagged at the hypocrisy
that these criticisms exposed.  To us torture is an honour.  To us torture was a very good way to prove
one’s manhood.  Those who spit in the eye of their torturers are deeply honoured and respected after
death and their courage is spoken of for generations.  These soldiers were lucky.  I have heard of tortures
committed by the Apache and Comanche that make the Sioux look positively puss.  We were never quite
as inventive as they were.  If the Wasicus do not wish to be dishonoured in death then they should exhibit
some honour in life...

On August 2nd, after we had completed our annual Sun Dance, Sitting Bull joined us as we attempted
once again to wipe out Fort Phil Kearny.  The same Captain James Powell who had been passed over for
Fetterman to lead the charge was now in command.  Powell’s defenders, acting as guards for civilian
crews cutting wood for the construction of the fort, had been sent out early in the morning.  Two men
went to look for game, but instead spotted a huge force of our warriors.  Powell’s men took refuge in a
corral formed by laying fourteen wagons end-to-end in an oval configuration.  The battle lasted five
hours.  This time, though, the soldiers lost very few men while we lost many.  The disproportionate casu-
alties — and the soldier’s survival — were primarily due to the recent issue of Springfield Model 1866
‘Trapdoor’ .50-caliber breech-loading rifles.  These had been supplied as a direct result of the Battle of
the Hundred Slain [Fetterman Fight].  Our attack strategy had been based upon the long reloading time of
muzzle-loading weapons.  This strategy proved worse than useless against these new weapons.  Many of
the more reckless young men were killed early on before we understood what was happening.

However — during this fight Sitting Bull astonished everyone, Lakota and soldier alike, when he
calmly sat down in a meadow in easy rifle range of the Wasicus.

He then casually filled and smoked a pipe as bullets cut the grass all around him.
Not to be outdone, Crazy Horse then made a reckless dash right across the soldiers’ front.  This

resulted in having his horse shot out from under him but Crazy Horse managed to escape unharmed.

The fight lasted throughout the day until a relief force from Fort Phil Kearny finally arrived and we
were forced to withdraw.18

18 Editor’s Note: This battle became known as the ‘Wagon Box Fight’.
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The day before a second group of Lakota had struck at Fort C.F. Smith and suffered the same fate for
the same reason.1920

The Wasicus were working with virtually unlimited resources and manpower.  In addition, they were
now equipped with .50-caliber breech-loading rifles.  If they truly wished to push it, they could have
subdued us.

However, peace advocates in the East proved unwilling to support a protracted Indian war.  They
decided that rather than trying to maintain an expensive and unproductive military presence in the Powder
River country, the gold miners could instead use the transcontinental railroad and then travel overland
through southwestern Wyoming toward Great Salt Lake City.  From there they could proceed north to
Virginia City using the Bridger Trail.

Why didn’t they say so before?
Thus, peace commissioners were sent to Fort Laramie in the spring of 1868.  Red Cloud refused to

meet with these individuals until the Shifting Sands River strongholds were abandoned.  In August 1868,
Federal soldiers abandoned the hated forts, and then they abandoned our land.

We had won.

Red Cloud did not deign to arrive at Fort Laramie until November.  Upon arrival, he signed the
Second Treaty of Fort Laramie.

The resulting ‘Great Sioux Reservation’ covered what is now all of western South Dakota, and
included Paha Sapa [the Black Hills].  In addition, the Shifting Sands River country was declared to be
un-ceded territory as a reserve for Lakota who chose not to live on the new reservation and as a hunting
reserve for all the Lakota.

The treaty stated plainly that Wasicus would not be allowed to settle anywhere on any of this land as
long as the grass grew and the wind blew.

19 Editor’s Note: This battle became known as the ‘Hayfield Fight’.
20 Editor’s Note: Trinity did not know it at the time but Wild Bill Hickok was in the neighborhood and he was lanced in the

foot by a Cheyenne warrior during this period.
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Chapter Four:
The Return of General George

They didn’t have any rights to the land, and there was no reason for anyone to grant them rights that they
had not conceived and were not using...  What was it that they were fighting for, when they opposed white

men on this continent?  For their wish to continue a primitive existence, their ‘right’ to keep part of the
earth untouched, unused, and not even as property, but just keep everybody out so that you will live prac-

tically like an animal, or a few caves above it?
Any white person who brings the element of civilization has the right to take over this continent.

—Ayn Rand

1868
Indian Territory

eer Runner had family amongst the Cheyenne.  They lived in Black Kettle’s band, and many of
her relatives had been murdered at the Sand Creek Massacre.  Deer Runner’s surviving family

was camping at Lodgepole Creek in the Indian Territory — that the Wasicus called the Washita River.
Shortly after the Wasicus abandoned the Bozeman Trail — but shortly before Red Cloud signed the 1868
Fort Laramie Treaty — Deer Runner and I decided to opt for the warmer winters of the southland and to
visit her family.

I had stayed in touch with Myra ‘May’ Shirley, the woman that I had rescued from the Union soldiers
during the war.  She was now living in Texas, and she had just had a child.  She invited us to stop by for a
visit, and thus I met both the woman’s husband, Jim Reed, and their new daughter, Rosie Lee, nicknamed
‘Pearl’.  It was good to see May and meet her family — though Jim Reed seemed a somewhat sketchy
character to me.  As good as it was to see May, though, I was uncomfortable in a Wasicu house.  Return-
ing to Indian ways had been like returning to heaven after serving time in hell.  Before the Wasicus came,
I cannot remember ever seeing a Lakota or a Cheyenne show signs of discontent or to seethe with rage.  I
had never heard anyone describe their lives as empty or meaningless.  Oppression and injustice were
concepts of which we were not even aware.  There was no such thing as ‘crime’, and we never waited for
someone else to tell us how to live because we lived the way humans have lived for millions of years.
The very nature of our culture was egalitarian.  It could be nothing else.  There was cradle to grave secu-
rity for every member of the tribe.  All problems were shared communally.  An autistic child was not left
to burden a single family.  The entire village helped with every aspect of everything that was needed.

Indians who are forced to live in the Wasicu’s world invariably hate it, and return to their wild ways at
the first available opportunity.  Wasicus who live with Indians for a period, on the other hand, have no
desire to return to ‘civilized’ life.  Benjamin Franklin wrote:

No European who has tasted the Savage life can afterwards bear to live in our societies...  When an Indian
Child has been brought up among us, taught our language and habituated to our Customs, yet if he goes to see
his relations and make one Indian Ramble with them, there is no persuading him ever to return, and that this is
not natural [to them] merely as Indians, but as men, is plain from this, that when white persons of either sex
have been taken prisoners young by the Indians, and lived a while among them, tho’ ransomed by their Friends,
and treated with all imaginable tenderness to prevail with them to stay among the English, yet in a Short time
they become disgusted with our manner of life, and the care and pains that are necessary to support it, and take
the first good Opportunity of escaping again into the Woods, from whence there is no reclaiming them.

Life among the Lakota is simply better in every way than life among the ‘civilized’.  Hernando de
Soto had to place armed guards around his camps to prevent his men from deserting to the Indians.  So
many Pilgrims deserted their towns to join the ‘savages’ that Pilgrim leaders were forced to make such
desertions an offense punishable by death.  Other colonial leaders were forced to do the same.  Eliminat-

D
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ing the possibility of escape became one of the justifications for the genocide eventually perpetrated upon
the native population.  Elimination of the possibility of escape is required to maintain a ‘civilized’ society
because life in such a society is so miserable for so many.

I now understood that this was why the Wasicus hated us so much.  If everyone knew how good it was
to live like we live, then none of their people would want to live as the Wasicus live.  This meant that the
Wasicus would be required to kill all of us.  They first needed to destroy our world before they could
create theirs.

A few words about Black Kettle, the chief of the camp where we were going to stay...
Many portray Black Kettle as a heroic and tragic figure.  After being assured that he was under the

protection of the Wasicus and that he had nothing to worry about, Black Kettle’s people had been brutally
massacred at Sand Creek by Chivington’s gang of drunken murderers. For this reason, some viewed him
as a sympathetic figure.  Black Kettle, though, was actually a coward and a traitor.  Several times, he sold
out his own people for personal favours and personal gain from the Wasicus.  His people then paid the
price.

In February 1861, six chiefs of the Southern Cheyenne and four of the Arapahoe had signed the Treaty
of Fort Wise, in which they ceded to the United States most of the lands designated to them by the Fort
Laramie treaty of 1851.  Black Kettle signed this treaty even though most Cheyenne opposed it, and he
signed it in the face of other chiefs’ anger.  The new reserve — less than one-thirteenth the size of the
1851 reserve — was located in eastern Colorado between the Arkansas River and the northern boundary
of New Mexico.  A new agent, Albert G. Boone, presented the written articles, and Black Kettle led the
list of the six Cheyenne council chiefs to make their marks.  The traditional interpretation argues that
Black Kettle’s actions represented foresight, a sincere desire for peace, and having the best interests of his
people in mind.  In reality, Black Kettle had sold his tribe down the river for a few trinkets and some
empty promises.

Some bands of Cheyenne — especially the Dog Soldiers, who were a militaristic band of Cheyenne
and Lakota that had been evolving since the 1830’s — were angry with those chiefs who had signed the
treaty.  They said screw the treaty and they refused to abide by its constraints. They opposed the treaty on
the grounds that it had been signed by a small minority of the chiefs without the consent or approval of
the rest of the tribe, that the signatories had not understood what they signed, and that they had been
bribed into signing by a large distribution of personal gifts.  Their arguments were all the more persuasive
because they were all true.  They continued to live and hunt in the bison-rich lands of eastern Colorado
and western Kansas.  They became increasingly belligerent due to the tide of white immigration now
crossing their lands, particularly in the Smoky Hill River country of Kansas, along which whites had
opened a new trail to the gold fields.  The Wasicus, however — in spite of their own propensity for
ignoring treaties — claimed that for the Indians at least, the treaty was a ‘solemn obligation’, and those
Indians who refused to abide by it were thus designated ‘hostile and planning a war’.  The Wasicus
vowed to react appropriately.  (i.e. meaning that the Wasicus vowed to react as inappropriately as possi-
ble.)

The Northern and Southern Cheyenne usually camped together during the winter — but not after
Black Kettle signed the Fort Wise Treaty.  The Northerners were furious at the Southerners for having
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sold their land and then taken all of the annuities for themselves.  Black Kettle had made a poor decision,
and angry tribesmen would not let him forget it.

In August 1863, Colorado Territorial Governor John Evans tried to make another peace treaty with the
Cheyenne and Arapahoe, but the leading chiefs did not show up.  Evans had sent Elbridge Gerry to bring
them to the council or find out what was wrong.  Gerry found Black Kettle and White Antelope’s people
camped with a Dog Soldier village.  A few chiefs talked with Gerry, but not Black Kettle.  Several
reasons were given:  He was ill, he was angry with the white men, he was on a vision quest, he was what-
ever.  Black Kettle would never have missed an opportunity to bargain with the Wasicus; he was not there
because the other chiefs had not allowed him to be there.  They knew that Black Kettle would thwart their
hard-line stand.  White Antelope actually tried to say that he and Black Kettle had never signed the Fort
Wise treaty even though everyone knew that both chiefs had indeed signed it.  At one time, a chief lying
to his people would have been considered a major outrage.  In the current Wasicu influenced reality, it
barely elicited comment.

Bull Bear told Gerry on no uncertain terms that he would never stoop low enough to follow the white
man’s road.

Gerry proved a typical Wasicu diplomat by falsely reported to Evans that the Indians were doing
exactly what the Wasicus themselves were actually doing, i.e. that the Cheyenne were being intransigent
and no longer cared about peace.  Evans greatly preferred for his militia to fight savages rather than well-
trained and well-armed armies in the East.  Black Kettle played right into their hands.  Evans would take a
similar hard-line stand with the Cheyenne the next time they met at the Camp Weld Council in September
1864.  Black Kettle had started a downward spiral that would lead to disaster.

Warriors of Black Kettle’s and associated bands made devastating raids along the Little Blue and
Platte rivers in early August 1864.  Besides killing more than 50 people, they also took three women and
four children captive, abusing them all and raping the women.  On August 29th, with the raiding season
ending and knowing that Governor Evans had recently sent the Indians an ‘amnesty’, Black Kettle had a
letter written to the white authorities saying that he would like to trade his ‘seven prisoners’ for peace,
indicating that the women and children were being held hostage in his village.  Even though he did not
approve of it, Black Kettle freely allowed hostage-taking ‘renegades’ into his camp.  (Unlike Wasicus,
Lakota do not turn away family.)  To Wasicu reality, though, this showed poor judgment and/or an
inability to control his people.  Accepting captives into his village and then offering them as bargaining
chips proved to be yet another major mistake.

The ‘peace’ letter went to Major Edward W. Wynkoop at Fort Lyon, who broke Wasicu rules by
trying to make a separate peace with an enemy in direct violation of his orders.  While this probably said
good things about Wynkoop on a personal level, his action led to tragedy as Wasicu policies toward the
Indians left no room for humanitarian gestures.  At a council on the Smoky Hill River, several Indians
showed their contempt for Wynkoop and Black Kettle by refusing to give up the prisoners.

The tragic denouement of Black Kettle’s and Wynkoop’s actions came at the bloody massacre at Sand
Creek.

Wynkoop was chastised and temporarily removed from command.  Black Kettle likewise incurred the
wrath of his tribe.  The Dog Soldiers ridiculed him for trying to make peace.  His status as council chief
was threatened.  When the council debated a war of vengeance for Sand Creek, Black Kettle spoke for
peace, but the majority of council chiefs voted for war.

When the great gathering of Cheyenne, Arapahoe and Lakota villages moved north to fight, Black
Kettle and 80 families moved south.

The great majority of his people had repudiated him.

A mere nine months after Sand Creek, Black Kettle was at it again.  In October 1865, he and three
other chiefs signed a treaty that gave away their homeland between the Arkansas and Platte rivers.  Once
more the Dog Soldiers were enraged.  At Fort Zarah in October 1866, Black Kettle, Little Robe and a few
other chiefs told the authorities that they had changed their minds; they could not approve any treaty that
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forced the tribe to leave the Smoky Hill country.  (Apparently, the vocal warrior societies had finally
convinced the peace chiefs that they were serious.)  Regardless of the setback, Wynkoop and other offi-
cials, knowing that Black Kettle could still be the primary lever to catch the ear of the militant Indians,
wined and dined him and promised $14,000 worth of gifts if he would attend another council in Novem-
ber.  The hapless old man was being used by both sides, and he caved yet again.  Black Kettle and a few
southern chiefs once more made their marks on the amended treaty.  They signed away the cherished land
of the Dog Soldiers.  In return, they received their pieces of silver.  Because of Black Kettle’s irresponsi-
ble actions, the inevitable fighting and killing occurred between the Wasicus, who thought they had
access to the territory, and the Indians, who insisted they had not given the land away.

Fighting increased in 1867.  Once again there was need for a new treaty.  Despite the ridicule heaped
on Black Kettle and the lack of influence he had outside his own band, he attended the Treaty of Medicine
Lodge in October 1867.  This time, however, there were many tribes and thousands of Indians present.
Black Kettle by now had become a pariah, ostracized and able to do little more than accuse other tribes of
causing all the difficulties with the Wasicus.  His following had shrunk to 25 lodges.  Soldier societies
threatened him.  Tall Bull ordered him to explain exactly why the Cheyenne should agree to the new
treaty.  Tall Bull threatened to kill all of Black Kettle’s horses.  Black Kettle kept quiet and made no
agreements on his own.

After all the efforts of both sides, this treaty lasted only until the following spring.  The chiefs and the
young warriors ignored the agreement that stated they would stop killing and taking hostages.  A Chey-
enne foray that began as an attack against the Kaw in Kansas degenerated into attacks against settlers.
These attacks included robbery, rape, destroyed property and stolen stock.  When the government subse-
quently withheld annuities because of the broken treaty, about 200 Cheyenne along with several Lakota
allies went on a destructive raid in north-central Kansas. When it was over, 40 settlers had been killed or
wounded, and four women were raped; one woman and two children were captured.  Some of the raiders
had come from Black Kettle’s camp.

When the raiders returned, Black Kettle attempted to escape retaliation by making a run south of the
Arkansas River.

Sheridan promised the governor Kansas that he would remove all hostile Indians from his state.

This was the state of affairs when Deer Runner and I arrived in October of 1868.
Black Kettle’s village was the westernmost of a series of camps of Cheyenne, Arapahoe, Kiowa,

Comanche, and Kiowa-Apache that ran ten to fifteen miles along Lodgepole Creek.  Black Kettle’s
village was several miles west of the rest of the camps and consisted of around 50 Cheyenne lodges plus
one or two lodges of visiting Arapahoe and two of visiting Lakota, for a total of about 250 inhabitants.
Downriver from Black Kettle’s camp, Lodgepole Creek looped northward in a large oxbow.  At its north-
ern portion was an Arapahoe camp of about 180 lodges.  At the bottom of the loop was a large Cheyenne
camp, and nearby was a smaller Cheyenne camp.  These two Cheyenne villages, together comprising
about 129 lodges, were situated along the oxbow southeast of an Arapahoe camp and west of a small
Kiowa camp.  Downriver from there were other camps of Comanche and Kiowa-Apache. Overall, a total
of about 6,000 Indians were in winter camp along Lodgepole Creek.  Shortly after our arrival, some
Cheyenne raiders returned from Colorado with two captives named Clara Blinn, and her small son Willie.
The raiders believed that they had good bargaining chips with which to deal for peace, much as they had
attempted to do with their captives in the late summer of 1864.  Blinn wrote a letter pleading for someone
to rescue them, and it reached Colonel William B. Hazen, in charge at Fort Cobb.

The post trader at Fort Cobb was named William ‘Dutch Bill’ Griffenstein.  Griffenstein’s wife, Chey-
enne Jennie, had been, as her name implied, Cheyenne.  She was originally of Black Kettle’s camp, but
she had died in October.  Griffenstein sent runners to inform her parents of her passing.  He also sent a
message urging Black Kettle to come and talk to Colonel Hazen about making peace.  Thus, in mid-
November, Black Kettle led a party into Fort Cobb.
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Upon introduction to Colonel Hazen, Black Kettle said, “The Cheyenne, when south of the Arkansas,
do not wish to return to the north side because they fear trouble there, but we are continually told that we
had better go there, as we would be rewarded for doing so.”21

Black Kettle continued, asking if he might move his people south to Fort Cobb:  “The Cheyenne do
not fight at all this side of the Arkansas; they do not trouble Texas, but north of the Arkansas they are
almost always at war. When lately north of the Arkansas, some young Cheyenne were fired upon and
then the fight began.  I have always done my best to keep my young men quiet, but some will not listen,
and since the fighting began, I have not been able to keep them all at home. But we all want peace, and I
would be glad to move all my people down this way; I could then keep them all quietly near camp.  My
camp is now on Lodgepole Creek, 40 miles east of the Antelope Hills, and I have there about 180 lodges.
I speak only for my own people; I cannot speak nor control the Cheyenne north of the Arkansas.”

Big Mouth of the Arapahoe spoke next, saying in part:  “I never would have gone north of the Arkan-
sas again, but my father there [the agent] sent for me time after time, saying it was the place for my
people, and finally I went.  No sooner had we got there than there was trouble.  I do not want war, and my
people do not, but although we have come back south of the Arkansas, the soldiers follow us and continue
fighting, and we want you to send out and stop these soldiers from coming against us.”

So both Black Kettle and Big Mouth were saying that there would be peace if they could stay south of
the Arkansas, and both specifically asked Hazen to call off his dogs.  However, Hazen knew that Sheridan
had declared the Cheyenne and Arapahoe to be hostile.  Hazen’s October 13 th orders from Sherman had
charged Hazen with making provision for Indians who wanted to stay out of the war, stating that if
Sheridan were forced to invade the reservation to pursue hostile Indians, he would be under Sherman’s
orders to spare the ‘well-disposed’. This provision specifically excluded Black Kettle’s people, though.

Thus, Hazen told the chiefs that he couldn’t make peace with them and that they must not come to Fort
Cobb, which would jeopardize the peace of the Kiowa and Comanche already camped there.  “I am sent
here as a peace chief; all here is to be peace,” he told them, “but north of the Arkansas is General Sheri-
dan, the great war chief, and I do not control him.  He has all the soldiers who are fighting the Arapahoe
and Cheyenne.  Therefore, you must go back to your country, and if the soldiers come to fight, you must
remember they are not from me, but from that great war chief, and with him you must make peace.”

Reporting to Sherman on November 22nd, Hazen said that “to have made peace with them would have
brought to my camp most of those now on the war path south of the Arkansas; and as General Sheridan is
to punish those at war and might follow them in afterwards, a second Chivington affair might occur,
which I could not prevent.”

Hazen reported that while the chiefs seemed sincere, the Kiowa and Comanche at Fort Cobb said the
young warriors who accompanied the chiefs were pleased that peace had not been made.  They had
boasted that the Sioux and other northern bands would come down the following spring to ‘clean out the
entire country’.

Hazen took the young warriors’ attitude seriously enough that he requested two more companies of the
Buffalo Soldiers of the 10th Cavalry from Fort Arbuckle.  He also asked that the two howitzers remain for
a week or two at Fort Cobb.

Black Kettle and the other chiefs departed Fort Cobb on November 21st with food supplied by
Griffenstein.  They traveled through storm conditions, and reached their villages on Lodgepole Creek on
the evening of November 26th.  That evening, Black Kettle held a council in his lodge with the principal
men of his village to convey what he had learned at Fort Cobb about Sheridan’s war plans.  Discussion
lasted into the early morning hours of November 27th.  The council decided that after the foot-deep snow
cleared they would send out runners to talk with the soldiers to try to clear up misunderstandings and
make it clear that Black Kettle’s people wanted peace.  Meanwhile, they decided that on the following

21 Editor’s Note: By the terms of the Medicine Lodge Treaty, the Cheyenne-Arapaho reservation had the Arkansas River as
its northern boundary.  However, in April 1868, food provisions due the Cheyenne and Arapahoe had been distributed at Fort
Larned and Fort Dodge, both north of the Arkansas; on August 9, 1868, treaty annuities in the form of arms and ammunition
had been distributed at Fort Larned.
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day (November 27th) they would move camp further downriver closer to the other Indian camps.  Black
Kettle’s wife Medicine Woman later stood outside the lodge for a long time, angry that the camp was not
moving that night.  She said to me, “I don't like this delay, we could have moved long ago.  The Agent
sent word for us to leave at once.  It seems we are crazy and deaf and cannot hear.”

A warrior named Gentle Horse had a vision of a wolf wounded on the right side of its head mourning
its little ones that had been scattered and killed by a powerful enemy.  Based on this vision he attempted
to persuade Black Kettle to move camp immediately.  He was unsuccessful.  However, five of Black
Kettle’s children (four daughters and a son) did move to the camp of Black Kettle’s nephew Whirlwind,
who was several miles downriver.

Knowing the Wasicus as I did, I felt a deep sense of panic when I learned the results of the conference
at Fort Cobb.  It was time to go.  Now.  Yesterday.

However, the psychopathologies of the Wasicus were completely alien to Deer Runner — bless her
beautiful heart — and I could not convince her of the urgency to immediately right now without delay
make some fast tracks somewhere as far from Lodgepole Creek as we could get.

The night before Black Kettle’s return, I had seen a war party of about 150 warriors — including some
Dog Soldiers and young men from the camps of Black Kettle — return to the Lodgepole Creek encamp-
ments.  They had been raiding Wasicus.  They said that they had come from the Smoky Hill River coun-
try.  The same day that Black Kettle arrived back at Lodgepole Creek, a party of Kiowa returning from
raiding on the Ute passed through Black Kettle’s camp on their way to their own village.  They told us
that they had seen a large Wasicu trail leading southward toward the Lodgepole Creek camps as they had
passed near the Antelope Hills on the Canadian River.

The Cheyenne discounted this information.  They did not believe that soldiers would be operating that
far south in such wintry conditions.

I knew better.
I figured — correctly it turned out — that these soldiers were following the trail of the Dog Soldier

raiding party.  Knowing that Sheridan had his men on the march, and knowing that I could never convince
Black Kettle to move his camp, I set out that very night to backtrack the Dog Soldiers and see if there
might be any trouble following them home.  I rode for a few hours, and then went to sleep under a
Cottonwood tree.

I woke up just before dawn with three Wasicu soldiers pointing guns at me.  One of the soldiers said,
“Well, you looks white, but you dresses Indian.  Who the hell is you?”

The true art to the ‘lie’ is to stay as close to the truth as possible.  I said, “My name is Trinity Valance.
I am just passing through this country.”

In amazement, the soldier said, “You’re ‘just passing through’ hostile Indian country?”
“I didn’t know there were any hostile Indians around here.  I thought they were all north.”
“There are thousands of the buggers just a few miles away.”
I tried to look appropriately terrified and said, “Well, thanks for the warning!  I’ll keep a sharp eye!”
Evidently, my appearance and my command of the language convinced them.  They rode away.
As soon as they were out of earshot, I leaped on my pony and made a beeline back toward Lodgepole

Creek to try to warn them — only to run smack dab into the rearguard of a large troop of cavalry.
Evidently, they had passed right by me as I slept.
I took a circuitous route to bypass the column, but this detour meant that I arrived just in time to

witness the massacre...

The first thing I noticed was that the Wasicus were being led by that pompous ass Custer.  I had heard
that he had come west, and that he had been in a fight with the Cheyenne the year before, but this was the
first time that I had actually seen him.
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After the war, Custer had been mustered out of the volunteer service and returned to his permanent
rank of captain in the regular army, assigned to the 5th U.S. Cavalry.  Among other things, Custer had
actively campaigned to stop African-Americans from getting the vote, and when he was given a commis-
sion with the Buffalo Soldiers of the 9th US Cavalry, he refused to accept it — to their good fortune.22 He
was not the only officer to refuse this commission. Custer took an extended leave, exploring options in
New York City, where he considered careers in railroads and mining.  He was offered a position as adju-
tant general of the army of Benito Juárez of Mexico, who was then in a struggle with the self-proclaimed
Maximilian I, who was himself a pawn of French Emperor Napoleon III.  Custer applied for a one-year
leave of absence from the US Army, but his appointment was blocked by US Secretary of State William
H. Seward, who feared offending France.

Following the death of his father-in-law in May 1866, Custer returned to Monroe, Michigan where he
considered running for Congress and took part in public discussion over the treatment of the American
South in the aftermath of the Civil War, advocating a policy of moderation. He was named as the head of
the Soldiers and Sailors Union, which was regarded as a response to the hyper-partisan Grand Army of
the Republic, also formed in 1866, and headed up by Republican activist John Alexander Logan.  In
September 1866, Custer accompanied President Andrew Johnson on a journey by train known as the
‘Swing Around the Circle’ to build up public support for Johnson’s policies towards the South.  Custer
and his wife Libby stayed with the president during most of the duration of the trip, and at one point
physically confronted a small group of men in Ohio who repeatedly jeered Johnson, remarking, “I was
born two miles and a half from here, but I am ashamed of you.”

Custer denied a charge by the newspapers that Johnson had promised him a colonel’s commission in
return for his support — though Custer had indeed written a letter to Johnson some weeks before seeking
such a commission, and though he had indeed received such a commission soon after, appointed lieute-
nant colonel of the newly created 7th Cavalry Regiment, headquartered at Fort Riley, Kansas.

Then, as a result of a plea by his patron Sheridan, Custer was appointed brevet major general.  And
here he was.

The second thing I noticed was that Custer actually had a band with him!  Just as the charge began,
they began playing Garry Owen.  Considering what was happening as the band played this jaunty tune,
this was truly obscene.

The third thing I noticed was that Custer had divided his force into four parts, each moving into posi-
tion so that at first daylight they could all simultaneously converge on the village.  Just as I arrived on a
ridge overlooking the camp, and just as the sun was rising, the columns attacked.

As the troopers splashed across Lodgepole Creek, chaos erupted and gunfire reverberated in the frigid
air.  Some Indians fought, but most of them scattered.  In the typical Wasicu manner, they killed everyone
and everything that moved.  I saw women and children falling like sheaves of wheat at harvest.  I saw
Black Kettle and his wife mount a pony and flee.  Bullets from the cavalrymen struck them as they
crossed the river.  Black Kettle was hit in the stomach, but he kept riding.  Another bullet hit him in the
back, and he fell into the icy water — the first Indian killed that day.  His wife, Medicine Woman — who
had so desperately wanted to move the camp — was killed moments later.

The soldiers then rode over their bodies as they charged into the village.
During the attack, the Cheyenne killed both Clara and Willie Blinn.
While this ‘battle’ was completely one-sided, I did witness one small Indian victory:  A group of about

20 soldiers took off on their own chasing a band of Cheyenne.  These men ran smack-dab into a mixed
party of Cheyenne, Kiowa, and Arapahoe warriors from other villages up the river who were rushing to
aid Black Kettle’s beleaguered encampment.

These warriors overwhelmed the small troop in a single rush and killed all of them.

22 Editor’s Note: Ironically, these very same Buffalo Soldiers later ended up rescuing Custer and his command when he and
his men were pinned down during an engagement.
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In spite of this loss, Custer quickly captured the camp.  However, as the fighting was beginning to
subside, Custer noticed that large groups of mounted Indians were gathering on nearby hilltops.  His
scouts then informed him that Black Kettle’s village was only one of several Indian villages encamped
along the river.

Fearing an attack, he ordered some of his men to take defensive positions while the others were to
gather the Indian belongings and horses.  What the Americans did not want or could not carry, they
destroyed. They burned everything. As everything everyone owned went up in smoke, I watched
Custer’s men gather all of the Indian horses into a clearing.

When I realized what they were about to do, I cringed in horror.  Custer’s men then shot every horse in
the village — over 600 of them.

The screams of these horses haunt my dreams to this day.
Of all the nightmares I have witnessed  during the course of my life, this massacre of dumb, glorious,

and highly useful beasts who bore no fault in anything was one of the worst.
I later learned that Custer feared the outlying Indians would find and attack his supply train.  This was

why he bluffed us and began marching toward the other Indian encampments as nightfall approached.
Seeing that Custer was approaching the villages, the surrounding Indians retreated to protect their

families from a fate similar to that of Black Kettle’s village.
As soon as the coast was clear, Custer then turned around and began heading back towards his supply

train, which he eventually reached.
Thus concluded the Washita Massacre.
Supposedly, the 7th Cavalry lost 21 officers and men killed, and 13 wounded.  We supposedly lost 50

killed and as many wounded, though I am sure there were many more Indians killed than that.
20 of the 21 Wasicu casualties had been Major Elliott’s detachment, whom I had seen massacred.

Major Elliott had apparently separated himself from the three companies that he led and, without Custer's
approval, cried out “Here's for a brevet or a coffin,” before riding away.23

Major Elliott was not the only cavalry officer present that day whose ambition would eventually get
him into a serious pickle...

23 Editor’s Note: Custer's abrupt withdrawal without determining the fate of Major Elliott and the missing troopers caused
deep resentment among his professional peers and within the 7th Cavalry.  It created a black mark on Custer’s reputation that
haunted him for the remainder of his life.  His mass-murder of dozens of women and children was standard Wasicu procedure,
so this did not hurt his standing amongst them — however, it created a black mark on his reputation amongst the Indians that
also haunted him for the remainder of his life.

From the beginning, the nature of the attack was debated furiously in the press.  In the December 9th Leavenworth Evening
Bulletin, a story mentioned that:  ‘Generals S. Sandford, Tappan, and Colonel Taylor of the Indian Peace Commission, unite in
the opinion that the late battle with the Indians was simply an attack upon peaceful bands, which were on the march to their
new reservations.’

The December 14th New York Tribune made the following comment:  ‘Colonel Wynkoop, agent for the Cheyenne and
Arapahoe Indians, has published his letter of resignation.  He regards General Custer’s late fight as simply a massacre, and says
that Black Kettle and his band, friendly Indians, were, when attacked, on their way to their reservation.’

The New York Times published a letter describing Custer as taking ‘sadistic pleasure in slaughtering the Indian ponies and dogs’ and alluded
to killing innocent women and children.

The scout James S. Morrison wrote Indian Agent Colonel Wynkoop that twice as many women and children as warriors had been killed
during the attack.

William Griffenstein wrote that Custer and the 7th US Cavalry had attacked friendly Indians on the Washita.  This resulted in Sheridan
ordering Griffenstein out of Indian Territory, and threatening to hang him if he returned...
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Chapter Five:
The Wild West

How is it conceivable that all our lauded technological progress — our very civilization — is like the axe
in the hand of the pathological criminal?

—Albert Einstein

1868-1875
Kansas & Missouri

eer Runner escaped the massacre at Lodgepole Creek unscathed.  She had been captured by
Custer’s troops, but she had been released when the troops retreated.  However, she was trauma-

tized.  She had never imagined that people could be so savage and unmerciful.  She had heard of the
atrocities at Sand Creek, but it is a very different thing to hear about something than to actually be part of
it.

Deer Runner had nightmares about Lodgepole Creek for the rest of her life.
Rather than returning to the Lakota camps, I decided to camp alone with Deer Runner for a few

months until she recovered.  After a while, I thought some female energy might help, and so we headed to
May Shirley’s place in Texas.  May and Deer Runner ended up becoming fast friends.

It turned out that May Shirley, who I had always respected because she was a very strong woman and
took no guff off anyone, was now living the life of a ‘Bandit Queen’.  She and Jim Reed were robbing,
murdering, pillaging, bootlegging, arms dealing, and plundering.

A few days later, I was doing some work for May in her barn when I heard riders approaching.  I went
to see who they were — and was struck speechless when I recognized Jesse James and Cole Younger.  I
rushed into the house, grabbed both my rifle and my pistol, and hollered at May and Deer Runner to
prepare for a fight.  Both women were women of action; they immediately armed themselves and
assumed strategic positions.

To my consternation, upon espial of the outlaws May broke into a huge smile and cried out, “Jesse!
Cole!  Good to see you!”

So.  It turned out that May Shirley was friends with Jesse James and Cole Younger.  That made life
interesting.

When Mr. James and Mr. Younger espied my presence, it caused a seriously uncomfortable situation.
When Mr. James informed May that I was the killer of Bloody Bill Anderson, she looked at me in shock.

Evidently, May Shirley had also been friends with Bloody Bill Anderson.
I explained that it had been wartime, and that I had killed him in battle.
As if it were the lowest form of life in the world to which a human could aspire, May cried in outrage,

“You was a Yankee?”
I wondered how I should explain my unusual standing.  Finally, I said, “I was simply on a scouting

trip for the Lakota, and I became caught up in the action.  I wasn’t really on either side.”
“You was riding with the Yankees,” said Mr. James.
“Yes, but was I wearing a uniform?”
Since I hadn’t been, this somewhat deflated Mr. James’ argument.  I explained further, “I also fought

with Quantrill at Lawrence, and I did save you from those troopers, May — so you see, I was kind of on
both sides.”

Eventually, May settled down.  She had evidently not forgotten that I had saved her from the Union
troopers, and that I had killed one of them in order to do so.  I truly believe that May treasured our friend-
ship.  She told Mr. Younger and Mr. James that no matter what our problems were, I was her guest, and
they would respect that fact whilst on her property.

D
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However:  I figured that I had cashed in the last of the chips on whatever debts May felt that she might
still owe me.

Cole Younger, Jesse James, and I entered a very uncomfortable truce for the two days they were there.
We studiously avoided each other.  (I later heard rumours that Cole Younger was actually the father of
May’s daughter Pearl.  I don’t know, and I don’t really much care.)

Just before they left, I tried to make peace with Mr. James.  I said, “I am truly sorry about your friend.
If I had it to do over, I would have let it ride.”

Jesse looked at me in amazement.  In outrage, he said, “Screw your ‘sorry about your friend’, friend!
I’m letting you go now out of respect for May — but the next time we meet, you’d best be prepared to
meet your maker.  May might have fallen for your ‘not on either side’ bullshit, but I was there, and I know
whose side you was on — and as far as Lawrence goes, Frank told me about what you did at Lawrence.
Do you really think you can hold a knife to my brother’s throat, then kill my commanding officer, and
then be my friend? Screw you, mister!”

Since I feared that Mr. Younger and Mr. James would not be above arranging an ambush, Deer
Runner and I left under cover of darkness that very night.  We went to Hays City, Kansas.  My friend
James Hickok was living there.  He had become quite famous.  We arrived just in time to see him assume
the position of city marshal.

James was very sympathetic to Deer Runner’s plight. He was gentlemanly and courteous to her at all
times, and he was a great help during this difficult period.  During this period we figured out that Wasicu
World could be a pleasant place as long as you avoided contact with too many Wasicus.

A few weeks later, Hickok and I were walking down the main street as James related some of his
recent adventures.  Shortly after the Tutt shooting, he had been interviewed by Colonel George Ward
Nichols, and the interview had been published in Harpers New Monthly Magazine.  Using the name
“Wild Bill Hitchcock” [sic], the article recounted the hundreds of men that Hickok had personally killed,
and other exaggerated exploits.

In 1867, he had been tracked down by Henry M. Stanley, a journalist and adventure reporter.24

Hickok had a fully developed and somewhat intimidating presence about him, and the normally unflappa-
ble Stanley became absolutely flustered when he met Wild Bill.  The man was perspiring heavily as he
asked wide-eyed questions that immediately offered the poker-faced James an opportunity to employ
some poetic exaggerations.

“Mr. Bill — that is, Mr. Wild, — or rather, Mr. Hickok — are you willing to mention how many men
you have killed, to your precise and certain knowledge?”

Flatly, Wild Bill said, “I assume you mean white men — after all nobody counts Indians or Mexicans
and so forth.  Well, I am perfectly willing to swear a solemn oath on the Bible, tomorrow, that I have
killed substantially over a hundred men.”

Abandoning every vestige of journalistic skepticism and impartial judgment in the face of such outra-
geous inflation, Stanley immediately reported this claim as gospel fact, and added the comment that,
“[Mr. Hickok] is endowed with extraordinary power and agility.  He seems naturally suited to perform
daring actions.”

Wallowing in hero worship of the most lurid dimension actually did not contribute much to the repu-
tation of Wild Bill among the more jaded residents of the West — but this was unfortunate as there were
many instances of true heroic deeds performed by Wild Bill Hickok.

Sadly, it is Hickok’s pistol prowess and his image as the slayer of innumerable badmen that is best
remembered today.  Indeed, many seem unaware of his deserved reputation as a great Civil War scout.
He was an accomplished detective, spy, scout, and courier.  In addition to that, he was also a US deputy
marshal, a county sheriff, and town marshal.  Wild Bill himself hated his desperado reputation, and he
may well have regretted his famous alias.  Nevertheless, he must have realized too late that once he pulled

24 Editor’s Note: Later, in 1871, Mr. Stanley also tracked down the famous Dr. David Livingstone when Dr. Livingstone was presumed lost
in Africa.  After traveling nearly eight months in exceedingly harsh conditions, Stanley, upon finally finding the elusive doctor, reportedly
uttered his famous declaration:  “Dr. Livingstone, I presume?”



65

the legs of the likes of George Ward Nichols and Henry M. Stanley, he became a target for the press, the
sensationalists, and the reputation seekers.

In other words, James had become a celebrity.25

The real Hickok, however, was in complete contrast to his newspaper-inspired desperado image.
Rather, he was gentlemanly, courteous, soft-spoken and graceful in manner — yet left no one in any
doubt that he would not ‘be put upon’, and if threatened would meet violence with violence.  Wild Bill
could be generous to a fault.  Though slow to anger, he would willingly defend a friend or the fearful if
they were under threat.  When angered, he became an implacable enemy.  He sought out and faced down
those who insulted or challenged him.  This man-to-man approach, rather than involving brothers or close
friends in gunfights, feuds or disputes, earned him respect among his peers, especially when it was known
that he only became ‘pistoliferous’ as a last resort, and on occasion was known to slug it out with antago-
nists fist to fist and toe to toe.  Custer’s statement that Hickok was both courageous and able to control
others by threatening to settle disputes personally if they refused to back off was accurate.  His presence
in such places as Hays City and Abilene did much to keep the violence down.  In Abilene, the cry ‘Wild
Bill is on the street!’ curtailed many a drunken brawl — and I have heard that it also aided harassed
mothers anxious to persuade unruly children to do as they were told.

In appearance at least, Hickok matched his myth.  He was a broad-shouldered, deep-chested, narrow-
waisted fellow.  He was over six-feet tall with broad features, high cheekbones, high forehead, firm chin,
and aquiline nose.  His sensuous-looking mouth was framed by a straw-colored moustache, and his
auburn hair was worn shoulder length, Plains style.  However, it was his blue-gray eyes that dominated
his features:  Normally friendly and expressive, his eyes became hypnotically cold and bored into one
when he was angry.  Around his waist was a belt that held two ivory-handled Colt Navy revolvers, butts
forward, in open-top holsters.  Worn in this fashion, his six-shooters could be drawn underhand and spun
forward for the Plains or reverse draw, or for a cross-body draw.  Either way, his weapons were always
readily and easily available.

As Hickok continued with is narrative, I said nothing when he mentioned that he had scouted for
Custer and the 7th Cavalry for a while.  He seemed ashamed of the fact, and he had left Custer’s employ
long before Washita.26 In ’65, he had spent a stint as Deputy United States Marshal at Fort Riley Kansas.
In ’67, he had actually moved to Niagara Falls and tried his hand at acting.  This did not last long, though.

25 Editor’s Note: In February 1873, it was widely reported that Wild Bill Hickok had been shot dead by Texans at Fort Dodge
in Kansas.  Worse, it was suggested that, like all men of his kind, he had died with his boots on.  Wild Bill broke his silence of
some years and wrote angrily to several newspapers, declaring, “No Texan has, nor ever will ‘corral’ William.”  He also
demanded to know who it was who prophesied that he and others should die with their boots on.  “I have never insulted man
or woman in my life, but if you knew what a wholesome regard I have for damn liars and rascals they would be liable to keep
out of my way.”  However, Hickok could not prevent journalists becoming fascinated with his adventures.  When they were
hard pressed to pin down just where he was, some of them began to guess.  In 1873, the Kansas City Examiner/Herald reported
that Wild Bill had been killed in Galveston, Texas.  The next day, it reported that he was visiting relatives in Springfield, Missouri.
A week later the paper reported that Hickok was ‘airing his long hair’ in New York City.  The following Tuesday they reported
that he had killed three Indians somewhere west of Omaha, Nebraska.  In the following week, it was written that he was shot to
death in a gun duel, but this time at Fort Dodge, Kansas.

Taking an appraisal of all this, Hickok also sent a curt note to this paper, pointing out that he remained in sound health and
was leading the life of a solid citizen.  The paper responded with this promise, “Wild Bill, or any other man killed by mistake in
our columns, will be promptly resuscitated upon application by mail.”

Two years later, in conversation with Annie Tallant, one of the first white women to enter the Black Hills, Hickok again
denied that he was a red-handed murderer, but admitted that he had killed men in self-defense or in the line of duty, adding, ‘I
never allowed a man to get the drop on me.’

26 Editor’s Note: There were rumors of an affair between Custer’s wife Libby and Hickok. Libby wrote the following about
him in her 1890 book Following the Guidon: 'Physically, he was a delight to look upon. Tall, lithe, and free in every motion, he
rode and walked as if every muscle was perfection, and the careless swing of his body as he moved seemed perfectly in keeping
with the man, the country, the time in which he lived. I do not recall anything finer in the way of physical perfection than Wild
Bill when he swung himself lightly from his saddle, and with graceful, swaying step, squarely set shoulders and well poised
head, approached our tent for orders.  He was rather fantastically clad, of course, but all seemed perfectly in keeping with the
time and place.
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He had turned out to be a terrible actor, and he returned to the West.  In ‘68, he ran for sheriff in
Ellsworth County, Kansas, but was defeated.  Later in ’68, he had been employed in Colorado as a US
Army scout.  During this period, Wild Bill and 40 men from the 3rd infantry battalion out of Fort Russell
were surrounded by over 350 Kiowa braves led by Chief Tilgha-ma and his son, Moh-ka-na.  After a two-
day siege, the soldier’s ammunition was running low and six of them had been killed.  Reinforcement was
not far afield — but they were at a loss as to how to summon help before all was lost.  A lull in the battle
supervened as the afternoon of the second day began to develop long shadows.  The parched troops knew
that they could not last the night, and that desperate measures were called for.

True to form, Hickok mounted a very fast Appaloosa and surprised both the troops and the Indians
when he broke into a full racing gallop — directly into the midst of the not quite wary Kiowa fighters,
who were in repose as they regained their wind for the final action.

Before the disbelieving Kiowa could regain their equipoise, Wild Bill had blasted through their ranks
and was high-tailing it back to the fort, where he successfully summoned aid that subsequently rescued
the beleaguered troops.

Hickok’s career as an Army scout did not last very long, though.  The job required that he be on loca-
tion in remote and dusty reaches of the territories, which necessitated his removal from any proper saloon,
which precluded any gambling, which constituted hardship beyond what little reward the occasional noto-
riety could offer as a balance.

He quit.
Then, in an accusatory manner, Hickok said, “One of your people put a lance through my foot in Colo-

rado!”
“If it was in Colorado, then it wasn’t one of my people,” I laughingly explained, pointing out that my

people inhabited the plains far north of there.
“All you Injuns look the same to me,” he teasingly replied.
Suddenly, a man appeared from nowhere pointing a gun at Hickok.  “I got you now, you bushwhack-

ing son of a dog,” he cried!
Hickok looked past the man, and with a look of alarm he yelled, “No!  Don’t shoot him, boys!”
The man fell for it.  He jerked around to deal with the non-existent threat behind him.  In an instant,

James drew and shot the man through the heart.
I later learned that this man’s name was Bill Mulvey.  He was disturbed at Hickok because Hickok had

arrested him a few days previously.

Deer Runner and I ended up spending several years hanging out in the small Kansas and Missouri
towns as companions to Wild Bill Hickok.  I received occasional reports from the Lakota, and everything
there seemed to be proceeding normally.  The Wasicus were still a problem, but they had evidently
learned their lesson.  They were more or less leaving the Lakota alone on the Great Sioux Reservation.
During this period, Hickok was polishing up his poker playing abilities.  Always interested in an engaging
game of cards on the side, Wild Bill surmised that a little money could be found if he were to perfect his
skills just a bit.  He also honed his ability to size up a mark while keeping a distant cool.  As a profes-
sional gambler, (some said ‘cardsharp’, but this accusation is untrue), Wild Bill operated on the very edge
of propriety.  He had no problem playing a sucker when the pot was worth the effort.  There were many
competitors in this shifty and nefarious trade, and the bulk of them operated on the wrong side of any
form of law.  Such a man was one James ‘Dog’ Kennedy, a cardsharp of the slickest description who,
since he knew what he was talking about, could spot a cheat from across the room.  Ignorant of whom he
was accusing, he fingered Wild Bill as playing a bad fast game, thereby anticipating getting rid of some
competition.  He had unwittingly bitten off more than he could chew.  The confrontation escalated as
accusations passed back and forth.  Finally, the two men went out to the street where they engaged in a
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classic duel with six-guns in the public square of Springfield, Missouri.  At high noon, as was romanti-
cally dictated in such events, the two of them faced each other from a distance of 50 paces.  Hickok had
his pair of Colts, while Kennedy had a single Smith & Wesson double-action.  Though it was dangerous,
Hickok had cocked both his single-action revolvers as they sat in their holsters.

Kennedy drew first and fired, but he missed.  Like greased silk, Hickok drew both his guns at once and
fired them simultaneously.  Both bullets found their marks.  One shot hit Kennedy just above the right
knee.  The other struck his upper chest, killing him instantly.  Since it was seen that Kennedy had drawn
first, Hickok was judged by those present (who were sober enough to take notice) to have acted in self-
defense and no charges were laid.  (Actually, he was congratulated.  Dog was not a popular man.)

A month later, Wild Bill was called to a saloon.  When we got there, a man named Sam Strawhun and
several of his friends were raising a ruckus and threatening to shoot anyone who tried to stop them.
James suggested that Strawhun settle down.  Instead, Strawhun thrust a broken glass into his face.
Strawhun was buried the next day.  Like Kennedy, Strawhun also went un-mourned.  James received
congratulations for ridding Hays City of such a character.  However, Hickok still lost the next election to
his deputy, Peter ‘Rattlesnake Pete’ Lanahan.

Gambling by itself was not really steady employment, so Hickok took an appointment as US marshal
in Hays City, Kansas.  His life then returned to the normal routine of keeping the peace and pursuing
reasonable diversions in the local saloon — which was the main point.

In July 1870, James was set upon in a saloon by two troopers of the infamous 7th Cavalry.  Their
names were Jeremiah Lonergan and John Kile.  During the scuffle, Lonergan pinned Hickok down and
Kile pushed his pistol into Wild Bill’s ear, but it misfired, by which time Hickok had his hands on a six-
shooter.  Lonergan received a ball in the knee and Kile, who was shot twice, died the next day.

When I heard about this, I joined Hickok as we hid out on Boot Hill, determined to sell our lives
dearly if any other troopers fancied their chances trying to take some revenge.  I was actually hoping that
I would be able to take some revenge on the 7th Cavalry for Washita — but they never showed up.

About this same time, the Kansas City Times printed an article that caught my eye.  It would seem that
my old nemesis the James Gang had also become quite famous.  They had evidently robbed a bank in
Gallatin, Missouri, and Jesse had shot the cashier mistakenly thinking him to be my old commanding
officer Samuel P. Cox.  Jesse said he shot Cox as revenge for Cox leading the troops that killed Wild Bill
Anderson.

Since I was the man who had personally killed Anderson — and since Jesse James had personally seen
me do it — then this story inspired a bit of reflection on my part.  The 1869 robbery marked James’
emergence as the most famous of the former guerrillas turned outlaw.  It marked the first time he was
publicly branded an ‘outlaw’, as Missouri Governor Thomas T. Crittenden set a reward for his capture.
This was also the beginning of an alliance between James and John Newman Edwards, editor and founder
of the Kansas City Times.  Edwards, a former Confederate cavalryman, was campaigning to return former
secessionists to power in Missouri.

Six months after the Gallatin robbery, Edwards published the first of many letters from Jesse James to
the public that asserted his innocence.  Over time, the letters gradually became more political in tone,
denouncing the Republicans, and voicing his pride in his Confederate loyalties.  Together with Edwards’
admiring editorials, the letters turned James into a symbol for some of Confederate defiance of
Reconstruction.

Make no mistake:  I followed the careers of the James brothers pretty closely, and I ended up having
several personal interactions with them.  The James brothers killed because they were murderous bastards
who enjoyed killing.  The political motivations to which they ascribed were merely an excuse to garner
public support.  However, give the Devil his due:  At least they had enough of a conscious to worry about
trying to justify their actions.  Most of the other killers of this period did not bother.

Shortly after the Lonergan and Kile shootings, we decided to head for nearby Abilene, which was
developing as the earliest of the great staging places for the shipment of Texas longhorn cattle.  In the
recent past, Abilene had been a dusty and slow little town consisting of about a dozen log huts, and three
or four sod shelters on the edges.  The growth had begun in the summer of 1867 as the first animals
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arrived for shipment.  By the time we arrived, the village’s streets were swarming with cowpokes and
cattle dealers — and with gamblers who were ready and willing to relieve them of their hard-earned cash.
Within four years, Abilene had reached its peak of prosperity, notoriety, and infamy.  A fast town for a
fast clientele, it was wide open.  US Marshal Wild Bill Hickok had finally found a home in which he fit
like a glove.  At first, Hickok tended to routine business.  Then, John Wesley Hardin showed up in town.
John Wesley Hardin was the worst killer that the Wild West ever produced.  Upon arrival, Hardin had
sought out the most agreeable saloon.  Hickok quickly learned that Hardin was in town.  He and I went to
investigate.  John Wesley Hardin was a smooth and courteous man.  However, I instantly sized him up as
a nasty, stupid, uncouth, vicious, and cold-blooded man who killed for the fun of it.  He did have a lot of
charm and some other redeeming graces, though, and for this reason, Wild Bill took an indulgent and
parent-like attitude toward the little murderer.  They drank together, and then they went whoring together.
When a gang of Hardin’s Texas pals and relatives got into trouble, Hickok disarmed them but left Hardin
his weapon so that Hardin could protect his friends and keep them in line. Hardin, for his part, enjoyed
being seen with such a celebrated gunfighter.  At the same time, though, he knew that he was no match
for Wild Bill Hickok, and he knew that Hickok would take him down if he ever got seriously out of line.

Still, Hardin was no slouch in the gunfighter department himself.  One day he and Hickok took turns
shooting three holes in the middle of playing cards at five long paces.  Neither of them ever missed.

Hickok’s favourite hangout was the Alamo Saloon.  With etched glass swinging doors, shining brass,
polished mahogany, ferns, waiters in actual gold braided uniforms, and every gambling device a person
could imagine, the Alamo Saloon was the most posh place in town.

The favourite saloon amongst the Texas cowboys, on the other hand, was the Bull’s Head Tavern,
which was a very profitable business for its two Texas gambler owners, Phil Coe and Ben Thompson.
Trouble started when Coe and Thompson had painted a picture of a bull with a large erect penis as an
advertisement for their establishment.  Citizens of the town complained.  Hickok demanded that the sign
outside the Bull’s Head be modified to eliminate certain portions of the bull’s portrait that Hickok
described as ‘indelicate’.  (This was a very interesting perspective in a rough-and-tumble gambling town,
especially taking into account that James’ favourite, the Alamo Saloon, was filled with paintings of naked
women.  The largest of these paintings, for instance, was a portrait of a local lady of the night named
Lucy. In the painting, Lucy was done up as Cleopatra with a huge Peacock standing on each side of her,
and not much of anything else.)  Thompson refused to alter the painting.  In response to this refusal,
Hickok hired a couple painters to cover up the offending parts of the bull.  Coe claimed that Hickok was
exhibiting a brash prejudice against Texans so as to spoil their businesses whilst simultaneously promot-
ing those of his friends.  Mr. Coe’s accusations were all the more unforgivable in that they were
completely accurate.  To this, Hickok responded that Coe was running rigged games at the Bull’s Head.

These were fighting words.  Coe was not amused.
Infuriated, Thompson exclaimed to his fellow Texan John Wesley Hardin, “He's a damn Yankee!  He

picks on Rebels, especially Texans, to kill.”
Hardin simply replied, “If Wild Bill needs killin’, why don't you kill him yourself?”
Upon hearing that Hardin had said this, Hickok confronted Hardin and told him to hand over his guns

— which Hardin did.  Hickok did not arrest him, (Hickok later claimed that he did not know Hardin was a
wanted man), but Hickok advised Hardin that it would be best to avoid further problems whilst in
Abilene.  It was widely accepted that it was imprudent to ignore advice offered by Wild Bill Hickok.
However, John Wesley Hardin was not especially noted as a man of wisdom.  Hardin had taken a room at
the American House Hotel.  At about one o’clock in the morning, Hardin was awakened by snoring
coming from a stranger in the next room.  Incensed that his rest was being disturbed, Hardin took his
pistol and fired two shots through the wall.  The snoring instantly ceased.  A little too instantly, in fact…

The deathly silence told Hardin that he was suddenly in very deep doo doo with Wild Bill Hickok.
While Hardin was not the sharpest axe in the tool shed, he was not so stupid as to be unaware that a swift
egress from the city of Abilene was now his most prudent course of action.  We later learned that Hardin
crawled out of his window and onto the roof above the hotel’s promenade.  Dressed only in his under-
shirt, he spotted Hickok, three other deputies, and me approaching from the Alamo Saloon.  He then
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allegedly dove from the roof into a haystack, where he hid for the rest of the night.  As dawn was break-
ing, Hardin emerged, stole a horse and rode wildly out of town still dressed only in his undershirt.

This was the last that Abilene saw of John Wesley Hardin.27

Seeking to drown his sorrows, Coe went out on the town with a bunch of fellow Texans who were
about to hit the long trail back home.  Although they had been relieved of a good portion of their money
through gambling, the men still had enough left to whoop it up and raise a little hell — and Coe was in
the mood to join them.  Coe and the Texans roared up and down the street, oblivious to all obstacles.
They broke windows, knocked people about, and otherwise created a general ruckus.  Coe, who was no
gunslinger and normally didn’t even carry a gun, pulled out a pistol and fired a wobbly shot as the bunch
approached the Alamo Saloon.  James and I were drinking at another bar down the street with our friend
and fellow lawman, Mike Williams.  Upon hearing the commotion, we rushed over to the Alamo and
entered through its back door.  Emerging at the front, Hickok confronted the mob of Texans, asking,
“Who fired that shot?”

Coe, pistol still in hand, replied that he had fired at a stray dog.  Hickok leveled his Colts at Coe,
demanding that he cease and desist.

Coe was defiant:  “I aint afraid of you!  I could kill a crow on the wing!”
“Did the crow have a pistol?  Was he shooting back?  I will be.”
Who fired the first shot there in the darkness is not known — but when the powder smoke cleared,

Coe lay mortally wounded.
Then I saw Mike Williams running to Hickok’s aid.  Aware of the danger in running up on James’

blind side whilst he was armed and hyped, I yelled at Williams to stop.  Hickok heard and misinterpreted
my yell whilst simultaneously seeing someone approaching in his peripheral vision. Faster than the eye
could follow, James spun around and shot Mike Williams dead.

This shooting devastated Hickok.  He never recovered.  Hickok and Deer Runner had something of a
rôle reversal when she began consoling him.

Mike Williams was the last known man to be killed by Wild Bill Hickok.  He paid for Mike’s funeral
and later explained to Williams’ grief-stricken wife what had happened and why.

In addition, the wild days of Abilene were coming to an end.  The Coe/ Williams shootings also
brought to an end Hickok’s career as a law officer.  Shortly after this fiasco, the mayor and his council
bowed to pressures from local farmers, real estate speculators, churchgoers, fed up townspeople, and
other groups.  They had decided that they no longer needed all these gambling houses and saloons, and
thus they no longer needed the services of Wild Bill Hickok.  On December 13th, 1871, Wild Bill was
fired.  Abilene died as a gambling town.  The business moved elsewhere.

In February 1872, Deer Runner and I had a daughter.  We later learned that Crazy Horse had also had
a daughter just a month earlier.

Deer Runner had a hard birth, and she almost died.  Therefore, we decided to go to Kansas City for a
few months to take advantage of the medical care that was available there.  (Kansas City had long ago
overtaken Independence as the central hub of the area, and in fact, the first Jackson County courthouse
was being constructed on the corner of 2nd and Main even as we arrived.  Just to confuse matters, another
town — also called Kansas City — had just been incorporated just across the Missouri River in Kansas...)

A few months after our arrival, we attended the Kansas City Industrial Exposition.  It was impressive
in the Wasicu way — but for every seeming miracle in the Wasicu World, it seems that there are a thou-
sand screams and cries of agony and hopelessness.

At around sunset, we were leaving the exposition with approximately 10,000 other people when,
suddenly, I watched as Jesse and Frank James, Cole Younger and a younger Younger named John

27 Editor’s Note: In his autobiography, Hardin claimed that following this shooting and some thirty miles from Abilene he
ambushed a lawman named Tom Carson and two other Deputies at a cowboy camp, but that he did not kill them.  He did force
them to remove all their clothing and walk back to Abilene.

Years later Hardin made a casual reference to the shooting of the snoring man:  “They tell lots of lies about me,” he
complained.  “They say I killed six or seven men for snoring.  Well, it aint true.  I only killed one man for snoring.”
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Younger, as well as another man I later learned was named Jim Chiles, rode up and robbed the ticket
office!  With literally thousands of witnesses!  Jesse and Frank held guns on the crowd as Chiles and the
younger Younger grabbed the cash!

I stared in amazement.  Other than the fact that they were robbing a state fair rather than descending
upon terrified Union soldiers, everything else was conducted in their traditional manner:  It was bold,
insane, and they laughed uproariously the entire time. Then, just as they were about to ride away, Jesse
spotted me! There was a short hesitation whilst Jesse reacted to my unexpected presence — then, with a
savagely loud laugh and a very large smile, he leveled his pistol and fired…

As soon as I realized that I had been spotted, I dove to the ground, taking Deer Runner and our
daughter with me.  Jesse’s shot missed me — but it hit a little girl in the calf.  (She survived.)

Jesse knew he had missed and tried to line up another shot, but I was lying on the ground and there
were now many other people running around screaming and blocking his shot.  Numerous police whistles
were now blowing and numerous policemen were now making their appearance — so with a look of
regret, the James Gang rode away, firing their guns into the air.28

I could not help but admire their audacity and courage.
Since the James Gang now knew we were in Kansas City, we decided that it was time to move on.

Since Deer Runner and May Shirley seemed to get along so well, we decided to drop in on her.  We
learned that her husband had killed someone and that they had been forced to flee to California for a
while, but that they had since returned to Indian Territory.

We arrived in Indian Territory only to learn that May and her husband were on trial for torturing and
robbing a wealthy Creek Indian farmer named Watt Grayson of $30,000 in gold coins.  May was listed as
an accomplice. It turned out that while her husband was certainly guilty, there was almost no evidence
against May.  Nonetheless, they both went into hiding from the law, proceeding to Texas:  Jim went to the
town of Paris; May and the children went to join her family in Sycene.  We accompanied May — and on
the way there, we learned that she had indeed been in on the robbery, and that she was now a wealthy
woman as a result!

We also learned that May Shirley had truly become a wild woman.  She wore buckskins and mocca-
sins or tight black jackets, black velvet skirts, high-topped boots, a man’s Stetson hat with an ostrich
plume, and twin holstered pistols.  She spent much her time in saloons drinking and gambling at dice,
cards, and roulette.  At times, she would ride her horse through the streets shooting off her pistols.  This
wild behavior was what gave rise to her rather exaggerated image as a pistol-wielding outlaw.

In April 1874, Jim Reed held up the Austin-San Antonio stagecoach.  A price of $7,000 was placed on
his head and he went into hiding.  The law caught up with him near Paris, Texas, and he was shot to death
while trying to escape on August 6th, 1874.

May did not seem overly distraught.
Shortly after this, Deer Runner and I received word of trouble on the Great Sioux Reservation.  The

Wasicus were trying to steal more of our land.
We were needed.

28 Editor’s Note: If the robbery was something of a spectacle, the amount plundered ($978) was disappointing.  Had they
arrived thirty minutes earlier, they would have found $12,000 that had been removed for safekeeping by the exposition’s
treasurer. The financial disappointment notwithstanding, the exposition robbery transformed prevailing views of the James
gang.  The James brothers had pulled off audacious robberies before, but according to historian T. J. Stiles in his book, Jesse
James:  Last Rebel of the Civil War, the exposition robbery was one of the earliest to draw outright approval among the general
population. John Newman Edwards helped redefine the exposition robbery from a criminal story into one of heroism and a
battle against corruption.  After the exposition, Edwards wrote dozens of articles portraying the James brothers as modern-day
Robin Hoods who stole from the rich and gave to the poor.  Edwards then used this chivalrous image to claim that the robbers
were Southern heroes who waged an ideological battle against the Union’s occupation of the South that followed the Civil War.
Though Edwards’ link between the robbery and national politics was bullshit, the image of the James Gang as champions of the
ordinary people stuck.  After the exposition robbery, the James Gang shifted their strategy to robbing train safes carrying
bankers’ money, while mostly ignoring the ordinary passengers.
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Chapter Six:
The Despoliation

There is a pleasure sure in being mad
Which none but madmen know

—Dryden

1876
The Great Plains

ou must understand:  There is absolutely no path to any sort of ‘understanding’ between Lakota
and Wasicu.  In the deepest and most basic ways, we view the world from opposite directions.

These differences are absolute and irreconcilable.
You must understand:  We consider ourselves to be far superior to the Wasicus in every way that

matters.  This is not a ‘belief’; it is a perfectly obvious and unarguable fact.  We don’t merely pretend that
we are better than Wasicus, we know we are!  The hatred we feel for the Wasicus springs from no sense
of jealousy, fear, or some hidden sense of unacknowledged unworthiness.  Quite the contrary:  We truly
utterly and completely despise Wasicu civilization with deep passion.  We very fervently want absolutely
nothing to do with it other than to steal the things we want from them.

Some, such as Crazy Horse and the Cheyenne war leader Roman Nose, not only refused to compro-
mise or deal with Wasicus in any way except to kill them, Roman Nose refused to even touch anything
made by the Wasicus.29

For instance:  Both sides lie, steal, and murder.  The difference is that the Wasicus say lying, stealing,
and murdering are wrong.  We don’t as long as we are dealing with enemies.  They are hypocrites.  We
are not.  And the most fantastic thing is:  They honestly seem to believe the lies they tell themselves!

You must understand:  A Lakota can literally trust his life to almost any member of the tribe.  How-
ever, if you are not Lakota, then you are fair game.  To a Lakota, deceit is virtue when dealing with
others, especially Wasicus.  Lying is considered to be a fine art.  To an extent, these attributes seemed to
have been shared by most Indian tribes throughout the continent.  They are more obvious in some tribes
than in others — but to one extent or another, theft and murder are simply a way of life.  Torture is
considered to be a delightful recreation.  Though the practices of deceiving, lying, murdering, and tortur-
ing are practiced much more thoroughly and inventively by the Wasicus than they are by us — they
preach about these activities being wrong and dishonourable even as they do it themselves!  Then, they
punish us and say we are bad people for our comparatively mild forms of human deviltry!  They say we
are so evil that we must be exterminated! They say that our deceit and cruelty are justifications for their
oppression of us!

29 Editor’s Note: Roman Nose was a very effective but very showy warrior.  He was utterly fearless in battle.  Since he
refused to touch anything made by Wasicus, he knew that he was immune to their Power.  They could not touch him.  Since he
was invincible in combat, he was able to strike fear into the hearts of his enemy.  Following the Sand Creek Massacre, Roman
Nose became a principal figure. He led retaliatory strikes against white settlements in the Platte valley of Nebraska, western
Kansas, and eastern Colorado territories.  He distinguished himself in battle to such a high degree that the US military mistook
him for the Chief of the entire Cheyenne nation.  Known to all plains Indians as a great warrior and an acknowledged leader
during combat, Roman Nose’s reputation spread among the whites, who credited him with initiating most hostilities between
the Cheyenne and US military.  Contrary to popular myth, though, Roman Nose was never a chief, Dog Soldier, nor even the
leader of any of the six Cheyenne military societies.  Other Indians — while deeply respecting his abilities as a warrior —
otherwise considered Roman Nose to be something of a showy asshole.

In 1868, Roman Nose inadvertently ate food that had been prepared using an iron spoon.  He was then forced to do battle
before he had had time to purify himself.

As a result, Roman Nose correctly predicted his own death that day...

Y
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I am convinced that this ingrained conceit is something that the Wasicu people — much less their
government — will ever understand.  This complete lack of understanding on the part of the Wasicus was
at the root of many of the problems.  Mangas Coloradas — one of the most effective if not the most
famous of the Apache chiefs — was outraged when a soldier tried to tell him that he must now obey
American laws because the Americans had just beat the Mexicans.  In outrage, Mangas had cried, “You
own this land because you took it from the Mexicans? The Mexicans never had it to begin with! We did!
We have been robbing and killing the Mexicans at will for hundreds of years!  They have been like our fat
sheep that we kill when we need dinner!  And you say you now own this land because you beat the Mexi-
cans? Did you beat me to take this land?  Do I ask you to obey Apache laws?  Do you ask me for permis-
sion to kill Mexicans? What are these stupid things you say?”

This was a completely rational and realistic view of the situation that the Wasicus completely failed to
understand.  What could such people think of some smelly wicked illiterate savage who looked to them
like a cross between an Asian and an ape who absolutely thinks himself superior to them?

However, it must be said that this ignorance went both ways:  What could Mangas Coloradas know of
men with electric and gas light and huge cities and flying machines and centuries of art and literature and
progress?  There is simply no basis for any foundational precepts necessary for even the smallest begin-
ning of any likeness of understanding here.  The entire system of Lakota thought and philosophy is, in
very basic and fundamental ways, completely upside down from that of the Wasicus.  Since our view of
reality is completely different, then there is no comparison that will ever change their minds.  They think
that we should be down on our knees in thanks for being delivered from our lives of fun and plenty and
being allowed entry into their world of slavery and misery!  What they consider important and unim-
portant is completely different from what we consider important and unimportant.

Just after the Civil War, I spent some time in New York.  My thoughts were this:  “Yes, Wasicu, you
can build many impressive things that we cannot build — but are these things worth building?  You can
construct buildings to the sky, but who needs buildings to the sky?  You can feed more people with less
land — but at what cost to the people?  At what cost to the land?”

You must understand:  Our sense of superiority is absolute.  There is nothing false about it.  It is not
just sour grapes on our part.  I truly would rather spend my time and energy riding free on the Plains and
having fun in my warm tipi full of people who love me and making love with Deer Runner every night.
The Wasicu method of living consists of spending all of your time and energy doing very bad things so
that you can make someone else rich as you watch your family starve.  In my village, I know that any
time that I need food, shelter, medicine, a hiding place — or anything else I might need — I can go to any
of these tipis and be taken care of. Any of us can go to any tipi and be taken care of.  The Wasicus, on the
other hand, leave people freezing and starving even though most of them have much more than they need.
To the Lakota, this is literally insane.  There is no possibility of ‘understanding’ such behaviour.  There is
no inclination to try to understand such behaviour.

The Wasicu looks at the ends of the process, sees the wealth, and says it is ultimately good.
The Lakota looks at the means of the process, sees the horrifying spiritual implications, and says it is

ultimately evil...

You must understand:  Even discounting all the military and numerical advantages enjoyed by the
Wasicus, their most devastating weapon is their diseases...

It is said that a great disease came through in the distant time of the great, great grandfathers, and that
this disease killed nearly everyone in the world.  It is my belief that the utterly devastatingly deadly
diseases that the Wasicus bring with them everywhere that they go traveled from the original Indians that
Columbus contacted, (and kidnapped and raped and killed and enslaved whilst doing said ‘contacting’),
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and then these diseases spread to the rest of the Western Hemisphere, wiping out 80% to 90% of the
entire population of the Americas, most of whom had never even heard of white men.30

I notice that the Wasicus never actually took over Africa, Asia, or any of the other myriad places
where they conquered and enslaved the local populations.  Only in the Americas were they able simply to
replace the indigenous population.  Only in the Americas did they devastate the entire civilization so
completely.  Only in the Americas were the Wasicus able to completely destroy the native culture and
reduce it to complete insignificance.

All arguments are now academic since the Wasicus have won.  It is also academic because I am not
sure that ‘understanding’ between the races would have significantly changed the eventual outcome
anyway.  In fact, I doubt that it would have changed either Lakota attitude or Wasicu policy one little bit.
Wasicu policy was to take everything we had as quickly as they could by killing any who complained too
loudly or effectively.  If anything, I believe that if the Wasicus had had any inkling of the level of the
outrage and the depth of the hatred Lakota held toward Wasicu vileness, they would almost certainly have
killed us off even faster than they did.  The Wasicus’ only end was to dispossess us of our land.  They did
not really care much about anything else except at it related to achieving this end.  They did not bother
much with scruples since scruples were a hindrance to dispossessing us of our land.

The Wasicus know from centuries of experience that the only way to remove people like us from our
land is utterly to exterminate us with atrocious brutality, and so that is what they did.

For us, it was the slavery of the reservation or the grave.  There was no middle ground.31

I knew even then that the Wasicus would ultimately beat us.  First, there was the basic foundational
philosophical difference between Wasicu and Lakota concerning war:  Fighting wars is an avocation to
us.  It is not a way of life.  Fighting is something we do for fun in our spare time.  It was our equivalent of
competitive sports.  The central objective is not so much to kill the enemy — though that does indeed
happen fairly regularly — but to physically touch the enemy.  This is called ‘counting coup’.  It is, in fact,
much more prestigious to count coup upon an enemy who is still alive rather than one who is dead.  The
way we fight is exciting, scary, strenuous — and not really all that dangerous.  When we no longer feel
like playing, we go home.

30 Editor’s Note: Recent research has provided more and more evidence that this was indeed the case.  It seems that
somewhere between 60% and 90% of the population of the Americas died before ever hearing even rumours of ‘white’
people...

31 Editor’s Note: Following the Louisiana Purchase — the single largest act of incorporation ever to be undertaken by the
United States — the government began to grapple with the question of just what effect the purchase had on the Indians who
presently occupied the land.  Insight into the thinking of President Thomas Jefferson can be gained by perusing a rough draft
written by him for a proposed amendment to the Constitution — an amendment that failed.  According to A. H. Abel in the
history of events resulting in the Indian consolidation west of the Mississippi, the document stated that:  ‘The province of
Louisiana is incorporated with the US and made part thereof.  The right of occupancy in the soil, and of self-government, is
confirmed to the Indian inhabitants as they now exist.  Preemption only of the portions rightfully occupied by them and...
sovereignty in whatever is not or shall cease to be so rightfully occupied by them shall belong to the US legislature of the Union
shall have authority to exchange the right of occupancy in portions where the US have full rights for lands possessed by Indians
within the US on the East side of the Mississippi: To exchange lands on the East side of the river for those of the white
inhabitants on the West side thereof and above the latitude of 31 degrees.’

This passage is important for three reasons; 1)  It shows that the government tended to view the region as belonging to the
Indians; 2)  That ceded land must first be ceded to the US government and that; 3)  The region could possibly serve as an area in
which to concentrate eastern tribes.  Abel stated that Jefferson was contemplating the organization of what would have
become an Indian Territory, perhaps an Indian State.  This draft was submitted to Robert Smith, Secretary of the Navy, who
commented that ‘the rights of occupancy in the soil ought to be secured to the Indians and the Government ought, in my
opinion, to endeavor to obtain for them the exclusive occupation of the Northern portion of Louisiana excepting such posts as
may be necessary to our trade and intercourse with them.  But ought not this to be a subject of legislative provision?  If the
Indian rights of occupancy be a part of the Constitution might not the Government be hereafter thereby much entangled?
Under such a Constitutional guarantee the Indians might harass our military posts or our settlements in the Southern portion or
elsewhere in the most wanton manner and we could not disturb their rights of occupancy without a formal alteration of the
Constitution.’

They decided upon a less complicated strategy.
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Here is how it usually went during an Indian ‘war’:  Two sides would first face off, and then there
would be lots of shouting and taunting.  These would be followed by feints, dashes, and now and then an
injury or even a death.  After this, tribal honour having been defended, and acts of bravery having been
performed and witnessed, everyone yelled a few more taunts and insults, then went home for dinner.
There were occasionally serious battles and even a few massacres, but these were the exception rather
than the rule.

Wasicus, on the other hand, are very different.  I don’t know how or why this difference developed,
but the fact is that the Wasicus are psychotically driven to war.  There are many Wasicus to whom
making war is all that they do.  They live, breathe, and eat war.  They care about nothing else, they learn
nothing else, and they spend their lives doing almost nothing else.  They live in a World of War.

Indians do not fight to exterminate the enemy.  The Grandfathers say that sometime in the far past, the
Lakota had been driven from the east by the Wasicus.  They say that we had then killed many Crow and
Pawnee and taken the land that we currently occupied.

However that may be, the wars we fight now are strictly defensive.  We kill only those who physically
invade our land base.  We only burn forts and kill soldiers who are actually on our land.  We do not
invade New York City.  We do not strike at the infrastructure that allows them to expand.  We are basi-
cally very spoiled and arrogant savages who have it very good.  We know we have it very good, and we
refuse to just lie down.

In addition to all of this, we are also amongst the bravest and most expert fighters on the planet.  In
every fight with the Wasicus where there was anything even closely resembling even odds, we thoroughly
kicked their asses every time. Every time!  All Indians kick their asses every time!  They are incompetent
idiots — but they are well armed, and there are a lot of them.  Their unlimited numbers combined with
their vastly superior weaponry and their regimented and coordinated method of war in combination with
their utter ruthlessness makes the Wasicus invincible.  Another factor is that due to our complete indepen-
dence and freedom of thought, the Lakota are almost useless in any large scale or organized warfare.  We
may be brave and expert fighters, but we are very disorganized.  If a brave wants to go steal the horses of
an enemy during the heat of battle, he simply does it.  He does not ask permission.  He does not wait for
orders.  With such a mindset, it is difficult to organize complex military maneuvers.

They were going to beat us.  The writing had been on the wall for many years.  It was obvious to even
the most obtuse.  When one side is invading the other’s territory and the other side will only fight defen-
sively — when one side is fighting a war of complete extermination and the other is not — when one side
has unlimited numbers of people and an endless supply of overwhelmingly devastating tools of mass
death and the other does not — it is not difficult to discern which side will ultimately win.  The Wasicus
will not win because they are better than we are.  For one thing, they are not better than we are. We are
better than they are in almost every way except one.  We are happier and healthier than they are.  Our
culture is deeper and more spiritually fulfilling than theirs is.  When we are dealing with each other,
honesty, honour, and respect — attributes sorely lacking in Wasicu culture — are intrinsic to our very
view of reality.

We just don’t have the guns, the people, or the attitude.
And ultimately, the Wasicus have the advantage due to their willingness and ability to slaughter

everyone and destroy everything standing in their way.  They literally stop at nothing in order to achieve
their goals, no matter how murderous, dishonourable, destructive, or expensive this proves to be.  Wasicu
‘policy’ toward the Indian is no policy at all.  It runs a hypocritical gamut from extermination to impracti-
cal and highly insensitive Christian versions of humanitarianism.  The only consistent factor to their
policy is that it always completely ignores our lives and our peculiar heritage.

And as inevitable as the Wasicu occupation of North America was, there was absolutely positively less
than nothing justifiable in their attitudes or their policies toward the Indian.

These people are insane and they are taking over the whole world.  This means that the end of the
world cannot be much further than the lives of my grandchildren.  They will not beat us because they are
better than we are.  They will beat us because they are worse than we are.
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This seems very wrong to me — but this is evidently the way that Wakan Tankan wants it, so it is not
for me to question.

When I later learned more of the Wasicu god, I couldn’t help but thinking:  ‘What could He be think-
ing?’

The Wasicus wanted Paha Sapa.  Paha Sapa was the place where White Buffalo Calf Woman had
appeared.  It was the most sacred spot in our universe.  The Wasicus also wanted all of the Lakota to live
on the agency.  In other words — the Wasicus were saying that either they would buy our land or they
would simply take it.  One way, they got our land and we got money.  The other way, they got our land
and we got a bunch of dead women and children.

In council, no one even spoke of going to the agencies.  Little Big Man had gone there.  He said that
the people had to beg for what was rightfully theirs.  The food was unfit for anyone except a Wasicu.  The
flour was wormy and the salt pork was mouldy.  There was never enough to go around.  Each chief
competed with others to act the most like the Wasicus’ lackey so that his people would get the most food.
The people knew well that everyone along the long supply line was stealing their food.  The agents, the
freighters, the sellers, and everyone else who touched it stole everything that they thought they could get
away with, and evidently they could get away with stealing almost everything.  Drum-On-His-Back said
that the Wasicus had killed their own leader, Abraham Lincoln, and that Lincoln had once defined an
Indian reservation as a place ‘where Indians live surrounded by thieves.’  (I was the one who told this
story to Drum-On-His-Back since I had been there when he said it.)  Why go to the agency?  While the
free people occasionally went hungry because the Wasicus had killed almost all of the animals, the
agency Indians were forced to beg and humiliate themselves in order to be robbed — and then they
starved anyway.  The reservation Indians begged and starved as slaves while the Hunkpapa under Sitting
Bull, who stayed far away from the Wasicus, were living proud, free, and rich with many robes.  We
usually had enough meat.  Crazy Horse thought the fact that the proposal was even being discussed was
insane.  “This is unthinkable much less speak-able!  Just allow the Wasicus to steal our land and our
spirits?  They expect Crazy Horse to walk up to the Wasicus and say, ‘Here, Wasicu, just take Crazy
Horse’s land and Crazy Horse’s family and Crazy Horse’s spirit?’  Am I supposed to say, ‘I voluntarily
just give to you everything that I am and everything that I have without getting anything back that is
worth having?’”

Crazy Horse’s daughter, They Are Afraid Of Her, had recently died of cholera.  Talk of giving up
Paha Sapa was the last thing he needed.

Crazy Horse spoke these words only to me.  He had never once presumed to speak in council.  Crazy
Horse still thought of me as someone who understood Wasicus better than he did.  He thought this
because I was indeed someone who understood Wasicus better than he did.  It did not matter, though.  He
already knew all of the relevant facts.  While he might occasionally query me about this or that aspect of
Wasicu culture, he already saw the overall picture with crystal clear clarity.  Crazy Horse knew that the
Wasicus were invincible and that eventually his people would starve either way.  He also knew that in the
meantime, as long as we stayed on our hunting grounds our spirits would still live.  He knew that on the
agency, we would experience a living death, which was much worse than mere physical death.

I never told Crazy Horse that his fight was impossible and that he was going to lose.  He already knew
it.  I did not question Crazy Horse’s judgment.  I did not question his judgment because I completely
agreed with him.  Neither of us denied the inevitability or necessity of our actions.  Death was better than
life among the Wasicus.  I did not question him.  I did not say anything to him.

I just joined him in his fight.
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One night a Minneconjou snuck onto the White Earth River Agency and killed the agent’s nephew.
The Wasicus used this excuse to break yet another promise and move soldiers onto the agency.  The
women and children were very justifiably terrified of the soldiers.  United, the agency warriors could
easily have driven the soldiers off.  However, on the agency, the Wasicus had succeeded in dividing the
Indians against each other.  Thus, they had us fighting each other rather than our true enemy.

The Wasicus were now in the heart of Lakota country, and at the foot of Paha Sapa.  In the spring of
1875, word came that Long Hair Custer — the man noted for butchering unarmed villages full of women
and children — was coming to the sacred Paha Sapa with over 1,000 soldiers and wagon guns.

Crazy Horse believed that even the agency Indians would not accept this outrage.  Once the Wasicus
had moved in, when had they every left unless forced to?

Could they keep Custer out?  No. Everyone was willing, but the men only had one or two shells each.
The soldiers would be carrying dozens of shells in addition to their wagon guns.  Sitting Bull and his
Hunkpapas were far to the north and west.  Crazy Horse was in mourning over the death of his daughter.
He spent several days at her burial scaffold.  He was in no shape to go fight with Long Hair.

And worse:  Hundreds of miners were already pouring into Paha Sapa.  Even if the Lakota refused to
sell, and even if the government relented, once thousands of miners moved in it was a fait accompli.  The
miners would be impossible to remove.  They would kill the land, poison the air and the water, and kill all
the deer and elk.  They would mutilate the breast of Paha Sapa.

Messengers arrived. They came either from the Wasicus or from Red Cloud — no one was sure
which, or even if there was any difference anymore.

The men were Loafers-Around-The-Fort.
They had come to talk about selling Paha Sapa.

Crazy Horse, Touch-The-Sky, Big Road, and I all met the Loafers-Around-The-Fort in the council
lodge.  Before we met them though, Crazy Horse was adamant:  No matter what happened, Lakota must
not fight Lakota!

The Loafers-Around-The-Fort began the council in the traditional manner of laying presents on the
ground.  Crazy Horse was pleased when no one but the headmen touched them — and even then only to
take some tobacco in order to show a willingness to talk.  When the Loafers-Around-The-Fort stated their
purpose — which was to convince them to sell Paha Sapa — there was an angry outcry.  It was very
impolite, but the Wasicus had an extraordinary knack for bringing out the worst in people.  The Loafers-
Around-The-Fort rudely yelled back, saying that the Wasicus had already stolen Paha Sapa, and that they
might as well get something for it.  Their voices were not wise, patient, and thoughtful, as council voices
should be.  They were loud and contemptuous, as with a council of the Wasicus.

Then — Crazy Horse raised his hand to speak.
This was so extraordinary that a deep hush instantly descended upon the formerly loud and conten-

tious council.  This was an historical event.
Crazy Horse slowly looked into the eyes of each Loafer-Around-The-Fort, one by one.  He was letting

them see that the words were welling up in him.
Finally, he spoke.  He said:  “A man does not sell the earth that the people walk on.”
That was all.
That was enough.
After Crazy Horse’s words, no one else had anything else to say.
One by one and two by two, everyone else left the council until only Crazy Horse and myself

remained.  Crazy Horse looked at me, his eyes reflecting disbelief and a profound sadness.  Then he said,
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“Lakota people just came to me and suggested selling Paha Sapa!”  He closed his eyes for a few
moments.  Then, without another word, he got up and left.

The Wasicus wanted Red Cloud in Washington DC.  Like the good dog that he now was, Red Cloud
and several other chiefs complied.  Red Cloud’s central complaint was that he wanted a new agent who
would not steal all of their provisions.  Many Oglala complained that Red Cloud was not even a chief.  It
was highly disturbing that the Wasicus understood so little.  The chiefs of the Oglala were Old-Man-
Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses, Sitting Bear, and Brave Bear. These men could probably
persuade the Oglala to accept any agreements that they made with the Wasicus — but even then, each
individual made his choice.  The chiefs were leaders, but they were not commanders.  No Lakota could
speak for any other.

Then — Red Cloud said that he would not travel to Washington unless they made him head chief of
all the Oglala.  This caused painful smiles among the Oglala, for there were many chiefs.  There could be
no head chief of everyone.  They also shook their head over the fact that their enemies were trying to
dictate who their leaders would be.  They passed over the leaders that the people followed because of
their proven abilities to unite the Oglala, and they chose the controversial Red Cloud, who had violently
split with the Oglala 30 years previously over a scandal concerning the murder of a rival.

Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses was the son of Old-Man-Whose-Enemies-
Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses.  He was also a highly respected friend of Crazy Horse.  At about this time,
Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses came and talked to Crazy Horse.

Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses said that the world was changing and he
wanted to make a future for his people.  There were no more buffalo, so the Lakota had to learn to farm.
The Wasicus were here to stay.  They were too many and they were too powerful to resist.  Therefore, the
Lakota had to make some accommodation with them.

Crazy Horse puffed his pipe for a very long time to let Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-
His-Horses know that his words were being heard.  Finally, Crazy Horse said, “Even if agency life is
good, I can only walk the path that was revealed to me — but everyone sees that agency life is very bad.
Wasicus always promise to teach the Lakota a better way to live, but the results are always bad.  Before
long, the people are poor, hungry, and dispirited.  Half of them stay drunk.  They pay no attention to the
ceremonies and sell their sacred objects for the firewater that kills their souls and makes them stupid and
crazy.”

There was nothing else to say.  Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses knew that the
words of Crazy Horse were true.  Crazy Horse knew that the words of Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-
Afraid-Of-His-Horses were true.

Crazy Horse and Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses smoked for a long time.
Then, they went their separate ways...
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I heard that the Wasicu chief Sheridan was getting married in Chicago.  I also heard that Sherman and
several other prominent Wasicu military men would be in attendance.  I decided to take advantage of my
ability to pretend that I was a Wasicu and go see if I could learn any useful information.

I found them at the Grand Pacific hotel.  Sheridan was the commander the Missouri Division, which
meant that he was the overall commander of all the troops in the West.  My first impression upon meeting
him was that he had fallen into a river and allowed his uniform to dry whilst still wearing it.  I introduced
myself and provided a highly exaggerated explanation of my part in the war.  He effusively accepted me,
and even took me to an alcove at the hotel to meet several other generals, including General William
Tecumseh Sherman, who was the overall Commander-In-Chief of the entire army.  Also in the alcove was
a General Pope — whom I already knew to be a man who had lost all of his battles during the war whilst
claiming to have won them.

And finally, there was a fat whiskered general named Crook.
If I could have my choice to ever do anything in my life over again, I would have killed these men.
After a brief introduction, the esteemed gentlemen continued with their conversation — and it turned

out that said conversation concerned my central concern.  Crook was saying, “How the thunder do I keep
‘em out of the Black Hills?  There are ten thousand miners there already, hungry for gold, and I’m meant
to say, ‘Now, boys, you just leave the nuggets be and run along home directly.’  They’ll listen, won’t
they?”  Crook snorted.  “Ya’ll may imagine how a hard-case prospector will respond when I tell him that
he, a free-born American, can’t go anywhere that he damned well pleases on American soil.  Even if I do
persuade or drive him out, he’ll slip back in again.  Can’t blame him, sirs; the gold’s there, and you can’t
keep a dog from its dinner.”

“Treaty or no treaty,” said Pope.
“Treaty nothing!” snapped Sherman.  (I remembered that this was the man who had said that war was

hell — and then had gone on to prove it.)  “That’s all I hear from the soapy politicians, the Bible-pumping
hypocrites in Washington, and the virtuous old women who get up funds for the relief of our ‘red broth-
ers’ — how our wicked government violates treaties!  Yet they say not a word about the Indian viola-
tions!”  (I almost inquired as to what ‘violations’ he was speaking of that were not in direct response to
their violations...)  “We guaranteed them the Black Hills, sure, and they guaranteed us to keep the peace.
How do they keep their bargain?  By ripping up the tracks [that were illegally crossing our lands], scalp-
ing settlers [that were illegally settling on our lands], and tearing six kinds of hell out of each other after
every Sundance!  How many of them have settled on the reservations, can you tell me?”

Pope wagged his fat head, said that he understood some thousands had come in to the agencies and
quietly settled down.

“You don’t say?”  Sherman scornfully replied.  “Have you seen the Indian Office figures?  Out of
53,000 Sioux, 46,000 are ‘wild and scarcely tractable’.  Those are the very words, sir!  Oh, they’ll come
in to the agencies and collect the provisions we’re fool enough to hand out to them, and the clothes and
blankets and rifles — you bet they’ll come in for the rifles!”  (I wondered if Sherman was speaking of the
provisions, clothes, blankets, and rifles that were the agreed payment for the lands we had sold...)  “They
say the rifles are for hunting, but they are for hunting white settlers and soldiers, I dare say.  Do you know
how many thousands of new rifles — Remington and Winchester repeaters no less — that were shipped
up the Missouri by Indian traders last year?  How many million cartridges?  No, you don’t know because
Washington dare not say.  And the benevolent government permits it, to hostiles who’ve no least notion
of settling on reservations, or turning to farming, or accepting the education offered to them by a bunch of
old women in pants back east who’d never dare put their noses west of St. Louis.  Is it any wonder the
Sioux think we’re soft, and grow more insolent by the day?  I need a drink...”

Sherman stumped off.  Crook shook his head and said, “He’s right, it makes no sense to arm the tribes
while we keep our own troops short of proper equipment.  Someone eventually is going to have to pay for
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that policy I fear.  It will probably be someone in a blue coat earning $13 a month to guard his country’s
frontier.”

This all sounded like the typical soldier’s complaints about politicians.  However:  These were not
typical soldiers.  They were the soldiers.  I did not doubt that they were well informed on Indian policy,
and I already knew that their government was corrupt and inefficient.  Innocently, I interjected a contro-
versial subject:  “I guess the business of supplying the Indians is a very lucrative one, eh?”

Sheridan shot me a glance.  Crook looked me straight in the eye and said, “That is the devil of it.  A
trader can get $100 in buffalo skins for one repeater, and 20¢ a cartridge.  But that’s small pickings to the
profits of contractors who supply the agencies with rotten meat and mouldy flour, or agents who cook
their books and grow fat at the Indian’s expense.”

“Come, George,” said Pope, “not all the agents are rascals.”
“No,” replied Crook, “some of them are just incompetent.  Either way the Indian goes hungry, so I

guess I can’t blame him if he prefers not to rely on the agencies — except for weapons.”
Since the bar was so low when dealing with Wasicus, even this enfeebled attempt at understanding

slightly increased my respect for this Crook.
I then said, “You say there are 46,000 armed Sioux?  That is twice the size of the US Army, isn’t it?”
Sheridan laughed and then cracked a joke that I found highly alarming:  “Gentlemen, we have a spy in

our midst!”
Unsuspecting that Sheridan’s joke was literally the truth, everyone laughed.  Sheridan continued:

“That’s about right, but fortunately not all of those Sioux are truly hostile, no matter what Sherman may
think.  Only a handful, in fact.  The rest simply don’t want to live on agencies and reservations.  The few
real wild spirits — Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull and the like — don’t amount to more than a few thou-
sand braves.  There is no danger of a general outbreak, if that’s what you’re thinking.  No danger of that
at all.”

This man had obviously never met Crazy Horse.  I was highly comforted that Sheridan actually
seemed to believe this crap.

A short while later, I went to the dining room and ordered dinner.  Then, I spotted probably the last
person in the world that I expected to see: Spotted Tail was eating there! Adding to the surrealism of the
situation, Spotted Tail was dressed just like a rich Wasicu!

There was, in fact, a large table seating nearly a score of Lakota — and all of them were dressed as
Wasicus!

This was bizarre.  Spotted Tail was the ultimate Lakota.  He had counted more coups and killed more
Wasicus, Crow, and Pawnee than anyone else in the entire Lakota Nation.  He was a living legend.

Now he was wearing a long black coat and trousers, a big black cravat knotted around a high white
collar, and a gold watch chain hanging over his vest.  Except for his very Indian face, he could have been
a Wasicu politician.

I felt as if I had suddenly found myself in some ridiculous dream.
In amazement, I asked, “What are you doing here?”
If Spotted Tail was surprised to see me there, he showed no sign.  His eyes twinkled as he deliberately

misinterpreted my question and answered, “The Palmer House is a better hotel — at least they have better
girl servants — but they had no rooms, so we are staying here.”

His aire of normalness simply exacerbated my disbelief.  I didn’t know what to say.  “But why are you
so far from your lodge?  Why are you dressed like this?  What are you doing here?”
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Spotted Tail continued to play with me by assuming an arrogant and superior aspect as he said, “The
Wasicu’s robes are very proper when visiting the Grand Pacific.  I have been to the tipi of the Great
White Father in Washington.  Now I return to my agency.  It is two suns on the iron horse.”

While I knew that the Sioux language was rich with metaphors, I sensed that Spotted Tail was using
them ironically.  He did not have to talk to me about ‘the tipi of the Great White Father’ or the ‘iron
horse’.  He could just have easily simply said President Grant and train.  He knew the hotels of Chicago
well enough, and I knew that he spoke at least a little English.  I knew that he had learned it whilst a pris-
oner at Fort Leavenworth.  I knew that Spotted Tail was very smart and wise, though, so I assumed that it
suited him to play the romantic stage-Indian for some reason.  I was amazed that the Grand Pacific even
allowed Indians until I realized that they were probably used to these occasional delegations passing to
and from Washington.  They not only tolerated them, they made much of them for policy’s sake, as they
provided a rare show for the other diners.  During the course of the experience I overheard someone at
another table say, “Why, they eat just like civilized people!” and “Isn’t that chief a card, though?
Wouldn’t think to look at him that he has taken a hundred scalps, would you?” and “He doesn’t look so
savage.  I think that most of this Indian nonsense is a lot of hype.”  (In my mind, I compared Spotted
Tail’s current comportment to when I had seen him tearing into a bloody buffalo hump with his fingers.  I
wanted to suggest that this Wasicu drop in during the middle of battle — he would quickly learn how
much ‘hype’ there was to Spotted Tail’s reputation...)

But what the onlookers were saying was true:  Spotted Tail and his entourage, in their formal clothing,
were not all that unlike the other diners.  If anything, they were better mannered than the Wasicus were.
They used the cutlery properly, and they did not gorge themselves or belch.  They sat with perfect compo-
sure waiting for the courses and they preserved almost total silence during the meal.

Eventually, Spotted Tail inquired after his nephew Crazy Horse.  I said that the Wasicu chiefs had
referred to him as the most hostile of the Indians.

“Hiya!”  Spotted Tail replied.  “He is a wild warrior.  He counted coup on Fetterman, and he whipped
the soldiers at Lodge Trail Ridge.  He is a fighter who hates the Wasicus.  They fear him because he
makes no treaties and fights for his land and people.  But his heart is good and his tongue is straight.
Hiya! I am proud of Little Curly.”

“But you don’t fight the Wasicu any longer,” I pointed out.  “You go softly wearing Wasicu clothes to
talk to the Great Father in his tipi.”

For me to bait such a distinguished warrior was highly presumptuous and almost disrespectful.  How-
ever, Spotted Tail just smiled and said, “I have seen fifty winters and three.  My war-shirt bears more
scalps of Pawnee, Crow, Shoshoni, and Wasicu soldiers than any other in the Sioux nation.  Four times I
counted coup on Long Knives in the Fight of Bear-That-Scatters under Fort Laramie.  Is it enough?  It is
enough.  I have seen the Wasicu’s world now, the fire-canoes and iron horses, the great tipis that touch
the clouds, the lodge where fair young maidens guard the Great Father’s gold, the cities where the people
are like ants.  At first, I thought that they sent the Wasicus to follow us from city to city to make us think
that there were so many; now I know that in New York every day more people come from far lands than
would make up the entire Lakota nation.  Can Spotted Tail’s lance and hatchet hold back all these?  No.
They fill the land, they sweep away the buffalo, they plant seed on the prairie where I ran as a young boy,
and they make roads and railways over the hunting grounds.  Now they want to take Paha Sapa and there
will be no land left to the people where we can live freely in the old ways.  We cannot stop it.  To fight is
useless.  This I know, and now I make the best terms I can for my own folk because I see beyond these
winters to the time when all the land belongs to the Wasicus and my children must be part of it or wither
to nothing.  Others do not see as I do.  Crazy Horse, Gall, Black Moon, Little Big Man, and Sitting Bull.
Perhaps even old Red Cloud.  They would fight to the last tuft of buffalo grass.  They are wrong, and if
they go out to battle with the soldiers, I will stay in my lodge — not because my heart is weak, but
because I am wise.  My heart is Lakota, and for those who take the last war-path, I will say, ‘Heya-kie, it
is a good day to die.’”

Spotted Tail spoke in a matter-of-fact tone without any bluster or self-pity.  He was not only the great-
est of the Lakota leaders, he was also the cleverest.
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If Spotted Tail was giving up, the Lakota were done.
The next night, I dined with the army officers again.  Crook expressed the opinion that the negotia-

tions would be done by October with a treaty no later than November — or “...the Moon When the Horns
are Broken Off,” as Crook expressed it.

My mind was distracted and without really thinking much about it, I offhandedly told Crook, “That is
how the Santee say it, but to the Hunkpapa the Moon When the Horns are Broken Off is December.”

I knew I had made a mistake when all conversation suddenly ceased and everyone stared at me.  Pope
said, “Now that I think about it, I saw you having conversation with that rascal Spotted Tail last night.”

Crook said, “The man barely speaks English.  I’m surprised you could have a conversation with him.”
To which Pope replied, “They seemed to be having no problem.  Either Spotted Tail secretly speaks

English, or Mr. Valance speaks Sioux.”
Sherman sharply said, “Do you speak Sioux, Mr. Valance?”
I saw no need to prevaricate.  I affirmed that I was conversant in the Sioux language.
“And you know Spotted Tail?”
I admitted this also.  I explained that I had spent time with the Sioux in the late 1850s.
Sherman said, “That is remarkable.  Spotted Tail is the leader of the Brulé Sioux, and he will be one of

the lead negotiators with the Allison commission.  Do you happen to know his nephew, Crazy Horse?”
Since knowing Crazy Horse could prove dangerous, I simply said that I knew who he was, but that I

did not know him well.
“Well,” said Sherman, “I don’t think we have anyone on the commission who knows Spotted Tail at

all well.  In addition, William B. Allison, who is heading the commission, is a bit of a dolt if you ask me.
I also don’t think we have anyone who is very conversant in the Sioux language.  I don’t suppose I could
persuade you to accompany the commission, could I?”

I thought about the implications for a moment.  If I were ever found out, I would be in very serious
trouble.  However, the intelligence I could gain by being considered an ‘insider’ would be priceless.
Thus, I agreed to join the Allison Commission on their quest to rob us of Paha Sapa.

Upon the arrival of the commissioners at the agency, I snuck away and called upon Red Cloud. I
needed to see where he stood.  When I found him, I noted that he had also adopted the wearing of Wasicu
clothes — however, Red Cloud was not in a four-star hotel in Chicago, but in his own lodge.  He was
now full of petty complaints about things that he would not have wasted his breath on when he had been a
great war leader.  He complained about the presence of the Bluecoat soldiers at Camp Robinson, about
the poor rations, about the unfriendly Wasicu agent, and about the willful young Oglala who refused to
stay on the reservation and ran off to live with Crazy Horse or Sitting Bull.  The only time Red Cloud
showed any of his old fire was when he spoke of the Wasicus invading Paha Sapa.

The Wasicus had declared Red Cloud a ‘chief’ not because he commanded respect amongst the
Lakota, but because he was capable of dealing with us. After ‘Red Cloud’s War’, he became prominent
in parleys and conferences with the Wasicus.  Red Cloud went to Washington several times.  Even if he
was not a ‘chief’ to his own people, early on he had made a true reckoning of Wasicu abilities and intents:
By 1870, Red Cloud and Spotted Tail both realized that the Wasicus were too powerful to resist — far
too powerful.  They also realized that no matter what the Wasicus said or what promises they gave, they
meant to take everything.  They had already decided that at this council, they might as well get whatever
they could out of the deal.

To my amazement, immediately after going on at such length concerning how miserable life was on
the agency, Red Cloud did not ask how he might escape the agency — instead, he asked me how long it
would be before Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull came to their senses and moved onto an agency!

I could not decide if I should be angry or just sad.  This was a stupid question.
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Since it was Red Cloud, I remained respectful and answered the obvious:   “Crazy Horse will never
live on a reservation.  Neither will Sitting Bull.”

Then, Red Cloud said, “The day will come when their people will be hungry.  It is better to eat stringy
beef than to starve.”

With this, I could no longer hide my contempt.  I stood up and insulted him:  “You both look and
speak like a Wasicu.”

Then I walked out.

Wasicu magic had worked again.  It had transformed a feared War Chief who had once soundly beaten
the Wasicus and turned him into a fearful little child who had sold his soul...

The Wasicus not only wanted Paha Sapa, they also wanted the Shifting Sands River country and the
Shining [Bighorn] Mountains.

With hindsight, I now realize that Red Cloud’s defeat of the Wasicus was probably bad for the Lakota
in the end because it convinced many of the wilder ones that the Wasicus could be stopped by force.
Since Red Cloud’s victory, there had been twenty-five years of smouldering, scrappy, and unorganized
warfare.  Crazy Horse had wiped out Fetterman’s command, and Spotted Tail’s people had lifted 80
Wasicu scalps in the very shadow of Fort Laramie.  In addition, Chivington had massacred hundreds of
women and children at Sand Creek, and Custer had done the same at Washita.  These were all solo pieces,
so to speak.  However, they were always accompanied by burned settlements and villages, ambushed
wagon trains, punitive expeditions, derailed trains, dispossessions, and tribal evictions.  Even though the
wiser chiefs such as Spotted Tail and Red Cloud saw how it must end, this solved nothing.  By 1875, the
buffalo were almost gone.  To most, it was plain that all the Lakota must soon settle down and make the
best of it.

The play was almost over.

While I had no intention of actually assisting this commission in any way, I could easily have done so
simply by placing a gag over the mouth of the head commissioner.  While the hostilities almost surely
would have continued no matter what, they were extended mostly due to the idiocy and incompetence of
Mr. Allison.  Any time that the Wasicus wish to speak to native peoples, it seems that they invariably
choose as their spokesperson the most obstinate, shortsighted, arrogant, and tactless clown available.  Mr.
Allison saw his job as persuading the Lakota to surrender Paha Sapa in return for compensation.  To him,
that meant simply fixing a price and telling us to take it or leave it.  Mr. Allison evidently figured that
since he was a senator and we were a bunch of ignorant savages, then he would have no trouble convinc-
ing us of his wisdom.  He was also planning on meeting only with the ‘peaceful’ Indians.  As Mr. Allison
said, “If Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull are so intractable and foolish as not to meet us, on their own heads
be it.  We can talk only to those who will talk to us, and if the hostiles will not share our deliberations,
they cannot complain if the treaty is not to their satisfaction.  We can only reach it and trust that reason
will prevail with them after the event.”

Mr. Allison was an idiot — but at least he was an optimistic idiot.
There were several other factors besides Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull interfering with the successful

theft of the Black Hills, though.  The agency Indians were testy because the winter had been hard and the
government had been slow in delivering the supplies that were payment for the land that had already been
stolen.  This was one of the reasons Red Cloud and Spotted Tail had journeyed to Washington to
complain.  In their absence, several of Spotted Tail’s warriors had worked themselves into frenzy at the
Sun Dance and killed some Black Hills’ miners.  They had also struck a blow at our old enemies the



83

Pawnee.  There had also been a nasty brush between the Brulés and Custer’s 7th Cavalry, which was so far
the only encounter wherein Custer and Crazy Horse had directly faced each other.

Washington had held an inquiry on the agencies and found Indian complaints to be well grounded.  In
spite of this finding, the only action taken was that the agent at Red Cloud’s Agency had been removed.
No other official or contractor had been punished.

This was the mood and atmosphere at the agencies when William B. Allison arrived with all of his
arrogant pomp and consequence.

The commissioners had expected to meet quietly with a few compliant chiefs and arrange an inexpen-
sive trade.  They were in for a rude surprise.  When we arrived at the meeting place, which was on the
White River between the Red Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies, the plains for miles around were covered
with Lakota camps and immense herds of grazing ponies.  From the Missouri River to the Shining
Mountains, all the nations of the Lakota and many of our Cheyenne and Arapahoe friends joined in.
There were over 20,000 Indians gathered.

The commissioners first decided to have a private dinner with the selected chiefs to try to soften them
up and feel them out.  The dinner was a disaster.  From the very first, it was evident that the chiefs were
thoroughly disgruntled and at odds amongst themselves.  I was seated between Red Cloud and Standing
Elk, supposedly so advantage could be taken of my linguistic genius.  I had told neither Red Cloud nor
Spotted Tail of my rôle.  Both men gazed at me in highly suspicious manners, and they replied in mono-
syllables to the amiabilities and polite inquiries that Allison and the others addressed to them through me.
You could feel the suspicion and hostility coming from them like a wall.

However, the gloom did not prevent the guests from eating like starving wolves.  Red Cloud remarked
that this food was certainly much better than the slop the agency had been providing his people all winter.
In the interest of diplomacy, I translated Red Cloud’s remark as a compliment to the chef.

As they departed, I saw Spotted Tail give me a significant look.
Sure enough, when I left a while later, the Brulé chief was waiting for me.  He did not beat around the

bush.  He said, “Why are you sitting with the Wasicus, White Fox?”
“They think I am on their side.  They think that because I was a soldier during their war I can provide

a bridge between their words and yours.  I am privy to their inner councils, and I can ascertain much
useful information.”

Spotted Tail gazed at me with suspicion for a few more moments.  Then, he laughed and said, “This is
very good, White Fox! Very good indeed! You can begin by telling them that we will never give up Paha
Sapa.”

I decided to be blunt:  “They have already taken Paha Sapa.  You say you have been there; did you not
see the hills crawling with miners like ants on an anthill that has been kicked?  Did you not say to me in
Chicago that the lance and hatchet of Spotted Tail cannot stop them?”

Spotted Tail stiffened.  Such bluntness was alien to Lakota discourse.  We were learning many things
from the Wasicu.  Finally, Spotted Tail said, “There are other lances and hatchets.”

I had trouble showing respect for Spotted Tail.  I finally said, “Do you speak of Crazy Horse and
Sitting Bull?  They will not provide any final answers, and you know it.  These talks are a sham.  Paha
Sapa is gone, and we will never get it back.  If you resist them, they will not leave you a single buckskin
on your back.  You should try to get the best bargain that you can.  I know that you see as clearly as I do.
You must also understand that they will try to cheat you and pay you much less than Paha Sapa is worth.
You must try to get as much as you can while you can.  If you try to fight them you will end up with your
family dead and your village in smoke.”

Spotted Tail quietly contemplated this for several minutes.  Then, he asked, “Will you tell the Wasicu
chiefs what we have spoken of here?”

“Only if you want me to,” I replied.  “I think it would be better for me to tell them that Spotted Tail is
afraid because his fellow chiefs don’t want to sell Paha Sapa.  I will advise them to offer a very good
price, and to take into account what it would cost in Wasicu blood and Wasicu money if the Lakota were
pushed into fighting because the price is not high enough.”

Spotted Tail just looked sad now.  “And what price do you think the Lakota would accept?”
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“I don’t know.  That is for you to decide.  However, I strongly suggest you insist that the price be paid
in gold, on the barrelhead, and I would not budge an inch for anything less.  And whatever you do, do not
hand over your guns.”

Spotted Tail studied me closely for a moment.  Then he asked, “And what of White Fox?  Will you
also give up and become a Wasicu dog?”

I laughed ironically. Then I said, “Are you crazy?  I would rather be dead than be a Wasicu.  I will
join Crazy Horse and fight them to the last...”

When the purpose of the commission was made clear, the agency Indians were split as to what to do.
Some said that the land was lost anyway, and they should get what they could.  The young warriors said
that they would fight.

Spotted Tail got up in front of the council, and announced that the Lakota wanted $40 million for Paha
Sapa.

I inwardly cheered.  Then, I studied the commissioners closely as I translated.  (It is not often that one
gets to see a senatorial commission kicked in the balls.)  However — they did not even blink, and my
suspicions were instantly aroused.  Allison answered at tedious length, but his obscurant polemic could
not conceal his point, which was that the government was prepared to offer only $6 million — with the
payments spread out over several years at that.  (This would have been quite a bargain.  A single mine in
the Black Hills eventually yielded over $500 million...)

There was some nonsense about ‘leasing’ Paha Sapa.  When I explained this concept, the chiefs were
astounded.  “The Wasicus want to borrow Paha Sapa?”  To their credit, the chiefs immediately dismissed
this as the nonsense that it was.  In disgust, Spotted Tail finally told them to make an offer in writing, and
they would meet again soon.

Red Cloud had not even bothered to attend.
After five days, there was no consensus.  At noon of the fifth day, though, a bold statement was finally

made and a decision was finally reached.  As the desultory haggling continued, 200 mounted warriors in
full war regalia suddenly came screaming over the horizon and charged the council tent.

They stopped just short, pulling up in a cloud of dust.
200 Lakota warriors charging you is a singular experience.  It is not an event to be taken lightly.

Imagine seeing your death thundering toward you on wild painted ponies that will snarl and bite you, and
imagine that there is nothing you can do but wordlessly wait for them to overrun you.  The thought of
resisting such a manifestation does not even enter your mind.  You can only wordlessly watch in morbid
fascination understanding that you are completely helpless.  The warriors were painted and feathered.
They were carrying rifles and lances.  They were singing wild war songs.

Then, at a signal, hundreds more galloped down from the surrounding hills.  At yet another signal, yet
more hundreds joined them…

The men who would sell Paha Sapa were suddenly surrounded by about a thousand angry warriors.  It
was made known that the first chief to speak up for selling their sacred lands would be killed.

Then, the warriors opened a path.
Little Big Man approached.
He was dressed and painted for war.
It was understood that Little Big Man was the emissary of Crazy Horse.
Little Big Man galloped his horse right into the council tent with a blood-chilling war whoop.  He

pulled up only at the last second in a massive cloud of dust right in front of the commissioners.
Then, he snarled at them.  Lest his gesture be misinterpreted, Little Big Man cried, “I have come to

kill the white people who want to steal our land!”
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The Wasicus had badly misjudged the situation.  They had been led to believe that they had won.
They had been told that the Indians were cowed and beaten and could be disposed in whatever manner
that the commissioners saw fit.  Instead, the commissioners suddenly found themselves in a very volatile
and highly dangerous situation.  These people did not seem cowed or beaten by any stretch of the imagi-
nation.  Quite the converse, if fact.  The Wasicu treaty-talkers, their women, their writers, their photogra-
phers, and even the soldiers, were suddenly very afraid.  Everyone was sure that the first person to speak
would be shot — and that a massacre would then commence.  They were surrounded and seriously
outgunned by thousands of very irate, scary, and exceedingly rancorous warriors.

Just as the tension seemed about to explode into violence, Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-
Of-His-Horses abruptly stood.  He moved directly in front of Little Big Man and fixed him with his eyes.

They glared at each other for a long while.
No one else breathed.
It was expected by some of the more obtuse observers that one of the warriors would shoot Young-

Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses.  This, of course, did not happen.  After a long while,
Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses quietly said, “You should go to your lodges, my
foolish young friends.  Come back when your heads have cooled.”

The stare down between Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses and Little Big Man
continued for a bit longer.  Would Little Big Man strike at Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-
His-Horses?

Little Big Man later explained that at this point he remembered what Crazy Horse had said: ‘No
matter what happens, Lakota must never raise a hand against Lakota.  That way is death.’

Little Big Man also considered the fact that Young-Man-Whose-Enemies-Are-Afraid-Of-His-Horses
was highly respected by both the tribe in general, and by Crazy Horse in particular.

Little Big Man turned his pony and rode away.
The surrounding ring of warriors backed off.
The agency chiefs packed up and left.
The Wasicus started breathing again.
Red Cloud and Spotted Tail announced a price, but most of the Lakota returned to their villages with-

out signing anything.
Crazy Horse had won.
Crazy Horse, Big Road, Black Twin, and the other non-agency Lakota left, and made a big winter

camp on the Buffalo Tongue [Tongue] River.

And so, thanks to Allison and Little Big Man, the treaty died then and there.  At the next meeting at
Camp Robinson, Spotted Tail announced the Sioux’s final rejection of the offer.  Allison warned him that
the government would just go ahead and take the land anyway.  If we subjected freely, we would be paid
$6 million.  If we fought, we would receive nothing.  (And of course, the unspoken but well understood
by both sides threat was that we would also be slaughtered along with our families.  As previously noted,
the Wasicus were widely noted for driving a hard bargain...)

The most they could get from the aging chief was a promise to send word to Sitting Bull and Crazy
Horse.  They were the war leaders.  If they accepted, then he and Red Cloud would give it their blessing.
Standing Bear was to be the ambassador, since he was a protégé of Sitting Bull and well liked by him.
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Everyone knew that all of this was bogus.  The hostile chiefs would never accept any terms that relin-
quished Paha Sapa. I don’t think that either party was really negotiating in good faith.  I am convinced
that Spotted Tail and Red Cloud were ready to accept any terms that even closely approached honourable.
Unfortunately, they did not get them.  Otherwise, they might have been able to win enough support to
make the opposition unimportant.  This would have made it much cheaper for the Wasicus to steal our
land than mustering soldiers to kill everyone.

However, thanks to Allison’s lack of tact and thanks to the rip-off price being offered — the whole
project was dead on arrival.  The Lakota left Camp Robinson in bitter fury.

While Allison expressed personal pique, I do not think he was surprised.  I also think that Washington
didn’t really mind all that much.

I think that the central purpose of the commission was simply to prove how intransigent we were in
order to justify killing all of us and stealing our land.

The commissioners returned to Washington to report failure.  They recommended that the Black Hills
simply be appropriated regardless of the wishes of the Sioux, and regardless of the 1868 treaty.  A special
inspector for the Indian Bureau reported that the Sioux living outside reservations were well fed and well
armed.  He said, “They are lofty and independent in their attitudes, and are therefore a threat to the reser-
vation system.”

This inspector recommended that troops be sent against these Sioux “...in the winter, the sooner the
better, and whip them into subjection.”

The Wasicus in Washington made a fatal misjudgment though.  (Their history indicates a definite
predilection for this characteristic.)  Because Little Big Man had backed down at Camp Robinson, it
became accepted gospel amongst the Wasicu policy makers that the Sioux would not fight.  All further
actions were being carried out in accordance with this belief.

Deer Runner and I rode off to join Crazy Horse’s band.
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Chapter Seven:
The Greasy Grass

My love is a ghost.  I am a ghost.

—George Armstrong Custer

1876
The Great Plains

n the depths of the next winter, several young men from the Red Cloud Agency rode into Crazy
Horse’s camp.  They carried a message from the Wasicus.  After they were fed, warmed, and

rested, the messengers gathered in the council lodge with the headmen and the people. The message was
simple:  All Lakota who did not come into the agencies by the end of the month would be considered
hostile.  Crazy Horse, Big Road, Black Twin, and I looked at each other in amazement.  We were amused
and angered by the presumption and stupidity of the demand.  Under the winter conditions, it had taken
the messengers a full month to reach Crazy Horse’s camp from Red Cloud’s Agency.  Now, our entire
village — with all our women, children, and old people — were expected to make the same journey in
two weeks? Even the Wasicus could not be that stupid.  I explained that the Wasicus were indeed very
stupid — but that in this case, they neither expected nor wanted us to make such a journey.  They wanted
to force a fight.  They were making a demand that was impossible to achieve in case we were inclined to
attempt such a journey — which they well knew we weren’t.  They just wanted a justification for killing
all of us.

So — it finally came down to it.  It was war with the Wasicus.  In one sense, it was sad because the
young, the old, and the weak would suffer in any war.  On the other hand, both Crazy Horse and I were
glad.  All of the lies, politicking, blackmail, bribes, threats, and underhanded maneuvering were now
over.  The issues would be settled by a straightforward and honourable clash of arms.  In the council tent,
not many words were needed.  Very diplomatically, Big Road said, “Tell the agent that the snow is deep,
there is no grass, and the ponies are already weak.”

Very undiplomatically, Black Twin added:  “Tell him also that we are not willing to be told where we
must live in our own country.”

Crazy Horse just smiled.

In March 1876, when his scouts discovered an Indian trail, General Crook sent a detachment under
Colonel Joseph Reynolds to locate our camp along the Shifting Sands River in southeastern Montana.  He
found it.  At dawn on March 17th, Reynolds ordered a charge.  His troops overran our camp, and we
retreated to the surrounding bluffs.  As soon as we were able to organize, we were able to hold the troops
at bay.  We fired on them as they burned our village and rounded up our horses.  It would have been a
defeat, but Crazy Horse once again made idiots out of the Wasicus when he regrouped the warriors and,
during a snowstorm that night, recaptured our herd.

I
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Two months later, I was scouting near Paha Sapa for a war party that was ambushing Wasicus.  I
spotted a Wasicu wagon train.  I pretended to be a Wasicu and approached the train to see what there was
to see.

The wagon train was full of prospectors, gamblers, prostitutes, and other assorted hopefuls.  It had
been organized in Georgetown, Colorado by two brothers named Colorado Charley and Steve Utter.

Charles Utter cut a notable figure; although only five and a half feet tall, he was extremely meticulous
in his appearance, which was highly unusual for a Wasicu in that place and time.  His long, flowing blond
hair and mustache was perfectly groomed, he wore hand-tailored fringed buckskins, fine linen shirts,
beaded moccasins, and a large silver belt buckle.  He carried a pair of gold, silver, and pearl ornamented
pistols.  He slept under the highest quality blankets, imported from California, and carried with him
mirrors, combs, razors, and whiskbrooms.  Most unusual of all, he insisted on bathing daily.

They were, of course, headed for the gold rush in Paha Sapa.
Then, I heard a familiar voice say, “Trinity!  Good to see you!”
It was Wild Bill Hickok.
“Hello, James.  Good to see you too.  What are you doing here?”
“We’re headed for Deadwood to go some relieve the miners of their gold dust.  Allow me to introduce

my friends:  These two ugly gentlemen are Charley and Steve Utter,” he said, indicating the two brothers,
“this is Valentine McGillycuddy,” he said indicating a man who appeared in his mid-twenties, “and this
lovely female is Martha Jane Cannary, known more popularly as ‘Calamity Jane’.”

Calamity Jane was actually a rather homely woman who dressed, acted, and looked like a man.
“Well, James, it is good to see you — but there is a pretty serious territorial dispute over this land

between the Sioux and the Whites.  Don’t you think this is kind of dangerous?”
Hickok laughed, and said, “Since when has danger stopped me from doing anything?”
Calamity Jane saw fit to add, “We have four of the top Indian fighters in the West, so we’re not too

worried.”
Hickok gave Calamity Jane a warning look, but she did not seem very sensitive to such signals.  She

continued:  “I’ve been scouting for Crook and Custer for years, and I’m still attached to my scalp!”
I gave the woman a baleful look and then ignored her.
I quietly said to Hickok, “Well, you know where I stand, James.  If we meet again, don’t be

surprised.”
Hickok smiled and said, “Sure, Trinity.  Nothing personal.”
Steve Utter said, “What, is this guy some Injun lover or something?”
Hickok sharply said, “That’s none of your affair, Steve.  Trinity is a good man, and I’ll vouch for him

any day of the week.”
After some good byes, I allowed them to continue without alerting the war party to their presence...

One morning soon after, I entered Crazy Horse’s lodge.  I packed, lit, and offered a pipe to let him
know that I had important words I wished to share.

After smoking, I said, “All of the Wasicu star chiefs think that I am one of them.  It would be good if I
joined them and learned of their plans.”

Crazy Horse agreed.  “Will you infiltrate the lodge of Three Stars Crook?”
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“No,” I replied, “Three Stars is a very smart man, but he is not a very good general.  I think it would be better to join
Long Hair Custer.  He is a very good general, but a very stupid man.  Long Hair will be likely to cause us much more
damage than Three Stars could, and Long Hair would be much less likely to discern that I am actually Lakota.”

Crazy Horse merely nodded his head.
Thus, it was done. I rode off into history...

Speaking of ‘history’:  While it is possible to document who I was and some of what I did in the
historical record, no one seems to know or care enough to bother.  While I have read of some of my
exploits here and there, I have never been able to find myself identified by name.  I was always an
‘unidentified person’ or an ‘unknown man’.  Considering what I did and whom I did it with, this is rather
remarkable.  While many people reported upon my activities over the next few days, none of the reporters
knew who I was.  Therefore, my part in the upcoming actions remains a mystery to historians.

After my discussion with Crazy Horse, I wired Phil Sheridan telling him that I wished to scout for
Custer, and I requested a letter of introduction.  Custer was with the 7th Cavalry at Fort Lincoln near
Bismarck.  After receipt of Sheridan’s reply, I proceeded there.  Upon arrival, I presented the letter to
Custer.

He stared at me very hard for several moments.  Finally, he said, “I never forget a face, and I seem to
have unpleasant associations in connection with yours.  Where have we met, sir?”

“Hopidan,” I inwardly exclaimed!  These Wasicus filled me with infinite hunhe!
Strangely enough, I was simply able to tell the truth:  “I rescued two of your men from Mosby’s Raid-

ers in Virginia.  I then camped with you for two days.  We briefly met while I was there.”
Custer said, “Ah, yes, I remember that.  However, I think that this was not our only meeting...”
I squirmed inwardly, though I kept my outward projection stone cold and unreadable.  Not surpris-

ingly, but to my deep chagrin nonetheless, Custer then remembered our second meeting; his eyes
widened, and in a highly accusatory manner he cried, “You were eating with Longstreet right at the time
of Appomattox!”

While — on a certain deeply perverse and strange level I have some respect for Long Hair — overall,
I really absolutely horrifically detest this man!  It would have been so much simpler if he had simply
forgotten that.  Fortunately, I had prepared myself in case he hadn’t.  I explained that I was a prisoner of
war at the time, and that since Longstreet had an interest in the Sioux, he had invited me to join him for
lunch.  Custer was obviously suspicious of my explanation — even though this story also happened to be
the truth.  Custer then pointed out the obvious flaw in my story:  “Then why didn’t you join me when I
left?”

I had also been prepared for this:  “I was afraid that if I tried to join you it might have precipitated a
fight and that Longstreet’s men would have massacred your command.  Since the war was over, I knew
that I would be released soon anyway.”

Typically, while Custer disbelieved the truth, he believed the lie and relaxed.  Then he said, “General
Sheridan’s letter says that you speak Sioux.”

“That is correct.”
“How did you learn it?”
“I spent several years with them in the late 50’s.”
Custer then asked the question that seemed to intrigue everyone:  “Did you know Crazy Horse?”
Again, I lied.  I said that I had briefly met Crazy Horse, but that I did not know him well.
Custer seemed appeased.  “Well, I could certainly use someone who knows the Sioux language and

ways.  I’ll hire you as a scout.”
Smiling inwardly at how easy it was to so deceive and manipulate such a despicable and loathsome

man, I snapped a salute and replied, “Yes sir!  Thank you sir!”
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We engaged in some chit-chat for awhile, and then Custer’s brother Tom asked me which unit I had
been attached to whilst in Virginia.

Again, I had prepared for this question:  “I reported directly to Lafayette Baker.”
This statement produced the desired reaction.  Lafayette Baker had been the highly controversial and

shadowy character who ran the Union spy service.  Lafayette Baker had also had highly controversial,
very shadowy, and mysteriously powerful connections at the highest levels of government during the
war.32

Most important as far as my story was concerned, though, was that Lafayette Baker was dead, and
could neither confirm nor deny my story.  In addition, any affirmations or denials by Baker would not
have really mattered in any case since no one could ever believe a single word that Lafayette Baker said
anyway.  In addition, it would be assumed that anyone associated with Baker might be likely to have
equally controversial and shadowy connections at the highest levels of government.

The now legendary reputation enjoyed by Mr. Baker was so explosive, complex, and controversial that
it would serve to quell any questioning lest one learn facts that one does not wish to know, or garner
attention one does not wish to have — such as spies coming to murder you in the night as you sleep, for
instance. These possibilities served to garner respectful conduct from others, as it was not known into
whose ear such a voice might have access...

Upon hearing Baker’s name, Custer looked surprised.  Then, he obviously began calculating what this
might mean.  He eventually reached the conclusion that I wished him to reach:  That I was an unknown
and unknowable quantity that might be dangerous, and that I thus should be handled with discretion and
respect.

“Well, you must have had a very interesting war,” Custer observed.
“Yes, I did indeed — though I was never a general — and I never won the American Medal of Honour

even once, much less twice.”
This jab had its intended effect; I well knew that Custer had no Medal of Honour, but that his brother

Tom, who was still present, had won two of them.  I guessed that nothing would discomfit Custer more
than having to explain my apparent mistake — which he did stiffly as Tom studied the cutlery.

I was then all apologies, feigning embarrassment.  “I happen to know,” I said, “that the Sioux hold you
in great fear and respect.”

32 Editor’s Note: Lafayette Baker owed his appointment largely to Secretary of War Edwin M. Stanton.  However, Baker
suspected the secretary of corruption, and he was eventually demoted for tapping Stanton’s telegraph lines.  Baker was packed
off to New York.  He was quickly recalled, however, after the assassination of Lincoln in 1865.  Within two days of his arrival in
Washington, Baker's agents in Maryland had made four arrests and had the names of two more conspirators, including the
alleged presidential assassin John Wilkes Booth.  Before the month was out, Booth and David Herold were supposedly found
holed up in a barn and Booth was himself allegedly shot and killed by a Sergeant Boston Corbett.  Baker was subsequently
promoted to the rank of brigadier general and received a generous share of the $100,000 reward offered to the apprehender
of the president's killer.  The following year, though, Baker was sacked from his position as government spymaster.  President
Johnson accused him of spying on him — a charge Baker admitted in a book that he subsequently published.  Baker also
announced that at one point he had had Booth's diary in his possession, and that this diary was being suppressed by the
Department of War and Secretary Stanton.  When Baker’s accusations forced the War Department to produce the diary, Baker
then claimed that eighteen vital pages were missing.  It was suggested that the missing pages implicated Stanton in the Lincoln
assassination.

Baker died in 1868, supposedly from meningitis.  As it was scarcely eighteen months after his explosive allegations, some
suggested he was killed by the War Department to silence him.  Using an atomic absorption spectrophotometer to analyze
several hairs from Baker's head, Ray A. Neff, a professor at Indiana State University, determined that Baker was killed by arsenic
poisoning rather than meningitis. Baker had been unwittingly consuming the poison for months, mixed into imported beer
provided by his wife's brother Wally Pollack. The Lincoln Conspiracy by Balsiger and Sellier cites a diary Baker's wife kept which
chronicled several dates Pollack brought Baker beer; they correspond to the gradually elevated levels of toxin in the Baker hair
samples Neff studied.  Pollack worked for the War Department, though whether he acted on orders or alone has never been
determined.  Nevertheless, Neff's studies, along with the information chronicled in Baker's diary, serve to bolster a cogent and
provocative alternate history of the Lincoln assassination that is quite distinct from the chronology most commonly
promulgated by mainstream American historians.
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Actually, the Sioux considered him to be a cowardly baby butcher — but my flattery had the desired
effect.  He was, of course, so vain and full of himself that he actually believed this crap.  He puffed up
like a peacock.

Custer then indulged in an activity that I was soon to learn he indulged in rather frequently, i.e.
complaining about his lot in life.  He and President Grant mutually loathed each other and Custer had
literally been forced to beg Sherman, Sheridan, and even Terry to pester Grant into allowing Custer to
come west and lead his command.  It should be understood that Custer’s constant carping was born of
honest fury rather than self-pity.  He knew that he was a good general — and he was indeed (when he was
in his right mind, anyway.)  His critics had never seen him at Gettysburg and Yellow Tavern.  They based
their criticism on folly and bad luck; when Long Hair had allowed his ambition get the better of him.
(This is a common disease amongst the Wasicus.)  Custer was good, and he felt with some justice that the
knives had been out for him.  It so happens that many of these knives were well aimed, though.  George
Armstrong Custer had graduated near last in his class at West Point.  He had been a complete pest there.
Since the end of the war, he had collected a large number and variety of black marks upon his record.
While his massacre of helpless women and children at Washita was not one of those black marks, the
ugly tale of his leaving a detachment to its fate at Washita was.  There was also another tale concerning
his shooting of some deserters.  He had been court-martialed and suspended.  His reinstatement came
about only because Sheridan knew that there was not another Indian fighter who could touch him.  How-
ever, Custer had not advanced nearly as far as he thought he deserved.  This was largely due to his arro-
gance, his orneriness, and the malignant ‘stuffed gods’ in Washington, as he regularly referred to them.
These stuffed gods thought him incapable.  He, of course, had an alternate view of the situation.  He did
not view himself in this manner.  However:  The only people in the world who did not detest him were
himself, his family, and people who wanted to use him for the killing of lots of Indian women and chil-
dren.

It was hard not to accept the majority view.
Custer had visibly aged in the few years since I had last seen him.  The long golden curls for which he

was so famous were now shorn, and he no longer wore his jaunty and festive hat.  He looked to be in his
fifties rather than the mid-thirties that he actually was.  He had a feverish glint in his eyes, his skin was
dry, the hair was lank and faded, and the tendons in his neck stuck out when he leaned forward in
animated talk.

I saw much of the Custers that winter.  His wife Libby, his brother Tom, and another brother named
Boston, were all there, as well as his brother-in-law Calhoun, who was a civilian with some sort of
commissary post or another.

One day I overheard Custer say to Tom, “This will be the last chance I’ll ever see of a campaign.  The
fact is that once this question of the hostile Sioux is settled — as it must be this year — there’s going to
be precious little left for the Army to do — certainly nothing that could be dignified by the name of
‘campaign’.  The Sioux are the last worthwhile enemy we have.  It follows that any senior officer aspiring
to general rank had better make his name while the fighting lasts.”

“Yes,” Tom teasingly replied, “and anyone who aspires to the presidency through military accom-
plishment had better make his name while the fighting lasts too, eh, brother?”

Since this produced a knowing laugh from Long Hair, I assumed that this was indeed his ultimate
goal.

The thought of Custer as the Great White Father was so ludicrous that I knew it was a distinct possi-
bility.

Tom then repeated the common wisdom amongst the Wasicus:  “But surely the Sioux aren’t going to
fight us, are they?”

Custer then revealed that he was not as stupid as he sometimes seemed by saying, “Oh, they will fight
all right.  Did you hear that Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull have defied the government’s ultimatum to
come in by January?  There are thousands of them camped up on the Powder this minute who will never
come in! That’s tantamount to a declaration of war, and when that war begins this spring, the 7 th Cavalry
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and I are going to be in the van, my boy!  This means that the stuffed gods of Washington, who have done
me wrong at every turn and who would dearly love to retire me to Camp Bumsuck will have to think
again!  The American public will be reminded that George Armstrong Custer is much too important to be
stuck on a back shelf!”

“You are sure that Crazy Horse will fight?”
“He will unless he is not the man I think he is.  I know that I would if this was my land and my buffalo!

No, believe me; Crazy Horse will give us a fight that will be remembered in the history books!”
Whilst at Custer’s camp, I noticed many relevant facts, and I noted them all.  The pro-Custer faction at

the fort consisted principally of the family members that I have already mentioned.  As for Custer’s men,
most of them seemed to tolerate if not like him.  His officers, while respecting his military abilities,
obviously detested him on a personal level.  Many of his officers had held higher rank during the war, and
they disliked taking orders from an arrogant and condescending general who had been demoted.  Custer’s
top major, Marcus Reno, was a dapper and quiet gentleman who concealed any animosity he might have
felt.  The dominant spirit in the mess, though, was a big burly gentleman with prematurely white hair
named Frederick Benteen — and Benteen had no problem locking horns with Custer whenever he felt the
urge.  There was a captain named Moylan who also held Custer in open contempt.  With Custer, there was
no room in the 7th for any large egos other than his own.  Benteen, Moylan, and Custer clashed often.

Overall, Fort Lincoln in general and the 7th Cavalry in particular was not a happy place.  The fort itself
was in a dismal location on flat land west of the river with bald prairie stretching away forever.
Bismarck, four miles downstream, was an ugly place that owed its existence and wealth to the fact that it
happened to be where the Northern Pacific railroad ended.  It was a typical Wasicu place:  Muddy, dirty,
dangerous, lewd, and rich.  While I am no farmer, this looked to be very good land for the Wasicus to
plant food.  Good soil plus millions of empty acres plus millions of immigrant ‘Kraut Eaters’ to be
enslaved for the benefit of the railroads and the company store spelled trouble for this region.

Custer, as I believe has been mentioned, was, in Wasicu terms, a good soldier.  In the ten days I was at
the fort, he drove everyone, including his officers, hard.  If there was an unfolded blanket or a trooper
who did not know his flank man, it was not Custer’s fault.  He fussed over his regiment as if over a new
bride; he couldn’t do enough for it or leave it alone for a single second.

About this time, General Terry arrived on the scene.  He remembered me from Chicago and greeted
me warmly — much to Custer’s obvious consternation.  (In fact, he never trusted me again.)  General
Terry was surprised but pleased to see me as he considered me an expert upon the Sioux, and he had
never headed an Indian campaign.

With the arrival of Terry, there was the cultural spectacle typical of the Wasicu death-worshipping war
machine: Preparing for War!

It was what they did best, and it was what they loved! There was a spectacular heave and ho every-
where with inspections and issue of rations and farriers and armourers going demented and messengers
flying and the telegraph office open night and day.

This was George Armstrong Custer in his element.
As the time drew near, he became a child on holiday.  He was even pleasant to Benteen and Moylan.

In addition to the insane amount of work preparing these idiots to be soldiers, Custer was also holding
parties in his house, and even on occasion organizing impromptu theatricals.

Then — the time arrived!

As contemptuous and cynical as I am about everything Wasicu, I couldn’t help but be impressed by
the theatricality of Wasicus marching to war.  Custer was prancing about at the head of the 7th Cavalry as
they marched past by columns of platoons, with the garrison kids stumping alongside playing soldier.
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The troopers dismounted for farewells at the married lines — and then the embracing and boo-hooing was
broken by the roar of commands!

Boots and Saddles!
Three companies of infantry, a platoon of Gatling guns, wagons, mules churning up dust, the piping of

music slowly fading into the distance, the rising sun glittering here and there on the far column lining
across the prairie.

Libby and her sister, who were riding out for a few miles with us, took post beside Custer.  Terry and
his staff assumed expressions of soldierly resolution as they prepared to go butcher and rob the people I
loved.  To the strains of martial tunes like Garryowen and Yellow Ribbon, the words were ‘Mount’ and
‘Forward Ho’.  Reno and Benteen led off in a double column.  The guidons were fluttering and everyone
was waving to the brave soldiers.  The band crashed into The Girl I Left Behind Me, which was the signal
for more female caterwauling.  A distinguished looking civilian with fine whiskers was standing erect by
the main gate.  He shouted, “I call for three cheers for our brave warriors!”

This, of course — in the hyper testosterone-adrenaline-powered atmosphere prevailing at that point —
was followed with enthusiastic and alarmingly loud compliance.

Bravely and resolutely, the 7th Cavalry rode off into the empty plain…

The plan was this:  Terry’s column would move straight west out of Fort Lincoln making for the
mouth of the Powder River.  Colonel Gibbon would move west from the Yellowstone to meet him.  They
were then to join forces and push down into the wild country between the Big Horn and Powder Rivers to
find the ‘hostile’ bands who were in there somewhere.  Since only scouts and trappers had ever been
there, it was not known exactly where the ‘hostile’ bands were.  Crook, with a third column, would be
moving up from the south.  He would not be in touch with Terry’s troops, but Custer assured me that the
‘hostiles’ would be hemmed in.

At the mouth of the Powder, a huge encampment was forming in the chaotic yet effective way of the
Wasicus.  The first time we found ourselves alone, Terry expressed concern about Custer.  “He has not
shaved since we left Fort Abe,” he said.  “I have never known him to be so melancholy and restless.  I
begin to wonder if I was wise in urging Grant to let him come.”

Initially baffled that someone in Terry’s position would say such a thing to me, I quickly understood
that these were concerns he could not express among his own people, and that he could get uncensored
opinions from me.

I solemnly assured Terry:  “It is merely nerves with Custer.  He will be fine.  Give him work and I’m
sure you will see a difference.”

Terry looked unappeased.  He said, “I’ve a notion that he resents my authority.  He seems to feel that
my job is to provide transport and support for the 7th Cavalry.  I hope he doesn’t feel that he can take the
law into his own hands, so to speak...”

Terry now studied me closely.  I realized that I might actually have some influence here.  I carefully
said, “He has been a soldier for a long time.  I am sure he respects the chain of command.”  I was of
course, sure of no such thing.  Obviously, neither was Terry.  He seemed disappointed by my answer.

Terry, Custer, and his brothers Tom and Boston, all set up shop in a steamer called the Far West,
which became a hotel-cum-orderly-room.  As we slowly made our way up the Yellowstone, we came
upon a place with many Lakota burial platforms.  Many of them were derelict and old, but there were also
several that were new.  The soldiers found great sport in tearing them down and scattering the bits.  I had
to restrain my terror and outrage.  I informed Terry that this was a very bad thing to do.  I pointed out that
his Ree and Crow scouts would not like it, for one thing.  Terry ordered the practice to cease.  Then,
Major Reno found an abandoned Lakota camp where there had been several hundred tipis.  I recognized
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the sign of Lakota.  There was a heavy trail heading west toward the Big Horn Mountains.  Custer was
greatly excited by this news.  “The hunt is up,” he cried!

The evening of June 21st, Terry held a staff meeting.  There were several dozen men in attendance.
Gibbon, Custer, and Reno were all there.  A man named Bradley, who was the scout officer, was also
there.

Of more concern to me personally, Old Jim ‘Grasshopper’ Brisbin of the 2nd Cavalry, and Lonesome
Charley Reynolds, who was Custer’s chief scout, were also there.  Lonesome Charley was technically my
boss and the man most likely to identify me as a Lakota spy.  I avoided his company whenever possible.

Terry opened the festivities.  “Well, gentlemen, tomorrow we take the field in earnest.  Major Reno
and Mr. Bradley have carried out separate reconnaissance, and we have reason to believe that hostile
bands have moved west to cross Rosebud Creek in the direction of the Big Horn Mountains.  The best
estimate suggests that not more than 800 or 1,000 braves are to be reckoned with, perhaps 3,000 Indians
all told.”

I inwardly rejoiced at this vast underestimation.
Terry continued:  “Now, we dispose above 1,000 cavalry and 600 infantry, in addition to General

Crook’s force of 1,300 to the south, so...”
Bradley interrupted by saying, “Pardon general, but concerning those 3,000 hostiles:  Aren’t those

agency figures calculated during the winter?”
I inwardly cringed.
Terry answered, “Yes, but they can be relied upon.”
I inwardly rejoiced.
Bradley answered in an apologetic tone, “I fear that the figure may be low as many Indians are likely

to have left the agency in the spring.  I’ve seen sign of over 3,000 up there myself, you see, sir.”
I inwardly cursed.
Lonesome Charley, who was no fool, confirmed Bradley’s assertion:  “Yes sir.  There could be twice

their reck’nin up yonder, easy.”
I inwardly cursed again.
Terry replied, “Well, these are the only figures we have to go on.  Shall we say possibly 5,000?  It

won’t hurt to err on the safe side.”
“5,000 braves,” Reynolds insisted.  “Never mind women and young.”
“You don’t know that,” said Gibbon.
“I don’t not know it, either,” replied Reynolds doggedly — to the deep amusement of everyone gath-

ered except myself.
Custer spoke sharply:  “5,000 or double, it makes no difference, Charley.  They will be in diverse

bands, and we are more than a match for them even if they are all together.”
I inwardly cheered.  That settled that.
Terry went on to say that he and Gibbon would march up the Big Horn to intercept the Indian force

whose trail Reno had seen heading that way; with Crook advancing from the south, the ‘hostiles’ would
be caught front and rear.  Meanwhile, Custer and his cavalry would have passed up the Rosebud to cut off
the ‘hostiles’ if they tried to slip out of the trap.  Their central concern was preventing any ‘hostiles’ from
escaping.

“Any questions?”
Someone asked where Crook was.  Terry answered, “So far as we know, he is somewhere in the

region of the headwaters of Rosebud Creek or the Little Bighorn River.  Unfortunately, these features are
not clearly indicated on my map.”  Terry then indicated a spot on his map and asked, “I would say that he
is about here, wouldn’t you, Brisbin?”

Grasshopper Jim nodded and made vague crosses on the map as everyone studied.  Terry continued:
“His exact position is not of too much import since he also has scouts, and he will be closing on the same
quarry as we are.  Ideally, our force and General Crook’s will converge on the hostiles simultaneously,
but in the absence of communications that is too much to hope for.”
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What none of us knew, of course, was that the ‘hostiles’ — under the leadership of Crazy Horse,
whom everyone was sure would not fight — had just got done kicking Crook’s butt, and that at that point
Crook was slinking away with his tail between his legs...

Casually, Custer lifted his head and said, “I am to prevent any escape of hostiles to the east, sir.  If
they’re around the Big Horn, it is certain that my cavalry will be there before Colonel Gibbon’s infantry.”

Terry nodded and said, “Precisely. I was coming to that.  If you find the Indian trail leading towards
the Big Horn, you should pass it by and go south towards the Big Horn itself.  You will then be in posi-
tion south of the hostiles while Colonel Gibbon approaches from the north, and it should be possible for
you to act together.  It may be that you will encounter Crook en route — so much the better.  In any event,
our endeavour must be to act in concert so far as can be.  It may prove impossible since our objective is
not fixed.  We cannot be certain of where the hostiles will be found.”

Terry’s implication was perfectly clear:  He wanted no action against the Sioux until Gibbon was in
position.  However, he would allow some discretion to his commanders since no one could foresee what
emergencies — or opportunities — may arise.

Everyone understood these implications, but Custer wanted to force Terry to say it aloud.  Slowly, he
said, “If I encounter hostiles before Colonel Gibbon has come up...”  He left it there, leaning forward as if
studying the map.  He avoided Terry’s eye as he waited for him to complete the sentence.  The scene is
burned into my memory:  Custer apparently intent on the map, Gibbon half turned towards Terry, while
Terry himself was sitting back in his chair carefully choosing his words.  Amiably and reasonably, Terry
said:  “You must use your own judgment, of course.  It is not possible to give definite instructions, but
you know my intentions; conform to them unless you see sufficient reason to depart from them.”

Terry thus trusted to Custer’s common sense — which, he must have known as well as I did, Custer
did not possess.  What he was actually saying to Custer was, ‘You know what I want and I know what
you want and I know how you will interpret my orders to suit yourself while claiming afterwards that I
justified you.  Very good.  We understand each other.  If you play the fool, I will break you.’

Being the sort of man he was, though, Terry would not come out and say this.  Besides — there really
was not any need. This was just a simple operation against a few hostile bands that would likely surren-
der as soon as they encountered the troops.

Gibbon, with a nervous glance at Custer, said, “There is no need to precipitate an attack unless abso-
lutely necessary to protect your men or prevent their escape...”

In shock, Terry interrupted by saying, “I hope there will be no need of any such thing as an attack!
Our object is to bring these people under control to the agencies.  We are here to capture, not to conquer.”

Custer was now idly sketching with a pencil.  However, he roused himself when Gibbon offered to
lend him some troops of the 2nd Cavalry.  “Thank you, Colonel,” he replied, “but any force of hostiles that
is too big for the 7th will be too big for the 7th and four troops.”

This was a rather silly thing to say, but it passed.  Custer also did not want any Gatling guns or sabers,
as they would impede his mobility and speed.  Terry — who was surely uncomfortable with the idea of
Custer running around with machine guns — did not insist.

Thus ended the conference.  Custer now had free reign to arrive first and garner all of the laurels.  We
set off at first light.  Custer, fussing over the pack train, paused to shake Terry’s hand and receive a clap
on the back from Gibbon as he said, “Don’t be too greedy, George!  Leave some Redskins for the rest of
us!”

It must be understood that Terry was preoccupied with the thought that the expedition would wear
itself out trying to chase hostiles who would typically simply melt away and neither fight nor surrender.
Custer was not Terry’s central concern.

My central concern became how to get word to Crazy Horse…

I was surprised to see Calamity Jane riding with Custer’s outfit.  Due to her experience as a Pony
Express rider, she had been hired as a dispatch rider.

When she saw me, she said, “Hey, Trinity!  Long time no see!  How’s it hangin’?”
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“Pretty good, Jane.  How is James?”
“Oh, the same ole same ole.  We got married, you know.”
I seriously doubted this contention.  I did not press the matter, though.
Then, with a suspicious look, Jane said, “Somehow, I got the impression that you was rootin’ for the

other side in this conflict.  Are you ridin’ with Custer now?”
“Yes,” I said uncomfortably.  “I am a scout.”
She gave me a strange look, and then seemed as if she were about to press the matter.  Fortunately, at

that very moment she was summoned to deliver a dispatch.  She left camp a few minutes later.
Thus, she missed the action.33

Meanwhile, the Hunkpapas had had their annual sun dance early in the Moon of Making Fat.  For
three days, Sitting Bull danced, bled himself, and stared at the sun until he fell into a trance.  When he
rose again, he spoke to his people.  In his vision, he had heard a voice crying:  “I give you these because
they have no ears.”  When he looked into the sky, he saw soldiers falling like grasshoppers.  Their heads
were pointed downward and their hats were falling off.  They were falling right into the Indian camp.
Wakan Tankan was giving these soldiers to the Lakota to be killed because they had no ears and would
not listen.  As already mentioned, Three Stars Crook had made an attempt to attack in March, but Crazy
Horse and a blizzard had thwarted this attempt.  The only thing Crook had succeeded in doing was losing
his supply train, and suffering numerous frostbite casualties.  While he did overrun Crazy Horse’s camp,
it was only to have Crazy Horse recapture all the horses the next night.  Crook had also attacked an
encampment of peaceful agency Cheyenne who had left the reservation because there was no food on the
agency.  They were trying to hunt game.

In June, Crazy Horse’s scouts learned of Crook’s aforementioned advance, and they rode all night to
meet him at Rosebud Creek.

I knew that Crazy Horse had long been waiting to fight the Wasicus again.  Ever since the Battle of the
Hundred Slain [the Fetterman Fight] Crazy Horse had been studying the Wasicus’ ways of fighting.  Each
time he went into Paha Sapa to seek visions, he asked Wakan Tankan to give him powers so that he
would know how to lead the Oglala to victory when the Wasicus came again.

According to accounts, Crook had stopped to rest his men and animals in the early morning.  Although
he had been deep in our territory, Crook had made no special dispositions for defense.  His troops merely
halted in their marching order.  Unfortunately, his Crow and Shoshone scouts remained alert while the
soldiers rested and these scouts spotted Crazy Horse’s braves.  Crazy Horse attacked them on the high
ground north of the main body.  Heavily outnumbered, the scouts fell back toward the camp.  However,
their fighting withdrawal gave Crook time to deploy his forces.

Crazy Horse had dreamed himself into the real world before assaulting Crook’s men.  That day, he
showed the Oglala many new tricks and ways of doing things when fighting the Wasicus.  He taught them
that when the Wasicus charged them, instead of rushing forward into the fire they should instead fade off
to the flanks and strike weak places in their lines.  Crazy Horse kept them mounted and always moving
from one place to another.  By the time the sun was at the top of the sky, they had the soldiers all mixed

33 Editor’s Note: After leaving Custer’s troop, Calamity Jane rode 90 cold and wet miles before swimming the Platte River at
Fort Fetterman. She became very sick as a result, and was thus in the infirmary when the ensuing battle took place.
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up in three separate fights.  The soldiers were accustomed to forming skirmish lines and strong fronts.
When our people prevented them from fighting like this, they were thrown into confusion.  The darting
charges on their swift ponies kept the soldiers apart and always on the defensive.  When the fire from the
soldiers grew hot, they would retreat and encourage the soldiers to chase them.  Then, they would turn on
them with fury.

During one of the charges, a Cheyenne named Chief-Comes-In-Sight had his horse shot from under
him.  His sister, Buffalo-Calf-Road-Woman, galloped out from the Cheyenne position, placed her horse
between Chief Comes-In-Sight and the soldiers.

A moment later, both were riding away.  Thus, this became known as the Battle Where the Girl Saved
Her Brother.34

Three Stars’ initial charges had secured key terrain but he did little damage to Crazy Horse’s force.
The assaults invariably scattered them, but they did not quit the field.  Eventually, Three Stars realized
that his charges were ineffective.  However, at this point another command under a man named Mills
suddenly arrived.  He had been seeking our village, thinking that our people were camped somewhere
nearby.  His unexpected appearance on the Lakota flank caused them to break contact and retreat.
Concentrating his mounted units, Three Stars now led them up the Rosebud to continue the search for our
non-existent village.  The advance came upon a narrow ravine, where Three Stars’ scouts warned that this
would be an excellent spot for an ambush, so he halted his advance.

With this halt, the Battle Where the Girl Saved Her Brother was over.  The fight had lasted for six
hours.  By the standards of Indian warfare, it had been an extremely long and bloody engagement.  Never
before had my people fought with such ferocity, and never before had the Lakota shown such a willing-
ness to accept casualties.  We knew that this was a battle for our very beings.  We knew that this was our
last chance to stop the Wasicus from stealing all of our land.  We knew that either we drove them out, or
our way of life was over.

The Wasicus claimed victory because they remained in possession of the battleground when the
fighting ended.  The next morning, though, Crazy Horse’s people were ready to finish Crook off before
discovering that the soldiers had run away during the night.  Concerned for his wounded and short on
supplies, Three Stars had returned to his camp on Goose Creek.  He then stayed there for seven weeks
awaiting reinforcements.

Thus, Crazy Horse stopped their advance.  They would have won the battle outright had it not been for
the fact that they had ridden all night and were exhausted — and even so, had they not been spotted by
Three Stars’ Indian allies, and had these allies not fought so effectively during the early stages of the
battle, the Lakota surely would have utterly devastated Three Stars’ army.

Another result of the Battle Where the Girl Saved Her Brother was that Three Stars was not a factor in
the larger battle that was fought a few days later.

A young brave named Earth-In-His-Ears had recently related the story of the death of a Lakota in the
cruel manner of the Wasicu, wherein they tie a rope around the neck and then hang the person.

Before his hanging, this brave had said, “When the White men come into the Black Hills, then that
will be a good day to die.”

All Lakota knew exactly what he meant.  The Wasicus not only did not know what he meant, they did
not care.

The young brave telling the story said that as the Wasicus tied the knot around this man’s neck, a
Christian had offered him his life if he would accept Christ.

The brave had asked, “Will I then go to Heaven when I die?”
“Yes.”
“Will there be other Christians there?”
“Yes.  Lots of them.”

34 Editor’s Note: The Americans called this the Battle of the Rosebud.
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“Then please continue as you are.”

This man ended up dying a happy human man, though.  Just before the trap door sprung open, the
young man cried out that he had just had a vision that the buffalo would soon return.

Since they could not joyously dance a victory in a place where so many had died, the assorted Indians
decided to join Sitting Bull and move their camp to the Greasy Grass [Little Bighorn] River.  Scouts had
come in with reports of great herds of antelope west of there, and they said that grass for the horses was
plentiful on the nearby bench lands.

Sitting Bull did not believe that the victory at the Battle Where the Girl Saved Her Brother fulfilled his
prophecy of soldiers falling into his camp.  However, no other Wasicus had been spotted by the hunting
parties.  They were unaware of the approach of Custer’s army.  Due to an unfortunate series of events, I
was unable to warn them.  Due to this unfortunate series of events, I entered the Battle of the Little
Bighorn on the wrong side.

In more ways than one.
Custer’s scouts reported a large village ahead.  As usual, Custer moved forward with minimal recon-

naissance.  In spite of a complete lack of evidence, Custer had convinced himself that the Sioux were
running away from him, and that he had to catch them.  I personally heard all of the highly experienced
scouts that were with him — half-breed Mitch Bouyer, Bloody Knife, and Half Yellow Face — tell
Custer that they would all die if they proceeded.  They told him that in all of their many years on the
Plains, none of them had ever seen anything to match the great encampment on the Greasy Grass River.  I
heard Half Yellow Face tell Custer that they would all go home that day by a road they did not know.
Mitch Bouyer, who knew what was coming, sent the young Crow scout Curly away, but decided to
remain with Custer himself.  Thus, of all the people present at that moment, only Curly and I survived the
day.

Preparations began for an attack.  Custer obviously had no intention of waiting for Gibbon, and he
obviously had no intention of merely ‘capturing’ the ‘hostiles’.

While a Lakota warrior is almost impossible to find if he does not wish to be found, he is very easy to
find if he does wish to be found — and if the seeker knows what to look for.  Thus, I was able to connect
with a young Lakota named Talks to the Clouds.  At first, I was surprised that Crazy Horse had chosen
Talks to the Clouds to meet me as Talks to the Clouds was a simple-minded young man.  Talks to the
Clouds had never grown up.  He was basically a 30-year-old child.  All children are insane by adult
standards.  Their defense strategies, adaptations, paranoia, acting out, their fantasy/reality confusion, their
denial, on and on, are the same as those of children.  Among the Lakota, ‘insane’ people were thought to
have direct communication with the gods.  In addition, Talks to the Clouds was a man/woman, i.e. he was
physically a man, but he dressed and adopted the personae of a woman.  Amongst the Lakota,
men/women were highly respected because they could view reality from the viewpoint of both sexes.  For
his ability to communicate directly with the gods, and for his ability to view reality from so many points
of view, Talks to the Clouds was highly honoured amongst the Lakota.

After a moment’s thought, I realized that Talks to the Clouds had two other distinctive abilities that
were uniquely suited to this task:  Talks to the Clouds could remember everything.  If you asked him what
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had been said at a certain time in the distant past, he could remember every word.  In addition, Talks to
the Clouds was also very unlikely to arouse suspicion should he be captured by the Wasicus.

I told Talks to the Clouds exactly what to say to Crazy Horse.  He rode away.
Unfortunately, I later learned that Calamity Jane had voiced her suspicions as to where my true loyal-

ties lay, and Lonesome Charley Reynolds had been following me.  He had thus seen me talking to Talks
to the Clouds.  Reynolds then followed Talks to the Clouds and captured him.  In his simplicity, Talks to
the Clouds repeated all the information that I had given him.  Upon my return to the camp, I was highly
upset when Custer called me in to a meeting and I saw Talks to the Clouds sitting there.  Then I saw that
four soldiers were pointing guns at me.

“You have some serious explaining to do,” said Custer.

I explained that Talks to the Clouds was a simpleton, and that I had not seen him as a threat.  This
assessment was obviously flawed in that Talks to the Clouds had memorized the planned movements of
all of the troops.  When I tried to say that he had obviously been watching us and that that was why he
knew of our movements, my explanation fell flat because much of the information Talks to the Clouds
knew could only have been known by someone who had attended the staff meeting.  This scenario was
also belied by the fact that it was obvious even to the Wasicus that Talks to the Clouds was, in almost
every way, a simpleton.

Custer then questioned me closely about my time with the Sioux, and openly accused me of being a
spy.

My denials were less than convincing.
Custer placed me under arrest and ordered that I thenceforward be watched at all times.  Since he

could spare no one to accompany me back to Fort Lincoln, I was to stay with his force until operations
were concluded.

Preparations for battle were in full swing, and I was helpless.

A few hours later, I suddenly found Custer standing over me and studying me in a way I found highly
uncomfortable.

“So, how long have you been an Indian lover?”
I did not bother to answer his stupid question.
He continued:  “As of now, you are facing charges of treason, amongst others.  If convicted, you

would very likely receive a sentence of death.  You could do a lot to redeem yourself by telling me how
many hostiles we are dealing with here.”

My mind raced.  Why was he asking me this?  If he knew my true loyalties, he probably would do the
opposite of whatever I suggested.  Since I knew that Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse had all of their people
there — and that they very likely had several thousand others with them — I wanted Custer to attack as
badly as I had ever wanted anything in my life.  I knew that Crazy Horse and Gall would rip him a new
one.  Therefore, I should probably tell him he was facing a few old men and women.  Or — should I
assume that he would assume that I would think that he would do the opposite of whatever I told him, and
thus I should tell him that he was facing the largest force of Lakota ever assembled in one place, trusting
him to do whatever I suggested on the assumption that I was telling him the truth whilst assuming that he
would assume that I was lying to him?  Would he figure out that I had figured out that he would probably
do the opposite of whatever course of action I suggested, and that he would therefore do exactly as I
suggested?  Or would he figure out that I had figured out that he would assume I was telling the truth
under the assumption that he would assume I was lying?  Was he that subtle?  Did the fate of this entire
operation possibly depend upon which of us was able to bluff the other?  Was Custer smart enough to
know I was lying, or would he assume I was telling the truth in an attempt to make him think I was lying?
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I looked into his eyes.  They were gleaming with interest.  Custer was calculating just as hard as I was
and — unlike me — he was enjoying every minute of it.

If I told him there were just a few old men and women in the camp, would he assume I was trying to
lure him into a trap?  If I told him he would be wiped out by many thousands of warriors if he tried to
attack, would he think I was trying to protect my people?  Or would credit me with the ability to deceive
him as I already had so many times, and think the opposite?

I decided that the safe bet was to assume Custer was the idiot that he had always been, and that he was
most likely to believe what he most wanted to believe.  Thus, I looked him hard in the eye and said,
“General, if you go down there, it will not be like Washita, where you butchered a bunch of sleeping
women and children.  Crazy Horse is there, and he is ready for you.  He will cook his lunch on a fire he
builds next to your corpse.”

Custer smiled.  “Well, Valance — that may be.  However, I think that you think I will do the opposite
of whatever you suggest.  Therefore, you think that by telling me I will lose, that you actually think I will
win.”

Bingo.
With a flourish, Custer replaced his hat upon his head, and began bawling out orders to advance.

Thankfully, Custer did as he had always done:  He pushed ahead and disregarded orders in order to start a
fight that he hoped to win unassisted so that he could garner all the glory to himself.

Custer hoped to strike the Indian encampment at the northern and southern ends simultaneously.
There was a small encampment of about forty warriors who were between Custer’s troops and the village.
Custer decided to attack this camp to prevent their warning the main encampment.  Dividing his forces in
three, Custer sent troops under Benteen to prevent the escape of the forty warriors through the upper
valley of the Little Bighorn.  Reno’s men were to pursue the group, cross the river, and charge the Indian
village in a coordinated effort with the remaining troops under Custer’s command.  However, he made
this decision without knowing what kind of terrain he would have to cross before making his assault.  He
belatedly discovered that he would have to negotiate a maze of bluffs and ravines to attack.  Thus, Reno
beat him to the punch.

During all of this, he ordered me left behind under the unwatchful eye of a rather dim-witted private
who obviously resented being left behind to miss all the fun.  I was somewhat insulted that Custer thought
so little of me.  This man was obviously his most expendable trooper.  While I was insulted, though, I was
not displeased.  Shortly after Custer’s departure, I easily managed to overpower the young man and make
my escape.  It turned out that he had more fight than I expected, though, and I was forced to kill him.

I rode to a bluff overlooking the encampment — and I was amazed.  Even I had not known how many
would gather on the banks of the Greasy Grass.  Every Indian on the northern plains who did not wish to
bow to the Wasicus was there:  Hunkpapa, Sans Arc, Brulé, Oglala, and Minneconjou — the entire roll
call of the Lakota Nation.  In addition, there were Cheyenne, Arapahoe, Blackfoot, Stony, Shoshoni, and
other lesser detachments from most of the North Plains and Shining Mountain’s tribes.

I arrived just in time to watch Major Reno’s initial attack against the distant Hunkpapa lodges of Gall
and Sitting Bull.  Reno caught them by surprise and managed to kill a large number of Hunkpapa —
though most of these casualties were women and children.

Amongst these casualties were Gall’s two wives and three of his children.
Thus, Gall was in no mood to grant any quarter that day.
I saw one lone Indian riding back and forth in front of Major Reno’s troops.  Volley after volley rang

out from the troops at this single rider, and yet he continued riding back and forth in front of them as if he
were invincible, thus showing his complete contempt for the Wasicus.  Behind this rider, I saw hundreds
of other Indians anxiously awaiting their opportunity to charge.  However — I watched as the lone rider
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rode back twice, obviously exhorting these others to hold off on their attack.  When these exhortations
proved successful, he resumed his taunting ride back and forth in front of the soldiers.

I realized that this lone rider was trying to exhaust the Wasicus supply of ammunition before attacking
since the Lakota had so very little of their own.  This was one of the braver acts of many brave acts I had
witnessed in the course of my life.  I pulled out my spyglass because I wanted to try to identify this luna-
tic.  However, I did not really need my spyglass for this — I already knew that there was only one man
who possessed enough magic to get away with courting death in such a manner.

Sure enough, as soon as I focused upon this rider I saw the trademark light brown curly hair hanging
down below his waist, the trademark hailstones painted upon his shirtless body, the trademark streak of
lightening painted upon his face, and the trademark red-tailed hawk on his head.

Then, I saw my strange brother blow his whistle, signaling the rest of the Indians to attack.  The
soldiers broke and ran until they reached some trees on a little rise by the river.  Here they set up a defen-
sive perimeter.  Many of them were killed in the process.  Then, they were flanked by Gall.  They broke
again and ran for the river.  They jumped their horses straight off a high bank and into deep water where
there was no crossing.  The Lakota caught them from behind, clubbing the soldiers off their horses and
shooting them with guns and arrows.  The few Wasicus who managed to survive all of this crossed the
river and climbed a hill where they were pinned down.

Then, I heard a commotion in the ravine directly below me.  I looked down into the ravine — which is
now called ‘Medicine Tail Coulee’ — and I saw Custer approaching the northern end of the camp.  Custer
raised his hand and cried, “Forward ho!”  A pennywhistle began tooting Garryowen. A bugle sounded on
the bluffs and the first troop was coming down the coulee.  Behind them came a troop led by Tom Custer.
Custer approached the ford in the river.  The ford was guarded by exactly three Cheyenne braves.  One of
these braves shot a soldier off his horse.  Custer’s men dismounted to fire at them.  Custer could easily
have just ridden over these three brave braves and swept through the village, but he evidently felt that a
mere three braves would not dare attack his entire column unless they had back up.  Thanks to this delay
at the ford, the three braves were soon joined by many hundreds of others.

“Mount,” cried Custer!
I watched in satisfaction while Custer’s men mounted and prepared to attack several tens-of-thousands

of Indians with his 200 soldiers.
I studied the terrain to ascertain where I would be most useful.  I decided to hold on for a minute to see

how things developed.
Custer bellowed, “Smith — E Troop — prepare to advance!  Tom, with your troop, sir!”
Turning to bellow up the coulee he then cried, “Captain Yates, we’re going across!  Bugler, sound!”
The troops scrambled to follow the orders.  I saw a Ree scout approach Custer and say something that

upset the good colonel.  I assumed that this scout was telling Custer that it would be very good to get the
hell away from there as quickly as possible.  Custer ignored the advice.  He ordered his men forward.  I
spurred my horse and urged him down the bluff to join the attack against Custer.  As I approached, I saw
Custer jerk in his saddle, and saw a splash of crimson appear on his sleeve, though he did not fall.  The
Ree scout next to him spun and fell, blood spouting from his face.  The ever-increasing numbers of Chey-
enne at the ford were now pouring fire into Custer’s men.  Many Lakota were also joining in.  Many of
Custer’s men began falling.

Finally, Custer saw his peril.  “F Troop!  Covering fire!  Tom!  Smith!  Move out with your troops!”
He pointed Tom and Smith toward the hillside away from the bluffs.  “Retire out of range!  Bugler, up

to Captain Keogh, and I’ll be obliged if he and Mr. Calhoun will hold the crest yonder with their troops!
Go!”

I changed direction and cut north-by-northwest to get ahead of them.  I crossed a gulley now called
‘Gall’s Gulley’ and continued along the crest of the ridge just above Custer’s troop, correctly assessing
that this ridge would be Custer’s destination.  Custer urged his mount up the coulee just below me.  He
cried back, “Yates, sweep that bank yonder!”  Yates’ troop was already blazing away.  Smith and Tom
Custer were urging their men over the northern bank of the coulee up towards the Greasy Grass slope that
lay between the crest and the river — and directly toward me.
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Custer uncharacteristically made many mistakes.  He had approached in a gulley, and still had no idea
how many ‘hostiles’ he was facing.  Had he withdrawn immediately up Medicine Tail Coulee, five troops
could have held off an army.  If he had retired flat out, Calhoun and Keogh could certainly have saved his
troops.  By coming across to the Greasy Grass slope, he had put his command out in the open where the
Indians could skirmish up over good broken ground.  His only hope now was to achieve the hill that I was
on and try to make a good position here.

Unfortunately for Custer, Gall arrived on the scene.  Gall immediately saw Custer’s vulnerability.  He
saw that my position on the crest between the bluffs and the hill was all-important, and as soon as the
soldiers were out on the Greasy Grass slope Gall had his warriors pouring up the second coulee in droves.
They were nicely under cover until they could get high enough to emerge all along the line of the second
coulee, especially at the crest itself.  Here, they could hit at L and I troops whilst simultaneously being far
above Custer’s three other troops trying for the crest.  The skirmishers coming up from the river were not
allowing Custer time to regroup for any kind of counter attack.  Custer could not have charged downhill
anyway, for even if he had scattered his pursuers, he would have been stopped by the river.  In addition,
this would have left Keogh’s men stranded.  All he could do now was to retreat up the hill with Keogh
falling back the same way.

The Lakota and Cheyenne were now teeming toward Custer’s men like a hurricane of bees swarming
out of a hive.

Finally, Custer’s men dismounted and formed a defensive perimeter.  They began firing down at the
many Indians who were swarming up through the gullies and folds.  Troopers began to fall as the slugs
and arrows came whistling out of the blue.

No one saw me approaching from above.
Custer was firing.  By the time I reached him, there were Lakota within ten yards of him.  Custer and

the dozen men in his immediate vicinity began clawing their way up out of a gulley straight toward me.
Behind him, the remnant of Smith’s troop was reeling up the gully, turning and firing with loose horses
among them and Lakota braves rushing in to battle hand to hand.  Yates’ and Tom Custer’s troops were
faring no better.  Custer was in the lead climbing out of the gulley.  I simply waited for him to reach me.

As I waited, I glanced up and saw the Wasicu’s doom approaching:  Many hundreds of Crazy Horse’s
Lakota warriors were now swarming across the upper slopes of the Greasy Grass.  Crazy Horse was
leading a hammer to crush the Wasicus against Gall’s anvil.  Among them was the familiar crimson clad
figure of my brother urging them onward.

Tom Custer’s tattered remnant was breaking clear of a tangled mêlée of blue-shirted and red half-
naked fighters who were still backing, stabbing, and shooting at each other.  Somewhere on the crest, I
knew Keogh’s people must have been struggling with the right wing of Crazy Horse’s charge.

Finally, Custer reached the crest of the ridge.  He looked directly into the barrel of the carbine that I
was pointing into his face.

To his credit, George Armstrong Custer was brave at his end.  “So,” he snarled, “you are a traitorous
son of a bitch.”

“No,” I replied, “I am executing a baby-butchering daemon.”
In Lakota, I said, “This is for Washita, you dog!”
Then I shot him through the heart.
Just to make sure, I fired a second round into his head.

My sense of accomplishment was short lived.  When I looked up, I saw, to my consternation, that both
the Wasicus and the Indians were now training weapons upon me.  I suddenly realized that many of these
warriors did not know me, and assumed that I was a Wasicu.  The Wasicus, on the other hand, had just
seen me kill their leader.  Thus, both sides now wanted my hide!
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An unknown Lakota warrior — with a sword, of all things — took a swipe at me.  His swing missed,
and I kneed him in his testicles.  He dropped the sword.  I picked it up, figuring it might prove useful in
close hand to hand.

A sorrel horse crazy with fear suddenly ran by me.  I grabbed the saddle horn and vaulted onto its back
— whereupon it charged on its own straight into the middle of the battle.  The sorrel ran in blind panic.
There was no controlling it; I was only along for the ride.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Custer’s
soldiers carrying his body away as they retreated.  The horse completely ignored my wishes and charged
pall mall through the carnage with both Indian and Wasicu trying to kill me.  Bullets and arrows whizzed
all around me with alarming frequency.  I felt a bullet pierce my coat and an arrow plunged into my
saddle next to my leg.

I was screaming at the top of my lungs the entire time.
Suddenly, I burst through a perimeter and found myself in the middle of a group of blue-coated

soldiers lying behind their dead horses in a circle firing at the surrounding Indians.  The sorrel reared and
his bridle was seized by a sergeant, whereupon the horse settled down.  I tumbled out of the saddle
straight into the arms of Captain Keogh.  “Where is Custer,” he asked?

Evidently, they had not seen Custer’s Last Stand.  He had also evidently forgotten that I had been
placed under arrest and that I should not have been there.  In response to his question I could only point
dumbly back toward the carnage and say that Custer was dead.

However, when I looked, I saw that the battle was no longer visible.  I had ridden over the crest, and I
was now on the far side from the river.

The crest I had just ridden over was alive with hundreds of Indians firing at us.
Keogh yelled to the sergeant who had caught my horse, “Sergeant Butler, ride out!  See if you can find

Major Reno!  Tell him we are trapped and that Colonel Custer is dead!”
Butler slapped the neck of a bay horse that was lying among the troopers; it came up, whinnying, at

his touch, and as Butler grabbed the reins he came face to face with me.  He must have remembered that I
had been under arrest, for he gave me a puzzled look just before setting out.35

I saw that Keogh’s situation was hopeless.  Thus, I jumped back onto the horse I had ridden in on —
and once again the horse panicked.  Rather than making a beeline away from the charging Indians, he
instead headed straight toward them!

Once again I burst through their lines with arrows whizzing by my head and with hands grasping for
my bridle.  I was hampered by the fact that I did not wish to harm any Indians, and so I aggressively
brandished my sword without actually cutting anyone.  I heard Keogh’s troop being engulfed behind me
as I again re-crossed the crest.  I now had a view overlooking the Greasy Grass slope all the way to the
river at its foot.

What I saw was a scene right from Hell...

The hillside below me was covered with dead and dying.  The thick clouds of dust added an eerie
otherworldly aspect to the scene.  Here and there were little clusters of figures where shots still rang out.
There were hundreds of figures running, riding, and some just walking across the slope.

They were all Indians.
Most of them were hurrying across my front to the struggle still boiling just below the hilltop where

the last of Custer’s group was dying.  There may have been a score of them still standing, lying, and

35 Editor’s Note: This explains why Sergeant Butler’s body was found alone and surrounded by spent cartridges more than
a mile from his own troop’s last stand.  This has always been one of the many mysteries of the Little Big Horn.  Sitting Bull, Gall,
and many others praised the soldier ‘with the braid on his arms’ as the bravest man at the Little Bighorn that day.
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sprawling in a disordered mass.  The pistols and carbines were cracking while the mounted wave of war
bonnets and eagle feathers rode around, through, and over them.  The clubs and lances were rising and
falling to the yells of “Hoon!  Hoon!” as Gall’s men grappled, stabbed, and scalped at close quarters.
Contrary to later depictions of the event, there was no guidon flying, no ring of blue standing shoulder to
shoulder, and no buckskin figure with flowing locks and saber.  There was just a great hideous carnage of
bodies scattered everywhere in dusty chaos and confusion.

Elsewhere, it was already over.  Far down to my left, a mob of Indians were shooting, stabbing, and
mutilating over a long cluster of prostrate blue forms.36

Straight ahead and below me, to the right of the long gully, the cavalry dead lay thick where Yates,
Tom Custer, and Smith had died with their troops.

I took all of this in during a very brief second, for one glance behind me revealed that a dozen
mounted braves were riding and a score on foot were running — and every single one of them had their
sights set upon me.  Numerous bullets and arrows continued zipping past me.

To the left and below were many more hundreds of Indians.  I instinctively chose the spot where they
were thinnest, and tried to guide the unruly sorrel toward that spot.  I tore through the gap, riding down
two braves who sprang to bar my path in the process.

I was now thundering down the right side of the gully.  Suddenly, I found myself surrounded by
Indians that I instantly identified as Cheyenne, and thus unlikely to know who I was.  I swerved and cried
out, “I am Lakota!  I am Lakota!”

Out of the corner of my eye, I became aware of a mounted lancer quickly coming up on my flank.  He
veered in behind me as hands began clutching my legs, and painted faces began leaping at my pony’s
head.

I was still screaming madly.
An arrow zipped across the front of my coat.  Another nicked me on the head.  Something caught the

pony a blow near my right knee.

Suddenly, I was through the press and free to hurl forward again!

Just as I was building up another head of steam, an arrow plunged into my pony’s neck.  The equine
reared, and I flew headlong down the gully.

My sword flew away.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the mounted lancer quickly approaching.  I was up and running on

foot.
In my peripheral vision, I saw the lancer leap from his horse as he hurled himself upon my back.
I fell.  The lancer’s weight crushed me to the ground.  I screamed.  I tried to reach a knife I had stashed

in my belt.

Then, right into my ear, the familiar voice of Crazy Horse softly said, “Be still, little brother, or I may
be forced to hurt you...” 37

36 Editor’s Note: This would have been Calhoun’s troop.
37 Editor’s Note: Trinity’s ride across the battlefield — from Keogh’s troop almost all the way to the river — seems highly

improbable — but his story is corroborated by several Indians who were there.  The Cheyenne chief Two Moon, who played a
leading part in the battle and is regarded as one of the most reliable witnesses said, “One man rides up and down the line — all
the time shouting.  He rode a sorrel horse...  I don’t know who he was.  He was a very brave man...  [A] bunch of men, maybe
some forty, started towards the river.  The man on the sorrel horse led them, shouting all the time.  He wore buckskin shirt and
had long black hair and mustache.  He fought hard with a big knife...”

Historians have been unable to identify this rider since his appearance does not tally with that of any known officer of the
7th.  It is also worth noting that the man ‘fought hard with a big knife...’ by which he probably meant a saber.  (Gall also
confirmed that one of the Whites used a saber.)  The 7th Cavalry carried no sabers into this battle, but we know that a Sioux
warrior had captured one from Crook’s troops a few days before at the Battle of the Rosebud.  Since Trinity describes taking the
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Chapter Eight:
Retaliation

Your words are like a bird that never lands.
Friendship is a river that must run in two directions

— Cut-Ta-Ho-Tha
Shawnee suicide warrior

1876-1877
The Great Plains

fter the fight at the Greasy Grass, I warned the Lakota leadership that the Wasicus would go
crazy with anger — which is exactly what they did.  (Evidently, they truly did expect us to allow

them to steal everything that we had without a fight!)
Since they could not punish Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse, the Wasicus instead punished the agency

Indians who had nothing to do with the fight.  General Sherman received authority to assume military
control of all reservations in the Sioux country and to treat all the Indians there as prisoners of war.  In
August, the Congress made a new law requiring the Indians to give up all rights to the Shifting Sands
River and the Paha Sapa.  They ignored the treaty of 1868, maintaining that the Lakota had violated the
treaty by going to war with the Wasicus.  Of course, it had been the Wasicus who had violated the treaty
and Sitting Bull had not fought them until after the soldiers had invaded our lands.  And for the agency
Indians — they had not gone to war with the Wasicus at all!

A new commission was sent to provide a fig leaf of legality to the theft of the Shifting Sands River
and Paha Sapa.  Several members of this commission were old hands at stealing Indian lands.

Bishop Henry Whipple explained the new law to the gathered chiefs.  He said, “My heart has for many
years been very warm toward the red man.  We came here to bring a message to you from your Great
Father, and there are certain things we have given to you in his exact words.  We cannot alter them even
to the scratch of a pen...  When the Great Council made the appropriation this year to continue your
supplies they made certain provisions, three in number, and unless they were complied with no more
appropriations would be made by Congress.  Those three provisions are:  First, that you shall give up the
Black Hills country and the country to the north; second, that you shall receive your rations on the
Missouri River; and third, that the Great Father shall be permitted to locate three roads from the Missouri
River across the reservation to that new country where the Black Hills are...  The Great Father said that
his heart was full of tenderness for his red children, and he selected this commission of friends of the
Indians that they might devise a plan, and he directed them, in order that the Indian nations might be
saved, and that instead of growing smaller and smaller until the last Indian looks upon his own grave,
they might become as the white man has become, a great and powerful people.”

The agency Indians knew that Paha Sapa was gone.  They knew that the Shifting Sands River was
gone.  This meant that their hearts and their hunting grounds were gone.  Still, they objected strongly to
moving to the Missouri River.  There was no timber on the Missouri River.  One could see where the
timber used to be, but the Wasicus had cut it all down.  In addition, there were many bad people with
much bad whiskey there.

As usual, Spotted Tail effectively summed up the situation:  “This war did not spring up here in our
land; this war was brought upon us by the children of the Great Father who came to take our land from us

saber from a Sioux warrior, the mystery of the man on the sorrel horse is now almost surely solved.  As for Two Moon saying,
‘...the man on the sorrel horse led them’ when referring to the 40 men who tried to reach the river — Keogh’s troops evidently
thought Trinity was trying for a breakout, and it seems that they may have attempted to follow him.  Since Trinity was
unconcerned with what was behind him at that moment, he was probably unaware of this fact, and thus failed to mention it in
his account.

A
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without price, and who, in our land, do a great many evil things...  This war has come from robbery —
from stealing our land.”

Spotted Tail was utterly opposed to moving to the Missouri River, and refused to sign over Paha Sapa
until he could go to Washington and talk to the Great Father.  Instead, the commissioners gave the Indians
a week to discuss the terms amongst themselves.  However, it soon became evident to the commissioners
that we were not going to sign anything.  The chiefs pointed out that the Treaty of 1868 required the
signatures of three-fourths of the male adults of the Lakota tribes to change anything in it.  More than half
of the warriors were with Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse.  The commissioners replied that any Sioux who
were with Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse were ‘hostiles’, and were thus not covered by the treaty.  Since
the treaty had mentioned nothing about ‘hostiles’, the chiefs refused to accept this exception.  The
commissioners then replied that unless they signed the new treaty, their rations would be cut off, their
horses and rifles would be seized, and they would be removed far away to the Indian Territory.

And that was that.  It was done.  Paha Sapa was stolen.  Our hunting grounds on the Shifting Sands
River were gone.  Without wild game and without rations, the people would starve.  The thought of
moving far away to the strange country far to the south was unbearable.  Even in the northern plains,
horror stories of conditions in the Indian Territory were widespread.  If the army took all of their ponies
and guns, they would no longer even be men.

Red Cloud and his sub-chiefs signed first.  Spotted Tail signed next.
Then, the commissioners went to the agencies at Standing Rock, Cheyenne River, Crow Creek, Lower

Brulé, and Santee, where they badgered all of these tribes to sign.
Thus did the Paha Sapa, with its vast tracks of timber, with its spirits, with its many mysteries, and

with its billion dollars worth of gold, pass forever from the hands of the Lakota.
Four weeks later, four companies of Wasicu soldiers marched out of Fort Robinson into the agency

camps.  Once again the Wasicus were breaking a promise.  These soldiers had orders to seize all of the
Indian’s ponies and guns.  All males were placed under arrest.  Tipis were searched and dismantled.  The
colonel we called Three Fingers Mackenzie gave the women permission to use horses to haul their goods
into Fort Robinson.  The males, including Red Cloud and the other chiefs, were forced to walk to the fort.
The tribes would now be forced to live under the guns of Fort Robinson.

The next morning, the Wasicus added insult to injury.  They took all of the ponies they had seized
from us and gave them to the Pawnee, our ancient enemies.

In disgust, I left Deer Runner with relatives and then rode away alone to contemplate my future.  I
knew that Custer’s Last Stand was also the Lakota’s Last Stand.  The Wasicus would now hurl everything
they had at us, and there was nothing we could do to stop them.  I knew that I would die with Crazy
Horse, but I wanted some time alone before committing to Valance’s Last Stand.  I rode into Paha Sapa.
To my consternation, I discovered that the Wasicus had already built a good-sized town there called
Deadwood.  As I rode in, the outskirts of Deadwood reminded me of an ant heap.  There were hundreds
of miners crawling all over the slopes that had already been denuded of trees.  There was a ceaseless
thump of picks, the scrape of shovels, and the ring of axes.  There were ramshackle huts and shanties
interspersed everywhere with sluice-boxes.  There were dirty, bearded fellows in slouch hats and galluses
cussing and burrowing.  There were claim signs scattered all over.  The signs identified the ‘Sweetheart
Mine’, the ‘Crossbone Diggings’, ‘Damyereyes Gulch’, and so forth.  The town itself was bedlam.  It was
only four months old and it was not much more than a single street of log and frame buildings running the
entire winding length of the narrow ravine in which the town had been built.  This ravine was not more
than a few dozen yards wide from one steep forest slope to the other.  Even though the very existence of
this town was illegal, they already had a mayor, a corporation, and a Grand Central Hotel.  They had a
bathhouse, stores, theatres, several saloons, gaming-houses, and dance halls.  They had clerks, barbers,



107

harlots, shop-men, traders, and enough alcohol to float a ship.  All of the businesses appeared to be
booming.  Everyone was riding high and spending freely, convinced that they were about to make a
fortune.

I headed for the Number Ten Saloon in order to eavesdrop and learn what there was to learn.  Upon
entry, I immediately spotted a familiar figure playing cards.  I approached him and said, “Hello James.
Long time no see.”

Hickok turned and smiled when he saw me.  “Well, hello Trinity.  I wondered what had happened to
you.  Have you been staying out of trouble?”

I laughed and said, “Hardly!”
Hickok finished his hand and then joined me on the boardwalk.  Since we had had no time to talk at

our last meeting, he first filled me in on what he had been doing since the old Kansas days.  He had been
on the stage, traveling with Bill Cody.  He had been doing a little gambling, a little peace-officering, and
a good deal of drifting.  He was now married, with a wife in Kansas City, and he was in Deadwood to
make a pile so that they could settle down.

Since it was obvious that Calamity Jane had staked a claim upon Hickok, I joked, “Does Calamity
Jane know that you are married?”

Hickok snorted, and said, “That bitch is becoming a pain in the ass.”
“Are you planning on mining, or on gambling,” I asked?
He grinned ruefully and pulled back his coat.  I saw the two long repeaters reversed in the silk sash at

his waist.  He said, “If the cards don’t start running smarter, and unless I can rustle up enough energy to
try the diggings, I’ll most likely have to put on a badge again.”

Well, that was money for nothing to Wild Bill Hickok.  He was the finest and fastest shot with a
revolver I had ever seen.  He would not have to do a stroke as marshal; his name was enough.

However, he did not look too content at the prospect.  Studying him, I saw that he had put on a touch
of puffy weight over the years, and I wondered if the booze and the loafing were closing in.

He confessed that a doctor in Kansas City had diagnosed him with glaucoma, and that his eyes were
not what they had been.  He was ready to call it a day if he could take a small pile east from Deadwood.

I later realized that Wild Bill Hickok knew that his world was over, and that there was no place for
him in this new one.  He looked tired. I knew that in the last couple of years he had been arrested several
times for vagrancy.

“So what about you,” he asked?  “Are you settled in anywhere?  I know you don’t drink, but we can
catch a couple of catchable gals this evening at the Bella Union if you like.”

I filled him in on recent events — though I failed to mention my participation at the Greasy Grass.
We then patronized the best cathouse in Deadwood, which was operated by a local celebrity named Dora
DuFran. (She had literally coined the term ‘cathouse’ by persuading Charlie Utter bring her a wagon full
of cats to inhabit her establishment.)  Ms. DuFran had opened her brothel in Deadwood at the ripe old age
of fifteen.  Although she preferred having pretty girls, the selection in that part of the west was extremely
limited.  She did demand that her girls practice good hygiene and dress well, though.  She had picked up
several of the girls from the wagon train led by Charlie Utter that I had accosted.  From time to time,
Calamity Jane was in Ms. DuFran’s employ.

The next morning, August 2nd, I headed for Nuttall & Mann’s Number 10 Saloon.  Hickok was
lounging on the boardwalk in front.  His coat was off, and his six guns were in full view.  I invited him to
accompany me to breakfast.

“I’ve got Skipper Massey inside there,” he replied, “and I’m going to bluff, raise, and call him from
Hell to Houston.”  Then, upon realizing that a passing woman had overheard him, Hickok said, “Excuse
me, ma’am.  Forgive my thoughtless speech.”  (James Hickok was very particular in that way.)

As he was apologizing, the driver of a wagon noticed that a lynchpin had sprung, and he uttered an
oath that would have embarrassed the devil.  Hickok and I smiled at the irony.

A man that I later learned was named Jack McCall approached Hickok and asked him for a loan since
James had cleaned him out on the card table the previous day.  Hickok, who had little use for self-pity,
somewhat condescendingly said, “Here, take a pinch of dust and go buy yourself some breakfast.”
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The man took obvious offense.  He rudely rejected the offer, huffed and puffed for a moment, and then
walked away down the street.

Hickok looked after the man with contempt and said, “Geez, I don’t owe that asshole anything.  He
entered the game with his eyes open.”

Turning to me, he then said, “Anyway, I need a favour, if you don’t mind; I generally sit in the corner
where no one can sneak up behind me, but my regular seat was already taken by Charley Rich when I
arrived this morning, and he won’t move.  Why don’t you come watch my back for a few until I can clean
out Massey, and then I’ll buy you breakfast.”

I agreed to this, and took up a post behind James as he played.  Jack McCall entered and took a place
next to me in order to watch the game.  I noticed that James’ hand was a good one:  He had a pair of aces
and a pair of eights.  To my later regret, I abandoned my post to go buy a couple of drinks for the players.

While I was at the bar, Jack McCall fatally shot Wild Bill Hickok in the back of the head.38

James Butler Hickok was buried in the cemetery outside Deadwood.  Charlie Utter claimed the body
and placed a notice in the local newspaper, the Black Hills Pioneer, which read:  ‘Died in Deadwood,
Black Hills, August 2nd, 1876, from the effects of a pistol shot, J. B. Hickok (Wild Bill) formerly of
Cheyenne, Wyoming.  Funeral services will be held at Charlie Utter’s Camp, on Thursday afternoon,
August 3rd, 1876, at 3 o’clock PM. All are respectfully invited to attend.’

Attendance at the funeral was heavy.  Utter had Hickok buried with a wooden grave marker reading:
‘Wild Bill, J. B. Hickock killed by the assassin Jack McCall in Deadwood, Black Hills, August 2d, 1876.
Pard, we will meet again in the happy hunting ground to part no more.  Good bye, Colorado Charlie, C.
H. Utter.’

A few days later, I came across Charlie Utter and Calamity Jane. Jane, as usual, was roaring drunk.
On this occasion, Charlie had joined her.

“He was a good man,” I said.  This produced a long wail from Jane.  “His like will never be seen
again.”  Charlie said, “You know — he knew it was coming.”

“Why do you say that?”
“He as much as said so in his last letter to his wife.”
“What did it say?”
Charlie produced the letter and showed me the postscript.  It said:

Agnes Darling:
If such should be we never meet again, while firing my last shot, I will gently breathe the name of

my wife Agnes, and with wishes even for my enemies, I will make the plunge and try to swim to the
other shore.

J.B. Hickok
Wild Bill39

38 Editor’s Note:  McCall claimed, at the resulting two-hour trial by an ad hoc miners jury made up of a local group of
assembled miners and businessmen, that he was avenging Hickok's earlier slaying of his brother.  This was later found to be
untrue.  It is suspected that McCall killed Hickok on a contract let by certain lawless elements of Deadwood who were afraid
that Hickok would eventually become marshal and clean up the town, as he had done in Abilene.  McCall was acquitted at this
trial.  The acquittal resulted in an editorial in the Black Hills Pioneer:  “Should it ever be our misfortune to kill a man ... we would
simply ask that our trial may take place in some of the mining camps of these hills.”

McCall was subsequently rearrested after bragging about his deed and a new trial was held.  The authorities did not
consider this to be double jeopardy because the previous jury was ruled to be ‘irregular’ since Deadwood was in Indian Country
and thus not recognized as a legitimately incorporated town.  The new trial was held in Yankton, capital of the territory, and
this time McCall was found guilty.  He was hung on March 1st, 1877.
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It was slight compensation, but I learned a few days later that the James Gang had almost been wiped
out trying to rob a bank in Northfield, Minnesota.

After the shooting, I rejoined my family with Crazy Horse’s band.  Shortly after this, I was with a
raiding party when we spotted a stagecoach.  We decided to attack.  I shot the driver, and the stagecoach
rolled to a halt.  To my surprise, Calamity Jane jumped out of the passenger compartment, leaped onto the
driver’s platform, and drove the stage away, thus saving the other passengers.  I later learned that Jane
was also a big help throughout the smallpox epidemic that swept through Deadwood during this period.

We heard that Sitting Bull had moved far north in the Yellowstone country to get away from the
soldiers.  We heard that Gall had been on a hunting expedition when he came across a column of soldiers
making their way to a new fort being constructed where the Tongue River flowed into the Yellowstone.40

Gall attacked this column near Glendive Creek and captured 60 mules.  Upon hearing of this activity,
Sitting Bull summoned a half-breed living in his camp who knew how to write in the Wasicu language.
This man wrote:

“I want to know what you are doing on this road.  You scare all the buffalo away.  I want to hunt in this place.  I want
you to turn back from here.  If you don’t, I will fight you again.  I want you to leave what you have got here, and turn back
from here.  I am your friend.”

The soldiers replied that they were going to Fort Keogh, that many other soldiers would be joining
them there, and that if Sitting Bull wanted a fight, then they would give him one.

Sitting Bull did not want a fight.  He just wanted to be left alone.  He sent an emissary to ask for a talk.
Since Nelson Miles had been hunting for Sitting Bull all summer, he quickly agreed to a parley.  They
met on October 22nd between a line of soldiers and a line of Lakota braves.  Miles was escorted by an
officer and five men.  Sitting Bull was escorted by a sub-chief and five warriors.

Miles was wearing a large bear coat.  From that day forward, the Lakota called him ‘Bear Coat’.
There were no preliminary ceremonies or smoking of the pipe.  Bear Coat began the parley by accus-

ing Sitting Bull of always being against the white man and his ways.  Sitting Bull agreed with this
assessment.  He explained that he was only against the white man and his ways because his ways included
stealing all of our land.  He said he would cease being their enemy if they would just leave him alone.

Leaving people alone was not the Wasicu way.
Bear Coat wanted to know what Sitting Bull was doing in the Yellowstone country.  Even though it

was a foolish question, Sitting Bull politely replied that he was hunting buffalo to feed and clothe his

39 Editor’s Note:  Hickok met his true and only wife while Marshal of Abilene.  She had come there with her traveling circus
show.  Agnes Thatcher Lake was a truly remarkable woman:  A world renowned horsewoman, tightrope walker, dancer,
sometime actress, lion tamer, she could also speak several languages.  Her first husband, William Thatcher Lake, was a circus
clown.  Together they joined a traveling circus show, and eventually Agnes had a child.  They toured Europe for a while and
then returned to the United States.

Bill Lake was shot to death in 1869, but Agnes continued with the traveling show.  She arrived in Abilene in 1871, where she
met, fell in love with, and married James Butler Hickok.

40 Editor’s Note:  This was Fort Keogh, named for the same Captain Myles Keogh who had died at the Little Bighorn.
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people.  Bear Coat made mention of the Hunkpapa reservation, but Sitting Bull informed him that he
would winter in Paha Sapa.  They agreed to meet again the next day.

The next meeting was even more abrupt and disagreeable than the first.  Sitting Bull said that he
would stop fighting only when the Wasicus left his country.  Bear Coat replied that all Lakota must go to
the reservation.  At this, Sitting Bull became angry.  He declared the Great Spirit had made him an Indian,
and one could not be an Indian on the reservation.  Since he saw that this was going nowhere, he abruptly
ended the conference and returned to his people.  He rightly predicted that the soldiers would now fire
upon them.  The Hunkpapas repelled the attack, and then once again began running up and down the
plains.  By the spring, though, Sitting Bull was tired of running.  He decided to take his people to the land
of the Great Grandmother [Canada].

Crazy Horse, on the other hand, had no intention of allowing the Wasicus to drive us from our land.
We stayed.

Three Fingers Mackenzie was looking for us.  Instead, he found a Cheyenne village under chief Dull
Knife.  Dull Knife’s people had had nothing to do with the Little Bighorn.  They had slipped away from
the reservation to try to feed themselves after their rations had been cut off and their guns and ponies had
been confiscated.  Three Fingers surrounded the camp during the night and attacked without warning at
first light.  The Pawnee mercenaries went in first, riding the ponies that had been confiscated from the
Lakota.  They caught the Cheyenne in their lodges, killing many of them before they awakened.  Others
ran out naked into the biting cold.  The warriors finally set up a defensive perimeter allowing their
surviving women and children to escape.  Dull Knife and his lieutenant Little Wolf managed to form a
rear guard along the upper ledges of a canyon, but their meager supplies of ammunition soon ran out.
Little Wolf was shot seven times before he and Dull Knife broke away to join their women and children
in full flight toward the Bighorns.  Behind them, Three Fingers was burning their lodges.  After this was
done, he herded their captured ponies against the canyon wall and ordered his men to shoot them down.

The survivors made their way to our camp on Box Elder Creek.  During the first night of their flight,
twelve infants and several old people froze to death.  The next night, the men killed some of the ponies,
disemboweled them, and thrust small children inside to keep them from freezing.  The old people put
their hands and feet in beside the children.  For three days they tramped across the frozen snow, their bare
feet leaving a trail of blood before they finally reached our camp.  We shared food, blankets, and shelter
with Dull Knife’s people, but warned them to be ready to run.  We did not have enough ammunition to
fight the Wasicus.  Bear Coat was looking for us in the north, and Three Stars was coming from the south.

Finally, after receiving promises of fair treatment, Crazy Horse decided to come in and talk to Bear
Coat.  We approached but stopped well short of Bear Coat’s camp and sent some emissaries to see what
was up.  Some of Bear Coat’s Crow scouts saw us coming and attacked, killing several of our people.  We
later heard that Bear Coat was furious but we headed back north and Bear Coat started chasing us again.

On January 8th, 1877, at Wolf Mountain on the Tongue River, Crazy Horse led 800 braves in a surprise
attack.  However, Bear Coat had disguised his howitzers as wagons and opened fire with them. He then
sent his soldiers charging through foot-deep snow.  We had little ammunition but we had many smart
chiefs who knew enough tricks to mislead and punish the soldiers while the main body of our people
escaped through the Wolf Mountains toward the Bighorns.  Working in concert, Little Big Man, Two
Moon, and Hump decoyed the troops into a canyon and kept the soldiers — who were encumbered with
bulky winter uniforms — stumbling and falling over ice-covered cliffs for over four hours.  Snow began
sifting down during the engagement and by early afternoon a blizzard was raging; Bear Coat gave up and
returned to the warmth of Fort Keogh.

In February we were camped on the familiar territory of the Little Powder living off what game we
could find when runners brought news that Spotted Tail and a party of Brulés was coming from the south.

Some thought that Spotted Tail was at last tired of being told what to do on the reservation and was
coming to join us.

Crazy Horse knew better.



111

It turned out that Three Stars Crook had promised Spotted Tail that the Sioux would not have to move
to the Missouri River if the Brulé chief could talk us into surrendering.

Crazy Horse knew that Spotted Tail was up to no good and so he disappeared before the aging chief’s
arrival.  Crazy Horse told his father to shake hands with Spotted Tail and tell him that the Oglala would
come in as soon as the weather made it possible for women and children to travel.

Then he went off to the Bighorns alone.
Before leaving Crazy Horse told me that he had not decided whether he would surrender himself or

not.  He was considering living in Paha Sapa alone, like an old buffalo bull cast out of the herd.
Unable to find Crazy Horse, Spotted Tail settled for talking Big Foot, Touch-The-Clouds, and three

other chiefs into coming in when spring came.  True to their word, Touch-The-Clouds and a large number
of Minneconjous and Sans Arcs from Crazy Horse’s village arrived at Spotted Tail’s agency and surren-
dered.

Shortly before their arrival Three Stars had sent Red Cloud to Crazy Horse with a promise of a reser-
vation in the Shifting Sands River country if he would surrender.  On April 27th Red Cloud met Crazy
Horse and told him of Three Stars’ promise.

The 900 people who were with us were all starving by this point.  We had no ammunition.  Our horses
were thin and bony.

The promise of a reservation in the Shifting Sands River country was all that Crazy Horse needed to
bring him into Fort Robinson.

His duty to the poor was a duty that Crazy Horse had taken seriously all his life.  I am convinced that
his inability to feed his people was the central reason that he had finally surrendered.

Crazy Horse had been both a participant and a catalyst in all of the Lakota’s greatest victories over the
Wasicus:  The Fetterman Fight, the Rosebud, and the Little Bighorn.  Except for a couple of tactical
retreats Crazy Horse had never once been defeated in battle with the Wasicus.

And so, the last great war chief of the Lakota who was still in the country surrendered — not because
he was beaten, but because his people were starving.

Crazy Horse was now disarmed dismounted with no official authority over his people.
He was now the prisoner of an army that had never defeated him.

I tried.  I really tried.  I wanted to stay with what was left of my family, and so I went with Crazy
Horse’s people.  Believe me, I really tried.  I really really tried — but I am afraid that I did not last for
one day on the reservation.

In fact — I barely lasted two hours...
The Wasicus have many more people than they need.  Therefore, most of the individuals in their soci-

ety have very little value.  Since they are valueless they act as valueless people act.  To see thousands of
Wasicus everywhere being degraded in that manner unique to Wasicus is one thing — but to see once
proud Lakota warriors reduced to incoherent vomiting begging shadows of their formerly proud and self-
sufficient selves was the most soul searing experience I have ever had in my whole and entire life.

The main reason for my hasty departure, though, was the fact that I quickly learned the Wasicus had
figured out who I was and that they were asking for me by name.

Informed sources said that they were going to charge me with treason.
It was time to adopt a new persona and make some fast tracks.
I decided to join Sitting Bull in Canada.
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Three Stars had made two promises to Crazy Horse:  An agency of his own at a location of his choice,
and that they would be able to leave the agencies to go on a 40-day buffalo hunt.

However, Crook’s superiors nixed both of these plans.
This tendency of the War Department to ignore whatever had been promised by a man in the field

sucked as it resulted in a complete lack of trust.  It was impossible for the field men to hold any trust
when they continually had to explain that no they could not do what they had just said they would do.  I
later learned that Three Stars tried to get Crazy Horse to go to Washington to meet the Great White
Father.  Crazy Horse refused to go.  He saw no point.  They had promised him a reservation in the Shift-
ing Sands River country.  There was nothing else to talk about.  Crazy Horse had seen what happened to
chiefs who went to Washington.  They came back fat from the Wasicus way of living, having lost all of
their hardness.  Crazy Horse saw the changes that had been wrought in Red Cloud and Spotted Tail.  Red
Cloud and Spotted Tail knew what Crazy Horse saw when he looked at them, and they saw the reverence
in which Crazy Horse was held by the people.  They knew that they had sold out, they knew that Crazy
Horse had not, and they knew that everyone else knew it too.  The presence of Crazy Horse was a
constant reminder of their own inadequacies.

In August the Agency learned that the Nez Percé were at war with the Wasicus.  The Wasicus began
recruiting Lakota to go fight the Nez Percé.  In spite of Crazy Horse’s exhortations to resist helping the
Wasicus oppress other Indians many Lakota joined.  Crazy Horse was said to be so sick with disgust that
he declared he was taking his people back north to the Shifting Sands River as he had been promised he
could do.

Red Cloud and Spotted Tail partisans began spreading false rumours about Crazy Horse. Frank
Grouard41 falsely reported that Crazy Horse had said he would ‘go north and fight until not a white man is
left’.  When Three Stars learned from his spies that Crazy Horse was planning to return to the old ways
again a council of the Oglala leadership was called.  However, this meeting was canceled when Crook
was incorrectly informed that Crazy Horse said that he intended to kill the general during the proceedings.
Crook ordered Crazy Horse’s arrest and then departed, leaving the military action to the post commander
at Camp Robinson, Lieutenant Colonel Luther P. Bradley.  Additional troops were brought in from Fort
Laramie.  On the morning of September 4th, 1877, two columns moved against Crazy Horse’s village —
only to find that the village had moved.  They had all gone to the nearby Spotted Tail Agency.  Crazy
Horse’s wife was sick with consumption and they had gone to seek medical help.

After meeting with military officials Crazy Horse agreed to return to Camp Robinson with Lieutenant
Jesse M. Lee, the Indian agent at the Spotted Tail Agency.

When I eventually learned what had happened I desperately wished that I had stayed with Crazy
Horse.

Keep in mind:  All his adult life absolutely the only interaction Crazy Horse had with Wasicus was
when he killed them.  He did not query their thoughts or culture beforehand.  Since he had never dealt
with Wasicu reality had no way of understanding what was happening.  For the first time in his entire life
Crazy Horse had done something that went against his beliefs.  Had I thought more about it before leav-
ing I would have realized that Crazy Horse would have been confused stressed off-balance and desperate.

41 Editor’s Note: In about 1869, while working as a mail carrier, Frank Grouard had been captured near the mouth of the
Milk River by Crow Indians who took all his possessions and abandoned him in the forest.  He was subsequently rescued by a
party of Lakota warriors and adopted as a brother by Sitting Bull.  Grouard married a Lakota woman and lived with the Sioux for
eight years until he turned traitor and joined the Wasicus as a scout.  He helped lead Three Stars to the Rosebud, and there
were unconfirmed rumours that he fought with the Lakota at the Little Bighorn.  He also participated in the Wounded Knee
Massacre.

Ironically, Grouard had grown up in Utah as a Mormon.
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If I had thought about it I would have realized that the adjustments required of him if he was to live on
an agency were not adjustments that Crazy Horse was capable of making.  From the day he arrived Crazy
Horse was the focus of rumour envy jealousy and hatred — especially amongst his own people.  He still
had the aura of the warrior about him.  Just months previously he had been in a shooting war with Bear
Coat and he had never been decisively beaten.  He had also done the right thing by taking in Dull Knife’s
Cheyenne when their village had been destroyed by Three Stars.

Everyone understood, even if only intuitively, that Crazy Horse was not tame-able.  He was not a
bureaucrat or a politician.  He was incapable of conciliation or of compromising his principles.  And keep
in mind:  This insane world was brand new to him.  He had no point of reference.  His inability to feed his
people was the only reason that he — for the first time in his entire life — had finally lowered himself
even to speak with the Wasicus.

As Crazy Horse understood matters he had made no threat and committed no offense.  How could he
have understood that he had become an intolerable symbol of resistance even though he was no longer
resisting?  However — he was such a symbol, both to the Wasicus and to the already established Indian
power structures headed by Spotted Tail and Red Cloud.

Yes, I desperately wished that I had stayed with him — until years later, when I learned that the
Wasicu plans for Crazy Horse had included a cell dug into the coral of the Dry Tortugas.  The Dry Tortu-
gas are an exceptionally hellish place among hellish places.  It was widely known as one of the worst
prisons in the world.  Even Geronimo, who had killed and if possible tortured every white person he
encountered for decades, had eventually been sent to the relative paradise of Fort Marion in Florida.

Learning that Crazy Horse had been destined for the Dry Tortugas was redemptive to me.  I cannot
imagine Crazy Horse surviving even one day in such a place.  He would rather be dead.

This being the case, I am glad that I did not ‘save’ Crazy Horse.  I am glad that he was able to die as a
warrior...

I have researched the incident, and I have questioned several people who were there.  On the morning
of September 5th, 1877 — my birthday — Crazy Horse and Lieutenant Lee, accompanied by Touch the
Clouds and a number of Indian scouts, all departed for Camp Robinson.  Arriving that evening outside the
adjutant’s office, Lieutenant Lee was informed that he was to turn Crazy Horse over to the Officer of the
Day.  Lee evidently protested and hurried to the quarters of Colonel Bradley, to debate the issue.  He was
unsuccessful.  Bradley had received orders that Crazy Horse was to be arrested and forwarded under the
cover of darkness to Division Headquarters.  Thus, the reluctant Lee turned Crazy Horse over to Captain
James Kennington, who was in charge of the post guard.  Upon Crazy Horse’s arrival, he was told that it
was too late to talk to Three Stars that day.  He was turned over to the Indian Police.  It is said that Crazy
Horse stared hard at one of the policemen, for it was none other than Little Big Man!  The same Little Big
Man who had defied the commissioners at the council — the same Little Big Man who had bravely said
he would kill the first chief who spoke for selling Paha Sapa — the same Little Big Man who had fought
beside Crazy Horse just last winter against Bear Coat.

The Wasicus had now bought Little Big Man.  They had turned him into an agency policeman.  They
had successfully transformed Little Big Man from a proud warrior into a whore.

Crazy Horse walked between Little Big Man and Captain Kennington as they led him to wherever
they were taking him.  Knowing Crazy Horse, I am sure that he tried to reach the real world as he walked.
If he could escape this fictional world of darkness and shadow, then they could not touch him...

They walked past a soldier who held a rifle with a bayonet.
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They approached a doorway into a building.  The building had bars on the windows.  It was dark.  It
had a supremely foul odour.  Crazy Horse saw several motionless Indians inside who were chained to the
wall.

It was a trap for an animal.  This was a Lakota vision of Hell.  Crazy Horse reacted instinctively and
recoiled.  Little Big Man grabbed Crazy Horse’s arms — thus making him vulnerable...

The soldier stabbed Crazy Horse through the kidney with his bayonet.
He died later that night, September 5th, 1877, at the age of 35.

Crazy Horse’s body was raised on a scaffold.  All through the Drying Grass Moon, mourners watched
beside the burial place, honouring the fallen leader.

In the Moon of Falling Leaves came the heartbreaking news that rather than a reservation on the
Shifting Sands River as they had been promised, Crazy Horse’s band was instead being moved to the
Missouri River.

Once again, a Wasicu promise proved to be worth nothing.  Throughout the autumn of 1877, long
lines of exiled Indians being herded by soldiers marched northeastward toward the ugly, barren, and
devastated land.

The father and mother of Crazy Horse took Crazy Horse’s body and buried it at a secret place along
the creek we called Chankpe Opi Wakpala, and that the Wasicus called ‘Wounded Knee’.

It wasn’t long before more Wasicus were again lined up along the border of the reservation wanting
more Indian land.  A proposed railroad was blocked by the reservation.  Settlers bound for Montana and
the Northwest clamoured for roads to be built across our land.  Promoters eager for cheap land to be sold
at high profits to immigrants hatched schemes to break up the Great Sioux Reservation.  In the old days,
the Lakota would have fought to keep all these interlopers out of this territory.  Now the reservation Indi-
ans were disarmed, dismounted, and unable to even feed and clothe themselves.

The fact that that we were still free, armed, and mounted in Canada was an abomination to the
Wasicus.  Our freedom was stark contrast to the miserable existence being led by the reservation Indians.
The threat of our return was ever present.  Finally, the government sent One Star Terry and a special
commission to cross the border under escort of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police.  They proceeded to
Fort Walsh.  Terry was there to promise Sitting Bull a full pardon if he would surrender all firearms and
horses and bring his people back to the Hunkpapa agency at Standing Rock.

Sitting Bull had no desire to hear Terry’s words — he well knew that Wasicu words meant nothing.
However, the Canadian Indian Commissioner, James MacLeod, was anxious to get Sitting Bull out of
Canada.  He finally persuaded Sitting Bull to attend a council with Terry.

One Star made a short speech.  He said, “This band of yours is the only one that has not surrendered...
We have come many hundred miles to bring you this message from the Great Father, who, as we have
told you before, desires to live in peace with all his people.  Too much white and Indian blood has already
been shed.  It is time that bloodshed should cease.”

As always, Sitting Bull was outraged at the hypocrisy and lies of the Wasicu.  Everything he had just
said was the exact opposite of the truth.  Everything they said was a lie!  All that was necessary to discern
the truth was to translate their words into the opposite of whatever it was they said!
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As I believe I mentioned before — the Lakota are very appreciative of the art of the lie.  Our outrage
over the Wasicu’s lies was not over the fact that they were lying, but over the fact that that they were so
bad at it!

Sitting Bull said, “What have we done that you should want us to stop?  We have done nothing! It is
all the people on your side that have started us to do all of these depredations!  We could not go anywhere
else, and so we took refuge in this country...  I would like to know why you came here...  You come here
to tell us lies, but we don’t want to hear them.  I don’t wish any such language used to me; that is, to tell
me such lies in my Great Mother’s [Queen Victoria’s] house.  Don’t say two more words.  Go back where
you came from...  You lied to Crazy Horse’s people by telling them they could live on the Shifting Sands
River.  Then you murdered Crazy Horse and sent his people into the dead lands.  I have now come here to
stay with these people, and I intend to stay here.”

One Star knew that further talk was useless.  Terry’s last hope was the Canadian Commissioner,
MacLeod.  MacLeod agreed to explain the Canadian government’s position to Sitting Bull.  He told
Sitting Bull that the Queen’s government considered him an American Indian who had taken refuge in
Canada, and that he could not claim to be a British Indian.  “You can expect nothing whatsoever from the
Queen’s government,” he said, “Except protection so long as you behave yourselves. Your only hope is
the buffalo, and it will not be many years before that source of supply will cease.  You must not cross the
border with hostile intent.  If you do you will not only have the Americans for your enemies, but also the
Mounted Police and the British government.”

None of this mattered to us.  We were free.  The reservation Indians were slaves.  I had personally
seen Hell.  We would stay in the Grandmother’s land.

The next morning, One Star Terry started back to the United States.  He warned the War Department:
“The presence of this large body of Indians, bitterly hostile to us, in close proximity to the frontier, is a
standing menace to the peace of our Indian territories.”

In other words, the extermination of our freedom and defiance was impossible as long as we continued
to live free and proud in Canada.  We were setting a bad example.

General Terry had brought Talks to the Clouds with him as a Lakota scout/interpreter.  If you will
remember, Talks to the Clouds was the simple minded genius who had been captured by Custer’s troops
right before the fight at the Greasy Grass and revealed to Custer the fact that I was probably the first
actual Lakota undercover operative in history.

Fortunately, Custer had passed away without prior notice before he could spread this news very far...
Talks to the Clouds stayed with us after Terry left.  I asked Talks to the Clouds what he thought of life

as a Wasicu.
“We cannot be Wasicu,” he replied.  “We are Indians.  In their world, we are not real people no mat ter

what we do.  They do not know and do not care anything about us.  The strange thing is that many of
them are of very good and pure heart.  They live as they do because they literally know nothing else.
They know absolutely nothing about our lives, and yet they can successfully live their lives without
penalty for knowing absolutely nothing of us.  But we, on the other hand, must know everything about the
Wasicus if we are merely to survive!”

Talks to the Clouds had to pause.  Evidently, the young man was not as simple as he had always
pretended.  I immediately saw the advantages.  No one ever really expected anything from Talks to the
Clouds.  His reality was such as that it always left him completely free to do whatever he wished at any
time he wished because everything he did was dismissed due to his simplicity...

Talks to the Clouds continued:  “I once had a Wasicu who said he liked me because I had ‘gotten over’
my ‘Indian-ness’.”

Once again, Talks to the Clouds had to pause as his outrage melted in order to be able to collect his
words.

Talks to the Clouds had always been the most perfectly balanced and happiest member of our tribe.
He was very strange, but he was very strange in very good and useful ways, so his strangeness was not
only accepted, it was actually celebrated.  One of Talks to the Clouds’ useful attributes was the ability to
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make everyone feel good.  Talks to the Clouds always wore a large and heartfelt smile.  I had never seen
him show any negative emotion in his entire life.

Not as simple as he seemed indeed...
To see Talks to the Clouds in such a hopeless and dispirited condition drove the situation to its stark

reality more than anything else had so far.  The Wasicus had even managed to kill the spirit of Talks to
the Clouds.

In outrage, Talks to the Clouds now cried, “This man actually praised me for having ‘gotten over my
Indian-ness’! Gotten over my Indian-ness? Gotten over my Indian-ness?”

Talks to the Clouds paused for yet another moment as he wordlessly told me that he was about to
speak very important words from deep in his heart.

Again with that disturbing mix of despair and hope, Talks to the Clouds said, “White Fox, you have
spent much time with these people.  What do you do when faced with such stupidity?  How does one
respond to such mountainous and insurmountable ignorance?  What can one say to people such as this?
Can you imagine what would have happened had I praised him for having gotten over his white-ness?”

I could indeed imagine the likely outcome to that particular question being asked in that particular
context.  I also knew that there was absolutely nothing one could say when faced with people such as this.
To the Wasicus, one did not ‘get over’ white-ness — white-ness was the unquestioned goal.  It was the
ultimate pinnacle of human achievement, and the thought that others might not agree literally did not even
enter their consciousness.  To them, their way of life was so obviously superior in every way, why would
anyone even question it?  Just because our way of life was dignified and moral whilst theirs was spent
living as miserable slaves to rich people?  Just because our life was lived with complete sustainability and
in harmony with the Earth whilst theirs rapes the Earth and leaves Her dying in a stinking poisonous
sewer?

I looked at Talks to the Clouds with growing respect.  He had proven his wisdom by jumping right to
the heart of the matter.  Talks to the Clouds already knew the answer — but he had not yet given up all
hope.  He was still praying for a miracle.  Talks to the Clouds’ eyes revealed a deep and soul-breaking
look of utter hopelessness that hurt my heart — yet I simultaneously saw a desperate light deep in his
eyes begging for the possibility that I might possess some kind of magic that would make life sensible
and understandable again.  Perhaps White Fox had some secret Wasicu-Disappearing Magic or some-
thing?  Maybe White Fox knew of some honourable method of simply surviving amongst a world full of
such people, much less living any kind of a life that was really worth living...

I could not say such an untruth to Talks to the Clouds.  It hurt my heart to its deepest depths, but I had
enough respect for him to reveal the truth:  “There is no talking to such people, Brother.  You must learn
to live on their terms.”

Talks to the Clouds visibly deflated as all hope was dashed.  The indiscernible little ray of illusive
promise that had been buried deep in his eyes disappeared altogether.

With a deep sigh of despair and profound resignation, Talks to the Clouds looked up at me with tears
in his eyes and said, “Then it is as I feared.  What will you do, White Fox?”

I did not tell Talks to the Clouds, but all I wanted to do was to continue fighting the Wasicus.  Touch
the Clouds’ words had disturbed me on a deep level.  I had no intention of living my life on their terms.

Sitting Bull was no longer fighting Wasicus.  We were simply hiding.  We were not even allowed to
raid lest we be evicted from Canada.  We were hungry and cold.

I heard stories of another tribe of Indians who were still fighting the Wasicus far to the south.  I
decided to join them.



117

Chapter Nine:
Kid Billy

Sir, I will keep the appointment I made but be sure and have men come that you can depend on I am not
afraid to die like a man fighting but I would not like to be killed like a dog unarmed...

—Billy the Kid
In letter to

Governor Lew Wallace

had another adventure on the way to meet these Indians, though.  As I was passing through
Lincoln County New Mexico, I came across a man with a broken axle on his wagon.  I stopped

to help.
The man turned out to be John Tunstall, and both of us were drawn to the other.  My exoticness was

probably the main thing that attracted Tunstall — and as for myself, I was fascinated by the energy that
this man displayed...

Tunstall was the owner of a store.  His store was in direct competition with another store owned by
Irish gangsters who had connections in all kinds of high places, and who had been enjoying a business
monopoly for many years. Until Tunstall came along, they had been taking full advantage of that situa-
tion.

The story has now become that the honest and upright hero John Tunstall had come and challenged the
evil little mini-dictatorship of the James Dolan Gang.  As with all things involving humans, there is much
more to the story. Contrary to the ‘legend’ as opposed to the actual ‘facts’ — Tunstall was not exactly an
honest man struggling to start his own business in a corrupt town.  Yes, the town was indeed utterly
corrupt — but Tunstall was just as greedy as Dolan.  Tunstall merely wanted to replace Dolan’s monop-
oly with one of his own.  The main difference between the two consisted of which one was going to outdo
the other.

On one side was “The House,” led by Lawrence Gustave Murphy and his violent business partner,
James J. Dolan. By the time I arrived, the House had been enjoying an economic and political monopoly
on Lincoln County for years. The House ran a store that extended lines of credit that no one could repay,
thus permanently indebting purchasers. The firm also had control of the government contracts to supply
beef to the Mescalero Apaches. The amount of beef the House told the government it supplied and the
amount they actually supplied always seemed to differ greatly — and always in the firm’s favor. The
House of Murphy and Dolan was also intimately connected with the ‘Santa Fe Ring’, a group of corrupt
politicians who ruled New Mexico.

The Murphy-Dolan Faction had hired a lawyer named Alexander McSween to handle their legal
affairs.  This included collecting on the life insurance policy of a deceased partner named Emil Fritz.
However, rather than turning the money over to the Murphy-Dolan faction, McSween instead deposited it
into his own bank account.

Predictably, this greatly upset the Murphy-Dolan faction.
Then, right at this same time, here came John Tunstall — an aristocratic, wealthy, and cocky young

newcomer with a get-rich-quick scheme and a strong belief that he had the sophistication and brains to
outwit these dull-witted Westerners.  After taking his father’s money — and after taking on Alex
McSween as a partner — Tunstall started his own ranch, opened a town store, and quickly became a thorn
in Dolan’s side.

Tunstall had written home to his father about his plans:

“Everything in New Mexico that pays at all (you may say) is worked by a ‘ring’ there is the ‘Indian
ring’ ‘the army ring’ ‘the political ring’ ‘the legal ring’ ‘the Roman Catholic ring’ ‘the cattle ring’ ‘the
horse thieves ring’ and half a dozen rings.  It is necessary either to get into a ring or make one for
yourself.  I am at present at work making a ring...  I propose to confine my operations to Lincoln

I
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County, but I intend to handle it in such a way, as to get half of every dollar that is made in the county
by anyone.”

Tunstall knew full well that he was shaking a hornet’s nest.  His store was constructed like a fort.  His
ranch employees were hired gunmen.  He was expecting trouble.

He got it.
The Murphy & Dolan Co. had an already established enterprise, they had the ‘Santa Fe Ring’, they

had the county sheriff — and as far as hired gunmen went, Dolan had Jesse Evans and the ‘Boys’.
Tunstall’s mistake was that he believed the law would protect him.  Tunstall didn’t understand — until it
was too late — that Dolan and the Santa Fe Ring were the law.  In addition, Dolan had already been
having financial problems with the Murphy & Dolan Company even before Tunstall’s arrival.  It was, in
fact, on the verge of going bankrupt.

Now, suddenly, here was the capitalist’s worst nightmare: Competition!
Then — to make things even worse — Tunstall had gained support from all of the locals that Dolan

had been screwing for so long!
Then, to make things really worse — Tunstall had even gained the support of the famous cattle baron

John Chisum!
This was a credible and powerful threat to Dolan’s struggling enterprise.  This called for extraordinary

measures.  Thus, Dolan reacted in the traditional Wasicu manner:  He lashed out by getting McSween
arrested on phony embezzlement charges.  On the grounds that they were collecting on the life insurance
money McSween had kept (and to which the Dolan faction themselves had never been entitled) Dolan
executed a series of legal maneuvers to seize Tunstall’s livestock.  He then sent Jesse Evans and the
‘Boys’ steal all of Tunstall’s horses.

In the traditional Wasicu manner, Tunstall struck back — though a little less effectively — with an
editorial in the Independent exposing Sheriff Brady’s failure to collect taxes from the House.

Thus, it was on.
At about this time, one of the ‘Boys’ had been caught with some of Tunstall’s cattle.  The next day, I

accompanied Tunstall as he went to confront the thief.  I was expecting the cattle thief to be a typical
seasoned Wasicu desperado:  Rough, ready, grizzled, and deadly.

Instead, the rustler turned out to be a rather adorable kid.  He immediately displayed wit, intelligence,
and a good nature...

His name was William.  As he told us his story, he simultaneously enchanted us:   In 1870, William’s
mother had arrived in Kansas accompanied by her long time boyfriend.  She bought and sold town lots
and opened a laundry service to earn money.  The widow was making a rather good living supporting
herself and her sons until a doctor had diagnosed her with tuberculosis and told her to seek a warmer and
drier climate.  Her health deteriorated rapidly and she became bedridden.

To make matters worse, her husband deserted his family when they needed him the most and took to
the hills for prospecting.

On September 16th, 1874, William’s mother died.  When her husband finally returned, he moved his
stepsons to live with the Knight family.  The boys continued their schooling as their stepfather came and
went.  Eventually, the boys were separated and bounced from one foster family to another.  The stepfather
eventually relocated to Arizona and relieved himself from any parental responsibility to his stepsons.
They were left to fend for themselves.

During this time, William took advantage of his freedom to do as he pleased without any parental
supervision.  Because he was on his own, he lacked money — and so he launched into a career of crime.

His first offense had been stealing several pounds of butter from a rancher, which he turned around
and sold to a merchant.  When caught, the county sheriff had given William a tongue-lashing — but let
him go with a warning.

And so, to earn money, the thirteen-year-old youngster washed dishes and waited on tables at a hotel.
He befriended a young man named Sombrero Jack.  Sombrero Jack was a thief, a drunk, and a gambler
who became a bad influence on the impressionable boy. Since William was looking poor and dressed in
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worn out clothes, Sombrero Jack had stolen a bundle of laundry from a Chinese launderer and then gave
the bundle to William — if he wanted to run the risk of being caught with it...

The bundle was discovered hidden in a trunk in William’s room and he was turned over to the sheriff,
who arrested him and threw him in jail.

William set a pattern by escaping custody.
He went to find his stepfather in Arizona.  When he found him, the man said that he wanted nothing to

do with the little loser.  Thus, William found himself alone and homeless in the Arizona desert.  The
Arizona desert is a very hostile environment.  It is a very dangerous place for an adult, let alone a teenage
boy...

William wandered around and lived a hand-and-mouth existence.  He had trouble finding work
because of his youthfulness and slender build, which made him unable to do the heavy physical labour of
ranch work.

And so, William met and went into partnership with a man named John Mackie, another thief who
would influence the kid.  The duo began a career of stealing saddles and horses, particularly from the
army in the Camp Grant area.

They were caught and thrown into jail at Camp Grant.
Again, William escaped and fled.
He then set another pattern:  He returned to the scene of the crime.  Just a few months after his escape,

William again turned up in the Camp Grant area.  Again he got into trouble — though this time it was of a
more serious sort...

Because he was very short and very skinny, William was often the target of bullies.  Wasicu culture
has many of these.  They are actually cowards who have no desire to fight a fair fight, but sadists who
enjoy torturing helpless victims.  These bullies often tended to be the same type of person who would, for
instance, enjoy torturing puppy dogs.

There was a husky blacksmith at Camp Grant named ‘Windy’, (presumably in recognition of the
man’s long-windedness — though a much more humourous explanation also lends itself...)  Windy
immediately took pleasure in picking on William every time he saw him.  He would throw him to the
floor, ruffle his hair, slap his face, and humiliate him before the men in the saloon.

Being of good nature, William let it slide for a while — but finally, he had had enough.
There was another thing about William that these people evidently did not know:  Underneath

William’s cute smile — below all of William’s genial nature — beneath all of William’s good-natured
banter — he could be a thoroughly deadly young man...

On August 18th, 1877, at Atkins’s cantina, Windy called William a pimp. William called Windy’s
mother a whore.  Windy plowed into William and threw the youth to the floor.  He then sat on him,
pinned his arms down with his knees, and started slapping his face. William worked his right arm free,
took out a .45, and shot Windy dead.  Then he bolted out the door, mounted the nearest horse, and made
some very fast tracks to a place very far away.42

Despite the previous abuse, despite Windy being of much larger stature, and despite the fact that
Windy had gotten the upper hand in the fight, the shooting was ruled as unjustified.  With a murder rap
hanging over his head, William hightailed it back to New Mexico, where he once again found himself
alone and vulnerable.  He headed to Dona Ana County near La Mesilla — and this was where he joined
Jesse Evans and The Boys, Dolan’s hired guns, who at that time were one of the most notorious gang of

42 Editor’s Note: The horse William rode off on was a prized racehorse — however, when he found another mount, William
sent the valuable animal back to its owner.
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rustlers and killers in the southwest.  He had been caught stealing cattle — and thus found himself in the
Lincoln County Jail talking to John Tunstall.

Mr. Tunstall was so impressed that he ended up hiring William...
William later said that Mr. Tunstall was the first person in his whole life that had ever treated him like

a human being.  This earned for Tunstall William’s fierce and undying loyalty.

By this time, William had already acquired the nickname that he was about to make so famous.  His
given name was William H. Bonney — but he soon became much more popularly known as ‘Billy the
Kid’.

Since both sides were the ‘bad guys’ so to speak, it did not matter which side I joined.  I joined
Tunstall because I happened to meet him first, because he was slightly less evil than Dolan was, and
because he was much more interesting than Dolan was.

On February 18th, 1878, Sheriff Brady sent Deputy Bill Mathews and a posse to Tunstall’s ranch to
attach the cattle in the embezzlement case against McSween.  Tunstall was forced to let them take the
cattle, but he refused to turn over his horses.  I then joined Tunstall and a handful of his men as we herded
the horses toward Lincoln.

Upon arriving at Tunstall’s ranch and finding the horses gone, Deputy Mathews formed a sub-posse
led by Bill Morton to come after us.  Among the posse, were Jesse Evans, Tom Hill, Frank Baker, and
George Hindman.

Typically for Wasicus, half the men who rode with this posse were psychopaths and/or members of
the ‘Boys’.  Almost all of them were wanted outlaws themselves...

That afternoon, we were riding towards a canyon. William and John Middleton rode drag about 300
yards behind pushing the horses, while Tunstall, Brewer, Rob Widenmann, and I led the way.

A flock of wild turkeys drew our attention.  Pulling out our rifles, we loped after them — leaving
Tunstall alone.

Suddenly, William saw the posse galloping towards Mr. Tunstall.  He spurred his horse toward us
turkey chasers.  “Here come the Boys,” he cried!  Then, Middleton rode towards Tunstall yelling, “For
God’s sake, follow me!”

The rest of us headed for cover behind some rocks.
Tunstall, who had not seen the approaching danger, looked confused and said, “What John…what?”
These were Tunstall’s last words.  The posse easily caught up with him and then shot him down in

cold-blood as we watched.

Curiously, both sides of this conflict had their own set of law officers, and various legal maneuverings
were carried out by both sides against the other.  The following day, Brewer and the Kid swore out
affidavits to Justice of the Peace J. Wilson, who then issued warrants for the assassins.

I let the Tunstall people know that I would be willing to work with them, but that my rôle was much
more effective when working ‘behind the scenes’ so to speak.  Thus, I melted into the desert to keep an
eye on things.
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The day after the Tunstall assassination, Constable Martinez deputized William and Fred Waite to aid
him in serving the warrants against the men, who were at Dolan’s store.  When they walked in Sheriff
Brady was present, and he refused to permit the arrest of his men.  Instead, Brady took the constable and
his two deputies prisoner, cursing and verbally abusing them in the process.  Sheriff Brady also confis-
cated their weapons — including a prized Winchester rifle that Tunstall had given to William that was
greatly prized by him.

After a couple of hours, only Martinez was free to go.  William and Fred Waite were released two
days later.43

Wilson then deputized Dick Brewer, who formed his own posse called the ‘Regulators’.  William was
one of the first members recruited.  He had proven himself to be a dependable solider due to both his
loyalty and to his fighting capabilities.

Frustrated by Sheriff Brady’s interference and by the governor turning a blind eye to what was going
on in the county, the Regulators felt unable to do things the ‘law way’ anymore.  They now felt that they
had no choice but to fight fire with fire...

First, we killed Bill Morton and Frank Baker execution style after they had surrendered to us.  We
knew that if the prisoners were turned over to the sheriff, they would be released.  During the killing,
William also shot William McCloskey, who was suspected of being a spy, after thoroughly excoriating
the man for his sneaky and underhanded ways.

Coincidentally, on that same day Tunstall’s other two killers, Tom Hill and Jesse Evans, were also
brought to justice while trying to rob a sheep drover near Tularosa, New Mexico:  In the gun battle that
ensued, Hill was killed and Evans was severely wounded.  Then, while Evans was in Fort Stanton for
medical treatment, he was arrested on an old federal warrant for stealing stock from an Indian reservation.

Then, six Regulators — including both me and Billy the Kid — ambushed and killed Sheriff Brady
and his deputy George Hindman on the streets of Lincoln.

William would later confess that he was aiming at Deputy Bill Mathews, who narrowly escaped
during the ambush.  William felt that Mathews was the man most responsible for Tunstall’s death by
sending the sub-posse to go after them, and that Mathews knew that Tunstall was going to be killed.  This
would explain why most of the men in that sub-posse were murderous outlaws...

However — Mathews got the last laugh.  William and Jim French broke cover, dashing to Sheriff
Brady’s body in order to reclaim the rifle that Brady had confiscated from William, and which now lay
next to his corpse.

Leveling his rifle, Matthews fired, wounding both men with a single bullet through both of their legs.
(French’s wound was serious, while William’s was a flesh wound.)

We then headed into Blazer’s Mills.  We wanted to have a good meal at Mrs. Godfrey’s Restaurant.
Along with our leader Dick Brewer and myself, present that day were William, Charlie Bowdre, Doc

Scurlock, Frank McNab, George Coe, Frank Coe, John Middleton, Jim French, Henry Brown, Fred
Waite, ‘Dirty Steve’ Stephens, John Scroggins, and Ygnacio Gonzalez.

Then, whilst at Blazer’s Mill, we made the mistake of stumbling upon Buckshot Roberts, whose name
was on our arrest warrant as one of Tunstall’s murderers.  ‘Buckshot’ Roberts was short and stocky in
appearance.  He had earned his nickname because he had a large number of buckshot pellets lodged in his
shoulder — an indication of a violent past.  The wound impaired the movement in his right arm, which he
could not raise above his pelvis.  It was therefore literally true that he shot from the hip.  He had fought
during the Civil War in the Union Army, and by 1876, Roberts had his own small ranch in Ruidoso
Valley near Lincoln.  He was known as a quiet and secretive man who rarely if ever spoke of his past.  A
stubborn loner, Buckshot Roberts preferred to ride a mule to a horse.  He was reportedly not a man that
you would want to upset.

43 Editor’s Note: Billy the Kid thus did not attend Tunstall’s funeral.  This means that the story of the Kid swearing revenge
at the funeral of his mentor is just another of the many bullshit stories.
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We were about to learn that these reports were all too true.
He worked for James Dolan — thus, when the Lincoln County War broke out, he became a target of

the Regulators even though he had had nothing to do with Tunstall’s murder.  Buckshot Roberts was a
friend of Dolan’s partner Lawrence Murphy — who was dying of cancer at this time, and who played no
part in the ‘Lincoln County War’.  Roberts wanted nothing to do with any of this.  When told that he
needed to choose his a side in this conflict, Roberts curtly replied that he intended to take neither side; he
had seen enough fighting in his time, and he would no longer fight any man’s battle for him.

In preparation for leaving the area, he had just sold his ranch and he was at Blazer’s Mill to collect his
money so that he could leave.  He was shocked to discover the entire upper echelon of the Regulators
eating lunch at Mrs. Godfrey’s Restaurant.

The next few minutes would see one of the most remarkable gunfights that ever took place in the Old
West.  Roberts would fight for his life against eight skilled gunslingers, and he would almost get away
with it...

In the end, he would create a frontier legend.
Upon learning of Robert’s presence, Frank Coe approached him.  They sat on the steps of the main

house as Coe tried to talk Buckshot into surrendering.  The old gunman refused, believing — with justifi-
cation — that he would be killed by the vengeful cowboys.  Dick Brewer grew impatient with the stand-
off and sent a few of his men outside to take Buckshot into custody.  At the sight of the armed and
quickly walking cowboys, Buckshot jumped up, aimed his Winchester, and both he and Charlie Bowdre
fired at the same time.  Buckshot was struck in the stomach while his shot hit Bowdre’s belt buckle.
Bowdre suffered no serious injury, but it did sever his gun belt and knock the wind out of him.  Danger-
ously wounded, Buckshot kept pumping bullets at the Regulators as he retreated to the doorway — and
many found their target.  In this exchange, John Middleton was seriously wounded in the chest, Doc
Scurlock was grazed, and George Coe was struck in the right hand, costing him his trigger finger.  Then,
we heard the magazine of Buckshot’s rifle click empty.

William dashed from cover to finish off the wounded gunman — only to be knocked senseless by a
knock to the head with Buckshot’s Winchester!

Then, barricading himself in the house, Buckshot ignored both his painful wound and the Regulators’
gunshots as he armed himself with a single-shot Springfield rifle and readied himself for further
gunplay...

Stunned by this turn of events, we tended to our wounded and tried to get Buckshot to come out.  Dick
Brewer said, “C’mon, we gotta get this asshole now!  This is one man! If we back down, our reputation
will be trash!  Every gunman in the West will be riding here to take us on!”

He failed to inspire anyone.  We were scared.
In disgust, Brewer circled around the main house and took cover behind some stacked logs.  He

opened fire on the room where Buckshot Roberts was.  Buckshot immediately shot Brewer through the
eyeball, instantly killing him.

After this, we had had enough.  Demoralized by our casualties, we pulled out and left the area.
Buckshot Roberts died the next day.  He and Dick Brewer were buried side by side near the big house

where the gunfight occurred.

Thus, both sides had now lost their leaders.  Following Sheriff Brady’s death, John Copeland had been
appointed to replace him.  However, Copeland refused to side with either faction, opting to remain neutral
and deal with both factions accordingly.  Thus, Dolan used his influence to have Copeland removed and
replaced him with George Peppin, a Dolan sympathizer and employee.  After Brewer’s death, Frank
McNab was elected captain of the Regulators.  He did not last long.  On April 29th, a posse including
Jessie Evans and the Boys and the Seven Rivers Warriors under the direction of Sheriff Peppin, engaged
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McNab, Ab Saunders, and Frank Coe in a shootout at the Fritz Ranch.  McNab was killed in a hail of
gunfire, Saunders was badly wounded, and Coe was captured.

The morning after the shootout at the Fritz Ranch, Frank’s cousin George Coe took up position on the
roof of McSween’s house.  George Coe, who was now missing his trigger finger due to the earlier
gunfight with Buckshot Roberts, took aim at ‘Dutch Charlie’ Kruling, a member of the Seven Rivers
Warriors gang.  The distance has been estimated at being 444 yards. Henry Newton Brown warned Coe
that he was wasting his shot, and could not hope to hit anyone at such a distance.  To Brown’s astonish-
ment, Coe proceeded to knock Kruling down, seriously wounding him.

On April 30th, Seven River’s members Tom Green, Charles Marshall, Jim Patterson and John Galvin
were killed in Lincoln.  Next, Frank Coe escaped custody with the assistance of Deputy Sheriff and Seven
Rivers Warrior Wallace Olinger.  On May 15th, William and I joined twenty-two other Regulators led by
Doc Scurlock (who had been deputized by Copeland), and we tracked down Seven Rivers gang member
Manuel Segovia, who we believed had shot McNab.  There was a short fight during which I shot and
killed Segovia.

The Lincoln County War came to its climax in mid-July of 1878, when the Five Day Battle broke out.
During this fight, up to eighty men on each side fought a ferocious gun battle in the streets of Lincoln.  It
began when we were all in McSween’s house celebrating.  I personally thought that it was too early to
celebrate.  I had noticed that the Dolan faction still had many men left, and that they didn’t seem the types
just to let things lie.

I was correct in this assessment.
We received word that a large posse was on its way into town.  Instead of attempting to flee, we

elected to remain in town to meet them.
The Regulators were in two different locations:  Doc Scurlock, Charlie Bowdre, John Middleton,

Frank Coe, and several others were in the Ellis Store.  About twenty Mexican Regulators led by Josefita
Chavez, were also positioned around town.  With me in the McSween house were Alex McSween and his
wife Susan; William, Henry Brown, Jim French, Jose Chavez y Chavez, George Coe, several women and
children, and about a dozen Mexican cowboys.

Also with us was a new Regulator by the name of Tom O’Folliard, who would soon become Billy the
Kid’s best friend.

The Dolan forces soon rode into town from the west and surrounded us in the McSween house.  The
Dolan people included Jessie Evans and the Boys, and the John Kinney Gang.  They were led by the
newly appointed Sheriff George Peppin.

A barrage of gunfire erupted for a good while.  Billy was hyped and yelling with joy.  Eventually, the
volume reduced to sporadic gunfire that continued throughout most of the day.  So far so good:  At least
five Dolan men were wounded in the initial exchange, while we had suffered no casualties.  Then, 39
cavalrymen showed up under the command of Colonel Nathan Dudley.  While Dudley and his men did
not actively participate in the fighting, they did everything they could to assist the Murphy/Dolan forces.
Upon noting this fact, we began firing on them.  By shooting at government troops, we had now earned
the animosity of the US Cavalry.  We thus now had a completely new set of enemies.  (After the conflict,
at Susan McSween’s insistent insistence, the War Department found Dudley’s actions to be improper —
and one William Bonney was among the battle veterans who testified against him.)

Over the next three days, shots and shouts were exchanged, but there was nothing approaching an all-
out fight.  One of the McSween defenders, Tom Cullens, was killed by a stray bullet.  Then, Fernando
Herrera, who was Doc Scurlock’s father-in-law, matched George Coe’s feat by shooting and killing a
Dolan cowboy named Charlie Crawford from 500 yards as Crawford rode in to join the besiegers.  Then,
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to add a little comic relief, Henry Brown, George Coe, and Joe Smith slipped out of the McSween house
to the Tunstall store — where they chased two Dolan men into an outhouse with rifle fire, and forced
them to dive into the bottom to escape...

The impasse remained until the troops pointed cannons at the Ellis store and other positions.  Doc
Scurlock and his men decided that it was time to leave.  They broke from their positions, as did Josefita
Chavez’s cowboys, and thus left those of us in the McSween house to our fate...

We held out until they set the house on fire.

It was at this point that Billy the Kid finally started assuming a leadership rôle.  The Kid had an easy-
going personality and a wonderful sense of humor.  He was always in good spirits, despite any situation.
He never lost his composure and had a cool head under the most desperate of circumstances.  The more
desperate the circumstance became, the more William seemed to enjoy himself.  As the flames spread and
night fell, he joked and whooped with laughter.

McSween’s wife Susan, the other woman, and five children were all granted safe passage out of the
house while we continued to fight the fire.44

By 9 o’clock, we knew that the house was a lost cause.
The Kid was still laughing and joking.  However — his laughter ceased when McSween tried to

surrender:  Upon walking out the door with his hands raised, he was instantly killed with a barrage of
gunfire.

It was now clear that this was a ‘take no prisoners’ situation.  There was nothing left for the rest of us
except to try to break out the back door of the burning house...

Jim French went out first, followed by the Kid, Tom O’Folliard, Jose Chavez y Chavez, me — and
then everyone else, including McSween’s law partner Carson Morris, and several Mexican Regulators.

The Dolan men saw us and opened fire, killing Morris.  Some troopers moved into the back yard to
take those left into custody, but a close-order gunfight erupted instead.  As usual in such situations, it was
an insane blur of smoke and explosions that was impossible to follow or control.  Alex McSween was
killed, as was Seven Rivers’ cowboy Bob Beckwith.  Francisco Zamora and Vicente Romero were killed.
Yginio Salazar was shot in the back.  Three other Mexican Regulators got away in the confusion and
rendezvoused with some other Regulators who were a few yards away.

With McSween and Tunstall dead, and with the army interceding on the side of the Dolan faction —
and with our ‘ally’ John Chisum artfully staying on the sidelines — the remaining members of the
Tunstall/McSween deputies were now branded as outlaws, and we became fugitives.  (The irony here is
that if the Tunstall/McSween forces had won the Five-Day Battle, Billy the Kid and his associates would
probably have become the sole law enforcement officials in Lincoln County.)

What was left of the Regulators decided it was time to leave town.  We wandered in the hills on foot
until before stealing some horses, whereupon we made our way to San Patricio, a small Mexican village

44 Editor’s Note: Susan McSween took over a large tract of land in the years after the Lincoln County War ended,
establishing a ranch in Three Rivers, New Mexico. By the mid-1890s, her ranch holdings were some of the largest in the
territory. During this time, she averaged between 3,000 and 5,000 head of cattle, becoming extremely wealthy. In 1902, she
sold her holdings to politician Albert Fall, and she moved to White Oaks, New Mexico, by that time a declining boomtown. She
died there a wealthy woman, on January 3rd, 1931.
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fourteen miles south of Lincoln.  After lying low for about two weeks, we again rode to Blazer’s Mill.
We had three Mexicans with us.  One of them was the former constable, Atanacio Martinez.  As we
headed to a spring to water our horses, the Mexicans continued down the road towards the town.  The
Mexicans encountered some Mescalero, who figured that they were there to steal their horses at the mill,
and the Mescalero started shooting at them.

Indian agent Fred Godfrey and his clerk Morris Bernstein heard the shooting.  Without delay,
Bernstein mounted a horse and galloped toward the shooting.  Martinez later said that Bernstein had fired
at him, and that in self-defense, he fired back, killing Bernstein.  (William would later be blamed even
though he had not even been there.)

Back at the spring, we had dismounted to water our horses when the gunfire broke out.  The Kid’s
horse reared up and pulled away, leaving the Kid without a mount.  I pulled him up behind me, and we
took off.

Then, we rode around towards the corrals.  While William was getting himself a new horse, the rest of
us opened the gate.  We made off with all the agency’s horses and mules.

We then rode north to Fort Sumner, an old army fort that had since become a Mexican village, and
which would become like a home to the Kid.  There, we set out upon some serious partying, dancing at
bailes, carousing, and visiting with pretty senoritas.  (The ladies loved Billy the Kid.)

As time passed, the Coe cousins and Fred Waite decided that they were tired of dodging the law and
wanted to settle down, so they quit the Regulators.

The Kid, on the other hand, wasn’t yet tired of his wild ways.  He and the rest of us returned to
Lincoln.  After taunting and intimidating our enemies in Lincoln, we raided Fritz Ranch and made off
with some horses.  We then headed to the Texas Panhandle and sold the horses at Tascosa.  The Tascosa
residents didn’t seem to mind our presence as long as we behaved ourselves and didn’t cause any trouble.
The Kid settled right in at Tascosa and much as he had in Fort Sumner, and he partied every night.  He
loved courting the ladies and competing in target shooting and horseracing.

I soon grew bored, though.  I had no interest in partying.

I wanted to kill Wasicus.
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Chapter Ten:
Perilous Amazons

Friend, do you hear the black flight of the raven in the plains?  Friend, so you hear the muffled cry of our
country in chains?

—Vietnamese Song

1879-1881
The Sonoran Desert

hile fighting the Wasicus is a very deadly and unproductive activity, there was nothing else that
I really wanted to do.  When I had learned which tribe was still fighting the Wasicus, I had not

been surprised.  If a Lakota were capable of fear, then he would have feared this tribe.  One of the
favourite activities of this tribe, for instance, was to build campfires in the stomachs of still-living prison-
ers.  Another was to hang enemies upside down over a low flame as grandma simultaneously skinned
them alive. They enjoyed cutting off fingers, eyelids, lips, ears, nipples and genitals.

This tribe was so dark and murderous that they were simply called ‘the Enemy’ by other Indians.  The
Wasicus called them ‘Apache’.

I first went to the central Apache reservation at a place called San Carlos.  Here I pretended to be a
Wasicu as I learned some of the history of Apache/ Wasicu relations.  Most of this history was all too
familiar...

In the middle 19th Century, there had only been a few white settlers in that southwestern portion of the
United States that had been stolen from Mexico.  In the summer of 1860, Mangas Coloradas, the principal
chief of the Bendonkohe branch of the Chiricahua Apache, had sought peace with the Wasicus. Mangas
sought ways to protect his band’s desert basin and mountain forest country in southwestern New Mexico,
to insure the safety of the Bendonkohe and his family, and to forge an American/Apache relationship
based upon trust and honour.  Unfortunately, American ranchers, farmers, stagecoach employees and
miners — often protected by US soldiers — had already begun doing what Wasicus always do, i.e. they
had begun carving up the Bendonkohe range regardless of Apache wishes or rights.  They poisoned the
land, the air, and the water.  They killed all the animals.  They staked homesteads in the wilderness,
grazed livestock on desert and forest grasslands, broke the rich soils of river bottoms, opened mines into
hillsides, and hunted the mountain slopes for game.  They antagonized the Apache by employing the
mistrusted and hated Mexicans, whom the Apache had been fighting for centuries.  (The Mexican
government actually paid bounties for Apache scalps; $50 for adult males, and $25 for women or
children.  Collecting Apache scalps became a highly profitable business venture for certain sociopathic
individuals, especially after it was learned that they could usually get away with substituting Mexican
scalps and just saying that they were Apache...)

When Bendonkohe and other Apache bands impudently began protecting their homeland by raiding
settlements and stealing livestock, the settlers howled to the government.  Some Americans — who
essentially regarded the extermination of the Indians as part of the process of clearing and developing the
land — killed Apache with government sanction and support whenever and wherever they got a chance.
The military itself then quickly undermined any opportunity for trust and hope between the Americans

W
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and the Apache by sending an inexperienced and arrogant second lieutenant named George N. Bascom to
deal with them.  Lieutenant Bascom deceived a renowned Chiricahua Apache chief named Cochise by
luring Cochise, Cochise’s family, and several other warriors into a trap in early February of 1861.

Cochise was the son of a Chiricahua Apache chief and the son-in-law of Mangas Coloradas.  As with
most Indians, the Apache knew that a leader was not chosen — he was simply recognized.  A leader is
one who is wise and able to win in war.  Cochise had been trained to lead from a young age.  The whites
who knew him both feared and respected him.  Friends as well as enemies considered him to be an honest
man.  (The Apache had a completely different attitude toward lying than the Lakota — they always told
the truth and expected others to do the same.)

Lieutenant Bascom wanted to discuss several problems with Cochise.  Some cattle were missing, and
a boy had been taken from a farm in the area.  Bascom had been ordered to do whatever was necessary to
find the child.

As a side note:  This boy was named Mickey Free.  I was destined to have future dealings with him.
Lieutenant Bascom did not have any experience in dealing with Indians.  He knew nothing about

Cochise.  He was concerned only with succeeding at his first command.  Since Cochise had been living in
peace with the Wasicus for his entire life, he believed that the American soldiers had come in peace.
Cochise had had nothing to do with the raid against the farm.  He went to meet Lieutenant Bascom with
his wife and four other people, including his brother, his young son, and two other relatives.

That Cochise came with his family was a sign of trust — but this was a sign that Lieutenant Bascom
failed to recognize.

They met in Lieutenant Bascom’s cloth tent.  Cochise explained that his people had not been involved
in the raid, but that he would do what he could to help them find the boy.  Cochise told Lieutenant
Bascom that he believed the boy had been taken by the White Mountain Apache, a group that lived north
of the Chiricahuas.  (This belief was later proven to be true.)  Lieutenant Bascom, however, was certain
that Cochise was hiding the boy and Bascom accused Cochise of lying.  This was such an outrageous
accusation that Cochise did not understand.  He thought that Bascom was joking.  Bascom then told
Cochise that he and his family would be held prisoner until the cattle and the boy were returned.

Once Cochise understood what was happening, he reacted quickly:  In a flash, Cochise produced a
knife, cut a hole in the tent, and escaped.

The surprised soldiers waiting outside the tent began firing at the quickly retreating chief, but all of
their shots missed.  (Cochise later told an American that he ran all the way up the hill with his coffee cup
still in his hand...)  One of Cochise’s relatives also tried to jump through the tent, but the soldiers captured
him.

Cochise wasted no time.  He quickly captured four Americans and left a message for Lieutenant
Bascom offering to exchange prisoners.  Bascom refused.  Cochise killed his captives.  Bascom killed his
captives.

It was on.  Centuries of pent-up hatred and contempt for the Mexicans was instantly transferred to the
Americans.  Cochise finally understood that Americans could never be trusted.  Lieutenant Bascom’s
ignorance and mistakes thus caused a war that was destined to rage for several decades and cost countless
lives.  It was a bloody and horrid war on both sides.  Cochise immediately took revenge for the deaths of
his relatives by killing other prisoners.  Within 60 days of the ‘Bascom Affair’, Cochise and his warriors
had killed 150 whites.  As a result of Cochise’s depredations, the non-Indian population of this part of
Southern Arizona dropped from 34,000 in 1860 to under 10,000 by 1870.  The roads in Southern Arizona
were lined with headboards reading ‘Killed by Apache’ for years to come.  It is estimated that in the years
of the Apache Wars, a few hundred Apache warriors killed over 5,000 Americans and destroyed hundreds
of thousands of dollars worth of property.  Mangas Coloradas and Cochise achieved the seeming impossi-
ble:  They united all of the Apache.  With their land besieged, their people threatened, and American
trustworthiness shattered, Mangas Coloradas and Cochise called the Chiricahua, the Bendonkohe, the
Chokonen, and other branches of the Apache tribe to war.  Then, they attacked the United States army
and the increasing number of white settlers moving into the Southwest.  The Apache fought so fiercely
that troops, settlers and traders were forced to withdraw from the territory.  For a time, the Apache
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regained complete control of the region.  News of Cochise’s bravery in battle became widely known.
Like Crazy Horse and Roman Nose, Cochise fought as if protected by the gods.

As an aging man and an old campaigner, Mangas knew well the price of war:  The demand for
constant vigilance, the continual poise for sudden flight, the trial of gnawing hunger, the hardships for the
women and children, and the anguish of death.  Mangas Coloradas also knew the art and the peril of lead-
ership.  He knew that he was responsible for leading the dance of war, the Apache dramatization of a
coming battle.  He would move around the fire in the night to the beat of the drums.  One by one, he
would summon his warriors by name to join him.  They would come, firing their weapons into the dark
sky while the shaman chanted prayers for power and success.  There was no backing out.  Even in his
early 70’s, Mangas Coloradas bore the mantle of Apache leadership with a will and force honored and
respected by his people and feared by the Americans and Mexicans alike.  As well as being a master of
intertribal diplomacy, Mangas was a military tactician of genius.  He was also, as an Apache chief had to
be to retain the following of his warriors, a champion in one-to-one combat.  His relentless torment of
white settlers enhanced his reputation for ruthlessness.  Uniquely in the known history of the Apache,
Mangas sought to confederate the separate tribes.  While Cochise rampaged across southeastern Arizona,
Mangas Coloradas either led or inspired increased raiding in southwestern New Mexico, especially in the
gold mining region around Piños Altos.  With the Civil War erupting, the Butterfield Overland Mail
stagecoach service was forced to abandon its route and the trail and way stations all across Oklahoma,
Texas, southern New Mexico and southern Arizona into southern California.  Butterfield employees,
settlers, tradesmen and even some miners quit their homes and businesses to head for the east and safety.
Union forces withdrew from the region, heading east to battle Confederate forces advancing up the Rio
Grande.  Mangas Coloradas and Cochise thought that the invaders were finally giving up the attempt at
conquest, and they rejoiced.  The two chiefs now combined their warriors into a single unified force,
aiming to drive out the last remnants of Americans and Mexicans.  Beginning a litany of violence,
Mangas Coloradas and Cochise first blockaded the principal route between Mesilla, New Mexico and
Tucson, Arizona, taking command of the trail where it passed through the narrow Cooke’s Canyon.  They
knew that the canyon, which passed immediately south of Cooke’s Peak, a landmark in southwestern
New Mexico, would draw travelers to its dependable spring water, funnel them through the rocky
corridor, and serve as a perfect ambush site.  As the summer of 1861 drew to a close, Mangas and
Cochise grew bolder, leading a large force of warriors against the mining communities near Piños Altos.
However — while Mangas and Cochise cast a web of blood and terror across southwestern New Mexico
and southeastern Arizona in 1861 and 1862, they also paid a heavy price.  Both chiefs suffered wounds in
the fighting.  They lost dozens of top warriors, including relatives, good friends and close allies.  Mangas,
burdened by his advancing age, evidently felt his appetite for war begin to wane.  Moreover, he heard a
drumbeat of bad news.  A Mexican force had killed seven Chiricahuas, including his brother, in northern
Chihuahua.  A Confederate force captured and executed several more Chiricahuas.  Smallpox ravaged
Chiricahua bands near the Mexican villages of Janos and Fronteras.  Perhaps even more menacingly, a
volunteer column of more than 2000 Union troops, under the command of Brigadier General James Henry
Carleton, a man who would develop a rabid hatred for Mangas and Cochise, had begun a march from
California eastward across the Apache lands to reassert American control in the Southwest.  In answer, on
July 15th, 1862, Mangas and Cochise, with some 200 warriors, ambushed a detachment of about 100 of
the California volunteers at Apache Springs in southeastern Arizona.  After a hard fight, however, the
Chiricahuas withdrew, outgunned by the detachment’s two mountain howitzers.  In a skirmish near the
end of the fight, Mangas suffered a terrible gunshot wound.

His tribesmen carried Mangas to the town of Janos, in Mexico — a distance of 120 miles.  There was
an Anglo doctor in Janos whose talent, uncharacteristically, the Apache trusted.

They handed Mangas, who was near death, over to the doctor.  They told him that if he failed to save
the chief, they would kill everyone in Janos.

Mangas recovered.
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In the late summer of 1862, Mangas Coloradas, now an old man who was physically scarred and
emotionally wounded by war, reached once more for peace.  He met with an intermediary to issue a call
to the Americans for peace.  He summoned his Bendonkohe band into council and proposed peace with
the Americans.  Against the advice of other leaders, he decided that he would take the risk of going in
person to meet with the military officials to explore the possibility for peace.  Unknown to Mangas,
General Carleton, with a contempt born of sanctimony, had said, “Mangas Coloradas sends me word he
wants peace, but I have no faith in him.”  He then issued General Order Number One, directing Joseph
Rodman West, another officer with a rabid hatred of Apache, to undertake a campaign to ‘chastise’
Mangas’ people, “that band of murderers and robbers…”  On January 17th, 1863, several of West’s troop-
ers and a party of miners raised a white flag at Piños Altos in a symbolic invitation to a council for peace.
Mangas responded.  He came in good faith, escorted by twelve Chiricahuas, expecting that the whites
would embrace his offers for peace, especially after a war that the Apache felt had been forced upon them
by the whites.  As Mangas and his escort arrived, under the white flag of truce, armed soldiers burst from
hiding, and “our squad suddenly leveled our guns upon the [Indians]” a miner later reported.

Since they could not beat him fairly, the Wasicus had, typically, resorted to treachery.
After capturing Mangas, they released his twelve escorts and sent them back to their people to deliver

the news of Mangas’ capture.  The troopers took their lone prisoner about fifteen miles south to Fort
McLane.

One soldier commented, “Mangas was the most magnificent specimen of savage manhood that I have
ever seen.”45 General West, a pygmy by comparison, looked up at his tall prisoner, snidely calling him
“an old scoundrel” and saying that he had murdered his “last white victim.”

Then, in what would prove to be another act of deception, West told Mangas that he and his family
would be imprisoned together, but that they would be ‘well treated’.

Meanwhile, West told his sentries, “I want him dead.”
West had Mangas thrown into a makeshift adobe cell, where the old chief covered himself with a

blanket against the cold.  When darkness fell, he laid down to try to sleep.  About midnight, his guards
began to torment him, heating their bayonets in a campfire and burning Mangas’ feet and legs with the
hot metal.  They watched him flinch at the searing pain.  Mangas launched into a tirade about this treat-
ment of a revered Apache chief.

In response, the soldiers shot him dead.
It was later reported that Mangas Coloradas had been shot while “trying to escape.”
The soldiers who murdered him then treacherously buried his body in a shallow grave.  The next day

they dug it up, cut his head off, and boiled it to remove the flesh.  Then, they sent the skull to the Smith-
sonian Institution.

Mangas’ death was bad — but to the Apache cutting off his head and boiling it to get his skull were
much worse.  That meant that their great chief must go through the Happy Place forever headless.

General Carleton felt proud of the brave guards who shot a bound and unarmed 70-year-old man.
As usual with Wasicu decision makers, the actual results of Carleton’s actions were the complete

opposite of what he had thought they would be.  He thought that by murdering Mangas Coloradas, he had
broken the back of Chiricahua resistance in southwestern New Mexico.  Instead, he had unleashed hell.
Cochise, Victorio, Nana, Naiche, Geronimo, and other Apache chiefs swore revenge — and then followed
through.

They would terrorize the Wasicus for almost another quarter of a century.

45 Editor’s Note: The single greatest leader the Apache had was a physical giant as well as a domineering personality.
“Mangas Colorado?” said James L. Haley, in Apache: A History and Culture Portrait.  “He was a truly striking figure with a hulking
body and disproportionately large head.  Born sometime in the early 1790’s, Mangas was fast becoming an old man, but still he
possessed cunning as impenetrable as the thick mat of hair that hung down to his waist.  His lips were thin and tightly drawn,
his nose aquiline.  Mangas Colorado’s following was large and exceptionally cohesive, and he commanded great respect [among
the Chiricahuas].”
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After several weeks of searching, I finally found the band of Victorio in Texas early in April of 1880.
Although other Apache chiefs gained much more fame than Victorio, Victorio was probably the greatest
of them all...

In the 1850s, Victorio had emerged as chief of the Chihenne, one of four bands of the Chiricahua
Apache tribes in New Mexico.  The Chihenne laid claim to the Warm Springs, or Ojo Caliente country.

Victorio profoundly believed that Ussen, the reigning deity of Apache cosmology, had created the Ojo
Caliente country especially for the Warm Springs people.  This was their place of origin, and their source
of tribal strength.  Ussen had commanded them to live there and care for it.

Since 1870, Victorio and/or his band had been moved to and/or had left at least three different reser-
vations, some more than once.  Their one request had been to be allowed to live on their traditional land.
The Ojo Caliente reservation was located in their traditional territory, but showing their usual sensitivity
to the concerns of Indians, the Wasicus had sent Victorio and his band to the San Carlos Reservation in
1877.  Since the San Carlos Reservation was a disease-ridden little hell on earth, Victorio and his follow-
ers had immediately bolted along with several other Apache bands.  Army patrols then swarmed into the
mountains of western New Mexico and edged Victorio northward until he surrendered at Fort Wingate.

Not willing to care for the prisoners so close to the Navajos, who acted as scouts for the army, and
who were sworn enemies of the Apache, the army moved them back to Ojo Caliente pending a decision
on their future.

Still classified as prisoners of war, the Chihenne awaited the government’s decision with mounting
frustration.

Would they remain at Ojo Caliente, or would the army one day appear and force them to go back to
San Carlos?

After two years of uncertainty and insecurity — and following yet another rumour that they were to be
moved to San Carlos — Victorio had had enough.  In the autumn of 1879, he declared war.

No western American Indian chief ever received shabbier treatment from the government than
Victorio had.  No one had greater cause for launching a war against his oppressors — and no one had ever
demonstrated a greater mastery of guerrilla warfare.

As one veteran officer summed up, Victorio was the “greatest Indian general who had ever appeared
on the American continent.”

Victorio had broken out for the final time the previous September, striking at the Buffalo Soldiers of
the 9th Cavalry and stealing 46 of their horses in the process.

The Buffalo Soldiers had fought with their usual determination and bravery.  In the aftermath, five
Buffalo Soldiers lay dead with their bodies staked to the ground.46

46 Editor’s Note: The ‘Buffalo Soldiers’ remain an unsung but important part of American history.  At the end of the Civil
War, 186,000 black soldiers had participated in the war, with 38,000 killed in action.  Southerners and eastern populations did
not want to see armed Negro soldiers in or near their communities.  They were also afraid of the labour market being flooded
with a new source of labour.  General employment opportunities in these communities was not available to blacks, so many
African-Americans took a long hard look at military service which offered shelter, education, steady pay, medical attention and
a pension.  Some decided it was much better than frequent civilian unemployment.  Of course, in some quarters, it was thought
of as a good way of getting rid of two problems at the same time.  When Congress reorganized the peacetime regular army in
the summer of 1866, it had taken the above situation into account.  It also recognized the military merits of black soldiers by
authorizing two segregated regiments of black cavalry, the 9th and 10th United States Cavalry.  They also authorized the 24th,
25th, 38th, 39th, 40th and 41st Infantry Regiments.  Orders were given to transfer the troops to the western war arena, where
they would join the army’s fight with the Indians.  In 1869, the black infantry regiments were consolidated into two units, the
24th and 25th United States Infantry.  All of the black regiments were commanded by white officers at that time.  Black soldiers
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Within the next week, nine settlers had been killed by Victorio’s band and other groups of Apache had
joined in the fighting.

All of the 9th Cavalry’s companies and their Apache and Navaho scouts were soon in the field — but
they always seemed to find themselves one step behind Victorio.

Thousands of soldiers would continue this scenario for the next year, skirmishing with Victorio’s band
over thousands of grueling miles in the worst of conditions.  In battle after battle, Victorio won victory
after victory.

In November, Victorio and his warriors ambushed and killed fifteen Mexican citizens from the little
village of Carrizal who had been looking for cattle thieves.  Eleven more citizens were then killed while
searching for those who had not returned.

I later learned that, as a result of this incident, the Mexican government telegraphed the US
commander in the area at this time to inform him that they were after Victorio, and that this would proba-
bly drive him back into Texas.

And this was, indeed, exactly where I found him...

I lay on a ridge overlooking Victorio’s camp wondering how I should make my appearance.  I knew
that if I did not make the proper impression, I would die very slowly and painfully.  I was dressed and
painted as a Lakota warrior.  I had shaved my face so that my beard would not be noticeable.  While it
was possible to discern that I was actually a Wasicu, I looked Lakota.

Just as I was deciding to just ride into their camp and fake my way through, I heard a voice behind me.
I turned and saw a very fierce looking man and a very beautiful woman.
Both of them were pointing guns at me.
I made the sign for Lakota, and indicated that I wished to ride into the camp.  Then, in English, the

beautiful woman said, “You dress like an Indian, but you look like a white man.  Do you speak English?”
“Yes, I do,” I said, relieved that communication would now be easy.
“Who are you and what do you want?”
“I want to kill white men,” I answered simply and truthfully.  “I have heard the Apache are very good

at it.”
The woman said something in Apache to the man — and when the man answered, I realized that the

man was actually another woman!
Then, the beautiful woman addressed me again:  “Lozen thinks that you are a white man and that we

should torture you to death.”

I had already heard legends of Lozen.  She was the sister of Victorio, and she was the most famous of
the Apache War Women.  She had what the Apache called ‘Power’, i.e. supernatural abilities on the

who fought in the Indian Wars fought as they had done throughout this country’s military history:  They fought to win, and they
gave their lives if necessary.  They wanted to gain the respect and equality they never saw as slaves and rarely received as
freedmen.  Of course, they were sadly mistaken in thinking they would gain these components of freedom in a culture built in
large part by their enslavement, and a culture that still held deep racial and cultural prejudices.

As soon as these soldiers were relocated into their hostile environments, they were engaged in life and death struggles.
They were under fire.  Friends were killed and their oath to keep the peace was put to the test by Indians, settlers and those
outside the law.  Though they guarded railroads and telegraph lines, stagecoaches, arms shipments, towns, homesteads,
whites, and Indians — they never knew whether they would be ambushed by foes or by the very townspeople they were trying
to protect.  Not infrequently, shoot-outs occurred merely for entering a town or saloon.  There was also the occasional sniper,
waiting for a kill.  Those that murdered troopers were never punished for their crimes, even when there were witnesses.  The
troopers often responded with a deadly intent of their own — but these retaliations often were prosecuted if the retaliations
were mounted against white people.
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battlefield and in spiritual communication.  By the sensation she felt in her arms, Lozen could tell where
the enemy was and how many they numbered.  Lozen had fought in more campaigns against the Mexi-
cans and the Americans than any of the great Apache leaders.  She had begun fighting Mexican soldiers
and scalp hunters as soon as she had come of age in the 1840’s.  In addition to her considerable skill as a
warrior, Lozen was also an accomplished reconnaissance scout and clever battle strategist.  (Some
thought that she had more ability in planning military strategy than did Victorio himself...)

Lozen was very manly in her appearance.  She dressed like a man, lived like a man, and fought like a
man.  She was just as fierce as any man in battle.  She had devoted her life to the service of her people.
She had never married.

The Apache teach the same skills to both boys and girls, and they leave it to individual decision to
decide which lifestyle to follow.  Girls who chose the warriors’ path were not ridiculed, and neither were
boys who choose a gentler life — each received equal praise if they excelled in their chosen path.

Lozen excelled in her chosen path.  Her appearance did not belie the stories.  She took part in warrior’s
ceremonies, sang war songs, and directed the dances of the war parties before going into battle.  Lozen
was also a gifted medicine woman, seer, and shaman.  Her guidance was sought by many, and her advice
was always sound.  It was said that in their escape from San Carlos, Lozen had inspired the women and
children, frozen in fear, to cross a surging Rio Grande.  According to accounts, she held her rifle high
above her head as her horse reared, and then they plunged into the torrent.  She turned his head upstream,
and he began swimming.  Immediately, the other women and the children followed her into the torrent.
When they reached the far bank of the river — cold and wet, but alive — Lozen approached a grand-
mother and said, “You take charge, now.  I must return to the warriors who stand between the women and
children and the soldiers.”

Lozen then drove her horse back across the wild river and returned to her comrades — where they
battled the soldiers to a standstill.

As I studied Lozen now, her eyes glittered with malevolence and hatred.
“Please tell Lozen that it is a good day to die, but that I have counted many coup and killed many

white soldiers.  If she kills me, she will lose a valuable warrior.”
The beautiful woman and Lozen spoke to each other for a while.  Then, the beautiful woman said,

“You look like a white man.”
“I was born white, but I was raised from a child as Lakota.  I am the adopted brother of Crazy Horse.”
This seemed to impress them.  The name of Crazy Horse was evidently known even here.  The two

women again spoke quietly.  Then, the beautiful one said, “My name is Dahteste.  We will take you to
Victorio and he will decide what to do with you...”

Since I did not speak the Apache language, I could not understand what was being said.  However, I
later learned that Dahteste literally saved my life.

Even without understanding the words, it was obvious that Dahteste was fiercely arguing with an ugly
hook-nosed warrior who was referred to as ‘Goyathlay’.

Lozen seemed to be backing this Goyathlay character.
No one challenged Dahteste lightly, for she was also a War Woman of repute.  It was widely known

that she could out-ride, out-shoot, out-hunt, out-run, and out-fight most of her peers, male and female, and
that she could do so with grace.  Unlike Lozen, Dahteste had found her way to warfare, as Apache women
often did, by extending her rôle as a wife and accompanying her husband on raids and war expeditions.

Victorio pronounced my fate and everyone accepted his judgment:  Upon Dahteste’s word and respon-
sibility, I would be accepted as a member of the tribe.  When I later quizzed Dahteste, she informed me
that ‘He Who Yawns’ and Lozen had argued for my torture, but that Victorio had acceded to Dahteste’s
wishes.
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I asked, “Is ‘He Who Yawns’ the hooked-nosed man named Goyathlay?”
“Yes.  He is the leader my band, but since we are visitors to the camp of Victorio, we bow to his

wishes on this matter.”
“So you are now responsible for me?”
“Yes.  If you are false, it will fall hard upon me.”
Since Dahteste was a warrior almost as fierce as Lozen, she was not someone you would wish to

harbour a grudge against you.  It was a good thing that I was not ‘false’.
A few days later, Goyathlay’s band, including Dahteste, left for the north.
I decided to stay with Victorio since Goyathlay seemed hostile and unpredictable.
I soon learned that I had already heard many tales of Goyathlay from the Wasicus.  Among them,

Goyathlay was called ‘Geronimo’.

Victorio and Lozen led us as we battled Wasicus all across the country.  I gained a great deal of admi-
ration — and terror — of the Apache.  They were remorseless and implacable fighters of the first rate,
and we killed many Wasicus.

We did not know it, but General Sheridan had assigned the Buffalo Soldiers of Colonel Grierson’s 10th

Cavalry to assist in the capture of our band.  Instead of going into New Mexico, Colonel Grierson
correctly predicted that we would come to Texas to raid.  Grierson also decided to change his strategy in
confronting us.  Instead of having his men chasing Victorio all across the desolate countryside, he would
instead post them at the canyon passes and water holes he thought that we would use.

An example of the type of soldiers we were now facing:  A Lieutenant Henry Flipper, the first black
officer in the US military and the first to graduate from the West Point Military Academy, was in charge
of three troopers who rode 98 miles in twenty-one hours to inform a Captain Gillmore that our advance
guard had been spotted.  This information was forwarded to Colonel Grierson who thought that we would
head for Eagle Springs.  His men marched 68 miles in twenty-four hours to arrive there ahead of us.  To
their disappointment, we instead turned northwest toward Rattlesnake Springs.  That same night, Colonel
Grierson and his men marched another sixty miles to Rattlesnake Springs.  We approached Rattlesnake
Springs unaware that an ambush awaited us.  Fortunately, we had Lozen.  She suddenly began crying out
in anguish.  Everyone knew this meant danger.  Without a word, we halted to begin preparing for battle.
As soon as we stopped, shots rang out from the area of the springs.  We retreated out of range, but we
desperately needed water, so Victorio decided to attack.  There turned out to be more soldiers than we
could deal with.  The Wasicus counter attacked and drove us back.  We attacked several more times
during the course of the day, but there were just too many soldiers.  We tried one last time just before
dark, but we were once more forced to retreat with the soldiers in pursuit.

We soon learned that every pass and spring in the area was guarded by Wasicus.  Soon after, our
supply camp was discovered and we lost several horses and much food.  A few days later, we were
discovered by Buffalo Soldiers who chased us across the Rio Grande into Mexico.

At this point, Lozen decided to leave the band in order to escort a mother and her newborn infant
across the Chihuahuan Desert to the Mescalero Reservation, and away from the hardships of the trail.  I
offered to accompany her.  She studied me closely for a moment.  I made clear that I had absolutely no
sexual desires toward her — which was absolutely true.  I truthfully explained that I admired her abilities
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greatly, and that I wished to learn from her.  She studied me for a few more moments — and then agreed
to the arrangement.

Thus, equipped with only rifles, cartridge belts, knives, and a three-day supply of food, we set out with
the mother on a perilous journey through country infested with both Mexican and US cavalry forces.

The more time I spent with Lozen, the more I admired her.  She was a fully self-contained unit capable
of taking care of herself in almost any situation.  She was of grim demeanour.  She had no social abilities
of any kind — but she did not need any.

En route, afraid that a gunshot would betray our presence, Lozen killed a longhorn with a knife! (She
then butchered it for the meat.)  She actually entered the camp of a Mexican cavalry unit and stole a horse
for the new mother right from under their noses, escaping through a volley of gunfire.  She then stole two
more horses for the two of us from some vaqueros, disappearing before the vaqueros could give chase.
Then, she entered yet another soldier camp and stole a saddle, a rifle, ammunition, a blanket, and a
canteen from one of them.  She even stole his shirt!

This woman was supernatural.  As far as I knew, she was unique in human history.  Finally, we safely
delivered the woman and her infant to the reservation.

Upon arrival at the reservation, though, we received some devastating news:  On October 15th, Mexi-
can and Tarahumara Indian forces had ambushed Victorio — who had been deprived of Lozen’s
prophetic abilities — at a place called Tres Castillos.  Almost all the warriors — including Victorio —
had been killed.  Many women had died fighting, many older people had been shot, and almost 100 young
women and children had been taken as slaves.  Only a few had escaped. Knowing that the survivors
would need us, Lozen and I had immediately left the reservation and again rode back southwest across the
desert.  Once again, we threaded our way undetected through US and Mexican military patrols.  We then
rejoined the decimated band, now led by the 74-year-old arthritic patriarch Nana, who promptly set out
upon a two-month campaign of bloody vengeance across southwestern New Mexico.  Our raid began with
an attack upon a surveying crew in northern Chihuahua in late June.  We then fought our way north
through the Sacramento, San Andreas, San Mateo and Black Range mountains.  By August 17th, we were
near Hillsboro.  On the 18th, we shot our way through the small mining community of Gold Dust without
injuring anyone.  We then half-heartedly struck the Trujillo Ranch, about five miles south of Hillsboro.47

Nobody was injured there either, but then we continued south to attack Perry Ousley’s ranch, where we
killed Mr. Ousley and burned his ranch to the ground.  Next, we moved past Tierra Blanca Creek to the
Irwin ranch, about three miles north of Lake Valley.  Irwin was away on business, but his wife, Sally, and
their five children made a run for it.  Some of them got away, but we beat Sally and stole her baby from
her arms.  Although Irwin arrived in time to put out the ranch house fire, his family was gone.  Mr. Irwin
rode to Lake Valley to give the alarm.

Nana may have been an octogenarian, but his unrestrained presence in southwestern New Mexico
Territory in the summer of 1881 filled the Wasicus with old terrors.  Support was solicited from Lieuten-
ant George Washington Smith at a nearby military encampment.  Smith was then dispatched with
elements of the Buffalo Soldiers of the 9th Cavalry.  He had orders to block our passage south.  Somewhat
reluctantly, Smith and his 20 Buffalo Soldiers joined forces with 20 members of a civilian posse, some of
whom were full of alcohol-fueled bravado.  This makeshift American posse was hoping to try to stop, or
at least to contain, our small handful of warriors.  They were really hoping to achieve another ‘Tres
Castillos’.

Nana had other ideas.  We trapped and killed almost all of them.
Then, realizing that more 9th Cavalry soldiers were on the way, we fled with their horses, their

supplies, and their ammunition. Later that same day, we killed a Mexican sheepherder.  Other parting
shots before we returned to Mexico were fired between Cooke’s Canyon and Mule Springs, where we
attacked a group of woodcutters and killed four of them.  We captured two teenage boys.  In Las Cruces,

47 Editor’s Note: The half-blood owner of the Trujillo Ranch was suspected of supplying the Apache with arms and
ammunition.
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we attacked a wagon, killing six Mexicans and severely wounding the lone survivor.  In those two
months, that relentless old man led us upon a fiery — yet now largely unheralded — 3,000-mile incur-
sion, fighting numerous battles and skirmishes whilst suffering minimal casualties.  It was a master-feat
of epic combat.  While I will never publically admit it — I don’t know of any Lakota who could have
achieved such a feat.  Nana was a shaman, a wizard, and a wise man.  Wherever he went, he carried his
good fortune with him and his followers.  He had the strength to find hidden treasures in the shape of
ammunition, food, and clothes on the Apache trail.  No Apache cache was hidden from Nana — and his
powers were highly rated by the other chiefs and warriors.  Even at old age with a crippled leg, Nana
could out-ride and out-last any warrior in the saddle.  He showed no signs of weakness, and challenged
any Wasicu that stood in his way.  In revenge for Victorio’s death, Nana killed more Wasicus than
Victorio had done in his entire life.  Because of his powers, he was never caught unguarded.  With
Geronimo, Lozen, and me at his side, we compromised a lethal death-machine in this epic battle for free-
dom.  In 1882, though, the relentless relentlessness of the Wasicus finally wore even Nana down.  Nego-
tiations through an Apache-speaking scout named Tom Horn ensued.  (I was to have future dealings with
Mr. Horn.)  Eventually, Nana surrendered to George Crook in March 1883, and followed the women and
children back to the reservation. I slipped away right before his surrender.  However — Nana was still
not done:  I was to rejoin him two years later when he bolted the reservation with Geronimo.  First,
though, I heard that Billy the Kid was back on the warpath.  I decided to rejoin him.

While the Kid had been whooping it up in Tascosa, things in Lincoln had not been going well.  Resi-
dents were pleased to see the governor replaced by a retired general named Lew Wallace because all hell
was breaking loose.

A man named John Selman — with whom I was also destined to have future dealings — had formed a
ruthless gang called ‘The Rustlers’, which consisted of the most dangerous badmen in the territory, most
of them being former members of the Boys.  The Rustlers went on a rampage of raiding and burning
down ranches, killing anyone who got in their way.  They gang raped two women and shot two young
Mexican boys just for the hell of it.  When someone was brave enough to ask who they were, they yelled
out “We are devils just come from Hell!”

This gang had far surpassed anything Billy the Kid and his gang had ever done — yet history has
forgotten about the ‘Rustlers’ whilst branding Billy the Kid as the singular terrorist of New Mexico
during this period.

However, the Rustlers were soon driven out, and things in Lincoln finally settled down.  Governor
Wallace had offered an amnesty proclamation in hopes settling what was left of the Lincoln County War.
Since everyone else was being forgiven and were now able to settle down, William didn’t see why he
couldn’t.  By now, he was tired of running and wanted to square himself with the law and his enemies.
He knew he didn’t qualify for Governor Wallace’s pardon, so he decided to clear himself with his adver-
saries.  With the best of intentions, he made a peace offer to James Dolan and Jesse Evans.

On February 18th, 1879, both sides of the Lincoln County War met for a parley.  After a tense moment
instigated by Jesse Evans, who wanted to kill William on the spot, both sides calmed down and talked it
out.

While this was happening, Sheriff Kimbrell (who had replaced Peppin) hightailed it to Fort Stanton to
get military assistance to arrest the Kid.

In the meantime, an agreement was finally made between the two sides:  Neither party would kill any
member without first giving notice of withdrawing from the treaty.  All persons who had acted as friends
were included in the agreement and were not to be molested, no officer or soldier was to be killed for any
act previous to the date of the agreement, neither party would testify against the other, each party must aid
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the other in avoiding capture or help in their escape, and lastly, anyone who failed to carry out or break
the agreement would be killed on sight.

After a round of handshakes and swearing to the treaty, the two sides then went to celebrate at every
saloon in town.

The hour was late and the men were drunk as they staggered from one tavern to the next.  Residents
stayed out of their way, but watched from a distance.  It seemed everyone anticipated what was going to
happen next.

The men then came upon Mrs. McSween’s attorney, Huston Chapman. Mrs. McSween was going
after Colonel Dudley and the Dolan faction for the death of her husband, which made both her and
Chapman into targets.  Dolan and his men stopped the attorney on the street and began to harass and
threaten him.  William, who was probably the only sober one in the group, sensed a killing and witnesses
would later report that he tried to walk away, but Jesse Evans blocked him and made him stay.  Bill
Campbell, a friend of both Evans and Dolan, pulled out his gun and pointed it at Chapmen.  Dolan too,
pulled out his gun and then fired it in the ground at Chapman.  Campbell then reacted to the sound and
pulled the trigger of his gun, shooting Chapman in the chest and killing him.

The Dolan men then poured whiskey over his body, set fire to it, and walked away rejoicing.
The Kid and Tom O’Folliard had no choice but to follow the men to a restaurant.  While eating

oysters, Dolan suggested that one of them should go back to Chapman’s body and put a gun in his hand,
so they could say that the shooting was in self-defense.  William had been most anxious to leave this
group.  He eagerly volunteered for the task.  Once outside, the Kid and O’Folliard immediately mounted
their horses and made a very quick departure.

Outraged by the cold-bloodied killing of the attorney, Governor Wallace went to Lincoln to oversee
the arrest of the killers.  While talking with residents about the incident, he learned William had been a
front row witness to the murder, so Wallace put out a warrant for his arrest.

When William learned that Wallace wanted him, he figured that this might be his opportunity to right
the wrongs and square himself with the law.  If he could get on the side of the governor, who needed him
as a witness to convict Chapman’s killers, he could make a deal for amnesty and finally settle down.

However, by testifying, he would be breaking the treaty with his enemies, which was punishable by
death...

This would be the biggest gamble of his life, but William decided that the reward would be well worth
it.  On March 13th, 1879, the Kid wrote to the governor and offered to testify against Chapman’s murder-
ers in exchange for having his indictments annulled.  The governor wrote back inviting William to meet
with him.  In his letter to William, the governor wrote, “I have authority to exempt you from prosecution
if you will testify to what you say you know,” and he closed with:  “If you could trust Jesse Evans, you
can trust me.”

It turned out that Wallace was in no way more trustable than Jesse Evans was.  On March 17th, the Kid
met the governor in Lincoln.  During the meeting, Governor Lew Wallace made the promise for which
the Kid had hoped — the governor stated clearly that if the Kid testified in court, “in return for you’re
doing this, I will let you go scot-free with a pardon in your pocket for all your misdeeds.”

The agreement was made.  William would submit to a fake arrest, testify against Chapman’s killers,
James Dolan and Colonel Dudley, for a full pardon.

A couple days later, the Kid and Tom O’Folliard surrendered to Sheriff Kimbrell as planned and were
confined at Patron’s Store.  The governor interviewed William by asking him about the Rustlers’ hideouts
and about the rustling activities in the territory.  William held nothing back and told everything he knew
about anything that Wallace wanted to know about.

The following month, William began his court appearances.  However, it turned out that Judge Bristol
and prosecutor William Rynerson were Dolan men.  The defendants were either pardoned under the
governor’s proclamation or acquitted.  Even O’Folliard was given amnesty.  William wasn’t so lucky.
Billy the Kid’s enemies employed great determination upon not letting him get away.  He was charged
with murder.

The greatest fear of cowardly and ignoble Wasicus is to face brave and honourable Wasicus.
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The biggest threat was the prosecutor William Rynerson, who not only wouldn’t go along with the
governor’s bargain with the Kid, but had also managed a change of venue to Dona Ana County for
William’s trial.  Thus, instead of being tried in Lincoln — where William would very likely be acquitted
— he would be instead put on trial in a very biased courtroom where he didn’t stand a chance.

And this wasn’t William’s only problem:  The governor wasn’t making good his promise of a pardon.
The reasons were hard to discern, but the governor’s lack of due diligence was probably due to a lack of
cooperation from Rynerson.  Instead, the governor went back to Santa Fe to finish a book that he was
writing.  It was called Ben Hur.

The Kid had been used and taken advantage of. He had dealt with honour.  He had risked his life to
carry out his end of the deal.  He had told the governor and the courts everything that they had wanted to
know, and he had helped Mrs. McSween by testifying against Colonel Dudley for the death of her
husband.  Now, William’s enemies were even more furious with him than they had been before.  Now,
they would do anything to see him dead.

Although he had been of much great help to others, no one now came to his aid except his riding
partners,

Quite justifiably, Billy the Kid felt betrayed.  He knew that once again, he was being left to fend for
himself.

The guards at Patron’s store in Lincoln understood William’s predicament and didn’t stop him when
he and O’Folliard simply walked out and left.

William had hoped for a new start — but like always, it had backfired on him.  Now he was right back
where he started:  A wanted man.

Billy the Kid was thus forced to return to his old outlaw ways.  He had no other choice.  He couldn’t
settle down and live an honest life since both his enemies and the law were now after him...

A couple of months later, I was hanging out in a cantina with William when we overheard a loud-
mouth named Joe Grant bragging about what he would do if he ever came across ‘Billy the Kid’.

William smiled and pretended to be impressed.  He asked to inspect Grant’s gun.
After returning the gun, William let Grant know that he was, in fact, Billy the Kid, and that Mr. Grant

was a piece of shit.
Then, William turned his back on the man and started walking out of the cantina.  I looked at William

as if he was crazy, but he just smiled and winked.
A second later, while William’s back was turned, I heard Grant’s gun-hammer fall on an empty cylin-

der — whereupon William spun around and shot the man dead.
“Hah!” said William.  “He should have chequed his gun!”
Of course.  When William had inspected Grant’s gun, he had arranged the cylinder so that the hammer

would fall on an empty chamber...

While in Fort Sumner, William and I were reunited with the small number of people who were still
standing together through everything:  Doc Scurlock, Charlie Bowdre, and me.

Along with O’Folliard, we were the last of the Regulators.
We were broke and desperate.  We figured that John Chisum owed us wages, so we went to collect.
Chisum was already a living legend.  He had gotten involved in the cattle business in 1854.  He

purchased land along the Pecos River, and he eventually became the owner of a large ranch with over
100,000 head of cattle.  In 1866-67, Chisum formed a partnership with cattlemen Charles Goodnight and
Oliver Loving to assemble and drive herds of cattle for sale to the Army in Fort Sumner and Santa Fe to
provide cattle to miners in Colorado, as well as to provide cattle to the Bell Ranch.  The trail they
pioneered became famous, and would be used by a large number of cattle drives for the next twenty years.

The Big Man greeted us from his porch.
“Hello, William.”
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William smiled his trademark smile, and said, “Why howdy, Mr. Chisum sir.  Seein’ as how you know
our situation, and seein’ as how we risked our lives for your investments, we figure you owe us some
wages, which we could sorely use about now.”

“You been killin’ a lot of people, William,” Chisum observed.
William gave Chisum a hard look.  “Mr. Chisum, I figure you know I didn’t do hardly any of the kill-

ings I’m bein’ blamed for, and that what killings I did do were folks that sorely needed killing.  Therefore,
I am having a very hard time discerning exactly what you are upset about, and I am also having a very
hard time discerning your standing to even have an opinion upon the subject, you overfed asshole.  You
owe us wages, and we are here to collect.”

This was said with a smile, but the deadly intent was obvious.  Billy the Kid was not a diplomat.  He
was entirely too honest for that.  As we saw it, Chisum owed us fighting wages for our actions during the
late Lincoln County War, which had also been fought to protect his interests.  We were just collecting our
unpaid wages.

However, Chisum jumped upon the excuse of William’s rudeness to sell him out.  He told us to go to
hell.

William thought about it.  Chisum saw him think about it — and I know that upon realization that even
he had maybe pushed too hard upon Billy the Kid, I swear that I saw a brief glint of fear in the eyes of
this truly fearless man...

In the end, though, William chose not to kill John Chisum.  This was probably wise.  Killing John
Chisum was not like killing other people.

William evidently decided that he already had enough problems.

As payment for this latest betrayal, we simply collected our wages on our own:  We started rustling
cattle from Chisum’s herds.

About this time, a tall lanky man by the name of Pat Garrett won the election for sheriff of Lincoln
County.  Garrett and Billy the Kid knew each other from Fort Sumner, where Garrett had worked as a
cowhand for Pete Maxwell and then a bartender in one of the fort’s saloons. Garrett was familiar with the
outlaw ways; as a matter of fact, Garrett had once ridden with us as we did some rustling...

I don’t remember one way or the other how Billy and Garrett had clicked that night.  This probably
means it was neither exceptionally good nor exceptionally bad.

However:  Whatever friendship might have once existed between Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid was
now long over.  When the Kid learned that Garrett was running for sheriff, he wasn’t too happy about it.
In fact, he openly favored Garrett’s opponent, Sheriff Kimbrell.

This says all one needs to know about their alleged ‘friendship’.
Garrett had to have known that his first job was to capture or kill Billy the Kid.  In Lincoln County, it

was now every man for himself.
At this time, William was eighteen or nineteen, and he had spent the last five years of his life wander-

ing and running from the law.  After he rode out of Lincoln, he had been causing quite a stir stealing live-
stock and dabbling in counterfeiting.  Though there were other outlaws and rustlers in the area causing
much trouble than he was, William was singled out due in part to his many powerful enemies, who
wanted him dead.

Another of the ways that he had been ‘singled out’ for special treatment was the press greatly exagger-
ating his outlawry, and building up his notoriety by making him out to be much worse than he actually
was.  After a point, it didn’t matter what had really happened — what mattered was what everyone
believed happened.

William was tired of this stressful lifestyle.  He decided to make one last ditch effort at clearing
himself:  He wrote to attorney Ira Leonard (who had tried to help him months earlier in Lincoln to get his
pardon), asking if he could help him once again to “straighten things out.”

Leonard sent him a note that there was still a chance.  Leonard asked William to meet him in White
Oaks, in Lincoln County.  We arrived in White Oaks, but the attorney was not there — probably because
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we were about six weeks late.  The Kid learned that Leonard was in Lincoln, so we stocked up on
supplies at a store and rode out.  (We may have forgotten to pay for our supplies...)

Unfortunately, a posse from White Oaks led by a man named James Carlyle had come after us.  They
snuck up on us at a camp.  Gunfire broke out.  We scattered and mounted our horses to make a break.
The Kid’s horse was shot out from under him and he ran off on foot.  Even though we had been caught
completely by surprise, we still managed to get away.

Not for long though:  Four days later, the posse again caught up with us as we hid out at a ranch
owned by a friend named Jim Greathouse.  The house was surrounded, so William invited Deputy Carlyle
to come in to talk things over.  To guarantee Carlyle’s safety, Greathouse offered himself as a hostage to
the posse.

Greathouse left.  Carlyle came in.
William smiled and said, “Well howdy, Mr. Carlyle!  What have you got to say for yourself?”
Carlyle looked uncomfortable.  He said, “I came to arrest you, Billy.  You know that.”
“What for?”
“A bunch of killings.  You know; Sheriff Brady, Hindman, and Buckshot Roberts.  There may be

others.”
William laughed, and said, “There was a bunch of people there for Brady and Hindman, and none of

them are being prosecuted.  I don’t see how that holds any water.  Let me see your warrants.  I want to
know exactly what I’m dealing with.”

Carlyle looked even more uncomfortable.  Quietly, he said, “Well, Billy, you see — I don’t really
have a warrant.  I didn’t have time to go into Lincoln to get one.”

We looked at Carlyle in amazement.  Finally, I said, “You actually expect us to just surrender to you
when you have no warrant?  You say you did not have time to obtain one — but you must understand that
we believe a much more likely reason is that you just plan to murder us.”

Carlyle looked really uncomfortable now.  “Well, Billy, these boys aren’t just going to let you ride
away.  Either you need to surrender, or there’s going to be some shooting.  We got a lot more guns than
you.”

William laughed and said, “Well I’ll tell you what Mr. Carlyle, do you know what she said?”
Carlyle looked confused, and indicated that he had no idea what ‘she said’.
William relieved his ignorance:  “She said that it aint the size that counts as much as how you use it...”

We refused to surrender.  William told Carlyle that he would have to stay with us until nightfall, and
then he would have to lead us out as we made a break for it.

Meanwhile, the posse outside was getting anxious.  Notes were exchanged.  Then, someone from the
posse yelled, “If Carlyle isn’t released in five minutes, we’re going to kill Greathouse!”

William laughed and said, “Hah, Carlyle!  Your friends are ready to sacrifice you to get me! Whose
side are you on? We don’t sell out our friends!  Whose side do you think you should be on?”

Suddenly, there was a shot from outside.
The same thought hit all of us simultaneously:  They had just killed Greathouse.  Carlyle turned white.

(The shot was actually an accidental discharge.)
Before anyone could make a move, Carlyle dove headfirst through a window.
And he actually made it!
He was up and running!  He had it made — until he was mowed down by his own men.
After killing Carlyle, the confused and embarrassed posse left.
Then we rode away ourselves.48

48 Editor’s Note: The posse would later report that an accidental shot was fired from their side, and then they saw Carlyle
leap out the window and try to run from the house. They claimed that the Kid then threw himself halfway out the window,
took deliberate aim, and shot the deputy in cold blood.

There was another claim made several weeks later, after the Kid’s capture, by James Bell, who had been a member of
Carlyle’s posse that night: Bell said that Dave Rudabaugh confessed that both he and Billy Wilson (another gang member) fired
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After the incident at Greathouse’s ranch, we headed back towards Fort Sumner.  The Kid had had
enough.  He decided that there was no chance to clear things up once and for all.  He told us, “I think that
it would probably best just to leave the territory.”

No one argued.
We decided to go to Fort Sumner, get some money and some supplies, and then to kiss New Mexico

goodbye...
Unfortunately, Pat Garrett had plans of his own.  He was heading for Fort Sumner too.  Garrett was

bent on capturing the Kid, not only for the money, but also for the fame of bringing in New Mexico’s
most notorious outlaw.

For a short time, we led Pat Garrett on a cat and mouse game.  Garrett came to Fort Sumner looking
for us, but we weren’t there; we were hiding out at a nearby ranch owned by Tom Wilcox and Manuel
Brazil.  While there, we received a note saying that Garrett had left Fort Sumner and was heading south to
Roswell.  Upon learning this, we mounted up and made the cold ride through the snow to Fort Sumner.

It was, of course, a trap.  Garrett himself had sent the phony note.
When we arrived at Fort Sumner, Garrett was waiting in the shadows of the old Military hospital.
At this point, there was me, the Kid, Dave Rudabaugh, Tom O’Folliard, Billy Wilson, and Tom

Pickett.
O’Folliard was in the lead.  Suddenly, a barrage erupted all around us, and bullets began whizzing past

our ears.  Most of them seemed to be centered upon O’Folliard.  (It later turned out that, indeed, the
ambushers had though that O’Folliard was the Kid...)

O’Folliard fell dead, shot multiple times.
Fortunately, there was a thick frozen fog at the time, and the rest of us managed to escape unscathed.

We quickly rode back to Wilcox/Brazil’s ranch to regain our wits.  We ate a hot meal and departed.
The cat and mouse game resumed for another three days until one night Garrett tracked us to a stone

house in Stinking Springs.
As is my habit, I awoke very early, and went to meditate to the sunrise.
I did not know that the ranch was surrounded by Garrett’s men.
At dawn, when they heard movement and voices coming from inside the house, Garrett instructed his

men that when the Kid appeared, they were to simply open fire and kill him.  No warning.
Suddenly, a figure came out of the house.  Garrett recognized the wide brim hat that the Kid always

wore and told his men to shoot.
Up on my hill, I watched everything.  Once again, like that night at Fort Sumner, Garrett’s men shot

the wrong man:  This time it was Charlie Bowdre.  Bowdre wheeled and stumbled back into the house.
After a few minutes, Wilson yelled out that Bowdre was dying and wanted to come out.

When Bowdre staggered from the house, he walked towards the men and collapsed dead in the snow.
I knew William wouldn’t surrender.  He now understood that he was a marked man.  At one point, I

saw that someone in the cabin was slowly reeling in a horse.  I saw their plan:  They would suddenly
burst out of the house on horseback and hope for the best.  Unfortunately, Garrett also saw the horse.  He
waited until it was almost in the door, and then shot it dead.  Now, they not only had no horse, but the
dead corpse now blocking the door made escape even more problematic.

Thus, a standoff commenced.  By the afternoon, the hungry outlaws couldn’t resist the smell of the
food that the lawmen were cooking over a roaring fire.  In the end, it was food that finally lured them out.

one shot each and that the Kid fired twice at Carlyle — but consider where this statement came from. It is almost certain that
Rudabaugh said no such thing, and that Bell was trying to cover his butt.

In a letter to the governor concerning the Carlyle incident, the Kid wrote that when Carlyle heard the gunshot outside, he
thought Greathouse had been killed. He then dove out the window and was killed by his own posse.  Since two of Greathouse’s
men named Kuch and Steck did say, “...about 60-75 shots were fired at us, bullets flying from all directions,” this indicates that
the posse was doing some trigger-happy shooting.

To this day, most historians believe that Billy the Kid killed James Carlyle.
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I once again went into hiding by becoming myself.  I shaved my beard and donned Lakota wear.  Very
few Wasicus had ever seen me, and even those who had would probably fail to recognize me.  I followed
Garrett’s posse as they escorted William’s party to Fort Sumner the next morning.  Then, I rode ahead and
arrived before them.  To my satisfaction, no one in Fort Sumner recognized me, even though some of
them knew me fairly well.

Shortly after, the posse arrived.  They were greeted by curious onlookers who wanted to catch a
glimpse of the famous ‘Billy the Kid’.  At the jail, the Kid and the other prisoners were treated to new
clothes.  The Kid was in good spirits, playing to the crowd, flirting with the girls, and chatting with a
reporter.  This reporter later wrote, “[Billy the Kid] ...has a bold yet pleasant cast of countenance.  When
interviewed between the bars at jail this morning, he was in a talkative mood, but said that anything he
might say would not be believed by the people.  He laughed heartily when informed that the papers of the
Territory had built him up a reputation second only to that of [Apache chief] Victorio.  Kid claims never
to have had a large number of men with him, and that the few that were with him when captured were
employed on a ranch.  This is his statement and is given for what it is worth.”

The reporter also spoke with Dave Rudabaugh.  Rudabaugh backed the Kid’s comments by saying that
the papers had exaggerated the Kid’s depredations in the country and that it wasn’t nearly as bad as being
reported.

When they arrived, the prisoners were first taken to the blacksmith and shackled. I learned that the
trial was going to be in Santa Fe.  I left late that night on horseback to make my way there.  The next
morning, the prisoners were hustled to the train depot where they encountered a mob that was after
Rudabaugh, who had evidently killed a Las Vegas jailer several months earlier.  Luckily, no violence
erupted and the train left without incident.  Upon arrival in Santa Fe, the prisoners were taken to the city
jail and locked up.

Garrett, who was through with his obligations, left for Lincoln County.
The Kid immediately began work on a tunnel to escape from the jail.  The tunnel was discovered, and

William was then chained like a circus elephant and locked in a dark tiny solitary cell.
I approached the attorney, Ira Leonard, on William’s behalf.  Leonard visited the Kid in jail, but lost

interest in helping him at that time and didn’t come back until weeks later.  We then tried Rudabaugh’s
attorney, Edgar Caylpless, but Caylpless wouldn’t represent him for free.  The Kid offered him a horse
that someone else now claimed to own, which meant the attorney would have to file a suit on shaky legal
grounds for ownership of the mare.

Caylpless too, lost interest in the Kid’s case.
The Kid then took up pencil and paper:  He wrote letters to Governor Wallace reminding him of his

promise.  The Kid had stuck to his end of the bargain, not to mention putting his life at peril — but the
governor didn’t come through on his.

Now it was too late.  The governor would never pardon Billy the Kid:  He had become too famous.
The Kid was running out of options.  It had become painfully obvious that he couldn’t depend on

anyone but himself.
He now focused on one thing:  Escape.

On March 28th, 1881, William was removed from the Santa Fe jail, and taken by train to Mesilla.  This
was where he was to be tried for the killing of Sheriff Brady and Buckshot Roberts.

The first trial began on March 30th, with the biased Judge Bristol presiding and attorney Ira Leonard
appointed to defend the Kid.

The first case was the killing of Buckshot Roberts, which Leonard was able to get thrown out, stating
that the murder took place not on federal land, but private and therefore, the federal government had no
jurisdiction.
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The prosecution didn’t make too much of a fuss.  They knew the Kid would be found guilty for the
murder of Brady.

The following day, William was tried for the death of the Lincoln County Sheriff, William Brady.
Even though the Kid was one of six involved in the shooting of the sheriff, he was the only one to be
indicted, and placed on trial.  William didn’t stand a chance in this courtroom.  The judge dismissed
attorney Leonard because he was doing too good of a job defending the Kid, and replaced him with two
unprepared attorneys who had no sympathy for their client:  John D. Bail and Albert Fountain (who was a
supporter of the Santa Fe Ring and who hated rustlers).49

To make matters worse for the Kid, there were prejudiced witnesses testifying against him, including
Bill Mathews, one of those responsible for Tunstall’s death — yet William had no witnesses summoned
to testify in his behalf.

Then the judge put the final nail in his coffin, by telling the jury:  “If he was present, encouraging,
inciting, aiding in, abetting, advising, or commanding this killing of Brady, he is as much guilty as though
he fired the fatal shot.  As to you what would or would not be a reasonable doubt of guilt, I charge you
that belief in the guilt of this defendant to the exclusion of every reasonable doubt does require you to so
believe absolutely and to a mathematical certainly.  That is to justify a verdict of guilty it is not necessary
for you to be certain that this defendant is guilty as you are that 2+2=4.  Merely, a vague conjecture or a
bare possibility that the defendant may be innocent is not sufficient to cause a reasonable doubt of his
guilt.”

Translated into plain English, this meant, “If you do not find the defendant guilty, you’re all a bunch
of idiots!”

And that’s exactly what they did.
On April 13th, the Kid was brought before the judge and was asked if he had anything to say.  The Kid

said no.  The judge then sentenced the Kid to death on May 13th, 1881 between the hours of 9AM and
3PM.  He would be taken to Lincoln for execution and hanged “by the neck until his body be dead.”

But the Kid wasn’t about to give up just yet; his new attorney, Albert Fountain, was willing to appeal
the case if the Kid could bear his expenses.  When the Kid returned to his cell, he wrote a letter to
Rudabaugh’s attorney, Edgar Caylpless, concerning the suit for his horse.  If he could regain possession,
he would sell her and have money for attorney fees.  Unfortunately, Caylpless didn’t follow through.

The Kid’s only hope now was his cunning abilities and lots of luck.

49 Editor’s Note: Albert Fountain was destined for a strange fate:  Fifteen years later, on February 1st, 1896, Fountain and
his eight-year-old son Henry disappeared near the White Sands on the way to their home in Mesilla.  All that was discovered
were Fountain’s buckboard, several empty cartridge casings, his cravat and papers, and two pools of blood.  The only sign of
Henry was a blood-drenched handkerchief with two powder-blackened coins, the handkerchief still carefully knotted in one
corner.  Missing were the victims’ bodies, a blanket, a quilt, and Fountain’s Winchester rifle. Evidently, there was little secret
about who the murderers were: Oliver M. Lee, a noted New Mexico gunman, rancher, cattle rustler, outlaw, and part-time
Deputy US Marshal, as well as his employees Jim Gililland and William ‘Billy’ McNew were suspected of the slayings.  Lee and
Gililland were pursued by Pat Garrett and a posse, and they engaged Garrett and his men in a gun battle near Alamagordo.
Deputy Sheriff Kurt Kearney was killed, and Garrett and his posse retreated.  Lee and Gililland later surrendered to other
lawmen.  They were defended by Albert Fall, who would later purchase Susan McSween’s land, and who also later became the
first US cabinet member ever to go to jail for his involvement in the Teapot Dome scandal.

McNew and Gililland were acquitted.
Lee’s involvement in the case — as well as Fall’s — went far deeper than the acquittal would reflect.  Due to his land

ownings, Fountain was a powerful rival to land owners Lee and Fall.  In their employ were smalltime gunmen Billy McNew and
Jim Gililland.  Fall was well known to have hated Fountain.  Fall’s association with Oliver Lee began when Fall assisted Lee during
a criminal case. When law enforcement officials closed in, Fall would deal with the legal issues. Fountain, however, showed
little fear of the Fall/Lee faction, and challenged them openly in the courts as well as in the political arena.  Many factors
indicated that Lee was involved in the disappearance and murder of Fountain.  The bodies of Fountain and his young son were
never found, which hampered prosecution.  Albert Fall defended all three of the men who were eventually charged with the
crime of killing Henry Fountain (Albert’s son). (Charges were never filed for the killing of Albert.) They were Oliver Lee, Jim
Gililland, and Billy McNew.  Charges against McNew were dismissed, while Lee and Gililland were acquitted.  The end result of
their prosecution, more than anything else, hinged on there being no body.
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He tended to have a lot of both.
Olinger bid for the job of transporting Billy back to Lincoln for the hanging.  On April 15th, Dona Ana

County Sheriff James W. Southwick turned Billy over to Olinger, who chained Billy to a hack for the trip.
The day after being sentenced, the Kid was loaded into a coach for the five-day journey to Lincoln.

He was told if there were a rescue attempt or a lynch mob, his guards would kill him first.  There were
seven heavily armed men in the escort, including Bill Mathews, John ‘King of the Rustlers’ Kinney, and
the burly Bob Olinger.  All three had fought on the Dolan side, and all three hated the Kid — Olinger in
particular.  It was a tense trip.  If the Kid so much as made a wrong move, his guards would have shot him
— but he remained in good spirits the entire time.

As for Bob Olinger:  His own mother remembered him with the following unique phraseology, “Bob
was a murderer from the cradle, and if there is a hell hereafter then he is there.”  He was a shallow, vain,
pompous, arrogant asshole; all this in addition to being a back-shooting murderer who hid behind a
badge.  A giant of a man, he was broad-shouldered and swivel-hipped.  His long hair hung to his shoul-
ders, and when he strutted the plank-walks of Las Vegas or Santa Fe, his brilliant haberdashery turned
heads.  His mammoth sombrero was elegantly tasseled, and his cow-country boots were ornately stitched.
He attracted attention when he parted the bat wings and entered gambling halls or saloons that supported
poker, his favorite sport.

And as attested by his own mother, Bob was a cold-blooded killer.  He was fast on the draw, and any
man foolish enough to test his mettle seldom lived to regret it.  Bob Olinger was not beyond back-shoot-
ing an unarmed man.

A man named Bob Jones had recently had the misfortune of sitting in on a poker game with Olinger at
a local cathouse, whereupon he cleaned Olinger’s clock.  This led to an intense argument.  However,
Jones knew Olinger was a murderer, so he let it slide.  A few days later, Deputy Pierce Jones had a
misdemeanor warrant to serve on Bob Jones.  A misdemeanor warrant was not really a criminal offense
and consisted of nothing more than Jones paying a fine — but Olinger decided to tag along, “just in case”.
When the two lawmen drew bridle, they found Bob Jones chopping wood near the porch of his cabin on
the outskirts of town.  Three small children were playing nearby.  His wife was in the kitchen baking
bread.

Jones good-naturedly said, “Good morning!”  He made no display of resistance when he was taken
into custody.  While he was unarmed, there was a hunting rifle on the porch.

Jones posed no threat to the deputies.  Jones quietly asked Deputy Jones if he could explain to his wife
that he would be right back after he paid his fine, and the deputy said yes.

As Jones passed his rifle on the porch, Olinger saw his chance to claim self-defense:  He drew his
pistol and fired three shots into Jones’ back as his wife and children stood by screaming.

Appalled by what he had witnessed, Deputy Jones brought murder charges against Olinger, and
Lincoln County authorities issued a warrant for his arrest.  Sheriff George Kimball arrested him and
brought him to Lincoln for trial.

However, Olinger’s connections with the Santa Fe Ring came through for him again:  The case was
dismissed without going to court.

Finally, on April 21st, the Kid arrived in Lincoln.  There was no suitable jail, so the Kid was confined
in a backroom adjoined to Garrett’s office in the old two-story Murphy store, which was now a court-
house.  He was to remain handcuffed and shackled at all times, and he was either to be chained to the
floor, or a line would be drawn across the room that he was forbidden to cross on pain of being shot.

To eliminate any chance of escape, Garrett had two of his deputies remain with the Kid in the room as
a 24-hour guard:  Bob Olinger and James Bell.

Olinger had been harassing and taunting Billy ever since his arrest.  On the trip from Santa Fe to
Mesilla, Olinger had sat beside him with a shotgun across his lap, a pistol dangling from each hip, and a
Bowie-knife thrust in his belt.  All the way there, Bob had taunted the Kid:  “Your days are short, Kid.  I
can see that rope around your neck now.”

“Oh, I don’t know, Bob,” the Kid replied coolly.  “There’s many a slip twixt the cup and the lip.”
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There was background here:  Olinger and William had a deep hatred for each other that had been
cemented when Olinger had ambushed and killed William’s friend John Jones, who, ironically, had
fought alongside Olinger in the war.  Olinger had recently purchased a new double-barreled shotgun, of
which he was inordinately proud.  Several times, he had forced William to look down into the twin
barrels.  Olinger had also once tried to goad William into making an escape attempt so that he could shoot
him.

In response to Olinger’s taunts and threats, Billy just taunted right back and made a joke out of it.  He
stayed in a surprisingly jovial mood, which in itself angered the brutish deputy.

At one point, though, William finally said, “Be careful, Bob — I’m not hung yet.”
Olinger ignored William’s implied threat and again jabbed him in the stomach with the shotgun.
Olinger turned The Kid over to Garrett along with an expense account for a whopping $1,319.  (The

cost of William’s two trials in Mesilla had only been $80.)
William was secreted in the upper northeast section of the old courthouse.
Olinger never stopped taunting William, and Garrett was finally forced to tell him to “lay off the Kid,”

while cautioning both him and Bell to be careful around the prisoner because he was “shiftier than an
armful of coat hangers.”

As for Bell — he may have had some resentment for William, whom Bell held responsible for the
death of his friend James Carlyle — but Bell managed to keep it in check and treated William with
common courtesy. William and Bell even played cards together every once in a while to pass the time,
and something close to a friendship seemed to develop.

Before he had left town the previous day, Garrett once again instructed Bell and Olinger to watch
William like a hawk, since he knew that William would try to escape given even the smallest opportunity.

I had been keeping as low a profile as I could — but I now needed to talk to William, so I blew my
cover and visited him in Lincoln.

Upon introducing myself as White Fox, a Lakota warrior, Olinger gave me a hard long look — but he
failed to recognize me, and he was evidently unable to come up with any objections.  I was allowed in to
see him.

William had never seen me without a beard and dressed in my Lakota garb.  He looked puzzled for the
moment it for him took to recognize me — and then he broke into a huge smile.  He said, “I’ll be damned,
Valance, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes!  That’s quite the get up!  You look just like an Injun!  If I was to
come across you out on the desert, I’d shoot you for sure!”

I informed William that I had left a present for him taped underneath the bottom of the outhouse that
he used.

He just smiled and gave me a thumbs-up.

Around 5:00 PM, Olinger took five other prisoners that were being held in the courthouse across the
street to the Wortley Hotel for dinner.  William himself was deemed too dangerous to be taken out of the
courthouse.  His meals were brought in to him.

With Olinger gone, Bell was left alone guarding William.
Shortly after Olinger left, William asked to be taken to the outhouse.  Bell obliged.  With William in

shackles and Bell armed with a rifle, the two walked down the stairs and out to the backyard.
William entered the outhouse, shortly after emerged, and began walking back up the courthouse stairs

with Bell following closely behind.
At this point, I emerged from behind the courthouse and called out to Bell, who turned toward me —

and then heard William cock the pistol that I had left in the outhouse.
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Bell looked astonished.  William gave his trademark smile and said, “Okay, Bell, I got you fair and
square.  Just drop your rifle and everything is fine.”

Unfortunately, Bell did not drop his rifle.  He seemed to be drawing upon courage to make a desperate
move.

William’s smile evaporated.  “C’mon, Bell!  I like you — I surely don’t want to shoot you!  If’n you
don’t drop that rifle, though, you aint leaving me any choice!”

Instead, Bell turned to run.  William clocked Bell across the head with his pistol, and said, “C’mon,
Jim!  Don’t be stupid!  Am I really worth your life?”

Bell again tried to run — whereupon William shot him.
Bell stumbled out onto the street where he encountered a man named Godfrey Gauss, a former

Tunstall ranch cook who had been working in a vegetable patch behind the courthouse.  Upon hearing the
shot, Gauss had run around the corner to the west side of the courthouse and saw Bell run out the door.
He was bleeding from the cut in his head and from a bullet wound through his torso.

He stumbled near Gauss — then fell to the ground dead.
I retreated back behind the courthouse to supply firepower should any be needed.  A few seconds later,

I saw William’s handcuffs fly out the window.  Then I saw him take up a post at the window with
Olinger’s prized double-barreled shotgun.  Olinger himself then came running out of the Wortley Hotel
yelling “Did Bell kill the Kid?”

He quickly ran into the side-yard — just below the window in which William was positioned.  Gauss
yelled out, “The Kid has killed Bell!”

From his second-story perch, William then called out a cheerful “Hello Bob!”
The look on Olinger’s face was comical:  He froze in place.  Then, he slowly looked up and saw the

same view to which he had treated Billy so many times:  Straight into the two barrels of his own shotgun.
Quietly, Olinger said to Gauss:  “Yes — and he’s killed me too.”
With that, William emptied both barrels into Bob Olinger.
What was left of the deputy fell to ground, dead.
Billy then smashed the shotgun over the windowsill and threw the broken pieces at Olinger’s body,

shouting, “Take that, you damned son-of-a-bitch!  You won’t corral me with that again!”

I figured we would immediately high-tail it out of town post-haste with great alacrity — but William
was not in any hurry.  First, he retreated inside and returned to the armory, where he grabbed a Winches-
ter rifle, two pistols, and two cartridge belts loaded with ammunition.

By now, quite a crowd had gathered in the street, and William stepped out onto the balcony to address
them:  “I did not mean to kill Bell.  I meant to lock him in a room until I could leave, but when he tried to
shoot me, I was left with no choice but to gun him down.  I will leave town as soon as I get these ankle
shackles off, and I don’t want to kill anyone else — but if I am interfered with, I will not hesitate to do
so!”

Two citizens grabbed guns and tried to stop William, but both of them were restrained by friends.
Garrett later wrote that the townspeople had been “paralyzed by fear.”  This was bullshit.  Most of the
townspeople were obviously either on his side or were at least sympathetic to his cause.  No one else
made any attempt to stop him.  They simply watched.

William shouted down to his friend Godfrey Gauss and asked him to get a horse ready for him and to
bring him something with which to pry off the ankle shackles.  A few moments later, Gauss tossed a
prospector’s pick up to William through a window.  For the next hour or so, William worked on the
shackles with the pick.  Finally, he was able to get one free, but the other one would not give.  Knowing
that time was a luxury he did not have, William simply got a piece of string and tied the broken end of the
chain to his belt.  Grabbing his guns and ammunition belts, he then walked down the stairs and into the
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backyard.  As he passed the corpse of Bell, he looked down with remorse and said, “I’m sorry I had to kill
him, but I couldn’t help it.”

“Yes, William, I saw what happened,” I replied.
He then walked out of the yard, and as he passed the bloody pulp that was Olinger he kicked it again

and noted that Olinger wouldn’t corral him anymore.
William then approached Gauss, who had saddled a horse belonging to the County Clerk, Billy Burt.

However, as William attempted to mount up, the loose hanging leg chain scared the horse and he was
bucked off.  The horse took off down the street, and William ordered nearby Alexander Nunnelly, one of
the prisoners Olinger had taken to the Wortley Hotel, to go get it for him.  Nunnelly refused, though,
saying he did not want to be connected as an accomplice.

Aiming a pistol at Nunnelly, Billy happily said, “Now you can tell them that I made you do it!”
Nunnelly laughed and retrieved the horse.
Going slower this time so as not to spook the skittish animal, William finally saddled up successfully.

He then rode to the center of the crowd and said “Tell Billy Burt I’ll send his pony back.  Don’t look for
me this side of Ireland!  Adios, boys!”

Then, William leisurely rode out the west end of town.  He broke into song as we left.  I joined him
just outside town.

With this daring escape, Billy the Kid had now transformed himself from a local celebrity into a
national legend...

As was his unfortunate habit, William continued to hang around the area.  I joined his friends in urging
him to leave.  He refused.  I saw him drop in on friends and tell them about his daring escape from jail as
if he had just come back from a vacation.  He seemed unconcerned that he was the most hunted man in
the country at the moment.

William had long had ties with a prominent local family called Maxwell.  In the late 1860s, Lucien
Maxwell had purchased Fort Sumner from the US Government, and he had then moved his family there
in 1871 — whereupon Sumner basically became a private town owned by the Maxwell family.  When
Lucien died in 1875, Pete took over as owner and manager of Fort Sumner and the ranch.  The family
lived in a huge house that had once been the officers’ quarters.  Following the Lincoln County War, when
Billy and the Regulators had first fled to Fort Sumner, he had become friends with Pete Maxwell.
Maxwell even hired Charlie Bowdre and Doc Scurlock to work on his ranch as cowboys.

Another man he had hired was former buffalo hunter Pat Garrett — but Garrett had soon been fired,
allegedly stealing Pete’s cattle.

Another member of the Maxwell family was named Deluvina, and Deluvina literally worshipped Billy
— as did nearly everyone in Sumner did.  Deluvina had been born in Canyon de Chelly around 1851, and
she was 100% Navajo.  When she was still a child, 9 or 10 years old, Apaches raided where her family
lived and took her as a slave.  An unknown time later, she was traded by the Apaches to Lucien Maxwell
at Cimarron for ten horses.  Lucien gave Deluvina his last name and treated her very well.  She became
happy in her new life at Fort Sumner.  She became good friends with Lucien’s wife, and with his two
children, Pete and Paulita.  When Lucien died, Deluvina stayed at Fort Sumner with the family.  After
meeting Billy the Kid, she loved him and would do anything at all for him.

Billy only thought of Deluvina as a friend — but I am pretty sure that she wanted to be more than that.
Instead, Billy instigated a romance with Deluvina’s stepsister Paulita Maxwell, who also worshipped the
charismatic young outlaw.  This turn of events upset brother Pete, though.  Paulita was supposed to marry
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a prominent and wealthy figure in New Mexico.  Pete saw this as an excellent opportunity for advance-
ment of his family.  He did not want Billy the Kid to mess up the arrangement.

And so, Pete Maxwell told Pat Garrett where Billy the Kid was hiding out.
Garrett decided to handle things differently this time:  Rather than gathering a large posse, he instead

snuck quietly into Sumner accompanied only by John Poe and Kip McKinney; men he could trust to keep
their mouths shut and not question his actions.  His orders to Poe and McKinney were to shoot William
on sight.

We spent the night of July 14th, 1881 partying hearty in Fort Sumner.  Billy was making the rounds,
visiting with various friends and girlfriends.

Finally, Billy told me that he was going to spend the night with Paulita.  I said fine, and that I would
bunk down at the cabin where we were.

I wondered if Deluvina might be interested in joining me.
It turned out that she had other things on her mind that night, though.
A short while later, Pat Garrett killed William at Pete Maxwell’s place.
The details are unknown.  The only three people there were William, Pete Maxwell, and Garrett.  Poe

and McKinney were right outside, but saw nothing.  William didn’t survive to tell his story, Maxwell
never made any public statements, and Garrett’s account is full of shit.50 Since this account is already so
famous, I will not honour it by repeating it here.  Deluvina was one of several people who were there
immediately after the shooting, and all of them contradict Garrett’s account — yet Garrett’s bullshit is the
story that survives.

Billy the Kid is now known as being one of the most famous outlaws in American history — but
when we look at his outlaw status he really wasn’t much of a badman by the prevailing outlaw standards.
Here is a quick listing of Billy the Kid’s criminal record:

 Petty theft: On two occasions in Silver City; the first time, the Kid stole several pounds of butter,
which he sold to a merchant and the second time, he was an accomplice in the theft of some laun-
dry.  A real desperado here, kids.

 Armed Robbery (bank, trains, and stagecoaches):  None.
 Rapes:  None
 Drunk and disorderly conduct: None.
 Physical assault (men, women, children):  None
 Cattle rustling/Horse stealing: On a small scale with only a handful of his friends.  Most of his

rustling was against John Chisum, who supposedly owed him wages, or against his enemies, and
even from other rustlers. His rustling activities didn’t hold a light to ‘The Boys’, ‘The Rustlers’,
or even the ‘Cowboys’ in Arizona.  His thievery was greatly exaggerated in the propaganda
campaign meant to turn the public against him.

50 Editor’s Note: For info on the many inconsistencies in Garrett’s account, go to
http://www.angelfire.com/mi2/billythekid/qandi.html
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 Gunfights: Due to the Kid’s participation in the Lincoln County War he did experience some
gunfights, most particularly at Blazer’s Mill when the Regulators had a shootout with Buckshot
Roberts, and the three-day battle at Alex McSween’s house.

 Assassinations: During the Lincoln County War the Kid was one of six that gun down the
corrupt Sheriff William Brady and Deputy George Hindman.  Billy was also part of the posse that
had ‘executed’ Bill Morton, Frank Baker, and William McCloskey.

 Killings: Other than the previously mentioned group shootings during the Lincoln County War,
Billy the Kid is solely responsible for the deaths of four men.  Two were strictly self-defense
(Windy Cahill and Joe Grant) and the other two while escaping jail (Jim Bell and Bob Olinger).

And that is it.

Compared to other outlaws, like the James and Younger brothers, Butch Cassidy and the Sundance
Kid, John Wesley Hardin, The Doolins, The Daltons, and Clay Allison, and even compared to other
contemporary New Mexico outlaws like Jesse Evans, John Kinney, and John Selman, Billy the Kid was
small potatoes.  Most of Billy the Kid’s outlaw status does involve shootings and killings — but keep in
mind this was during a violent and bloody feud.  These were not innocent men he was shooting at, but
gunfighters and killers themselves.  Did the Kid ever shoot men outside the war just for the sheer thrill of
it?  Never once.  He was not a senseless killer.  As a rustler, Billy the Kid was no John Kinney.  Due to
his involvement in the Lincoln County War and due to his place at the top of Dolan’s hit list, the
Kid couldn’t settle down and get honest work so he had to resort to stealing livestock.  It wasn’t too diffi-
cult and didn’t involve armed robbery.  In addition, during those times most ranchers and cowboys
dabbled in stealing another’s livestock at one time or another.  The amount of stock that the Kid stole was
more an annoying nuisance than a huge financial loss to the cattle owner.  As a thief, Billy the Kid was
strictly a small-scale rustler.

So if Billy the Kid wasn’t all that bad, why did he become one of the most famous outlaws in history?
One reason was the Lincoln County War.  If he had never participated, or had he been killed during

the war — or even if he had simply disappeared after the war was over as so many others did — most
would never have heard of Billy the Kid.  He would have been just another saddle tramp rustler lost to
history.  However, thanks to the Lincoln County War and thanks to the sensationalism of the press cover-
age, Billy the Kid has become immortalized in history.

Another reason that he stood out among all the other Lincoln County War participants is that after the
war he came back to Lincoln County.  After his return he rustled his enemy’s cattle and testified against
them in court. This was why the Dolan faction singled him out for special treatment.  The newspapers
(who were in cahoots with the Santa Fe Ring and Dolan) built up the Kid’s reputation as the ‘Terrorist of
New Mexico’ and virtually all rustling and murders that occurred during this time were pinned on him.
The public, who were once sympathetic towards the Kid, were brainwashed into believing he was their
main problem and that William posed a threat to society that needed to be dealt with.

Along with this inaccurate bad boy image bestowed on him, Billy the Kid also stood out because of
his charismatic personality, his keen intellect, his out-going and fun loving personality, and his ‘stay and
fight’ attitude.  He was a skillful gunfighter and courageous to the point of recklessness yet he never once
showed any signs of stress and he was always calm in any situation.  He was a gentleman, a lady’s man,
and he was educated.  He also had the surviving and fighting skills to stay alive in the Old West.  He was
tough but he was not mean as so many other outlaws were.  He would kill but he wasn’t a killer.  He was
also loyal to his friends and appointed himself protector over the helpless.  Because of this loyalty he got
mixed up in a feud that eventually cost him his life.

Billy the Kid did do some wrong but he doesn’t deserve the ‘badman’ title or to be remembered as a
cold-blooded killer of the Old West.



149

In closing I’d like to point out that unlike other outlaws Billy the Kid made an honest effort to
redeemed himself and live an honest life.  William honestly tried to square himself with his enemies and
then later with the governor but his efforts met only failure and betrayal.

Billy the Kid deserves to have the truth known and to be judged fairly for what he did do and what he
didn’t do.

I was now at another loose end.  However — I received word that Sitting Bull was planning to surren-
der.

I rode the long road back to the North Country to see if I could talk him out of it...
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Chapter Eleven:
Taming the Bull

Capitalism is the extraordinary belief that the nastiest of men, for the nastiest of reasons, will work for
the good of the rest of us.

—John Hayward Keynes

1881-1885
The Great Plains

itting Bull’s people stayed in Canada for four years.  Had the government of Canada been more
cooperative they probably would have lived out our lives on the plains of Saskatchewan.  The

Canadians viewed them as potential troublemakers, though.  There was also the extra expense of the
Mounties who were required to keep an eye on them.  They did not want them there, and they offered no
help of any kind whatsoever.

Life became harder for them each year.  The winters were very long and very cold.  Every year there
was less game.  There was never enough meat or skins to make tipi covers.

As the seasons passed, a few families began drifting back to the agencies.
Then there was a very bad winter in 1880-1881, and many horses froze to death.  In the spring, the

Americans set fires along the border to keep the buffalo south.  Several more families drifted back.  Just
before my return, several of Sitting Bull’s most valued lieutenants, including Gall and Crow King, gave
up and headed for the Great Sioux Reservation.

I arrived on July 4th, 1881.

On July 19th, 1881, I joined Sitting Bull and 186 of his remaining followers as we crossed the border
and rode into Fort Buford to surrender.

My amnesty had been one of the conditions of the surrender.
We were the last.  This was the end of an era.  I wanted to be with them at this time.
However:  I had no intention of returning to the reservation.  The reservation was profane.
In addition, I figured that the promise of ‘amnesty’ was worth just as much as any other Wasicu

promise was.
I certainly was not going to stake my life upon the word of any Wasicu.
I left the column before its arrival at the fort.
After leaving, I learned that the army continued their consistent record of breaking every promise that

they ever made.  Rather than sending Sitting Bull to the Hunkpapa agency at Standing Rock as he had
been ‘promised, he was instead sent to Fort Randall as a military prisoner.

The rest of his people were free to go to the Spotted Tail Agency, which was where most of them
went.

They arrived there just in time for Spotted Tail’s murder...

Spotted Tail was not killed by the Wasicus.  Not directly, anyway.
He was killed by Crow Dog — one of our own people.
The Wasicus tried to write this murder off as a quarrel over a woman.
Everyone knew that it was a plot by the Wasicus to break the power of the chiefs.

S
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Spotted Tail always stood strong for the improvement of his people’s conditions.  The Wasicus wanted
people in charge who would unquestioningly accept the Wasicu’s edicts.

The murder of Spotted Tail caused much uproar and consternation — but the once mighty Lakota
were now powerless.  The Wasicus could do whatever they wished, and there was absolutely nothing the
People could do about it.  They screamed, yelled, and cried about the murder of Spotted Tail — but the
Wasicus simply ignored them.

What could they do about it?

After the furor over Spotted Tail died down, attention turned to Sitting Bull’s presence at Fort Randall.
Many chiefs and sub-chiefs came to visit him, wish him well, and do him honour.  Newspapermen came
to interview him.

Instead of being beaten and forgotten — as he had thought — and as the Wasicus had hoped — Sitting
Bull was famous.

About this time, I learned that Jesse James had been shot and killed.  Evidently, one of his own men,
Robert Ford, had shot him in the back after making a deal with the governor of Missouri to exonerate
himself, and to receive a large payment.

As glad as I was to see such a rattlesnake dead, I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of a man would
shoot a compatriot in the back for money.

I would later meet this man.

To speed the process of remaking the Sioux and turning them into Wasicus, the Indian Bureau
assigned James McLaughlin to head the agency at Standing Rock.  McLaughlin, or ‘White Hair’, as we
called him, was a veteran of the Indian Service.  He was married to a half-breed Santee woman, and his
superiors were confident that he could efficiently destroy the culture of the Sioux and replace it with what
the Wasicu’s called ‘civilization’.

White Hair McLaughlin attempted to diminish Sitting Bull’s influence by dealing with Gall in matters
involving the Hunkpapas, and with John Grass in matters involving the Blackfeet.  Every move that
White Hair made was calculated to keep Sitting Bull in the background, and to demonstrate to the Stand-
ing Rock Sioux that their old hero was powerless to lead or help them.

His efforts were completely unsuccessful.  Sitting Bull was a hero.  He had thoroughly whipped the
Wasicus, and they had never once defeated him in battle.  Sitting Bull was one of the few connections to
their pride that they had left.  In addition, every visitor to the reservation, both red and white, wanted to
meet Sitting Bull.

Sitting Bull had become a celebrity.
In 1882, representatives from the different Lakota agencies came to ask Sitting Bull’s advice

concerning a new government proposal to break up the Great Reservation into smaller areas and sell
about half the land for white settlement.  Sitting Bull was adamantly opposed.  They did not have enough
land to support them as it was.

In spite of their resistance, they came very near losing a large chunk of their reservation in 1882 to a
commission headed by the highly experienced stealer of Indian lands Newton Edmunds.  He was accom-
panied by an all-star cast of Indian oppressors including James Teller, the brother of the new Secretary of
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the Interior, and none other than Reverend Samuel D. Hinman, who had been a missionary to the Lakota
for many years.

Reverend Hinman had strongly felt beliefs.  One of the beliefs Reverend Hinman felt very strongly
about was that the Sioux needed less land and more Christianity.

As this commission traveled from one agency to the other, Hinman told the chiefs that he was there to
lay out different parts of the reservation for the six agencies.  This was necessary, he said, so that the
different Sioux tribes could claim the areas as their own and have them as long as they lived.  He report-
edly told Red Cloud that the Great Father would give him 25,000 cows, and 1,000 bulls.

It was said that Red Cloud actually believed this crap.
To obtain this livestock, though, the Lakota would be required to sign some papers that the commis-

sioners had conveniently brought with them.
As none of the chiefs could read, and as I was not there to read it for them, the commissioners saw no

need to inform them that they were signing away 14,000 square miles of land in exchange for these
alleged cows and bulls.

At the agencies where the Lakota were reluctant to sign papers — which the treaty stated could only
be signed by male adults — the commissioners persuaded boys as young as seven years old to sign them.
In a meeting at Pine Ridge, Hinman told the Indians that if they did not sign they would not receive any
more rations or annuities, and that they would be sent to Indian Territory.

Many of the older Lakota suspected — correctly — than the commissioners were trying to steal their
land.  They had seen what happened when they ‘touched the pen’ many times before.  Hinman’s threats
proved effective, though.  Many signed the paper.

Early in 1883, Hinman and Edmunds journeyed to Washington with their bundle of signatures and
succeeded in getting a bill introduced ceding about half the lands of the Great Reservation to the United
States.  Fortunately for the Lakota, they had enough friends in Washington to question the bill and to
point out that even if all the signatures were legal, they had still not obtained the required ¾ths of all male
Lakota.

Another commission headed by Senator Henry L. Dawes was immediately dispatched to the Lakota
country to inquire into the methods used by Hinman and Edmunds.  It did not take Senator Dawes long to
uncover the chicanery used by his predecessors.

Shortly before the arrival of Senator Dawes, Sitting Bull was released from confinement at Fort
Randall.  He moved to the Hunkpapa agency at Standing Rock.

On August 22nd, the commission met to hear testimony.  They combined the central purpose of this
council [stealing our land] with the purpose of attempting to destroy Sitting Bull’s influence.  They inten-
tionally ignored him as they took testimony from other chiefs.

Finally, Dawes turned to the interpreter and told him to ask Sitting Bull if he had anything to say.
Sitting Bull sardonically said, “Of course I will speak to you if you desire me to do so.  I suppose it is

only such men as you desire to speak who must say anything.”
Dawes rejoined, “We supposed the Indians would select men to speak for them, but any man who

desires to speak, or any man the Indians here desire shall talk for them, we will be glad to hear if he has
anything to say.”

“Do you recognize me?  Do you know who I am?”
“I know that you are Sitting Bull.”
“You say you know I am Sitting Bull, but do you know what position I hold?”
Dawes then stuck in the knife:  “I do not know any difference between you and the other Indians at

this agency.”
Sitting Bull smiled.
Then he said, “I am here by the will of the Great Spirit, and by his will I am a chief.  My heart is red

and sweet, I know it is sweet, because whatever passes near me puts out its tongue to me; yet you men
have come here to talk with us, and you say you do not know who I am.  I want to tell you that if the
Great Spirit has chosen anyone to be the chief of this country it is myself.”
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Dawes dismissed this contention and impatiently said, “In whatever capacity you may be here today, if
you desire to say anything to us we will listen to you; otherwise we will dismiss this council.”

Sitting Bull smiled.  Then he said, “Yes, that is all right.  You have conducted yourselves like men
who have been drinking whiskey, and I came here to give you some advice.”

Sitting Bull made a sweeping motion with his hands.

At the motion, every Lakota in the room simultaneously rose and — without a word — every one of
them walked out of the council.

Nothing could have dismayed the commissioners more.  Just at the moment that they thought they had
finally destroyed Sitting Bull’s influence, he proved that he was actually the man in charge.

The thought of the Sioux rallying around Sitting Bull was a nightmare.  Such a development endan-
gered their Indian policy to the core of its being, said policy consisting of eradicating everything Indian
and turning them into Wasicus.

In less than two minutes, right before their very eyes, Sitting Bull had demonstrated his single-handed
ability to destroy that policy utterly.

Sitting Bull had to go.

A month after the Dawes commission failed, we learned that the Northern Pacific Railroad was plan-
ning a ceremony for the driving of the final spike in their transcontinental railroad line.  One of the
officials decided that it would be appropriate to have an Indian chief present to make a speech of welcome
to the Great Father and the other notables.

Sitting Bull was the unanimous choice — no other Indian was even considered — and a young army
officer who could speak Sioux was assigned to work with him in preparation of a speech.  The plan was
to have Sitting Bull deliver the speech in Sioux, and then have the officer translate it.  All the way to
Bismarck, the officer went over the prepared speech with Sitting Bull.

I had been camping in Paha Sapa.  I heard about the speech whilst buying supplies in Deadwood, and I
immediately set out to Bismarck to join in the festivities.

Sitting Bull was happy to see me.
I watched as Sitting Bull and the army officer rode at the head of a parade.  After the parade, Sitting

Bull went to the speaker’s platform.  Right before he began speaking, Sitting Bull specifically sought me
out in the crowd.

When he spotted me, he directed a large smile at me.  Then, he began delivering his speech.
Within a few seconds, I could not control my laughter.
Sitting Bull began his speech by saying, “I hate all the Wasicus.  You are thieves and liars.  You have

taken away our land and made us outcasts.”
This obviously discomfited the army officer.  However, rather than translating Sitting Bull’s actual

words, he instead began delivering the original speech.  The crowd enthusiastically applauded.
Sitting Bull smiled, acknowledged their applause, and then continued to insult them:  “You are all ugly

and stupid, and your ugly and stupid women produce ugly and stupid children.”
This elicited even more enthusiastic applause.  Sitting Bull continued on in this vein for a long while.

He paused often to accept and acknowledge the wild applause before hurling another long list of insults.
The hapless interpreter simply read from the short translation that had already been written out.  When

Sitting Bull was finished, he received a thunderous standing ovation.
The Hunkpapa chief proved so popular that the railroad officials took him to Saint Paul for another

ceremony.
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Sitting Bull proved to be so popular that the following summer he went on a tour of fifteen American
cities.  His appearances created such a sensation that my old friend, William ‘Buffalo Bill’ Cody, decided
that he wanted Sitting Bull to his Wild West Show.

The Indian Bureau was reluctant at first, but Agent McLaughlin was thoroughly enthusiastic about the
proposal.  At Standing Rock, Sitting Bull was a constant symbol of Indian resistance, and a continual
defender of the Indian culture that McLaughlin was determined to eradicate.  White Hair would have
liked to see Sitting Bull go on tour forever.

Since I already knew and was friendly with Cody, I also joined the show.
Thus, in the summer of 1885, Sitting Bull and I traveled throughout the United States and into Canada.

He drew tremendous crowds.  Boos and catcalls sometimes sounded for the ‘Killer of Custer’, but after
each show these same people pressed coins upon him for copies of his signed photograph.

Sitting Bull and I gave most of our money to the band of ragged and hungry boys who surrounded us
everywhere we went.

While on tour, Sitting Bull and I became very good friends with Annie Oakley.  Sitting Bull once
spoke to both of us concerning his lack of comprehension of how the Wasicus could be so unmindful of
their own poor children.  Allowing children to go hungry while you had food was an alien concept to the
Lakota.

After the season was over, Sitting Bull and I returned to White Rock.  Sitting Bull came away with
two farewell presents from Buffalo Bill — a huge white sombrero and a performing horse.  The horse had
been trained to sit down and raise one hoof at the crack of a gunshot.

We had lost Paha Sapa and the Shifting Sands River.  The Wasicus next move was to change the west-
ern boundary of the Great Sioux Reservation from the 104th Meridian to the 103rd, thus slicing off another
fifty-mile strip near Paha Sapa and taking an additional triangle of valuable land between the forks of the
Cheyenne River.

All that was now left to us was an anvil-shaped block between the 103rd meridian and the Missouri
River.  This was land deemed worthless by the surveyors who marked off the property; else, I am sure,
they would not have left us even that.  Even as the Lakota were settling into their new homes, a great
wave of emigration from northern Europe poured into eastern Dakota, pressing against the Missouri River
boundary of our land.

Yet another commission arrived from Washington.  They repeated their proposal to split the Great
Reservation into six parts, leaving nine-million acres open for white settlement.  The commissioners
offered us 50¢ per acre.  Sitting Bull immediately set out to convince Gall and John Grass that they had
no more land to spare — and that even if they had it to spare, 50¢ per acre was a swindle.

For about a month, the commissioners tried to persuade them that Sitting Bull was misleading them,
and that the land cession was for their own benefit.  (The Wasicus concern for Lakota interests was truly
touching.  Some of them almost had tears in their eyes.)

The commissioners also hinted that if they failed to sign, they might lose their land anyway.
I am proud to say that only twenty-two Lakota signed their paper.
The commissioners then gave up.  They did not even bother to try the Pine Ridge or Rosebud

agencies.

They returned to Washington and recommended ignoring the treaty and just taking the land without
our consent.

In 1888, Congress was not quite ready to abrogate a treaty summarily.  They knew that we trusted
Three Stars Crook, so they sent him to deal with us.  Three Stars chose the Rosebud Agency because the
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Brulé had been split up and factionalized ever since the murder of Spotted Tail.  Three Stars figured that
the Brulé were unlikely to offer a united front.

However, a Brulé named Hollow Horn Bear insisted that the commissioners call all the chiefs of the
six agencies together for one council instead of traveling from on to the other.  He said, “You want to
make everything safe here and then go on to the other agencies and tell them we have signed.”

Many Lakota were finally figuring out how the Wasicus did things.
Three Stars said, “The white men in the east are like birds.  They are hatching out their eggs every

year, and there is not enough room in the east and they must go elsewhere; and they come west, as you
have seen them coming for the last few years.  And they are still coming, and will come until they overrun
all of this country; and you can’t prevent it...  Everything is decided in Washington by the majority, and
these people come out west and see that the Indians have a big body of land they are not using, and they
say ‘we want the land’.”

They raised their offer to $1.50 per acre.  After nine days of browbeating, a majority of the Brulés
finally signed.

The first to sign was Crow Dog, the murderer of Spotted Tail.

However, at Pine Ridge, the commissioners had to deal with Red Cloud, and his loyal lieutenants
stood firm.  He demonstrated his power by surrounding the council with several hundred mounted
warriors.

Even so, the commissioners managed to obtain the signatures of about half the Oglala.
To make up the difference they moved on to the smaller agencies, obtaining signatures at Lower

Brulé, Crow Creek, and Cheyenne River.
On July 27th, they arrived at Standing Rock.  Here the decision would be made.  If a majority of the

Hunkpapas and Blackfeet refused to sign, the agreement would fail.
Sitting Bull attended the councils, but remained silent.  His presence was all that was needed to main-

tain a solid wall of opposition.
Three Stars finally realized that they would fail in a general council.  He enlisted the help of White

Hair to convince individual Indians to sign by threatening confiscation of the land if they refused.  Sitting
Bull remained adamant in his refusal.  Why should they sign the paper just to save the Wasicus the
embarrassment of having to break yet another treaty?

Finally, the Wasicus resorted to their old stand-bys:  Lies and deceit.
Without informing Sitting Bull, McLaughlin arranged for a final meeting with the commissioners on

August 3rd.  He invited only compliant chiefs.  White Hair stationed his Indian police in a four-column
formation around the council grounds to prevent any interruptions by Sitting Bull or any of his ardent
supporters.

John Grass had already delivered his speech in favour of selling (which White Hair had helped write)
before Sitting Bull managed to force his way into the council circle.

For the first time, Sitting Bull spoke.  He said, “I would like to say something unless you object to my
speaking, and if you do I will not speak.  No one told us of the council, and we just got here.”

Three Stars glanced at White Hair.  “Did Sitting Bull know that we were going to hold a council?”
“Yes sir,” White Hair lied.  “Yes, everybody knew it.”

Without another word, John Grass moved forward to sign the agreement.

With this act, it was over.  The Great Sioux Reservation was broken into small islands around which
would rise the flood of Wasicus.

Before Sitting Bull could get away from the grounds, a newspaperman shoved past me in order to ask
Sitting Bull how the Indians felt about giving up their lands.
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“Indians?” he shouted.  “There are no Indians left but me!”

However, Sitting Bull was wrong in this contention.
There were still Indians left amongst the Apache.

Nana and Geronimo had broken out again.

It was time to fight more Wasicus.
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Chapter Twelve:
Geronimo’s Last Stand

Ultima ratio regum [The last argument of kings]

— Stamped on the barrels of all the cannons
forged during the reign of Louis IV

before losing his last argument

1885-1886
Mexico, Arizona, & New Mexico

n the way to  Arizona, I had an interesting experience as I passed through the old Mexican
village of Las Vegas, New Mexico; I had arrived just in time to witness a shooting contest.

One of the contestants was none other than Robert Ford, the shooter-in-the-back of Jesse James.  Mr.
Ford was now a constable in Las Vegas.  The other was none other than Jose Chavez y Chavez, who had
been my comrade-in-arms during the Lincoln County War.

Ford shot at and missed a coin on a signpost.  Chavez y Chavez then shot and didn’t miss.
As I greeted and congratulated Chavez y Chavez, Mr. Ford loudly claimed the match had been unfair.

Chavez y Chavez promptly challenged Ford to a duel.  Ford declined and left town directly.

I arrived in the Apache camp just in time to find Geronimo and Chihuahua engaged in an intense
argument.

“You lied to us,” Chihuahua was shouting in utter outrage!  “Both of you lied to us,” he cried, indi-
cating that Mangas was included in the condemnation.  “You said that a warrior had just killed Britton
Davis and an Apache scout, which meant that Crook’s troopers would soon be killing many of us! On
that basis, we left the reservation.  Now we have 50 warriors and 100 woman and children on the run, and
every Wasicu within many days journey will be wetting their breechclouts in fear, and Crook will have
many soldiers looking to kill all of us — and all of this is happening because you lied to us!”

I could see that Chihuahua was contemplating Geronimo’s murder.
Geronimo and Mangas tensely waited to see what Chihuahua would do.
Finally, Chihuahua said, “Even if we now wished to return to the reservation, it is too late.  Troopers

and reservation scouts lusting for blood are already pursuing us like wolves chasing sheep.  It is too late
to do anything but fight.  I will not fight with a liar, though,” he admonished.  “I will take my people
north into the forested mountains.”

Thus, the bands all scattered.  I correctly assumed that Geronimo had been drunk when he lied to
Chihuahua and Nana, saying that Apache warriors had murdered Britton Davis and an Apache scout.

Whatever.  Chihuahua was right.  They had no choice now but to fight.
Thus began the raiding...

As seems par for the course with the Wasicus, they chose to make Geronimo the most famous of the
Apache.  While Goyathlay was indeed a formidable and implacable foe, he was one of the least talented
or honourable of the three Apache leaders with whom I rode.  He was a drunk, for one thing.  For an
Indian, this is a very bad thing.  Europeans have been drinking alcohol for millennium.  Indians had been
drinking it for only three centuries.  My pureblood brothers had absolutely no resistance to its effects.

O
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Combined with alcohol’s insidious influence on people whose spirits had been killed, this evil drink did
more to destroy the Indian than all of the cavalry’s guns combined.

Geronimo’s hatred of Wasicus had come about in the traditional manner:  In the mid 1850s, the tribe,
who was at peace with the Mexican towns and neighboring Indian tribes, traveled into Mexico to trade.
Camping outside a small Mexican town, they stayed for several days.  Leaving a few warriors to guard
the camp, the rest of the men went into town to trade.  When they were returning from town, they were
met by several women and children who told them that Mexican troops had attacked their camp.  They
returned to camp to find their guard warriors killed, and their horses, supplies, and arms gone.  Even
worse, many of the women and children had been killed as well.

Among those that lay dead were Geronimo’s wife, mother, and three children.  As a result, Geronimo,
for the rest of his life, felt a certain antipathy toward Mexicans.

Soon after this incident, Geronimo received his power, which came to him in visions.  Geronimo was
not a chief; he was a medicine man, a seer and a spiritual and intellectual leader. Geronimo’s war career
was linked with that of his brother-in-law, Juh, who was a Chiricahua chief.  Many outsiders thought that
Geronimo was a chief because he often acted as spokesman for Juh, who had a speech impediment. The
various other Apache chiefs Geronimo rode with also learned to depend upon his wisdom.  In battle,
Geronimo performed such daring feats that the Mexicans singled him out with the sobriquet Geronimo
(Spanish for ‘Jerome’).  Some attributed his numerous raiding successes to powers conferred by super-
natural beings, including a reputed invulnerability to bullets.

I later learned that Crook ordered 20 troops of cavalry and more than 100 scouts to take the field in
southwestern New Mexico and southeastern Arizona with orders to protect settlers and hunt down the
‘hostiles’.  As authorized by an earlier treaty with Mexico, Crook dispatched two columns across the
border into Mexico and the Sierra Madre with the same orders.  Mexican forces also took the field in the
Sierra Madre, and they also had the same orders.  All of these forces were soon joined by various civilian
posses.

Eventually, several thousand armed men were in the pursuit of less than 150 of us.  Newspapers of the
region screamed in extra-large headlines for our immediate extermination.

At one point, I joined Josanie and his band on ‘The Great Raid’.  Between November and December
of 1885, a band of ten of us swept across southwestern New Mexico and southeastern Arizona.  We trav-
eled some 1,200 miles.  In that few weeks, we killed 38 people and stole some 250 horses and mules.  We
also wore out about 250 horses and mules and, although Josanie was twice dismounted and several times
near capture, we all escaped back into Mexico to rejoin Geronimo with the loss of only one man, who had
been wounded and abandoned along the trail to fend for himself.

At one point, a young warrior named Massai had his horse shot out from under him.  I rode back under
fire to pick him up.

I would meet Massai again many years later.
Although pursued relentlessly by US forces, Mexican forces, and various civilian vigilante gangs, we

struck them repeatedly.  With hit-and-run raids and clever ambushes, we killed scores of settlers and
troopers.  We stole horses, supplies, weapons and ammunition.  Geronimo and Josanie even raided their
own reservation, vengefully killing twelve Apache who had refused to join the outbreak.

After each raid, we would then fade into the rugged landscape like quail disappearing into the brush.
The old familiar team of Sheridan/Crook was made responsible for ‘pacifying’ us.
I did later research revealing that Sheridan had called Crook’s entire strategy — especially the use of

Indian scouts — into question.  Evidently, Sheridan came to believe that he could run the campaign better
from Washington than could the master Indian fighter George Crook from the field.

Actually, the use of native ‘scouts’ was another vital aspect to the Wasicus dominance.  Wasicus had
been using Indian scouts almost from the very beginning of their interaction.  This was probably the only
reason the Wasicus were able even to find any Indians.  In addition, Indian scouts were essential not only
to help the army find Indians, but to help the army find its own way as well.  In pretty much all pursuit
situations, the army would have been helpless without their Indian — or, often half-breed — scouts.
Crook would have never found Geronimo without his Apache scouts, and the same is true of much Plains
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Indian warfare.  Even with the scouts, the army was rarely able to move fast enough to catch up with the
Indians they sought.  When they were able to surprise a village, such as Chivington did at Sand Creek, it
was usually because the Indians felt too secure in the knowledge that they were living peaceably, and saw
no need to post sentries.  If they were not at war with the Wasicus, they did not think the Wasicus would
molest them.  The lesson the Brulé were taught at the Bluewater River in 1855 had to be learned over and
over again:  When the Wasicus were in a mood to punish Indians, they would punish whatever group of
Indians they could find, whether or not those particular Indians had done anything to warrant the punish-
ment.

Crook’s troopers managed to win minor skirmishes and even struck our camp in the Sierra Madres at
one point.  However, we always recovered quickly, and more often than not, the American troops fell
back weary and hungry from these fights, their mounts exhausted and footsore.

Finally, eight months after the breakout, with our physical and emotional energies spent by the chase,
Nana and Geronimo dispatched emissaries to discuss the possibility of peace with Crook’s troops.  Nana,
along with several warriors and several families, surrendered within days.  Geronimo, Naiche, Mangas
and Chihuahua begin moving their bands slowly toward Cañon de los Embudos — the site designated by
Geronimo — to enter the negotiations for their surrender to Crook.

Since Crook now knew that I had been a spy for almost two decades, I once again donned Wasicu
clothes and disappeared into the desert.  I thought that the Apache War was finally over.

Once again, I had underestimated the Apache.

At this time, I took the opportunity to drop in on and meet a local legend named Pete Kitchen. In the
early days of settlement by Anglos in southeast Arizona, there was probably no one more feared and
respected than Pete Kitchen.  He was one of the last few settlers to hang on after the 1861 troop with-
drawal, and consequently, he had felt the full wrath of Cochise’s war.  It has been claimed that more men
lost their lives in the stretch between Potrero and Magdalena during Kitchen’s years there than in all the
rest of the Arizona Territory put together, and if “all the bodies were laid side by side like railroad ties,
they’d make a track from Nogales to Potrero.”

To the settlers, Kitchen was a folk hero.
To the Apache, he was more terrible than an army with banners.
His adobe home had a flat roof with a four-foot high parapet surrounding it.  From this vantage point,

a sentinel could stand guard in relatively safety — and there was always a sentinel on duty.  The hacienda
sat on a rocky summit, and thus commanded a view of the valley in all directions.  If the Apache crept up
on the house under cover from any direction, the guard would fire his rifle.  The shot would bring every-
one up from the fields to huddle together in the main house, where Kitchen and his wife, Dona Rosa,
would parcel out the rifles and ammunition.  This state of constant vigilance had never allowed the
Apache to gain any advantage.  Year after year, the Apache attacked, trying to destroy him or drive him
away.  They shot his pigs full of arrows, stole his horses and cattle, and drove away all his neighbors —
but Kitchen held on.  Pete Kitchen was exceptionally Apache-smart.  While on the trail, no Apache could
ever ambush him.  He was a crack shot with his rifle, and he never traveled the same trail twice.  The
Apache lived in fear of him, and it was considered a great coup if anyone could even get close to him.
Many tried.  Many failed.  His interpretation of Apache signs — or better yet, the complete lack of
Apache signs — always kept his senses in overdrive. He understood very well that any mistake would be
fatal.

Out in front of his ranch house, Kitchen had his own private ‘boot hill’.  He buried everyone, friend
and fiend alike, with Christian charity.  Two of the men Kitchen buried were bandits he had hung.
Several Apaches also reposed there.  Dona Rose always followed her Catholic traditions by burning
candles at the graves of the men.
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His place was completely self-sufficient, having its own blacksmith, saddler, wagon-maker, and all
other officials needed to keep the machinery running smoothly.

His courage quickly became legendary in the region, yet Kitchen was also well known for his Chris-
tian hospitality.  Anyone with friendly intent was welcome and made to feel at ease.

I experienced Kitchen hospitality first hand.  Upon my arrival, the entire Kitchen herd treated me as if
I were a long lost relative.  A hot meal was immediately prepared, and a feast ensued.  Besides Pete and
Dona Rose, other family members included eight of his wife’s nieces, girls he treated as his own.  He
welcomed everyone to stay as long as they wished and to come back as often as they wished — and this
included all Apache who came in peace.  Unlike most Wasicus, Pete Kitchen believed that the Apache
were human beings out to defend a way of life that had been theirs for centuries.  Kitchen became known
as a champion for their cause — yet at the same time, he never ceased his vigil against attack.  Cochise
had come to respect him, and since Cochise made war on all whites for more than twelve years, this
gesture spoke volumes for Kitchen’s reputation with the Indians.

After leaving the Kitchen ranch, I was in a bar in southern Arizona where I met four gentlemen.  Their
names were Al Sieber, Tom Horn, Mickey Free, and a young Apache named Haskay-Bay-Nay-Ntayl.

All four were scouts for Crook’s army.
Al Sieber was already legendary.  He had been seriously wounded at the battle of Gettysburg.  Crook

had hired Sieber in 1871 as a scout, and he had been Crook’s lead civilian scout for most of the Geronimo
campaign.

Tom Horn was destined to become an assassin who would commit a wide variety of hanging offenses
— but who would eventually be hung for something he probably didn’t do.  (I would have further deal-
ings with Mr. Horn several years later.)  Even at this early date, the extent of Horn’s experiences in the
Wild West were extraordinary:  Stagecoach rider, cowboy, Indian scout, interpreter, rodeo champion, and
skilled marksman.  He was also the man credited with capturing Nana, and he would soon be in on
Geronimo’s surrender. Tom Horn’s first contact with the Apache had been near Camp Verde, where he
worked as a night herder.  When he left a year later, he could speak fluent Spanish and Apache.  At
sixteen, he was employed by the quartermaster’s department to herd horses for the army posts.  At Fort
Whipple, he met Sieber and joined him as Mexican interpreter at San Carlos for $75 a month.  Years later,
I heard Horn say that his years on the Apache reservation were the happiest of his life.  It was a nomadic
life:  Hunting with the bucks, living in the village of Pedro, the old war captain of Victorio, and letting the
squaws ‘throw a stick’.  (Apache women threw a stick at a man to show she was ready for courtship.)  It
was here that he met Mickey Free.  Tom Horn and Mickey Free became close friends.  In 1876, at Pedro’s
request, Sieber appointed Horn as a liaison scout between the Apache and the army at San Carlos and Fort
Apache.  However, an Indian Bureau scandal shook Washington, and all civilians were then banned from
the Indian agencies, costing the army scouts their jobs.  In October, they were recalled to Fort Whipple to
join the 6th Cavalry as scouts.  After he and Sieber helped to bring in Geronimo in 1884, they were again
fired in the spring of 1877 when federal appropriations ran out.

Mickey Free was the child whose kidnapping had been the cause of the Cochise War. He was a wild
one-eyed redheaded half-breed Apache whose skills as a scout were legendary.  Having been kidnapped
by Apache when he was about fourteen, Free was trilingual, speaking Apache, Spanish, and English.  He
was greatly feared by many, and he was often considered to be a man who enjoyed killing. He often
worked in company with Al Sieber, but although Sieber respected Free’s abilities, he did not always have
confidence in Free’s truthfulness.
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By all accounts, Haskay-Bay-Nay-Ntayl had always been a friendly and trustworthy, young man.  He
had been hanging around San Carlos for years, and the cowboys, miners, and military people had taken a
great liking to him.  Unable to pronounce his Apache name, everyone began simply calling him the
‘Apache Kid’.

It seems ironic that this admirable young man, who was so widely liked and admired, would soon
achieve more notoriety than almost any other Apache, and that he would become one of the great enigmas
of American history...

I pumped these men for information.
I then immediately returned to Cañon de los Embudos to share this information with Geronimo.
It did no good. Geronimo had already decided to surrender.

Cañon de los Embudos is a stony recess in the oak and desert scrublands of the Sierra Madre a few
miles south of the intersection of the US/Mexican border and the Arizona/New Mexico border.  Having
grown weary and dispirited in the constant flight, the embattled Geronimo and the other warring chiefs —
Naiche, Mangas, Chihuahua and Nana — had come to Cañon de los Embudos to speak of the possible
surrender of their bands to General Crook.  Once I understood that they were definitely going to surren-
der, I advised them to send Lozen and Dahteste on the dangerous mission of initially approaching the
troops.  While the American soldiers proudly recorded the names of the Apache men whom they met
during these military campaigns, only Apache oral traditions identify Lozen and Dahteste as the ‘squaws’
who played such an important rôle.  Each woman carried a knife, rifle, and a cartridge belt to the soldier
camp.  They were as dangerous as any man was — and more dangerous than most — but since they were
mere women, the soldiers ignorantly assumed that they posed little threat, thus making it possible for
them to approach in relative safety.

I hid on a hill nearby and watched the events.  Geronimo was wearing a bandanna, a dark jacket, a
breechcloth and traditional Chiricahua moccasins.  He squatted on the ground in Indian fashion.  Dahteste
was acting as interpreter for the bands, while Tom Horn and Mickey Free were performing the same task
for the Wasicus.  Lozen sat at the edge of the crowd scowling.  Crook, heavily bearded and wearing a pith
helmet, a rumpled uniform and high-cuffed gloves, sat on small pedestal in the posture of a Wasicu.  A
small force of troopers in uniforms and campaign hats flanked their general.  Al Sieber was also present.
Several Chiricahua warriors stood nearby, alert and watchful.

Crook later said that although US and Mexican forces had hounded us relentlessly for ten months, the
Chiricahuas were “…in superb physical condition, armed to the teeth, and with an abundance of ammuni-
tion.”  He also said that we were, “…fierce as so many tigers — knowing what pitiless brutes they are
themselves, they mistrust everyone else.”

The first day consisted largely of Crook excoriating Geronimo for killing so many people.  Geronimo
stated that he only killed because all of the promises made to them had been broken.

The next day, Chihuahua, speaking for his band, said to Crook, “…we are always in danger out here…
I surrender myself to you because I believe in you and you do not deceive us…”

Naiche, speaking for his band, said, “…I throw myself at your feet…  Now that I have surrendered, I
am glad.  I’ll not have to hide behind rocks and mountains; I’ll go across the open plain.  I’ll now sleep
well, eat contentedly, and be satisfied, and so will my people…”

Finally, Geronimo, with resignation, said, “What the others say I say also.  I give myself up to you.
Do with me what you please.  I surrender.  Once I moved about like the wind.  Now I surrender to you
and that is all.”

Crook, acting under authorization from Washington, agreed that the United States would exile the
Chiricahuas to the East for two years, and then return them to their reservation in Arizona.
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When the conference on the floor of Cañon de los Embudos drew to a close, Geronimo thought that
two years exile in the East followed by a return to the reservation did not seem too bad.  Geronimo,
Naiche, Nana, Mangas, and Chihuahua shook hands with Crook.  It was done.  Now Crook could tell
Sheridan where he could shove it (in so many words.)

However, when Crook left for Arizona to telegraph the details of the surrender agreement to Wash-
ington, chaos and confusion — greatly lubricated by mescal — infiltrated the Apache camp in the form of
a bootlegger and smuggler named Bob Tribolet.  Mr. Tribolet slithered into camp like a serpent under the
cover of darkness and began spreading a combination of both venomous whispers of impending American
treachery and demijohns of mescal among the Apache.

Bob Tribolet was very likely acting as an agent for US war profiteers.  As is always the case with war
profiteers, they did not want the war to end.  Bob Tribolet had come to sow fear and doubt in order to
prolong the conflict.

The next morning, Crook’s officers tried to defuse the situation.  They smashed leftover demijohns of
the liquor.  When darkness fell, though, Tribolet reappeared like a cockroach crawling out of the wood-
work.  More rumours and more mescal led to rising confusion and unexplained gunfire resulting in panic.
Geronimo and four warriors, stupidly drunk from a nightlong binge, simultaneously tried to mount two
saddled mules.  Naiche lay on the ground in a stupor.  Rumors of deception by Crook flew from lodge to
lodge.  In this atmosphere, Geronimo induced Naiche and around eighteen warriors to forget the hand-
shake with Crook and abrogate the surrender agreement.  With nineteen women and children, they once
more headed for the hills.

Tribolet had done his job.  The war would continue.
This time, though, Mangas, Nana, Naiche, Chihuahua, and their bands would continue to honour the

surrender.  They were done.  Geronimo was not.
I once again packed my Wasicu clothes and re-donned my warrior’s garb in order to join Geronimo in

the final act of the Indian Wars...

Crook was not a very good general.  He was not a very good politician.  He knew much more about
Indians than he did about brown-nosing.  In politics, excrement always rolls downhill whilst accolades
always roll up.  Sheridan conferred with President Grover Cleveland.  Although they had given Crook
authority to negotiate terms, they now rejected his arrangement.  They demanded, instead, an ‘uncondi-
tional surrender’.  Thus, Cleveland and Sheridan deliberately undermined Crook’s credibility with the
Apache and proved that Geronimo had been right all along.  In spite of the fact that every word that the
Wasicus ever said later turned out to be a lie, the Apache kept being surprised and outraged by it.  For
instance, upon learning that everything the trusted Crook had told them was a lie, Chihuahua, Mangas and
Nana were surprised and outraged by it.

With Geronimo’s breakout, Crook had been humiliated in the eyes of the Apache.  He had been back
from Arizona for less than two minutes before learning of it; he therefore had to turn right back around
and return to Arizona in order to telegraph the news of the breakout to Sheridan.

Crook was thus humiliated in the eyes of both sides now.
Sheridan’s response to Crook was snide:  “...great disappointment.  It seems strange that Geronimo

and party could have escaped without the knowledge of the scouts.”
Stung, Crook defended his men, saying, “There can be no question that the scouts were thoroughly

loyal, and would have prevented the hostiles leaving had it been possible.”
Sheridan, now fully convinced that he could run the Apache campaign from his Washington office,

advised Crook “…to concentrate your troops at the best points and give protection to the people.
Geronimo will undoubtedly enter upon other raids of murder and robbery, and as the offensive campaign
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against him with scouts has failed, would it not be best to take up defensive and give protection to the
people and business interests of Arizona and New Mexico?”

Offended, Crook replied, “It has been my aim throughout present operations to afford the greatest
amount of protection to life and property interests, and troops have been stationed accordingly.”  He
added that his offensive campaign with scouts had not failed!  It had, in fact, succeeded, and it must be
continued to eliminate the ‘constant menace’ of Geronimo’s followers.

With his commanding officer now questioning his competence, Crook concluded by saying, “It may
be, however, that I am too much wedded to my own views in this matter, and as I have spent nearly eight
years of the hardest work of my life in this department, I respectfully request that I may be now relieved
from its command.”

Sheridan promptly accommodated Crook and fired perhaps the preeminent Indian fighter in US
history.

He then replaced this accomplished soldier/general with a politician/general named Nelson A. Miles, a
vain and pompous presidential aspirant who preferred the comforts of his post quarters.  (Yes, this was
the very same ‘Bear Coat’ Miles with whom the Lakota were already familiar...)

Geronimo, having triggered the downfall of Crook, now initiated the last campaign of the American-
Indian wars.  Over the next few months, we terrorized the populations on both sides of the border.  We
eluded capture in what was the largest manhunt in the history of the region.  As the weeks passed, we
struck settlements and ranches across northern Sonora.  We shot miners and cowboys.  We killed two
civilians on the border.  We raided a ranch, killing a ranch hand.  We shot up a detachment of US
soldiers.  We stole horses to replace those we lost.  Reports, inflated by panic and rumor, held that Gero-
nimo has somehow put together a force of 150 Apache warriors — nearly 10 times our actual number —
and that we were savaging the country.

This was all pretty typical stuff — but Geronimo was the last.  He had successfully fought against
daunting odds for decades, and he had held out the longest of any.

This was why Geronimo became the most famous Apache of all:   He was the last indigenous North
American ever to capitulate formally.

Miles discharged Crook’s Apache trackers and fielded 5,000 US troopers in New Mexico, Arizona and
Mexico’s Sierra Madre to run us down.  He constructed a system of heliographs to send messages from
mountaintop to mountaintop across the country.

Every strategy he tried failed.
These failures left Miles increasingly frustrated.  He had already sent Chihuahua and his band to

Florida.  He plotted to exile even those Chiricahua Apache who had remained faithful to the US, includ-
ing even those who had served his army loyally as military scouts.  He sent Apache leaders to Washing-
ton to impress on them the might of the US — and then had them imprisoned at Leavenworth en route
back to Arizona.  During this final campaign, at least 5,000 white soldiers and 500 Indian auxiliaries were
employed at various times in the capture of our small band of less than thirty.  Wisely, Miles finally
dispatched Captain Henry Lawton with an elite force of handpicked troopers and — in a nod to Crook’s
strategy — several Apache scouts to pursue us in the Sierra Madre.  Then began the old game of hare and
hounds with the weary troopers returning empty-handed to the forts while we plundered at will as deep as
central Arizona.  Miles finally realized that he needed experienced scouts, and thus asked Sieber and Horn
to return.  Sieber, crippled with rheumatism, refused, but Horn returned to the army. While Lawton failed
to capture us, he managed to apply some serious pressure.  Five months and 1,645 miles later, we were
finally tracked to our camp in the Sonora Mountains.  Miles finally showed some wisdom and dispatched
33-year-old Lieutenant Charles B. Gatewood and a small escort that included Tom Horn and two Apache
scouts and in an effort to find us and initiate peace talks.  The thin, sharp-nosed Gatewood, (whom the
Apache called Bay-chen-daysen, or ‘Long Nose’), was an experienced campaigner and a leader of
uncommon courage and integrity.  In addition, he knew Geronimo better than any other officer under
Miles’ command.  Equally important, Geronimo knew and trusted Long Nose.  The two Apache scouts,
Kateah and Martine, having grown tired of the long struggle, agreed to serve as Gatewood’s emissaries.
After grueling weeks on the trail, Gatewood, who was very ill, located our camp near the Sonoran village
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of Fronteras, a few miles south of the US/Mexican border.  He approached under a white flag of truce.
Kateah and Martine, riding in advance, carried the message into our camp that Long Nose has come to
speak of peace.

The next morning, Long Nose awaited Geronimo on the banks of the Bavispe River.  Long Nose’s
party consisted only of himself, Martine, Kateah, an interpreter named George Wratten, and two soldiers
named Martin Koch and George Buehler.  Arriving at the bend in the river, Long Nose halted his men
outside the meeting space and told them to wait.  Riding in alone, Gatewood unsaddled and threw his
saddle over a log with all his arms attached to it.  He stood alone and unarmed.

After anxious moments, Geronimo appeared armed with a Winchester.  Setting his weapon aside,
Geronimo greeted Gatewood and inquired after Gatewood’s obvious sickly appearance.  Then, he asked
for a drink.

Had we wished, we could have easily massacred Gatewood’s entire command.  His willingness to
place himself into such a situation showed uncommon courage for a Wasicu.  (Gatewood later admitted to
feeling a few ‘chilly twitching movements’...)  Gatewood, calling on raw courage and struggling with his
illness, delivered his message to Geronimo:  “Surrender and you will be sent to join the rest of your
people in Florida.  There, you will await the decision of the President as to your final disposition.  Accept
these terms or fight it out to the bitter end.”

Gatewood knew that we could kill him on the spot.  When the import of Miles’ message became clear,
there was ‘a silence of several weeks’, as Gatewood described it, though it actually lasted only a moment
or two.  Geronimo passed a hand across his eyes and extended his arms forward.  Both hands trembled
badly, and he asked again if Gatewood had something to drink.  “We have been on a three-day drunk,” he
said, “on the mescal the Mexicans sent us by the squaws who went to Fronteras.  The Mexicans expected
to play their usual trick of getting us drunk and killing us, but we have had the fun and now I feel a little
shaky.  You need not fear giving me a drink of whiskey, for our spree passed off without a single fight as
you can seen by looking at the men sitting in this circle.”

When it became clear that Long Nose had nothing to drink, Geronimo tried to bargain for better terms.
He stated that he and his followers would leave the warpath only on condition that they be allowed to
return to the Arizona reservation, occupy the farms they had held when they left, and furnished with usual
rations and farming implements with guaranteed exemption from punishment for what they had done
since leaving.  By the latter, he meant that they would not accept any civil trial by civilians.  If Gatewood
was authorized to accede to those terms, he concluded, the war would be over.  Gatewood explained that
the Big Chief, General Miles, whom the Apache had never met, had ordered him to say just so much and
no more, and that they knew it would make matters worse if he exceeded instructions.  He continued that
this would be the renegades’ last chance to surrender, for if the war continued either they would all be
hunted to the death, or, if they were captured or surrendered thereafter, the terms would not be so liberal.

Both Geronimo and Gatewood were speaking in emphatic terms.  Each was stating his absolute wishes
rather than what they could accept as a compromise.  Gatewood, under strict orders from Miles, refused to
yield.

As darkness fell, Geronimo suddenly shifted the course of the conversation.  “What kind of man is this
Miles,” he asked?  “I know Crook well and I might surrender to him, but I know nothing of Miles.  How
old is he?  Is his voice harsh or agreeable to the ear? Does he talk much or little, and does he mean more
or less what he says?  Does he look you in the eyes or down at the ground when he talks?  Has he many
friends among his people and do they generally believe what he says?  Do the soldiers and officers like
him?  Is he cruel or kind-hearted?  Will he keep his promises?”

Gatewood answered each of these questions truthfully to the best of his knowledge, pleading igno-
rance on some points.  We listened intently to each of his answers.  Then Geronimo said, “He must be a
good man since the Great Father sent him from Washington, DC, and he sent you all this distance to us.”

Finally, Geronimo said, “We want your advice.  Consider yourself one of us and not a white man —
what would you advise us to do under the circumstances?”

“I would trust Miles and take him at his word,” said Long Nose.
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The next morning, on Long Nose’s word, Geronimo agreed to surrender to General Miles.  This
agreement was based upon the promise that Geronimo could rejoin his people, and upon Gatewood’s
word that Miles was principled and that his promises would be honoured.

Another condition was that Gatewood would personally travel with Geronimo’s band to the place of
surrender, and that the American troops would travel separately.  It was also agreed that the Chiricahuas
would keep their weapons until they reached the place of surrender.  Thus, the two bands separately trav-
eled to Skeleton Canyon on the American side of the border.  Geronimo’s people traveled northward
under the protection of Captain Henry Lawton’s troopers to meet General Miles and formalize the agree-
ment at Skeleton Canyon.

Geronimo faced Miles, who arrived at the conference late.  (Geronimo did not know it, but Miles was
late because he had been busy betraying the loyal Chiricahua and Warm Springs Apache bands by exiling
them to Florida...)  Miles explained to Geronimo how the army would send all the Apache to a place in
the East.  “That is what the President wants to do,” Miles said unctuously.  “Get all of you together.”

This matched Gatewood’s promise.  In delighted surprise, Geronimo turned to Long Nose and said,
“Good!  You told me the truth!”

Geronimo visualized a new home of land, timber and water for the Apache, who would be treated as
reservation Indians, not as prisoners of war.  After he counseled with his band, he announced to Miles
that, “I will quit the warpath and live at peace hereafter.”

And with that, the Apache wars drew to a close.

The surrender of Geronimo in September of 1886 marked the end of centuries of warfare between
Euro-Americans and the Indians.51

Miles’ promises to Geronimo were, of course, broken.  On September 3rd, 1886, Miles assembled
Geronimo and his band at Fort Apache and sent them eastward — not to a land of timber and water, but to
squalid prisons in and near tropical Florida — and not as reservation Indians with a new opportunity, but
as prisoners of war.

Geronimo and his fellow prisoners — including Dahteste and Lozen — were put to hard labor.

It was May 1887 before he was even allowed to see his family.

The final events — those last spasms in this long and bloody clash between cultures — played out like
grand theater with larger-than-life characters.  Ultimately, though, the story ended not in an epic and

51 Editor’s Note: With the surrender, Gatewood became the man of the hour with the press — much to Miles’
consternation. All who participated in the capture of Geronimo — except Gatewood — were honored and received
promotions.  On November 8th, 1887, a celebratory reception was held at the San Xavier Hotel in Tucson to honor the officers
who brought the Apache War to an end.  Gatewood was not invited.  In his posthumously published autobiography, Tom Horn
took credit for the actions of Gatewood, indicating that it was he, Horn, whom Geronimo trusted and it was he, Horn, who
convinced Geronimo to surrender.  This autobiography is the only evidence of Horn's contention.  Officially, Miles and Lawton
were given credit.  Gatewood never received another promotion.  He was nominated for the Medal of Honor for his actions in
entering Geronimo's camp outnumbered, but the Medal was denied by Miles on the basis that Gatewood never came under
actual hostile fire.
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bloody battle, but with an operatic struggle between men of uncommon courage, valor, honor and
humanism — and those of common deceptiveness, cruelty, treachery and self-aggrandizement.52

There was now nothing else left for me here.  I decided that I wanted to go home.  I returned to the
land of the Lakota.

52 Editor’s Note: Many, including Geronimo, remained separated from family and friends for months.  Years passed before
the US government finally transferred the Apache to a reservation near Fort Sill, Oklahoma.  Most — including Geronimo and
even Gatewood’s courageous scouts Kateah and Martine — would never see their homeland again.

Geronimo died at Fort Sill of pneumonia on February 17th, 1909.  He caught pneumonia after lying drunk all night in a
freezing rain in the middle of a road. He died as a prisoner of war.

Nana would die of old age at Fort Sill in 1896.  He would also spend his last years as a prisoner on the reservation.  Nana remembered his
final days of freedom as something of which he should never have let go.  In many ways, Nana envied Victorio his fate.  To die in combat for his
people would have been the ultimate satisfaction...

Lozen was taken into US military custody with Geronimo. As a prisoner of war, she traveled to Mount Vernon Barracks in Alabama. Like
many other imprisoned Apache warriors, she died of tuberculosis sometime after 1887.

Dahteste was also imprisoned with Geronimo, and she was also shipped to prison with his remaining followers.  However, Dahteste was as
strong in her personal spirit as she was in her warrior spirit; she survived both tuberculosis and pneumonia while imprisoned, even though both
diseases had killed untold thousands of Natives across the land.  After eight years in the Florida prison, Dahteste was also shipped to the
military prison at Fort Sill.  After 19 years at Fort Sill, Dahteste was finally given permission to return to her homeland.  She lived the balance of
her life on the Mescalero Reservation, where she finally died of old age.
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Chapter Thirteen:
Dancing Ghosts

To learn without thinking is in vain.  To think without learning is dangerous.

—Confucius

1886-1890
The Great Plains

bout a year later, in the Drying Grass Moon, a Minneconjou from the Cheyenne River agency
came to Standing Rock to visit Sitting Bull.  His name was Kicking Bear, and he brought news

of a Messiah from the Fish Eater [Paiute] Tribe named Wovoka, who had founded the religion of the
Ghost Dance.  Curious, Sitting Bull agreed to meet him.  Kicking Bear told Sitting Bull of how a voice
had commanded the Messiah to go forth and meet the ghosts of Indians who were to return and inhabit
the earth.  Kicking Bear had met the Messiah at Walker Lake, in the far west, and there had been
hundreds of Indians from many places and speaking many languages who also met him.  The Fish Eaters
said that Christ had returned.  Christ had told all of them that they must all dance a sacred dance.  Then,
the next springtime, when the grass was knee high, the earth would be covered with new soil that would
bury all the Wasicus and the new land would be covered with sweet grass, running water, and trees.
Great herds of buffalo and wild horses would come back.  The Indians who danced the Ghost Dance
would be taken up in the air and suspended there while a wave of new earth was passing, and then they
would be set down among the ghosts of their ancestors on the new earth, where only Indians would live.
The Messiah had also provided the design of special ghost-shirts that would stop the bullets of the
Wasicus.  Kicking Bear had brought the dance to Cheyenne River, Short Bull had brought it to Rosebud,
and others were introducing it at Pine Ridge.  Big Foot’s band of Minneconjous, Kicking Bear said, was
made up mostly of women who had lost husbands or other male relatives in fights with Long Hair, Three
Stars, and Bear Coat.  They danced until they fainted because they wanted to bring their loved ones back
so badly.

Sitting Bull and I both believed that it was impossible for dead people to return, but the dance gave
hope back to people who had lost everything.

Sitting Bull did not denounce the Ghost Dance.
All across the West, on almost every Indian reservation, the Ghost Dance was spreading like a prairie

fire under a high wind.  Agitated Indian Bureau inspectors and army officers from Dakota to Arizona, and
from Indian Territory to Nevada, were trying to fathom the meaning of it.

By early autumn the official word came:  Stop the Ghost Dancing.
White Hair, who was ever ready to stomp on anything remotely resembling Indian, said, “A more

pernicious system of religion could not have been offered to a people who stood on the threshold of civi-
lization.”

The irony, of course, was that the Ghost Dance was a form of Christianity.  Except for some differ-
ences in rituals, the tenets were the same as those in any Christian church.  Wovoka said, “You must not
hurt anybody or do harm to anyone.  You must not fight.  Do right always.”

Preaching nonviolence and brotherly love, the doctrine called for no action by the Indians except to
dance and sing.  The Messiah would bring the resurrection.

Soldiers began to march to counter this outbreak of brotherly love.
White Hair had Kicking Bear removed from the reservation.  White Hair notified the Commissioner of

Indian Affairs that Sitting Bull was the real power behind the Ghost Dance at Standing Rock even though
Sitting Bull was a Ghost Dance agnostic and did not directly participate.

By mid November, Ghost Dancing was so prevalent on the Sioux reservations that almost all other
activities came to a halt.  No pupils appeared at the schoolhouses, the trading stores were empty, and no

A
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work was done on the farms.  Short Bull led his band of believers down the White River into the
Badlands, and in a few days their numbers swelled to more than 3,000.  Disregarding the wintry weather,
they donned their Ghost Shirts and danced from each dawn far into the nights.  Short Bull told the dancers
not to fear the soldiers if they came to stop the ceremonies.  He said that their horses would sink into the
earth along with their riders.

A list of ‘fomenters to be arrested’ was forwarded to Bear Coat, who saw that Sitting Bull’s name was
on the list.  Bear Coat knew that arresting Sitting Bull was likely to cause serious problems, so he tried to
think of a way to remove the famous chief quietly.  He enlisted our old friend Bill Cody to try to convince
Sitting Bull to come to Chicago to talk with Bear Coat.  Whether Cody knew that he would be delivering
Sitting Bull to chains is not known.

White Hair refused to cooperate with Cody, though.  Buffalo Bill returned to Chicago without meeting
Sitting Bull.

Troops were moved onto Pine Ridge, creating the fear and tension that troops invariably created
amongst the Lakota.

A former agent, Dr. Valentine McGillycuddy, was sent to make recommendations.  Dr. McGillycuddy
said, “I should let the dance continue.  The coming of the troops has frightened the Indians.  If the
Seventh-Day Adventists prepare their ascension robes for the second coming of the Saviour, the United
States Army is not put in motion to prevent them, is it?  Why should not the Indians have the same privi-
lege?  If the troops remain, trouble is sure to come.”53

Everything that Dr. McGillycuddy said was true, of course — which is exactly why the Wasicus
ignored his suggestions.

Just before daybreak on December 15th, 1890, 43 Indian police surrounded Sitting Bull’s log cabin.
Three miles away, a squadron of cavalry waited as a support force if needed.  It turned out that it was
needed.  Lieutenant Bull Head, the Indian policeman in charge of the party, found Sitting Bull asleep on
the floor.  When awakened, Sitting Bull stared at Bull Head incredulously.  “What do you want here?”

“You are my prisoner.  You must go to the agency.”
Sitting Bull sighed, and said, “All right.  Let me put on my clothes and I will go with you.  Please have

my horse saddled.”
When they emerged from the cabin, there was a large contingency of Ghost Dancers gathered outside.

They outnumbered Bull Head’s men by a four-to-one margin.  One of the Ghost Dancers named Catch-
The-Bear approached and told Bull Head, “You think you are taking him?  You shall not do it!”

Bull Head said quietly to Sitting Bull, “Come now, do not listen to anyone.”
Sitting Bull held back, though, forcing Bull Head and another policeman named Red Tomahawk to

force him toward the horse that Bill Cody had gifted to Sitting Bull.
Catch-The-Bear threw off his blanket, brought up a rifle, and fired at Bull Head, wounding him in the

side.  As Bull Head fell, he tried to shoot Catch-The-Bear, but the bullet struck Sitting Bull instead.
Almost simultaneously, Red Tomahawk shot Sitting Bull in the head and killed him.

53 Editor’s Note: This was the same Valentine McGillycuddy who had come to Deadwood with Wild Bill Hickok, Calamity
Jane, and the Utter brothers on the wagon train that Trinity accosted shortly before the Little Bighorn.  As Assistant Post
Surgeon at Fort Robinson and later as Indian Agent for the Red Cloud Agency, McGillycuddy was known to the Lakota at Pine
Ridge as ‘Friend of Crazy Horse’.  He was also the doctor who treated Crazy Horse at the time of his death.  After several years
of antagonism, Red Cloud eventually described McGillycuddy as a ‘young man with an old man's head on his shoulders.’  Dr.
McGillycuddy would later serve as mayor of Rapid City, Dean of the South Dakota School of Mines and Technology, delegate to
the South Dakota State Constitutional Convention, and as South Dakota's first State Surgeon General.  The mansion that he
built in 1888 is still standing today in Rapid City.
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Eerily, as the shooting was happening, the old show horse that Bill Cody had presented to Sitting Bull
began dancing as he had been trained to do whenever guns were fired.

It seemed to those who watched that he was performing the Ghost Dance.

Only the timely arrival of the cavalry saved the police detachment from annihilation...

Had it not been for the sustaining force of the Ghost Dance, the Lakota would have surely risen up in
outrage over the murder of Sitting Bull.  However, so prevalent was their belief that the Wasicus were
about to disappear that they made no retaliations.  By the hundreds, though, the Hunkpapa fled from
Standing Rock, seeking refuge in one of the Ghost Dance camps or with the last of the great chiefs, Red
Cloud, at Pine Ridge.

In the Moon When the Deer Shed Their Horns, I joined about a hundred of these fleeing Hunkpapas,
and we headed for Big Foot’s Minneconjou camp near Cherry Creek.  That same day the War Department
issued orders for the arrest of Big Foot.  Along with Sitting Bull, Big Foot had been placed on the list of
‘fomenters of disturbances’.

As soon as Big Foot learned that Sitting Bull had been killed, he started his people toward Pine Ridge
in the hope that Red Cloud could protect us from the soldiers.  En route, Big Foot fell ill of pneumonia.
When he began hemorrhaging, he had to travel in a wagon.

On December 28th, as we neared Porcupine Creek, the Minneconjous sighted four troops of cavalry
approaching.  Big Foot immediately ordered a white flag run up over his wagon.

About two o’clock in the afternoon, Big Foot rose from his blankets to greet Major Samuel Whitside
of the 7th US Cavalry — Custer’s old unit.  Big Foot’s blankets were stained with blood from his lungs.
As he talked in a hoarse whisper with Whitside, red drops fell from his nose and froze in the bitter cold.
Whitside told Big Foot that he had orders to escort us to a cavalry camp.  The cavalry camp was located
on the creek that we call Chankpe Opi Wakpala — and that the Wasicus call Wounded Knee.

Big Foot replied that he was heading in that direction anyway, and that we were trying to reach Pine
Ridge to join Red Cloud.  Major Whitside then ordered the Indians disarmed.  His scout informed the
major that if he tried to disarm us, then there would be a fight and that if there were a fight then all of the
women and children would probably be killed while the men would probably get away.  Major Whitside
wanted to disarm and dismount us, but his scout suggested moving us to Wounded Knee first before
trying to disarm us, which suggestion Major Whitside took.

Along the way, we passed the secret place where Crazy Horse was buried.  The Ghost Dancers still
believed that Crazy Horse’s spirit was impatiently waiting to rejoin us.

We arrived late at night.  We were carefully counted.  There were 120 men, and 230 women and
children.  Major Whitside decided to wait until morning to disarm us.

During the night, the remainder of the 7th Cavalry arrived under the command of Colonel James W.
Forsyth.  Forsyth took command and informed Major Whitside that his orders were to take our entire
band to the Union Pacific Railroad for shipment to a military prison in Omaha.  Hotchkiss guns were
placed all around us.

Fourteen years before, many of these same Lakota had defeated many of these same Wasicus at the
Little Bighorn River.  We were very nervous about being surrounded by so many soldiers.  Could they be
bent upon revenge?
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The next morning, a bugle call sounded.  The soldiers mounted their horses and surrounded us.  It was
announced that all the men should come to the center for a talk, and that we would then proceed to Pine
Ridge.  Big Foot was carried out of his tipi and sat in front with the older men all gathered around him.
Colonel Forsyth informed us that we were to be disarmed.  A pile of weapons soon formed in the center
of the camp.  Colonel Forsyth was not satisfied with the number of weapons, and rightly guessed that we
still had many hidden on our persons.  He sent details of troopers to the tipis to search.  The brought out
our axes, knives, and tent stakes, piling them with our guns.  Still not satisfied, the warriors were ordered
to remove our blankets and submit to searches for weapons.  Yellow Bird protested.  He danced a few
steps of the Ghost Dance, and assured us that the soldier’s bullets could not harm us.  They found only
two more rifles.  One of them belonged to a young brave named Black Coyote.  Black Coyote raised his
rifle above his head, and shouted that he had paid a lot of money for this rifle and that it belonged to him.
Black Coyote was deaf.  I am convinced he was planning to lay his rifle on the pile after registering his
objections, but he did not hear the shouts of the soldiers.  They grabbed him and spun him around.  Black
Coyote was still unconcerned.  He had not pointed his gun at anyone, and he intended to put it down.

There was a shot.  No one knows who fired, or where the shot came from.
This shot was immediately followed by a sound like the world coming to an end as all of the soldiers

fired all of their guns simultaneously.
Big Foot was one of the first killed.
After the initial volley, hand to hand fighting broke out.  Since we were seriously outnumbered, we

were forced to flee.  As soon as we broke away, the Hotchkiss guns opened up on us.  They could fire
almost a shell per second, and these shells raked our camp.  They shredded the tipis with flying shrapnel,
killing men, women, and children.

A typical Wasicu massacre then commenced, with the Wasicus butchering everyone who moved —
especially women and children.

We soon learned that the Ghost Shirts did not stop bullets.
I grabbed Deer Runner and our daughter.  We ran through the snow toward a ravine at the edge of our

camp.
As we ran, a shell from one of the Hotchkiss guns slammed through both Deer Runner and our

daughter, instantly killing both of them.
Less than three seconds later, I was shot through the hip.  I fell to the snow, unable to rise.
I crawled to Deer Runner and held her in my arms as I cried.  My tears froze on my cheeks.
I lay thus, shivering and crying in the cold for two hours, before a Wasicu came and wrapped me in a

blanket. A few minutes later, a little girl crawled in with me.
Nearly 300 of our original 350 were dead. Since a blizzard moved in immediately afterward, all of the

dead Lakota were left on the field.  Their bodies froze into grotesque shapes.
I was one of only four men who survived.  We were loaded onto wagons, and along with the 47

surviving women and children, we were all taken to Pine Ridge.
Because all available barracks were filled with soldiers, we were left lying in the open wagons in the

bitter cold while an inept army officer searched for shelter.
Finally, the Episcopal mission was opened, the benches were taken out, and hay was scattered over the

rough flooring.
It was the fourth day after Christmas when the first torn and bleeding bodies were carried into the

candlelit church.  Those of us who were conscious could see festive Christmas greenery hanging from the
open rafters.

Across the chancel front above the pulpit was strung a crudely lettered banner.
It read: Peace on Earth and Good Will to Men.
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Chapter Fourteen:
Range Wars

I give the Devil benefit of law for the sake of my own safety...

—Sir Thomas More

1891-1894
Western North America

fter Wounded Knee, there was nowhere else to go.  As I had long ago predicted, the Wasicus
were now everywhere.  If I were going to continue killing Wasicus, I would now have to fight

all of them alone.
There were various renegade outlaw gangs roaming the plains, but they represented all of the worst

attributes of the Wasicus without any of the redeeming qualities of either race, so I had no desire to join
them.  The Wasicus had killed all of the honourable fighters, and left nothing but the scum and the back-
wash.

I seriously considered killing myself, but this idea is repugnant to a Lakota unless it is done facing an
enemy.

Thus,, I decided that I would find a way to die whilst facing a particularly nasty Wasicu.  I immedi-
ately thought of John Wesley Hardin.  I knew that he was from Texas, so after recovering from my
wounds enough to travel, I decided to go there to look for him.  Since I was going to be in Texas anyway,
I decided to also pay a visit to May Shirley.

However, I arrived in Texas only to learn that May had been murdered the year before.  After we had
left back in ‘74, May had left Texas and taken up with the Starr clan in the Indian Territory west of Fort
Smith, Arkansas.  Here she had completely immersed herself in outlawry.  She had organized, planned,
and fenced for the rustlers, horse thieves and bootleggers, as well as harboring them from the law.  May’s
illegal enterprises proved lucrative enough for her to employ bribery to free her cohorts from the law
whenever they were caught.  When she was unable to buy off the lawmen, she was known to seduce them
into looking the other way.

I was surprised I had not heard of her death, as May’s status as an outlaw and her reputation super-
seded her with the sensationalistic writing typical of these times.

During this period, she married a member of the Starr clan named Samuel.

After this marriage, she had became known as ‘Belle Starr’.

Judge Isaac C. Parker, a.k.a., ‘The Hanging Judge’, of Fort Smith became obsessed with bringing
Belle Starr to justice, but she had eluded him at every turn.  She used bribes, sex, and connections in all
kinds of highly unlikely places to achieve her ends.

Finally, though, Judge Parker managed to send her away.  In 1882, charges of horse theft were brought
against Belle and Sam by one of their neighbors in the Indian Territory.  The jury returned a guilty verdict
for each and in March 1883, Parker sentenced Belle and Sam to a year in the House of Correction in
Detroit, Michigan.

During her prison term, Belle proved to be a model prisoner and won the respect of the prison matron,
whereas Sam was more incorrigible and was assigned to hard labor.

Nevertheless, they were both released after nine months, and they immediately returned to the Indian
Territory, where they almost immediately returned to their infamous ways.

Belle Starr’s unrepentant attitude was best expressed in a comment she made to a Dallas newspaper
reporter:  “I am a friend to any brave and gallant outlaw.”

A
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Over the next several years, Belle Starr would continue to find herself arrested for charges of robbery.
However, Judge Parker was forced to release her every time for lack of evidence.  A particularly memo-
rable such arrest was in 1886, when Belle was charged with robbing a post office while dressed as a man.

That same year, Sam Starr was killed by a longtime family nemesis.
Shortly afterward, Belle provided the legal counsel for Bluford ‘Blue’ Duck, a Cherokee Indian

indicted for murdering a farm hand.  To Judge Parker’s ire, the death sentence he imposed upon Mr. Duck
was commuted to life imprisonment.

Then, in 1888, Belle’s son Ed was arrested for horse theft.  Belle’s connections came through once
again:  Her lawyers contacted President Grover Cleveland, who overturned Judge Parker’s seven-year
prison sentence with a full pardon.

Belle had then spent the last two-plus years of her life taking on a series of lovers with colorful names,
including Jack Spaniard, Jim French and Blue Duck.

After this, in order to keep her residence on Indian land, she had married a relative of Sam Starr named
Jim July Starr — who was some 15 years her junior.

On February 3rd, 1889, two days before her 41st birthday, she had been ambushed whilst riding home
from a neighbor’s house.

After being shot off of her horse, she was shot again, evidently in order to make sure that she was
dead.

Whilst her new husband, her son, and a couple of other people were all suspects in her murder, the
identity of whoever actually killed her remained a mystery.  There were no witnesses and no one was ever
convicted.

One source suggests her son, whom she had allegedly beaten for mistreating her horse, may have been
her killer.  Other suspects with apparent motive included her new husband and both of her children, as
well as a man named Edgar J. Watson, who had been one of her sharecroppers.  Mr. Watson was an
escaped murderer from Florida with a price on his head, and he had allegedly been afraid that May was
going to turn him into the authorities.  Watson, who was killed just before my arrival, had been tried for
her murder, but had been acquitted.

The ambush entered Western lore as ‘unsolved.’

I also learned that John Wesley Hardin was in prison and that he was expected to be there for several
more years.

I then learned that a man named Henry Starr — who was a distant relative of May’s, and who turned
out to be the last in a long line of Starr family criminals — had been accused of killing a US Deputy
Marshal.  When I learned that Starr was being sentenced in the famous courtroom of Isaac Parker in Fort
Smith, I decided to check out the situation.

Since Judge Parker was widely known for hanging first and for not asking questions later, I was pretty
confident that Starr would not survive Parker’s courtroom — especially considering Parker’s animus for
the Starr name.54

When Starr entered the courtroom, Parker gave him a dour and condescending look.  Starr responded
by saying, “Don’t try to stare me down, old Nero!  I’ve looked many a better man than you in the eye!
Cut out the rot and save your wind for your next victim.  If I am a monster, you are a fiend.  I have put
only one man to death while almost as many have been slaughtered by your jawbone as Samson slew
with the jawbone of that other historic ass!”

54 Editor’s Note: In 21 years on the bench, Judge Parker handed down 160 death sentences (156 men and 4 women).  79
were actually hanged.  The rest died in jail, appealed, or were pardoned.  There was a good deal of friction between Parker and
the Supreme Court because the Supremes overturned so many of Parker’s death sentences:  Fully two-thirds of the cases
appealed to the higher court were reversed and sent back to Fort Smith for new trials.
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I ended up rather liking Henry Starr.55

I next wandered west, and found myself in the Rocky Mountain mining village of Creede, Colorado.
Creede had to be located in one of the most beautiful places in the world.  It was sited high in the Rockies,
and towering peaks surrounded the place on every side.

Travelers to this area had appeared in the early 1800’s. Tom Boggs, a brother-in-law of Kit Carson,
farmed at nearby Wagon Wheel Gap in the summer of 1840. Ranchers and homesteaders moved in when
stagecoach stations (linking the mining operations over the Divide with the east) were built in the 1870s,
but the great ‘Boom Days’ had started with the discovery of rich minerals in Willow Creek Canyon in
1889.

In their traditional manner, the Wasicus had taken a mind-numbingly beautiful paradise and they were
now busily converting it into an ugly and poisonous sewer.

I entered the first saloon I saw.  I arrived just in time to catch a boxing match.
I saw that none other than Robert Ford — the back-shooting killer of Jesse James — was drunkenly

observing the fight.
I knew that immediately after killing Jesse James, both Robert Ford and his brother Charles, who had

been an accomplice in the killing, had returned to their hometown of Richmond, Missouri.  However, they
were not greeted kindly there, as residents found the method used to kill James to be so distasteful that
they made life unbearable for the two brothers.

When Charles heard that Frank James was searching for them and planned to kill them in revenge for
his brother’s death, he began to move from town to town.  For the next two years, he ran like a scared
rabbit, changing his name several times.

Finally, he could take it no more and committed suicide in 1884.
It turned out that his fears had been completely unfounded.  Five months after the murder of Jesse,

Frank James had surrendered to Thomas Crittenden, governor of Missouri, and resigned forever from
outlawry.  His subsequent 1883 murder trial in Gallatin, Missouri lasted sixteen days, and he was acquit-
ted after the jury deliberated for 3½ hours.  He also stood trial in Huntsville, Alabama.  That trial lasted
ten days in April 1884, and again Frank was declared not guilty.  Once back in Missouri, he faced yet
more charges for an 1876 train robbery.  Two days before the trial was scheduled to begin in Kansas City,
the case was dropped because evidence was missing and there were no living witnesses available.

Thus, sympathetic Missouri juries eventually acquitted Frank James of all his crimes other than the
Northfield robbery, and he never served time a day in jail for any of them.  Once Frank was clear of all
charges in Missouri, the newly elected Governor John Sappington Marmaduke — a onetime Confederate
general — had no intention of turning the former guerrilla over to Minnesota authorities to stand trial for
the Northfield robbery.  According to newspaperman Edwards, Marmaduke had merely advised Frank to
go to work on a farm and ‘to keep out of the newspapers, keep away from fairs and fast horses, and keep
strictly out of sight for a year.’ 56

In the meantime, Robert Ford was capitalizing on his killing of the famous outlaw by taking to the
stage and appearing in an act entitled Outlaws of Missouri. Night after night, Ford retold his story —

55 Editor’s Note: Henry Starr claimed in court that he did not know the man he killed was a US Marshal; he only knew that
the man had opened fire on him without provocation.  Twice sentenced to hang by Judge Parker , Starr managed to escape the
noose due to technicalities and went on to form a gang that terrorized northwest Arkansas around the turn of the century.
He was the first bank robber ever to use a car in the commission of a robbery.  He was imprisoned in 1915, and he wrote his
memoirs whilst incarcerated.  He even portrayed himself in a silent movie, A Debtor to the Law, in 1919.  He was finally killed
while attempting to rob a bank in Harrison, Arkansas, in 1921.

56 Editor’s Note: Frank James held several jobs in the ensuing years that capitalized on his fame in one way or another.  He
died peacefully on February 18th, 1915.
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carefully omitting the fact that he had shot James in the back.  However, this charade was short lived as
he was generally greeted with catcalls, jeers, hoots and challenges.

Robert had moved to Las Vegas — where I had previously encountered him, and where he had
precipitously left after being challenged to a duel by Billy the Kid compatriot Jose Chavez y Chavez.
Then, after a brief stint in Walsenburg, he had moved to Creede.

When I arrived at the saloon, Ford was looking to place a bet on an Irishman.  Since it was obvious to
me that the Irishman was going to get his ass kicked by a black fighter, I said, “I’ll take your bet.”

Ford drunkenly laughed, and said, “Why, it will be my pleasure to take the money of a man stupid
enough to bet on a Nigger fighting an Irishman!”

When the ‘Nigger’ almost immediately knocked out the Irishman, Ford became very upset.  He gave
me a very dirty look as I collected my winnings.  Then, he turned to another man and said, “Hey, Joe, we
ought to kill that Nigger for costing me so much money.”

I decided that this was my chance to kill a Wasicu who needed killing.  I followed Ford and the other
man as they left the saloon.

However, in preparation for killing the ‘Nigger’, Ford and the other man, began to shoot out windows
and street lamps along Main Street.

“Hey,” I called out.  “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”
The other man turned.  I had not really paid much attention to him up to now.  However, now that I

was paying attention, I realized that this was a dangerous character.  I later learned that his name was Joe
Palmer, and that he was a member of a gang belonging to a shady character named Soapy Smith.

Then, just as we were about to start blazing guns, Soapy Smith himself appeared.  Quickly assessing
the situation, Smith said, “Hold on, pard!  I don’t know the problem, but surely we can work out the
details.”

“These men are disturbing my peace,” I said in as dangerous a tone as I could muster.
“Well, that may be — but seeing as there are three of us and only one of you, you may wish to back

off the situation.”
Reluctantly, I said, “Well, I guess you may be right about that.  Are you gonna settle these two

down?”
Smith looked at Ford and Palmer with a dour look and replied, “You can count on it.”  Turning back to

Ford and Palmer, Smith said, “Well, the laws are probably gonna be coming fer you two soon enough, so
we better hightail it out of here.”

Ford and Palmer were subsequently banned from reentering Creede — but with the help of some
friends and business partners, they were soon allowed to return.

I waited for another chance to confront Ford.

On May 29th, 1892, Ford opened a dance hall he called Ford’s Exchange.

On June 6th, 1892 (six days later), the entire business district of Creede, including Ford’s dancehall,
burned to the ground.

I helped Ford in his efforts to quell the fire at his dancehall, thinking to relax him in my presence, thus
improving my chances of taking him down.

It turned out that he did not even remember our previous encounter.
On June 7th, 1892, Ford reopened his dancehall in a makeshift tent.
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The next day, I was hanging out in Ford’s dancehall when a man named Edward O’Kelley walked in
carrying a sawed-off shotgun and blew Robert Ford to hell.57

I next wandered to Arizona to see if there were still any Apache renegades on the loose.  While there
were indeed several Apache renegades operating, I learned that they were mindless butchers and rapists;
not the sort of honourable people with whom I wished to associate.

However, one night whilst camping in the Chiricahua Mountains, I suddenly found myself with two
renegade Apache guns pointed at me.

One of them was obviously about to shoot me — but I recognized both of them.  I greeted them in
Apache:  “Greetings, Haskay-Bay-Nay-Ntayl.  Greetings, Massai.”

The Apache Kid looked at me in surprise, and then studied me closely.  He said, “I know I have seen
you before, but I don’t remember where.  Who are you, and where did you learn to speak Apache?”

“I rode with Bidu-ya [Victorio], Kas-tziden [Nana], and Goyathlay [Geronimo].  I met you in a bar
when you were drinking with Al Sieber, Tom Horn, and Mickey Free.”

“I see.  And are you on friendly terms with Al Sieber, Tom Horn, or Mickey Free?”
Since I knew that the Apache Kid had become a renegade, I laughed and said, “Hardly.  They would

probably arrest me at best, and kill me at worst.”
“Well, that is good.  If I ever come across any of them, I will kill them at best and worst — especially

Sieber.”
Massai then said, “This man rode with Goyathlay.  He once saved me from the White Eyes.”
All of us relaxed.  I knew that I was very lucky to be alive.  (Massai was widely noted for shooting

first and asking no questions later.)  It was widely known that Massai did not trust white men, and he
particularly abhorred anything to do with the reservation system.  He was especially wrathful toward
those Apache who seemed to think reservations were a good idea, and he had been one of the central
instigators of our raid upon the reservation back in 1885, where we killed several Apache who had been
working with the Whites.

Five days after the 1886 surrender, Massai had been among the Chiricahua Apache put on the train to
Florida.  Massai had other plans.  He was bitterly opposed at being shipped out of the land of his birth,
and even as the train pulled away from Fort Bowie Station, Massai was already formulating his escape.
Luckily for Massai, travel was slow.  The train was often shunted to sidings to allow for the passage of
other trains, and after several days, the careful watch of the guards relaxed.  The guards still took a head
tally every few hours, but the unpleasant conditions in the cars caused them to be less than thorough.

57 Editor’s Note: Some historians speculate that Soapy Smith was somehow involved with Ford’s death, perhaps talking O’Kelly into the
act.  O’Kelley was tried and convicted of murder.  He received a 20-year sentence in the Colorado Penitentiary.  However, he was released in
1902 after serving only ten years due to a medical condition.

Two years later, in January 1904, an Oklahoma City policeman named Joe Burnett was walking his beat when he reportedly encountered
O’Kelley and greeted him politely.  In reply, O’Kelley struck at the lawman and drew a revolver.  O’Kelley told Burnett, “You come with me.  I'll
arrest you, you son of a bitch!”  As O’Kelley struck at the officer again, Burnett grabbed the gun with his left hand.  The two men began to
wrestle in a life-and-death struggle.  O’Kelley fired his pistol several times, trying to shoot the policeman.  At the same time, O’Kelley repeatedly
called Burnett foul names, saying he was going to kill him.  Burnett called out for help repeatedly.  O’Kelley fired several times but failed to hit
Burnett.  Once out of ammunition, O'Kelley used his teeth to bite chunks out of both of the policeman's ears.  A friend of O’Kelley then came to
his aid and fired one shot at the policeman, but then lost his nerve and ran away.  O’Kelley called out to him to come back, allegedly saying,
“We will murder this fellow.”

Finally, a railroad baggage man came running from the depot and grabbed O’Kelley’s hand, thus freeing Burnett's gun hand.  The policeman
immediately fired two shots, killing O’Kelley.

It was then discovered just how close Burnett had come to death:  There were two bullet holes in the back of his overcoat and the left hip
pocket was torn by a bullet.  Burnett’s gloves were burned and his clothing was on fire by the time his friends reached his side.  Burnett also
had powder burns on one ear

Thereafter, Joe Burnett was referred to as ‘the man who killed the man who killed the man who killed Jesse James’.
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With the help of some of the other warriors, Massai was able to loosen several of the bars over the
windows.  On the train, there was a young woman who was about to give birth.  Massai reasoned that if
the child were born during the journey, the head tally would still match when the train reached its desti-
nation if he were to disappear.  When the young mother gave birth, she was able to hide her child, and the
guards did not notice.

Somewhere near Springfield, Missouri, Massai saw his chance:  The train was once again detoured to
a siding to allow a circus train to pass.  As all the Apache and all the guards went to one side to see the
brightly colored circus cars and the animals, Massai slipped unnoticed from the other side of the train
through the loosened bars.  He crawled off into the weeds and hid until the train resumed its journey.

When the guards once again took a head count, the tally matched.  No one missed Massai except the
Apache, and they did not tell.  When the train reached Florida, the head tally matched — but the warrior
tally did not.

The hunt began for Massai, but it was too late.
Massai was on the loose.
With much difficulty, he managed to travel the 1,500 miles back to his homeland.
He was welcomed at the Mescalero Reservation, as was Apache custom, but Massai was now bitter,

and he trusted no one — not even his fellow Apache.  While he occasionally rode with the Apache Kid,
Massai was now a loner.  He was soon raiding against the Whites, for whom he held a great hatred.  He
roamed over New Mexico, Arizona, and into the Sierra Madres of Mexico.  No one in his path was safe.
Although he had managed to elude the Apache renegade roundup in 1889, he was plunged into the after-
math by virtue of simply remaining a free Apache.  At one point, craving female companionship, he stole
a young Apache woman from San Carlos by killing her mother.  He then fled into the Chiricahua Moun-
tains.  A detachment of troops led by Mickey Free was soon in pursuit, but the hunt was in vain.  Massai
crossed the Chiricahua mountain range on a trail that had been unknown to the Whites at that time.58

As for the Apache Kid:  I already knew the story of how the Kid had been transformed from a well-
liked and trusted Apache and Al Sieber’s most trusted scout into a feared renegade with a price on his
head...

Al Sieber, like other Anglos, had forgotten the Apache laws of the Kid’s heritage.  Simple in theory,
but rigid in practice, these laws allowed for every Apache to be governed fairly by his own people.
According to Apache law, a wronged person had the right to settle the matter on a personal basis.

The Kid’s father was named Toga-de-Chuz.  Toga-de-Chuz was a ‘secret scout’, or a spy for the
Wasicus.  He kept an eye on and reported to the authorities concerning any ‘subversive’ activities on the
reservation.  As a result of these activities, Togo-de-Chuz was murdered by Gon-zizzie in 1886.
Although Togo-de-Chuz’s friends had immediately caught and killed Gon-zizzie, there was still the
problem of Gon-zizzie’s brother Rip.  Long ago, Rip and Toga-de-Chuz had been rivals for the same
Indian girl — the Kid’s mother — and when Toga-de-Chuz had won her heart and hand, Rip had carried a
hatred for Toga-de-Chuz ever after.  The Kid was one of many who suspected Rip had put Gon-zizzie up
to killing his father, and tribal law — which carried with it the mandate of a religious duty — required a
son to exact blood vengeance for his father’s death.  The Kid had already asked for permission to leave
the reservation to pursue the killer, but he had been denied.

When Al Sieber left the Kid in charge of the guardhouse at San Carlos in late May 1887, he seized the
opportunity to exact Apache justice on Rip.  It took a single shot through the heart.

What followed was predictable pandemonium.  Returning to San Carlos, Sieber found the Kid and
four other scouts missing.  He ordered them to come in.  When they were sentenced to the guardhouse, all
hell broke loose.  Someone in the crowd fired a shot, and the Kid, the four friends, and twelve others fled
under a barrage of lead.  Sieber himself said that the Kid had not fired a weapon.  Neither did the other
four scouts.  During the foray, however, Sieber’s left ankle had been shattered.  When Sieber realized he
would now spend the rest of his life as a cripple, his anger became irrational.

58 Editor’s Note: The place where he crossed has since been named Massai Point.
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A few weeks later, the Kid and his band peacefully surrendered.  However, during the court martial
that followed, the Kid and the four scouts — two of whom were his half-brothers Margy and As-ki-say-
la-ha — were found guilty of ‘Mutiny, in violation of the 22nd Article of War’ and ‘Desertion in violation
of the 47th Article of War’.  They received death sentences.

General Miles intervened, later writing in his memoirs that the Kid and the others did not fully under-
stand the seriousness of their deed in relation to their enlistment in the Army, and that according to
Apache custom, the Kid’s vengeance on the enemy was not important.  General Miles got the sentences
reduced.  The Kid drew ten years in federal prison, and he and the four others were then transferred to
Alcatraz.

A military review of the case occurred in April 1888.  By this time, the Kid and his friends had been
incarcerated almost a year and were very displeased with Wasicu law.  The review board decided the
jurors at the Kid’s trial had been prejudiced against the Apache, and in October, the Kid and the four
scouts were all back at San Carlos.

The Kid was no longer his exuberant self, however.  He was now wary and distrustful and took to
living on the outer fringes of the reservation where he kept to himself.  When the Supreme Court decision
known as the United States vs. Captain Jack further decreed that Indians convicted in the territories
should serve their sentences in territorial prisons instead of federal prisons, an Apache known as the
Carlisle Kid, who had killed an Army officer on San Carlos in March 1887, was returned to San Carlos
from a federal prison in Illinois.  As a result, the civilian and military authorities decided to round up all
the Indians accused of crimes and retry all of them in territorial court.  This was completely unconstitu-
tional — but since it involved Indians, that did not matter.  At the time of this roundup, Al Sieber had
been on crutches a year.  He held the Kid responsible even though the Kid was not the one who had shot
him.  Furthermore, the Kid was now living a peaceful existence, minding his own business, and being
what the Army referred to as a ‘good reservation Indian’.  Nevertheless, Sieber made sure that the Apache
Kid was on the list.  The Kid went to trial for ‘attempting to kill Al Sieber’.  He drew seven years in the
territorial prison in Yuma.  Why Al Sieber went after the Kid with such vengeance is a mystery.
However — there is little doubt that it was this persecution that turned the Apache Kid into one of the
West’s most notorious outlaws...

After the territorial retrial, eight Indian convicts and one Mexican horse thief were summarily put on
the stage from Globe to the Southern Pacific railroad station at Casa Grande, bound for the Yuma Territo-
rial Prison.  On the second day out, the stage was having difficulty climbing a steep grade.  Sheriff Glenn
Reynolds ordered everyone except the Kid and one other whom he considered to be too dangerous out of
the coach.  Trudging up the hill, the Apache prisoners slowly managed to encircle the sheriff and his
deputy.  Then they overpowered them and shot them dead with their own weapons.  Eugene Middleton,
the coach driver, had no inkling of trouble, until he heard the shots.  He turned to the side.  The Mexican
prisoner raced along the coach and shouted a warning, but unable to speak much English, he finally
darted into the bushes to save himself.  Middleton looked back over his shoulder, down the hill, and was
horrified to see the Apache loose.  He took a bullet through his cheek, which exited out his neck.  Stunned
and temporarily paralyzed, he fell to the ground and watched helplessly as two Apache approached, one
with a big rock and the other with a gun.

Middleton testified that it was the Apache Kid who called off the attack and thus saved his life.59

Throughout the massacre, the Kid had remained in the coach.  It was his companions who did the actual
killing — but after his experiences with Wasicu ‘justice’, he had every reason to suspect he would be
blamed.  He scattered into the brush with the others.

The Mexican horse thief managed to snag one of the coach horses, and he rode furiously into Florence
to summon help.  (He would receive a pardon as a reward.)  The seriously wounded Middleton recovered
from his paralysis and somehow managed to stagger back to Riverside Station to sound the alarm.

Then, the largest manhunt in the history of Arizona began.  The citizens of Arizona now had two very
dangerous renegade Apache on the loose.  The legends surrounding Massai and the Apache Kid would

59 Editor’s Note: Middleton continued to insist upon this until his death in 1929.
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mingle from this point forward, their lives and stories intertwining, often making it impossible to separate
the facts.  Both of them stayed for a number of years in the general vicinity of the San Carlos reservation
as each had family members there.  However, whenever pursuit appeared they always headed back into
the rugged wilderness of the mountains.  By October 1890, all fugitives from the Kelvin Grade Massacre
were either captured or dead — except the Apache Kid.  Sometimes he roamed alone, and sometimes
with Massai.  Every murder, ambush, and rape in Arizona Territory was blamed on them, and rewards
totaling $5,000 were offered on Apache Kid alone, dead or alive.

I rode with them for several weeks.  We raided many ranches, we killed many Wasicus, and we stole
many horses.  The Kid preferred traveling by night, and spent the days scouting the surrounding land-
scapes with binoculars.  While the Apache Kid and Massai were recognized by the few people who
survived our depredations, no one knew who I was. Since I dressed as an Indian, no one suspected that I
was actually a white man.

Finally, after they killed two children, the three of us went our separate ways.  We did not really like
or trust each other very much.  None of the three of us really liked or trusted much of anyone except
family — and all of our families were now dead.

In addition, the Wasicus had transformed these two men from warriors into murderers — I still consi-
dered myself a warrior, and beholden to the code that this status implied. We also knew that Mickey Free
was looking for us.  We figured our chances of survival would be better if we split up.60

I decided to return to the Shifting Sands River country and see if there might still be some hidden nook
or cranny where I could hide and eke out some sort of living.

60 Editor’s Note: No one knows the ultimate fates of either Massai or the Apache Kid.  Between the years of 1890-1906,
numerous reports circulated that both Massai and the Apache Kid were dead.  John Horton Slaughter, Wallapai Clark, Jack
Ganzhorn, and Mickey Free all claimed to have killed the Kid, while a New Mexico posse said that they had killed Massai.  One
or the other of the two renegades was said to have been found dead in a cave, killed in a cornfield, ambushed at a waterhole,
shot off his horse, or brought down by Mexican rurales.

However — no one ever produced a body or collected the huge rewards...
According to Massai’s son Albert, in 1906, Massai and Albert had been checking on some horses when shots rang out.

Albert saw his father fall and heard him cry out, telling Albert to run.  Albert returned to his family with the news that Massai
was dead.  Before Massai’s wife, Zanagoliche would agree to leave, she insisted on making sure.  She and Albert waited until
the white men were gone, and when it was deemed safe enough, they visited the site where Albert said Massai had been shot.
Zanagoliche said that she found the remains of a big campfire, and upon stirring the ashes she said that she had unearthed
several pieces of bone and a charred belt buckle, which she recognized as belonging to her husband.  She claimed that she and
Albert then dug a small hole and buried the bones.  The family then made their way to San Marcial, where they were eventually
taken into custody by the Army and sent to the Mescalero Reservation.  According to both Albert and Zanagoliche, no one in
the family ever saw Massai alive again.

As for the Apache Kid, he was accused of every murder, rape, and robbery in Arizona Territory between 1889 and 1894.
(Even his detractors admitted that he would have been some kind of miracle man to be in all those places at once.)  What really
happened to the Apache Kid?  No one knows.  Did he go into Mexico where he joined one of a few remnants of Geronimo’s
band who were never captured?  Did he become part of the Cochise Apache band led by Niño Cochise, the grandson of
Cochise?  It would appear so. He very probably died in Mexico with these last few holdouts of the old, free Apache way of life.
Niño Cochise was the son of Taza.  He had been born in 1874, and he had fled as a two-year-old into Mexico with his mother
during the roundup to place all Apache on the reservation at San Carlos.  He became chief of the Cochise Apache when he was
sixteen.  Niño Cochise did not like the Apache Kid, but he did trust him. Niño died in 1972, and in chronicling his life’s story, he
said that he did not want any bronco Apache to become part of the band because he feared retribution from authorities on
both sides of the border, who would stop at nothing to hunt the renegades down.  However, Niño did trust the Apache Kid
enough to provide for him each time he came into camp.  Niño’s mother was well acquainted with the Kid, and although Mickey
Free came into camp several times seeking the Kid, no one ever revealed that he had been there, or where he had gone.

Niño neither liked nor trusted Mickey Free.
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To my dismay, I quickly learned that the Shifting Sands River country was now full of Wasicu ranch-
ers.  The entire area had become part of a state called Wyoming.  If I were going to find some unpopu-
lated nook or cranny with enough game to sustain myself, it was not going to be there.

I also learned that, to no surprise, the Wasicus were busily butchering each other now that there were
no longer any Lakota left.  There had been a range war raging for several years.  Many of the large
ranching outfits in Wyoming were organized as the Wyoming Stock Growers Association [WSGA].
Comprising some of the state’s wealthiest and most popular residents, the WSGA held the local govern-
ment in their pockets, as is the Wasicu way.  A primary function of the WSGA was to organize the cattle
industry by scheduling roundups and cattle shipments.  The WSGA also employed an agency of detec-
tives to investigate cattle rustling against its members.  Most of the land was in the public domain, open
both as open range and to homesteading.  Large numbers of cattle were turned loose on the open range by
the large ranches.  The ranchers would then hold a spring roundup where the cows and the calves belong-
ing to each ranch were separated and the calves branded.  Before the roundup, calves (especially orphan
or stray calves) were sometimes surreptitiously branded, and thus taken.  The large ranches aggressively
defended against cattle rustling, often by forbidding their own employees from owning cattle.  Another
disincentive employed by the large ranchers was to lynch (or threaten to lynch) suspected rustlers.  Prop-
erty and use rights were usually respected among big and small ranches based upon who was the first to
settle the land — a doctrine known as Prior Appropriation — and by the size of the herd.  Nevertheless,
large ranching outfits would sometimes band together and use their power to monopolize large swaths of
rangeland, preventing newcomers from settling the area.  They used a variety of means, both legal and
illegal — both ethical and unethical — to achieve their monopolies.  Frank Wolcott’s Tolland Cattle
Company simply fenced in fifteen square miles of government land.  Another method of grabbing off
open range was ‘checkerboard control’, in which the large cattle company would buy or lease alternating
sections.  Sections were numbered in a six-mile-by-six-mile grid so that odd numbered sections would
always be surrounded on four sides by even numbered sections and vice-versa, like the red and black
squares of a checkerboard.  By owning all of the odd or even sections, a cattle company could erect a
fence along the borders of owned sections and preclude access to the non-owned sections.  Other efforts
were also made to prevent small ranchers, or ‘grease pots’ as they were called, from branding as their own
mavericks or strays.  Cowboys who were suspected of branding mavericks were blacklisted and precluded
from working for any member of the WSGA.  Small ranchers found difficulties participating in the
roundups.  Each roundup crew was known as a ‘wagon’.  In the 1883 Powder River roundup some 27
wagons participated — but by 1887 there were only four, the smaller ranches having been eliminated.
Newcomers, of course, thought little of these policies.  The often-uneasy relationship between the large
wealthy ranches and small ranch settlers became steadily worse after the poor winter of 1887-1888, when
a series of blizzards and temperatures of 40-50 degrees below zero had followed an extremely hot and dry
summer.  Thousands of cattle were lost.  The large companies became even more aggressive in their
appropriation of land and their seizures of control of the water supply.  Some of the harsher tactics
included forcing settlers off their land and setting fire to their buildings.  Excluding the smaller ranchers
from participation in the annual roundup was stepped up.  The large ranchers justified their excesses by
using the catch-all allegation of ‘rustling’ — whether or not this allegation was actually true.  Rustling in
the local area was indeed increasing — but this increase was largely due to the harsh grazing conditions
and the illegal exploits of an organized group of regional rustling outfits rather than the smaller ranchers.
The WSGA knew this.  Agents of the larger ranches began killing alleged rustlers from smaller ranches.
Many were killed on dubious evidence or were simply found dead while the killers remained anonymous.
Of especially heinous dubiosity was the lynching of a couple who owned a small ranch.  Their names
were Jim Averell and Ella Watson.  After I became involved in the ‘Johnson County War’, I investigated
this lynching.  I was dismayed — though not surprised — by what I found.  The couple had been accused
of cattle rustling even though they owned no cattle.  Newspaper reports dubbed Ella Watson as ‘Kate
Maxwell’, or the notorious ‘Cattle Kate’, who was accused of being a prostitute.  This caused much
confusion because there actually was a prostitute named ‘Cattle Kate Maxwell’ in the area — but this
woman was not Ella Watson.
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The mystery of why this couple had been targeted was solved when I read an article that Jim Averell
had written and published on April 7th, 1889 in the Casper Weekly Mail:

They are land-grabbers, who are only camped here as speculators in land under the desert land act.
They are opposed to anything that would settle and improve the country or make it anything but a cow
pasture for eastern speculators.  It is wonderful how much land some of these land sharks own — in
their minds — and how firmly they are organized to keep Wyoming from being settled up.  They
advance the idea that a poor man has nothing to say in the affairs of this country, in which they are
wrong, as the future land owner in Wyoming will be the people to come, as most of these large tracts
are so fraudulently entered now that it must ultimately change hands and give the public domain to the
honest settler.

In addition to Averell and Watson, an alleged horse thief named Tom Waggoner was hanged and his
body left for the maggots in 1891.  The WSGA contended that Waggoner had amassed a fortune of
$30,000 to $70,000 from stolen horses.  This was an odd contention considering that Waggoner lived
frugally with his wife in a sparsely furnished two-room cabin.  Further investigation revealed that
Waggoner had loaned ‘Jimmy the Butcher’ money to establish his butchering business.  When Jimmy
was arrested for rustling, Waggoner had posted Jimmy’s bond.  Jimmy had also ended up dead.  He was
buried beside a house belonging to a ‘cattle detective’ who worked for a large cattle company.

One cowboy, John J. Baker, later recalled that some Texas guns had been brought in to discourage
alleged rustlers:

There was one slaughter of nine old rawhides that were camped on Big Dry Creek near the Carter
Cattle Company’s outfit.  The men were trapping wolves for the hide and bounty as a great many of the
old waddies did during the winter.  They were not rustling cattle and in fact were out of the cattle
business.  A bunch of rustler-hunters made a surprise attack on the camp and killed the nine trappers.
They received a $450 bonus.

Thus, when I pulled up to the KC Ranch on April 8th to ask if I could water my horse, I was met by
two armed men who closely questioned me about who I was and who I worked for before allowing that I
was no threat.  The owner of the ranch was named Nate Champion, and his companion was named Nick
Ray.  They offered shelter for the night, which I accepted.  Mr. Champion explained that he was active in
the efforts of small ranchers to organize a roundup to compete with the WSGA.  Mr. Champion laughed
and said, “Yep, the WSGA have their snits in a complete tizzy since I formed the Northern Wyoming
Farmers and Stock Growers’ Association [NWFSGA] to compete with them.  They don’t appear to
appreciate competition to their monopoly.”

“Isn’t that kind of dangerous,” I asked?
“Yep, I figure they’re gonna send out some of their bully-boys to try to do something sometime soon,

but if’n you don’t fight for what’s right, then what’s wrong will always win.”
Since I fully agreed with and supported this contention, and since I found that I admired and liked

Nate Champion, I decided then and there to join him in his cause.
“Who in particular are you worried about,” I asked?
“Well, I guess the main character they have after me is an ex-sheriff turned ‘stock detective’ named

Frank Canton.”
“So they have the law on their side?”
“Of course they do.  The law always sides with the rich against the working man.”
Since I knew this to be true, I had no further comment. I later learned that Canton had served as sher-

iff for four years, from 1882 to 1886, and that he was unrelenting in his opposition to ‘rustlers’.  During
his term, he captured the notorious Teton Jackson and hanged the murderer Bill Booth, known for
poisoning his victims.  Booth’s hanging was somewhat remarkable in that it was the only legal hanging
ever conducted in Johnson County.
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It often required two stagecoaches at a time to transport all of Canton’s prisoners to the territorial
prison.61

I also learned that there had been no friendship lost between Champion and Canton after Canton left
office.  Canton took employment as a ‘stock detective’ with the WSGA.  On November 1st, 1891, four
gunmen had attacked Ross Gilbertson and Nate Champion.  Champion accused Canton of being one of
the gunmen.62

I decided to head into town the next day and see about picking a fight with this ex-sheriff turned stock
detective Canton.

Two trappers named Ben Jones and Bill Walker later appeared at the ranch.  They were also offered
shelter for the night.

The next morning, I accompanied the two trappers to the river to wash up and collect water — where-
upon I unexpectedly met the ex-sheriff turned stock detective Canton.  The two trappers and I were
suddenly surrounded by ex-sheriff turned stock detective Canton and numerous other armed men.  We
were ordered to surrender.

The rest of that day, I listened to what sounded like a full-fledged war as Nate Champion held off
Frank Canton and over 200 hired Texan mercenaries all day, killing four of them and wounding several
others in the process.  During the siege, Champion kept a poignant journal that contained a number of
notes that he wrote to friends while taking cover inside the cabin.  “Boys, I feel pretty lonesome just now.
I wish there was someone here with me so we could watch all sides at once,” he wrote.  The last journal
entry read:  “Well, they have just got through shelling the house like hell.  I heard them splitting wood.  I
guess they are going to fire the house tonight.  I think I will make a break when night comes, if alive.
Shooting again.  It's not night yet.  The house is all fired.  Goodbye, boys, if I never see you again.”

With the house on fire, Nate Champion signed his journal entry and put the journal in his pocket
before he emerged, running from the back door with a six shooter in one hand and a knife in the other.

He was gunned down by four men firing simultaneously.
Nate Champion was hit by a total of 28 bullets.
The invaders later pinned a note on Champion's bullet-riddled chest that read ‘Cattle Thieves Beware’.
After determining that we were uninvolved bystanders, the ‘posse’ let the two trappers and myself go

with a solemn warning about keeping our noses out of things that did not involve us and with a strong
suggestion that we forget what we had seen that day.

The trappers were more than happy to follow this advice.  I was not.  I had found my new cause.  I
declared war on the WSGA.

The following day, I joined a posse and we besieged the invading Texans at the TA Ranch.  After two
days, one of the invaders escaped and was able to contact the acting governor of Wyoming.  Since the
governor was, of course, in the pocket of the WSGA, frantic efforts to save the besieged invaders were
undertaken.  Telegraphs to Washington resulted in intervention by the President of the United States
himself, Benjamin Harrison.  The 6th Cavalry from Fort McKinney was ordered to save the Texans from
the posse.

I was surprised and somewhat disappointed to discover that the ordinance officer for the 6th Cavalry
was none other than Charles Gatewood, the man who had talked Geronimo into surrendering.

61 Editor’s Note: As with so many other ‘lawmen’, Frank Canton was originally an outlaw.  Born Josiah Horner on September 15th 1849, he
drifted into Texas working as a cowboy.  In 1871, he started robbing banks and rustling cattle.  On October 10th, 1874, Horner got into a
gunfight with some Buffalo Soldiers, killing one and wounding the other.  In 1877, he was arrested for robbing a bank in Comanche, Texas. He
escaped from the Texas Rangers and moved to Ogallala, Nebraska, where he took up a herd of cattle.  While in Nebraska, he officially changed
his name to Frank M. Canton and transformed himself from an outlaw into lawman.

62 Editor’s Note: Researchers believe that the four were Frank Canton, Joe Elliott, Tom Smith, and Fred Coates.
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Colonel J. J. Van Horn, in charge of the troops, induced the cattlemen to surrender, and they were
taken to Fort McKinney for detention.  The Post Stockade was not large enough to hold all of the cattle-
men and the overflow was locked in the band barracks, which was vacated for that purpose.

A few nights later, a guard saw two men running away from band barracks and sounded the alarm.
Investigation revealed a huge bomb hidden under the barracks.  It was made from hot-water boiler filled
with gunpowder and rifle bullets, and a firing mechanism made from an old gun.  About 200 yards of
wire led from it to the nearby stables.  When those who planted the bomb had tried to explode it, the wire
had evidently broken.

The guard was doubled around barracks until Easter Sunday morning, April 17th, when the prisoners
were moved out on their way to Cheyenne and a civil trial.  The troops then relaxed — only to be awak-
ened on morning of May 18th by cries of ‘fire’.  Some cowboys had thrown kerosene on the Post Trader’s
store and set it on fire, hoping that the high wind would blow the flames onto four connecting wooden
barracks.63

The water system at the post proved inadequate, and the troops formed a bucket brigade.  Still the fire
grew.  Gatewood was called to blow up the second barracks in order to save the final two from destruc-
tion.

As one side of the second barracks ignited, Gatewood and two helpers entered it to lay two 60-pound
bags of rifle powder inside, placing iron bunks atop them to increase the explosive force.  There was no
fuse.  The fire would ignite the powder.

Gatewood was the last man out.  Just as he was leaving, the powder exploded.  Gatewood was badly
burned, and one of the iron bunks smashed his left arm.  It would never heal properly.

Lieutenant Charles B. Gatewood took sick leave on November 19th, 1892, and retired to Maryland.64

The WSGA group was taken to Cheyenne to be held at the barracks of Fort D.A. Russell, as the
Laramie County jail was unable to hold that many prisoners.  They received exceptionally preferential
treatment, and were allowed to roam the base by day as long as they agreed to return to the jail to sleep at
night.  Johnson County officials were upset that the group was not kept locally at Fort McKinney.  The
General in charge of the 6th Cavalry felt that tensions were too high for the prisoners to remain in the area.
Indeed, hundreds of armed locals sympathetic to both sides of the conflict were reported to have
descended on Fort McKinney over the next several days under the mistaken impression the invaders were
being held there.  The Johnson County attorney began to gather evidence for the case, and the details of
the WSGA’s plan emerged.  Canton’s gripsack was found to contain a list of seventy alleged rustlers who
were to be shot or hanged, a list of ranch houses the invaders had burned, and a contract to pay each
Texan five dollars daily, plus a bonus of $50 for each target killed.  The invaders’ plans reportedly
included eventually killing targets as far away as Casper and Douglas. The Times reported on April 23rd,
that “The evidence is said to implicate more than twenty prominent stockmen of Cheyenne whose names
have not been mentioned heretofore, also several wealthy stockmen of Omaha, as well as to compromise
men high in authority in the State of Wyoming.  They will all be charged with aiding and abetting the
invasion, and warrants will be issued for the arrest of all of them.”

Of course, those charges against the men ‘high in authority’ were never filed.  Eventually the invaders
were released on bail and were told to return to Wyoming for the trial.  Ha ha.  Predictably, most simply
fled back to Texas and were never seen again.

63 Editor’s Note: Later three cowboys of the Red Sash Ranch crew would be arrested for the crime.  Their motive was that
the troops were hindering the cattlemen’s efforts to wipe out the farmers.

64 Editor’s Note: Gatewood died of stomach cancer at 11:45 PM, May 20th, 1896.  At the time, Gatewood was awaiting
medical retirement and promotion as he was the senior Lieutenant in the 6th Cavalry and the eighth ranking Lieutenant in the
entire Army.

After his death, he was interred at Arlington National Cemetery with the full military honors he had been denied in life.
In a side note:  So many complaints were received about the 6th Cavalry that they were replaced by the Buffalo Soldiers of

the 9th Cavalry a few weeks later.  The 9th set up a camp named Camp Bettens in Suggs, Wyoming, despite a racist and hostile
local population.  One soldier was killed and two wounded in gun battles with locals.  Nevertheless, the 9th Cavalry remained in
Wyoming for nearly a year to quell tensions in the area.
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In the end, the WSGA group went free after the charges were dropped on the excuse that Johnson
County refused to pay for the costs of prosecution.  The costs of simply housing the men at Fort D.A.
Russell exceeded $18,000, and the sparsely populated Johnson County was unable to pay.

Ben Jones and Bill Walker, the two trappers who had been with me that morning at Nate Champion’s,
were placed in protective custody as material witnesses in the Converse County Jail in Douglas.  They
also wanted me, but I had mysteriously disappeared.  (Actually, I had merely shaved my beard, and thus
become unrecognizable in this area where I was a stranger anyway...)  By some mysterious means, Jones
and Walker were broken out of the jail and taken to Nebraska.  In Omaha, the two were supposedly given
$3,000 each, placed on a train, and sent to St. Louis — from whence they disappeared.

Meanwhile, Nate Champion was slandered by the press as being a member of the infamous ‘Red Sash
Gang’, who later bombed the barracks where Lieutenant Gatewood had been injured.

Between 1885 and 1909, fifteen supposed rustlers had been killed by mobs.  Starting in 1892, ranchers
had begun to hire individual paid assassins.  The killers, and the ranchers who hired them, were shielded
by corrupt elected officials, and coroners’ juries and the newspapers tended to praise the killers and dwell
on the supposed evil reputations of the victims — though there were some notable exceptions from such
newspapers as the Cheyenne Sun, which wrote concerning the 1885 murder of Si Partridge, “How far
lynch law may be given the support of public opinion is going to be a question for the western country to
determine some day.”

However — these killers were not shielded from me...
One of these hired guns was none other than Tom Horn, the man who had helped capture Nana and

who had accompanied both Crook and Gatewood in their campaigns against Geronimo.  It was typical of
men such as Tom Horn to side with the powerful against the helpless.  While the Apache had been highly
feared, they were ultimately a weak minority of the southwestern frontier due to their small numbers.
Horn had grown up with the army’s philosophy that good Indians were dead Indians and that Indians had
no right to the land sought by the white men.  To the Wasicus, might makes right.

After the Apache wars were over, it was easy for Horn to join another powerful force that was dispos-
sessing weak victims.  This time, the powerful force was the cattle barons of the WSGA, and the weak
victims were the small ranchers and sheepherders.

Typically, one of the actual lawmen tasked with catching the actual cattle thieves was an incompetent
boob named Joe LeFors, whose vast overestimation of his own talents was matched only by his complete
lack of any actual accomplishments.  LeFors first arrived in Wyoming in 1885 after working on a cattle
drive that ended there.  He played a minor role in the 1887 recovery of a large herd of cattle rustled by
Butch Cassidy’s Hole in the Wall Gang.  He later worked as a Contract Livestock Inspector for Montana,
where his job was to recover stolen livestock and apprehend cattle thieves.  He did not do much of
either.65

Over the next couple of years, a couple of ‘stock detectives’ met untimely ends.  No one even really
knew who I was, much less suspected me in these deaths.  However, I was unable to nail Horn.  There-
fore, a small rancher named Bill Lewis soon received a letter telling him to leave the area.  Shortly there-
after, Bill Lewis was found dead in his corral with three bullet holes.  In August, another letter was
received by another small rancher named Fred Powell.  Fred had sent his hired hand, Ross, down to the

65 Editor’s Note: Later, in 1899, LeFors took part in a posse to capture those responsible for what would become known as the ‘Wilcox
Train Robbery’, also committed by the Hole-in-the-Wall Gang.  Predictably, the robbers escaped Joe LeFors’ pursuit.  A sheriff named Josiah
Hazen was killed during the pursuit.  Later, Tom Horn began an investigation on the Wilcox robbery case.  He generated productive information
that was later passed to famed lawman and Pinkerton Agent Charlie Siringo.  Through this information, the investigators were able to identify
Wild Bunch gang members George Curry and Kid Curry as the killers of Sheriff Hazen . Charlie Siringo worked heavily on the Wilcox Train
Robbery case, and in later years he would often come into contact with LeFors in the process of working other cases.  Siringo would later
indicate that LeFors was incompetent, at best, as a lawman.  However, US Marshal Frank Hadsell appointed LeFors to a Deputy US Marshal’s
position in October 1899.  LeFors always claimed that Hadsell approached him to take that job based on his hard work on the Wilcox Robbery
case — however, LeFors contributed very little if anything to that case, and he was not mentioned as a contributor at all in the official records
of that investigation.  It is more likely that LeFors asked Hadsell to give him the appointment, and eventually he asked often enough to get it.
Train robbers robbed another Union Pacific train on August 29th, 1900, near Tipton, Wyoming .  Again, LeFors led the posse.  Again, the robbers
escaped.
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creek to cut a willow in order to repair one of the hayracks.  While Ross was at the creek, Fred was shot
in the chest.

Yet another small rancher named William Lewis made the rounds of all who lived near him one
August morning after a bullet landed at his feet and started accusing and threatening everyone.  He was a
man, those neighbors testified later, who didn’t have many friends.  The next morning, another bullet
landed at his feet.  “Just let me meet up with that damned bushwhackin’ coward face-to-face!” he
exploded.  “That’s all I ask!”

However, Mr. Lewis never got that chance.  The unseen, ghostlike rifleman aimed a little higher the
third time:  A .30-30 bullet smashed directly into the center of William Lewis’ chest.  He slumped against
a log fence rail and then tried to lift himself.  Two more shots followed in quick succession, dropping him
limp and huddled on the ground.  An inquest was held, and after a good deal of testimony about the anon-
ymous notes, the county coroner estimated that the shooting had been done from a distance of 300 yards.
Rumors of an offer that Tom Horn had made at a WSGA meeting had leaked out by then.  A grand jury
investigation of the murder got underway and the prosecuting attorney ordered that the Horn be
summoned for questioning.  It took some time to locate him.  Finally, he was found in the Bates Hole
region of Natrona County, two counties away.  Laramie County Prosecutor John C. Baird immediately
assumed he was hiding out there after the shooting and began preparing an indictment — but the indict-
ment was never made.  It turned out that Tom Horn had a number of rancher and cowboy witnesses ready
and willing to swear with straight faces that he had been in Bates Hole the day of the killing.  Horn’s alibi
couldn’t be shaken.  The authorities had to release him.  Horn then rode to Cheyenne, where I met him in
a bar.

“Hello, Horn.  Long time no see,” I said to him.
Since Horn was very drunk, he blearily studied me for a moment.  He obviously did not recognize me.

I refreshed his memory:  “We met in a bar in Arizona back in ’86.”
He then remembered.  “That’s right; you were part of that Geronimo deal!  How’s things?”
“Pretty good, pretty good.  What have you been up to lately?”
Horn smiled, and said, “I’ve been taking care of some trash for the WSGA.”
Another man at the bar said, “They’re saying you dropped old Bill Lewis.”
Horn again laughed, and said, “Dead center at three hundred yards, that coroner said!”  Horn grinned,

and then said, “Three shots in that fella ‘fore he hit the ground.  You reckon there’s two men in this state
can shoot like that?”

Publicly, Horn denied everything.  Privately, he created and magnified an image of himself as a hired
assassin.

All of this merely reinforced my determination to take Horn out.  Unfortunately, I never received the
opportunity.  If I called him out in a saloon, his friends would kill me.  He was too canny to ambush on
the trail.

He was soon back at work giving his secret employers their money’s worth.  A good many beef-
hungry settlers were accepting the death of William Lewis as proof that the warning notes were not idle
threats.  Cabins and soddies all over the range were standing deserted.  Since most of the rustling was
being done by professional gangs rather than the small ranchers that Tom Horn was murdering, the
rustling problem was by no means solved.

Horn, of course, justified his activities.  Whilst drinking in Cheyenne he explained, “S’posin’ you was
a nester swingin’ the long rope?  Which would you be most scairt of, a dry-gulchin’ or a shoot-down?”

One of the other drinkers said, “Yeah, I can see that — but, well, it just don’t seem sportin’ some-
how!”

Horn stared at the man in amazement.  “I have seen a lot o’ things in my time.  I found a trooper once
the Apache had spread-eagled on an anthill, and another time we ran across some teamsters they’d caught
and tied upside down on their own wagon wheels over little fires until their brains was exploded right out
o’ their skulls.  I heard o’ Texas cattlemen wrappin’ a cow thief up in green hides and lettin’ the sun
shrink ‘em and squeeze him to death.  But there’s one thing I never seen or heard of, one thing I just don’t
think there is, and that’s a sportin’ way o’ killin’ a man.”
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After the first few murders, the warning notes were rarely ignored.  The lesson had been learned.  The
examples were plain.  When Fred Powell’s brother-in-law, Charlie Keane, moved into the dead man’s
home, the anonymous letter writer took no chances on Charlie taking up where Fred had left off.  Mr.
Keane quickly found a message tacked to his front door: “If you don’t leave this country within three
days, your life will be taken the same as Powell’s was.” Keane left within the three-day limit.  All
through Albany and Laramie counties, other men were doing the same.  The houses of many settlers were
now sitting empty with weeds growing high in their yards.  No alleged cow thief could count on a jury of
his sympathetic peers to free him any longer.  Jury, judge and executioner were now riding the range in
the form of a single unknown figure that could materialize anywhere, at any time, to dispense an ancient
brand of ‘justice’ that was believed to be long outdated.

For three straight years, Tom Horn patrolled the southern Wyoming pastures, and how many men he
killed after Lewis and Powell remains unknown.

Although I tried to track him several times, Horn was a pro.  I was never able to take him down.
I was also unable to take Canton down as he had left the area shortly after the Champion killing.66

Eventually, people began wondering who I was — and when a couple more ‘stock detectives’ met
untimely ends, they began wondering whether I might be involved.

Realizing that I was fighting a losing battle, I decided to leave the area while I was still ahead.

Ironically, Joe LeFors turned out to be the man responsible for Horn’s eventual downfall...

66 Editor’s Note: Frank Canton went on to an illustrious career.  After the Champion shooting, Canton traveled to Oklahoma
and became a respected US Marshal under none other than Isaac Parker.  During that time, he worked with other famous
lawmen such as Heck Thomas, Chris Madsen, and Bill Tilghman.  In 1895, Canton joined a posse that tracked down Bill and John
Shelley, who had escaped from the Pawnee jail and barricaded themselves in a cabin across the Arkansas River.  After five hours
and more than 800 shots fired, Canton sent a burning wagon into the cabin, and the outlaws surrendered.

On November 6th, 1896, Bill Dunn, a man whom Canton had arrested for rustling previously, rode into Pawnee, Oklahoma
intent on killing Canton.  Dunn was a brother to Rose Dunn, who had been the girlfriend to outlaw George ‘Bittercreek’
Newcomb of the Doolin Gang, and whose older brothers were bounty hunters that had killed Newcomb in 1895. As Canton
walked from dinner, Dunn drew his pistol and fired at Canton, missing.  Canton drew his own revolver and shot Bill Dunn in the
head, killing him instantly.  The shooting was ruled self-defense.

In 1897, Canton went to Alaska to follow the gold rush but instead became a Deputy US Marshal.  He returned to the states
in 1907 and became Adjutant General for the Oklahoma National Guard.  At some point during this time, Canton arranged a
meeting with the Governor of Texas.  He confessed that he was secretly Joe Horner.  The governor took his law enforcement
service into consideration and granted him a pardon.  He chose to be known as Frank Canton for the remainder of his lifetime.
Frank Canton died in 1927.
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Chapter Fifteen:
Aimless Wandering

The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.

—Edmund Burke

1894-1903
Western North America

left the Shifting Sands River country and began aimlessly wandering the West.  I heard that
John Wesley Hardin was out of prison and living in El Paso, so I decided to head there.  He was

practicing law there.  He claimed that he was now a changed man, and that he was going to walk the
straight and narrow.  He defied this claim by opening a law practice in El Paso.  While the rest of Texas
was quickly becoming ‘civilized’ by this point, El Paso was bucking this trend and becoming wilder.
Numerous legendary gunmen and outlaws were currently in residence, and many of the so-called
‘lawmen’ were even worse. This was not a good atmosphere for a wild man trying to straighten up.
Predictably, Hardin was soon in trouble. He took up drinking again.  This was not a good activity for a
wild man trying to straighten up.  He got involved in local intrigues, had an affair with a notorious pros-
titute, and held up several saloons after complaining that their games were fixed.  He allegedly had a habit
of pacing back and forth in his room whilst practicing his fast-draw in front of a mirror.  He handed out
autographed playing cards through which he had shot holes.  He beat up his girlfriend.  He broke down
and cried in front of his landlady. He took as his lover the wife of one of his clients, Martin McRose, and
when McRose found out about the affair, Hardin allegedly hired several law officials to kill him. McRose
was subsequently killed under questionable circumstances by a shady lawman named George Scar-
borough.  Hardin publically bragged about having McRose killed — but after Scarborough was arrested
for the deed, Hardin printed a retraction in the paper explaining that he had been drunk when he said it,
and that it was not really true.

Somehow, Hardin also found the time to finish an autobiography.
I arrived in El Paso on April 5th, 1894.  That evening, I was partying in Tillie Howard’s brothel with a

complete asshole of a former Texas Ranger named, appropriately enough, Bass Outlaw.  Though it was
rumoured that Outlaw had come from a good family in Georgia, no one really knew anything about him
— or if ‘Outlaw’ was even his real name.  Like so many in the West, Outlaw was a mystery man.  Most
of his Ranger associates believed that he had fled Georgia after killing a man.  It was said that he had a
good education and that he exhibited refined manners, but that he was also as tough as leather and a good
shot.  As with so many others, Outlaw turned into a complete asshole whilst drinking.  He was also, with-
out question, one of the most dangerous men in Texas at that time.  On the evening I arrived, Outlaw was
evidently angry about a large variety of things, including the fact that his favourite girl was busy with
another client.  Outlaw was loudly venting his discontent at great length.  I was tired of listening to it —
but just as I was about to pick a fight with him, he left the premises.

Unknown to me, one of the other patrons was a man of whom I had heard much:  The shadowy
lawman/outlaw John Selman.  This was the same John Selman who had operated the deadly gang called
the ‘Rustlers’ during the Lincoln County War, many of whose depredations had been blamed on Billy the
Kid.  Selman was at the brothel protecting a friend by keeping an eye on Outlaw.  Selman was also one of
the lawmen that Hardin had allegedly hired to kill Martin McRose.

Selman’s history:  In the mid-1870s, he had moved to Fort Griffin, Texas, where he became a deputy
for Shackelford County sheriff John M. Larn.  The two controlled the vigilantes as they simultaneously
rustled cattle, and at times they simply terrorized the county.  Larn’s own vigilantes finally locked him in
his own jail before shooting him to death. (Larn had been arrested after six hides not belonging to him
had been found behind his house.)  Since Selman was Larn’s sidekick, this shooting indicated to Selman

I
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that it was time to leave the area.  This was when he headed for Lincoln County and formed the
‘Rustlers’.  In 1880, law enforcement drove Selman out of Lincoln County and he went to Fort Davis,
Texas, where the Texas Rangers captured him and took him back to Shackelford County for trial.  Before
the trial, though, Selman escaped from jail and fled to Chihuahua.  He lived there until 1888.  When
Texas charges were dropped, Selman moved to El Paso.  Since his arrival, he had been living mostly by
gambling and as a city constable.

After Outlaw’s exit, I was settling back into the groove of things and deciding upon which of Madame
Howard’s lovely charges would be my evening’s companion.  Suddenly, a shot rang out from the rear of
the brothel.

Instantly, Madame Tillie raced into the parlour blowing her police whistle.  Selman and I both reached
the back yard just as a Texas Ranger named Joe McKidrict and a Constable named Chavez, both of whom
happened to be passing by outside at the moment, jumped the fence to investigate the pistol shot and the
blasts from Tillie’s police whistle.  It was obvious that McKidrict knew Outlaw, and it turned out that
Outlaw was indeed a special ranger attached to McKidrict’s own Ranger company.  Presumably,
McKidrict also knew of Outlaw’s propensity for shooting things when he was drunk.  At any rate,
McKidrict faced Outlaw without apparent alarm.  Seeing the little gunman half-drunk and discovering he
had been shooting his pistol aimlessly, McKidrict advised Outlaw to “go sleep it off”.

Outlaw was in no mood for orders or suggestions.  Without a word of warning, he shot McKidrict
dead. For good measure, he put another bullet into him as he fell.

I stood staring in incredulity.
Selman, though, was a veteran of many such scenes — and I later learned that Selman had been look-

ing for an opportunity to put an end to Outlaw anyway.  Selman went for his gun.  Outlaw evidently
caught the movement out of the corner of his eye — he turned and shot Selman.  The bullet tore through
his right leg.  He staggered — and then staggered again when a second bullet also ripped through the
same leg. Selman then finally got off a shot — and his shot pierced Outlaw’s heart.

Selman was put on trial.  Despite the fact that was a very unpopular man in El Paso, Selman was found
not guilty by reason of self-defense.

Unfortunately for Selman, another aforementioned shady lawman/outlaw named George Scarborough,
the killer of Martin McRose, was a good friend Bass Outlaw.

Supposedly, McRose had been captured and was killed whilst being brought back from Mexico on an
outstanding warrant.

As previously mentioned, Hardin claimed that he had paid Scarborough to kill McRose, and Scar-
borough was subsequently arrested.  When Hardin later retracted his comments, Scarborough had been
released.  He had become well known for his unusual tactics when tracking outlaws.  Like so many other
‘lawmen’ of the era, Scarborough would often lower himself down to the level of those he was pursuing.
This tactic was extremely effective, and made him a feared man among the outlaw element.  There had
always been rumors indicating that Scarborough was at times involved in unlawful actions, but there was
never any definite evidence to prove it.

A few days later, I ran into Hardin in the Acme Saloon.  I greeted him, but he did not remember me.
When I reminded him that I had been a sidekick of Wild Bill Hickok, Hardin’s face lit up with a large
smile, and he greeted me warmly.  “Any friend of Wild Bill’s is a friend of mine,” he said.



188

We ended up having a few drinks.  (Hardin drank whiskey whilst I drank milk — much to Hardin’s
amusement.)

At length, Hardin related that earlier in the day, he had just had a run in with Selman’s son, yet
another shady El Paso lawman/outlaw named John Selman Jr.  It seemed that the junior Selman had
arrested Hardin’s mistress, the recently widowed wife of Martin McRose, for ‘brandishing a gun in
public’.

Hardin laughed whilst recounting his meeting with Selman Jr. and said, “You never have seen anyone
so scared!  That punk was pissing in his pants by the time I was done with him!  Then, the little pussy
sicced his daddy on me!  The asshole actually threatened me!  He’s lucky I didn’t plug him!”

Since I knew from first-hand knowledge that Selman Senior was a ruthless killer, I thought that Hardin
should probably treat such an encounter with a little more import than he was — but Hardin had survived
the West for many years now, so I figured he knew what he was about.

In spite of the fact that John Wesley Hardin was a rabid killer, I was soon enraptured by him.  He was
a thoroughly charming, handsome, and gentlemanly man who considered himself a pillar of society.  He
insisted that he had never killed anyone who did not need killing, and that he only shot to save his own
life.  I was aware of the fact that many people who knew him or his family regarded Hardin as a man
more sinned against than sinning.  I was aware of the fact that while still a teenager, Hardin had earned
the respect of noted gunslingers like Bill Longley, Ben Thompson, Jeff Milton, and Wild Bill.  When he
was finally captured and brought back to Texas in chains for killing a lawman named Charley Webb —
which was why he had spent all those years in prison — common folks had flocked to meet his train.
Women had swooned, and his legend had grown.

I ended up liking the man.  I abandoned my plans to kill him.

At around 11PM on the evening of August 19th, 1895, Hardin was playing dice with a local grocer in
the Acme Saloon when a shadow darkened the doorway at his back.  I looked up and saw that the shadow
belonged to John Selman.  I thought about warning Hardin, but I decided that I did not care enough to
become personally involved.

Everyone in the saloon quit talking.  The only sounds came from the two men throwing dice at 25¢ a
throw.

The grocer won the toss.  Hardin cried, “Hoss piss on you!”
“Shake again,” said the grocer.
As the four cubes danced across the felt and came to rest, Selman pointed his six-shooter at the back of

Hardin’s head.
“You have four sixes to beat,” cried Hardin in joy!
Selman pulled the trigger.
Hardin spun around to face Selman.  A hole had appeared at the corner of his left eye — the exit

wound of the bullet that had just passed through his brain.  Even so, Hardin reached for his six-shooter as
he fell to the floor.  Selman kept shooting even as Hardin lay prostrate, his lifeblood rapidly forming a
gooey lake on the barroom floor.

John Jr. then ran into the bar and took his father by the arm as he pleaded, “Don’t shoot him anymore!
He’s already dead!”

On April 5th, 1896 — the two-year anniversary of Selman’s shooting of Bass Outlaw — Outlaw’s
friend George Scarborough called Selman out into the alley behind the Wigwam Saloon and shot him
dead in a gunfight.  Due to Selman’s bad reputation (a known rapist, murderer, and cattle rustler) Scarbo-
rough was acquitted at his murder trial.
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On April 5th 1900 — six years to the day after Selman had killed Bass Outlaw, and four years to the
day after Scarborough had killed Selman, Scarborough himself died after a gun battle with two rustlers.

Scarborough had managed to kill one of the rustlers before dying.

In 1902, I heard that Tom Horn had finally been arrested for murder.  I decided to head back to
Wyoming and check out the situation.

Evidently, in the spring of 1901 Horn had joined an old friend named John Coble at Coble’s ranch
north of Laramie.  Coble was the son of a wealthy Pennsylvania family who had come west rather than
accept an appointment at the United States Naval Academy.  He had established the Fontier Land &
Cattle Company with Sir Horace Plunkett, a young Irish nobleman, only to be wiped out in the bitter
winter of 1886-1887.  Sir Horace returned to Ireland.  Coble moved to Iron Mountain, Wyoming, where
he established his horse ranch.  Coble had first met Horn in his capacity as a stock detective, and they
became friends.  Coble was a romantic, and he undoubtedly viewed the killer as a living link to the fading
frontier.  Horn played the rôle, entertaining Coble and his guests at the Cheyenne Club with tales of the
days when he rode with the herds going up the Chisholm Trail and when he had stalked the Apache with
Al Sieber.  To repay Coble’s kindness, Horn began to search out the rustlers who were preying on the
Iron Mountain herds.  In this way, he first met Victor Miller, the head of a homesteading family.  Board-
ing with the Millers was a petite schoolteacher named Glendolene Myrtle Kimmell.  Ms. Kimmell was a
round-faced girl who some thought looked Asian.  She had left a small town in Missouri not only to teach
at the Iron Mountain School, but also to satisfy a deep desire to see the Wild West with its gallant fron-
tiersmen she had read so much about.

Tom Horn was a powerful man, almost seven feet tall, straight as an arrow shaft, with broad shoulders
and a slim waist.  When Horn was sober, he could be a delightful companion.  He held the attention of a
crowd with an endless storehouse of anecdotes and stories about the frontier.  However, when he was
drunk, Horn could be violent and unpredictable.

The taciturn and stodgy Miller boys, who only rode farm plugs, had been a disappointment to Ms.
Kimmell — but Tom Horn was the fulfillment of her dreams.  As she later wrote, he was the true
embodiment of the romantic man of the West; tall, lean, hawk-eyed, and with an air of danger about him.
She was good for Horn’s ego and he basked in her admiration.  While casually paying her attention, Horn
also learned of the feud between the Millers and their neighbor, one Kels P. Nickell.  Miller and Nickell
had been feuding for years.  They had been in and out of court several times — and to top things off,
Nickell had once tried to slash Horn’s patron Coble with a knife.  He was thus already a prime target even
before Nickell committed the sacrilege of bringing sheep into cow country.  With this blasphemy, the
entire area rose against him.

The fiercely stubborn Kentuckian refused to yield.  He defied his neighbors and stood guard over his
flock with a shotgun.

On the morning of July 18th, Willie Nickell, the fourteen-year-old son of the renegade sheepherder
Kels, left to go stay overnight with his father at the sheep camp.  His mother waved good-bye and went
back into the house.  In the morning, the two smaller Nickell boys found the body of their brother at the
corral gate.  He had apparently been knocked from his saddle with one shot.  Then, as he apparently tried
to run toward the house, he was shot a second time.  Willie had been wearing his father’s clothes, and it
was widely speculated that the killer had mistaken Willie for Kels.
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In stocking feet, the killer had examined the body before walking back to his hideout behind some
rocks and riding away.

Some settlers who knew of Horn’s reputation named him as the killer, but Horn produced an alibi
proving he was on a train between Laramie and Cheyenne on the day Willie was killed.

Victor Miller was also a suspect, but Ms. Kimmell testified at a coroner’s jury that Miller had been at
home when the shooting took place.

The state matched the county’s reward offer of $500, and reward posters appeared on fence posts and
telegraph poles.  Joe LeFors took the case.

A few days later, Kels was shot from ambush.  The bullets shattered his arm.  As he lay in the hospital,
he heard that masked men had clubbed several of his sheep to death.

With this, the cattle barons finally won their long fight against the erratic Nickell.  Kels sadly sold his
spread and moved to Cheyenne, where he opened a steam laundry.

The sensational case gradually died away — but Joe LeFors doggedly continued to investigate the
boy’s murder.  After LeFors interviewed the Millers, Ms. Kimmell wrote a long letter to Horn — then on
a drinking spree in Denver — warning him that LeFors was asking many questions.  Horn ignored the
letter and continued to make his nightly tour of the saloons.

Horn, who had not been in Denver for several years, discovered the city was no longer a large cow
camp where the cowboy with money was king.  The night was lighted with electric signs.  The wooden
sidewalks were gone, along with the old-fashioned stores and their false fronts.

To the adoring Glendolene Kimmell, Tom Horn, in his high-heeled boots and sombrero, was a living
legend.  For many others, Horn was a link to the frontier that was fast becoming a romantic memory.
Whenever he entered a local saloon, he was quickly joined by admirers who were always ready to buy
him a drink.  To the Denverites, though, Tom Horn was a living anachronism.

Meanwhile, LeFors was in Laramie gathering information.  He was told that on the day of the Nickell
murder, Horn had arrived in Laramie ‘on a steamy shaken horse’ that obviously had been ridden hard, and
that Horn had left a bloodstained sweater at a cobbler’s shop.

LeFors set a trap for Horn.  On the pretext that a rancher-friend in Montana wanted a good stockman’s
detective, LeFors coaxed Horn into a boasting mood.  This was generally not a difficult accomplishment.
Between chews of tobacco, Horn told how he had been paid “$2,100 for killing three men and shooting
five times at another.”  He allegedly also calmly told LeFors how he shot the Nickell boy at three hundred
yards and called it “the dirtiest trick I have ever done...  killing is my specialty...  I look on it as a busi-
ness...”

Behind the door of LeFors’ office were Deputy Sheriff Leslie Snow and Charles Ohnhatus, the district
court stenographer who took down in shorthand everything Horn said to LeFors.  After Horn left, LeFors
swore out a warrant for murder and Horn was arrested.

Horn’s trial in the fall of 1902 was one of the most sensational of its time.  Everyone knew that Horn
was not as important as the unspoken issue that was actually being put on trial:  It was wealthy, influential
cattle barons vs. small, usually penniless homesteaders.  It was the old century colliding with the new.

Predictably, the cattle barons gave Horn the best counsel money could buy in the person of John W.
Lacey, general counsel for the Union Pacific and onetime Wyoming chief justice.

The trial was held on the second floor of Cheyenne’s old courthouse and the courtroom was jammed.
It was a morbidly fascinating view into the World of the Wasicu.  Cattlemen and homesteaders came on
horseback, in fringed carriages, and wagons loaded down with children.  They came because they knew
that years later they would be able to boast to their grandchildren how they had seen Tom Horn, the range
killer, during the days he had fought for his life in the small dusty courtroom.  There were big city report-
ers from the East strutting about, and cowboys in tight Sunday suits and ties with tiny, greasy knots.
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There were self-conscious ‘witnesses’ in their best suits, and farmers with mud-splattered boots and
collarless shirts.

During Horn’s trial, the prosecution introduced the vague and rambling confession taken by LeFors
while Horn was intoxicated.  Only certain parts of Horn’s statement were introduced, thus distorting the
significance of the statement.  Additionally, perjured testimony by at least two witnesses, including
LeFors, was presented by the prosecution, as well as circumstantial evidence that only placed him in the
general vicinity of the crime scene.

The highlight of the trial was the testimony of Joe LeFors and Tom Horn.  The marshal detailed how
he had set the trap for Horn, then read his ‘confession’.  Horn denied he killed the boy and insisted LeFors
had doctored the shorthand notes in his quest for the $1,000 reward.

I don’t know what political shenanigans were going on behind the scenes, but for whatever reason, the
hit was in on Horn.  This was not a trial — it was a railroad.  It can probably be safely assumed that Horn
had pissed off and/or betrayed the wrong person/people — or possibly, the barons knew that the little
people wanted blood, and they figured that it would probably be better to give them some of Horn’s rather
than risk their own.

The true story would probably impossible to detangle.

It is possible — and in fact, it is highly probable — that Tom Horn had had absolutely nothing to do
with the murder of Willie Nickell.  Nonetheless, on the morning of October 23rd, 1902, the jury returned a
verdict of guilty.  Horn was sentenced to hang.  He was returned to his cell while appeals took place.  The
Territory waited.  Now the question was:  Would Tom Horn betray his wealthy accomplices to save his
own life?

A plot to blow up the jail by Horn’s cowboy friends was uncovered in December.  In the saloons, the
story was repeated that Butch Cassidy was gathering his Wild Bunch riders to help in Tom Horn’s escape.
(At the time, Cassidy was in South America and most of his riders were dead or in jail.)

Five sticks of dynamite were found in the snow outside the wall of the jail and guards found a length
of lead pipe hidden in the range killer’s pants leg.  The winter passed.

In August, as the city prepared for its annual Frontier Days, Horn made a desperate attempt to escape.
His partner was another desperado named Jim McCloud, who was awaiting trial for robbery.

Horn’s attorneys fought to the last hour to save him.  The grief-stricken Miss Kimmell, who had gone
back to Missouri, gave a last-minute affidavit in which she claimed she had overheard “on three different
occasions” two men talk of how they had shot the boy.  The attorneys appeared before Governor Chat-
terton to present this evidence — but after a hearing, he ruled that the schoolteacher “was not telling the
truth but seeking to shield Horn.”  He refused to postpone the execution.

The Governor also revealed that there was “a plan by which the train which took Horn to the peniten-
tiary was to be wrecked and the prisoner freed.  But that was contingent upon his securing a commutation
of the sentence to life imprisonment.  But I have given the matter the last consideration and the execution
will take place on Friday without fail...”

On a cold November morning, I watched Horn hang.
To his credit, Horn was game as he went to his death.
To his credit, he scorned requests to turn informer and refused to name the wealthy cattle barons who

had paid him to murder the defenseless ranchers and rustlers.  Whether this was from personal loyalty or
from fear of some sort of blackmail is impossible to know.  The man was a back-shooting scoundrel, but
he was also capable of honour — misplaced as it may have been.  I remembered that during the Apache
War, Tom Horn had been well liked and respected by many men, both white and red.  While killing
unarmed men and scaring others was a lucrative business, I got the feeling from listening to Horn brag in
the saloons that he yearned for the days of the Apache War, when he had worthy enemies as skilled as he
was in tracking and killing.
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I believe that he also realized that he had become a drifter on the high plains, moving from spread to
spread, and from one lonely campfire to another.  He had only transient friends and saloon admirers who
crowded around him to hear his boasting tales and accept his drinks.

He had been forced into the rôle of a spiritual whore, just like nearly everyone else in Wasicu culture.
This was not the way it had to be.  Ms. Kimmell was a prize worth having — but evidently, Horn couldn’t
accept acceptation.

His world was ending.  He had been relegated to the status of a relic.

I think Horn was not completely sorry that it was all over.

After the hanging, Horn’s body was cut down and taken to the local undertaker.  I watched as Kels
Nickell met the corpse at the mortuary.  With a look of sad triumph, he pulled back the rubber poncho.

Kels, for one, obviously believed that Horn had killed his son.
He glanced at the dark blue face, and then nodded in a most satisfied manner.

Then, Kels Nickell turned and walked away...67

In Cheyenne, the story was circulated that Tom Horn was never executed and that he had been freed
by the power of the cattle barons.

In spite of the fact that I had personally seen him hung and that I had personally viewed the body — I
soon heard men swearing that they had seen the arrow-straight figure of Tom Horn outlined against the
sky as he headed for some lonely valley to ambush a troublesome nester or a rustler who had changed one
too many brands or incurred the wrath of the wrong cattle baron.

Unlike Horn, these men hadn’t yet figured out that their world was over.

67 Editor’s Note: Throughout his career, Joe LeFors had a habit of bragging about his exploits and about his prowess as a
lawman.  The only reason he became famous is that he took Horn down.  Short of his arrest of Horn, who had not resisted,
LeFors was not what could be referred to as an effective law enforcement official.  He did often lead posses in pursuit of
outlaws, robbers or thieves — it was just that he never caught anyone.  Time after time, LeFors would return home empty
handed having captured no one.

Little is known about Joe LeFors’ life after Horn’s hanging.  In a January 1st, 1902, letter to W.D. Smith in Helena, Montana,
of the ‘Iron Mountain Ranch Company’, LeFors spoke with Smith about working in a position to infiltrate a gang as an employee
of the cattle company rather than in his capacity as a law enforcement officer.  Smith had asked LeFors to recommend someone
for the job, which paid a princely salary of $125 per month. LeFors had quickly written a letter recommending himself, stating
that it didn’t matter how tough the gang members were because he could handle them.  LeFors stated in the letter that the
gang couldn’t be any worse than the ‘Brown’s Hole Gang’, and that he [LeFors] had stopped their cattle stealing in only one
summer.  That was, in fact, a lie.  LeFors had nothing to do with stopping the Brown’s Hole Gang — although he did spend
several weeks looking for them.  There has since been some speculation that LeFors needed to close the Nickell murder case as
soon as possible so that he would not miss the opportunity at the high paying job offered in Helena.  Already under pressure to
do so, this only added to his incentive.  However, that is mostly speculation, and cannot be verified as only LeFors knows what
he was thinking.  Following the hanging of Horn, LeFors did take the job in Helena, though, and he worked there for many
months.  He not only failed to infiltrate the gang in question, he had no effect whatsoever.  Eventually, the cattle company fired
him in 1904, and little is known about his whereabouts after that except that he died on October 1st, 1940.
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Chapter Sixteen:
The Search

Gold is most excellent; gold constitutes treasure; and he who has it does all he wants in the world, and
can even lift souls up to Paradise...

— Christopher Columbus

1904
Salt Lake City to the Black Hills

have been studying historical records in the Mormon Library.  While there are many records
that the Mormons keep buried in some inaccessible vault, there is also much in the public

record.  By telling them that I was a long lost ‘sheep’, and by insinuating that there was any way in hell I
might ‘return to the fold’, I was able to access somewhat more ‘privileged’ information than the everyday
Gentile historian would...

After Brigham Young’s death in 1877, he was followed by a series of powerful LDS presidents, all of
whom resisted efforts by the United States Congress to outlaw Mormon polygamous marriages.  Conflict
between Mormons and the US government escalated to the point that in 1890, Congress ‘disincorporated’
the LDS Church and seized all its assets.

Soon thereafter, church president Wilford Woodruff issued a Manifesto that officially suspended the
practice of polygamy.  Although this Manifesto did not yet dissolve existing plural marriages, and did not
entirely stop the practice of polygamy, relations with the United States markedly improved after 1890.
Utah was admitted as a US state.

Relations further improved after 1904.  Joseph F. Smith, who was the son of Joseph Smith’s brother
Hyrum, had assumed presidency of the Church, and he finally disavowed polygamy before the United
States Congress.  He issued a ‘Second Manifesto’ calling for all plural marriages in the church to cease.68

Besides my own personal history, I have learned much of the Wasicu past.  I have learned that when
Columbus first landed on Hispaniola in 1492, virtually the entire island was covered by lush forest.69 The
Taino ‘Indians’ who lived there had an apparently idyllic life prior to Columbus — at least according to
the reports left to us by literate members of Columbus’s crew, such as one Miguel Cuneo.

When Columbus and his crew arrived on their second visit to Hispaniola, they took captive about two
thousand local villagers who had come out to greet them.  Cuneo wrote:

When our caravels where to leave for Spain, we gathered 1,600 hundred male and female persons of those Indians, and
these we embarked in our caravels on February 17th, 1495.  For those who remained, we let it be known [to the Spaniards
who manned the island's fort] in the vicinity that anyone who wanted to take some of them could do so, to the amount
desired, which was done.

Cuneo further notes that he himself took a beautiful teenage Carib girl as his personal slave — a ‘gift’
from Columbus himself.  However, Cuneo wrote that when he attempted to have sex with her, she
“resisted with all her strength.”  Thus, in his own words, he “thrashed her mercilessly and raped her.”

68 Editor’s Note: Eventually, the church adopted a policy of excommunicating its members found practicing polygamy, and
today they seek actively to distance themselves from ‘fundamentalist’ groups that still engage in the practice.

69 Editor’s Note: Now when you fly over the Haitian portion of Hispaniola — the island on which Columbus landed — it
looks as if someone took a blowtorch and burned away everything green.  The ocean around Port au Prince is choked for miles
with the brown of human sewage and eroded topsoil.  From the air, it looks like a brown lava flow is spilling out into the sea.

I
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Columbus once referred to the Taino Indians as cannibals — which was a blatant lie — in order to
justify his slaughter and enslavement of these people.70 He wrote to the Spanish monarchs in 1493:

It is possible, with the name of the Holy Trinity, to sell all the slaves which it is possible to sell.  Here there are so many
of these slaves, and also brazil wood, that although they are living things they are as good as gold.

Columbus and his men also used the Taino as sex slaves.  It was common for Columbus to reward
men by presenting them with local women to rape.  As he began exporting Taino as slaves to other parts
of the world, the sex-slave trade became an important part of his business.  Columbus wrote to a friend in
1500:

A hundred castellanoes [a Spanish coin] are as easily obtained for a woman as for a farm and it is
very general and there are plenty of dealers who go about looking for girls; those from nine to ten
[years old] are now in demand.

However, the Taino turned out to be lousy workers on the plantations that the Spaniards and later the
French established on Hispaniola.  For some reason they resented their lands and children being taken,
and they attempted to fight back against the invaders.  Since the Taino were obviously standing in the
way of Spain’s progress, Columbus sought to impose ‘discipline’ upon them.  For even a minor offense,
an Indian’s nose or ear was cut off so he could go back to his village to impress the people with the
Spaniards brutality.  Columbus also attacked them with dogs, skewered them with pikes, and shot them.

Eventually, life for the Taino became so unbearable that, as Pedro de Cordoba wrote to King Ferdi-
nand in a 1517 letter:

As a result of the sufferings and hard labor they endured, the Indians choose and have chosen
suicide.  Occasionally a hundred have committed mass suicide.  The women, exhausted by labor, have
shunned conception and childbirth.  Many, when pregnant, have taken something to abort and have
aborted.  Others after delivery have killed their children with their own hands, so as not to leave them
in such oppressive slavery.

Eventually, Columbus simply resorted to wiping out the Taino altogether.  This strategy proved popu-
lar and set the standard for the next three centuries.  Prior to Columbus’ arrival, some scholars place the
population of Haiti/Hispaniola at around 1.5 to 3 million people.  By 1496, it was down to 1.1 million,
according to a census done by Bartholomew Columbus.  By 1516, the indigenous population was 12,000.
According to Las Casas, (who was there), by 1542, fewer than 200 natives were alive.

By 1555, every single one was dead.
This wasn’t just the story of Hispaniola; the Wasicus have employed the same strategy upon indige-

nous peoples worldwide.  Slavery, apartheid, and the entire concept of ‘manifest destiny’ have been used
to justify incomprehensible suffering of vast masses of human beings.  Wasicus live in a culture expound-
ing the principle that if somebody else has something they need, and if those people won’t willingly give
it to them, then it is perfectly justifiable to simply kill them and take it.  In the United States, the first
‘Indian war’ in New England was the Pequot War of 1636.  The colonists surrounded the largest of the
Pequot villages, set it afire as the sun began to rise, and then ‘performed their duty’:  They shot everybody
— men, women, children, and the elderly who tried to escape.  Puritan colonist William Bradford
described the scene:

It was a fearful sight to see them thus frying in the fire and the streams of blood quenching the
same, and horrible was the stink and scent thereof; but the victory seemed a sweet sacri fice, and they
[the colonists] gave praise thereof to God, who had wrought so wonderfully...

70 Editor’s Note: This lie is taught to this day in some American schools.
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The Narragansett, who up to that point were ‘friends’ of the colonists, were so shocked by this exam-
ple of European-style warfare that they refused further alliances with the Wasicus.  Captain John
Underhill ridiculed the Narragansett for their unwillingness to engage in genocide, saying Narragansett
wars with other tribes were “more for pastime, than to conquer and subdue enemies.”  Underhill was
absolutely correct in this assertion.  The Narragansett form of war, like that of almost all Native Ameri-
cans, did not have extermination of the opponent as a goal.  Even if such a goal weren’t simply insane,
neighbors were necessary in order to conduct trade.  They were also necessary to maintain a strong gene
pool via intermarriage and to insure cultural diversity.  Most tribes would not even want the lands of
others!  We had no desire to violate the sacred and spirit-filled areas of the other tribes except in the most
dire circumstance.  Even the killing of an enemy was not the most important aspect of our ‘wars’.  We
most often fought to achieve some pre-determined measure of victory, such as counting coup, seizing a
staff, crossing a particular line, or the surrender of our opponent.

When Thomas Jefferson — who created the phrase ‘all men are created equal’ whilst owning human
slaves — doubled the size of the United States by purchasing the Louisiana Territory from France in
1803, he thought that all the eastern Indians could move there.  He proposed to Congress that Indians
should be encouraged to settle down on smaller tracts and farm; also, they should be encouraged to trade
with whites, to incur debts, and then to pay off these debts with tracts of land.  “...Two measures are
deemed expedient.  First to encourage them to abandon hunting...  Secondly, To Multiply trading houses
among them... leading them thus to agriculture, to manufactures, and civilization...”

However, it remained to Andrew Jackson to implement the insidious policies that truly destroyed
native cultures.  Jackson’s 1814 treaty with the Creeks started something new and important:  It granted
Indians individual ownership of land, thus splitting Indian from Indian, and breaking up communal land-
holding.  They bribed some with land whilst leaving others out, and introduced the competition and
conniving that marks the spirit of Western capitalism.  It fitted well the old Jeffersonian idea of how to
handle the Indians by bringing them into ‘civilization’.  Between 1814 and 1824, a series of treaties with
the southern Indians cost them three-fourths of Alabama and Florida, one-third of Tennessee, one-fifth of
Georgia and Mississippi, and parts of Kentucky and North Carolina.  Jackson played a key rôle in those
treaties.  It was probably just a coincidence that his friends and relatives received many of the patronage
appointments, such as Indian agents, traders, treaty commissioners, surveyors, and land agents.  Wasicu
histories of this period extol Jackson’s policies concerning tariffs, banking, political parties, and political
rhetoric.  They never mention Jackson the slaveholder, land speculator, executioner of dissident soldiers,
and exterminator of Indians.

Chief Black Hawk of the Fox tribe made a surrender speech in 1832:

...[Black Hawk] is now a prisoner to the white men...  He has done nothing for which an Indian
ought to be ashamed.  He has fought for his countrymen, the squaws and papooses, against white men,
who came year after year, to cheat them and take away their lands.  You know the cause of our making
war.  It is known to all white men.  They ought to be ashamed of it.  Indians are not deceitful.  The
white men speak bad of the Indian and look at him spitefully, but the Indian does not tell lies.  Indians
do not steal.

An Indian who is as bad as the white men could not live in our nation; he would be put to death
and eaten up by the wolves.  The white men are bad schoolmasters.  They carry false books and deal in
false actions; they smile in the face of the poor Indian to cheat him; they shake them by the hand to
gain their confidence, to make them drunk to deceive them, and they ruin our wives.  We told them to
leave us alone and keep away from us; they followed on, and beset our paths, and they coiled themselves
among us, like the snake.  They poisoned us by their touch.  We were not safe.  We lived in danger.  We
were becoming like them, hypocrites and liars, adulterous lazy drones, all talkers and no workers...

The white men do not scalp the head; but they do worse — they poison the heart...  Farewell my
nation!  ...Farewell to Black Hawk.
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I could not have said it better myself.
Then we have the slave trade.  They literally sold human beings! Millions of them!  It is reported in

the Mormon Library that by 1800, 10 to 15 million blacks had been transported as slaves to the Americas,
representing perhaps one-third of those originally seized in Africa.  It is roughly estimated that Africa lost
50 million human beings to death and slavery in those centuries that they call the ‘beginnings of modern
Western civilization’ at the hands of slave traders and plantation owners in Western Europe and America
— the countries deemed the most advanced in the world.  I read here that in the year 1610, a Catholic
priest in the Americas named Father Sandoval wrote back to a church functionary in Europe to ask if the
capture, transport, and enslavement of African blacks was legal by church doctrine.  A letter dated March
12th, 1610, from Brother Luis Brandaon to Father Sandoval gives the answer:

Your Reverence writes me that you would like to know whether the Negroes who are sent to your
parts have been legally captured.  To this I reply that I think your Reverence should have no scruples on
this point, because this is a matter which has been questioned by the Board of Conscience in Lisbon,
and all its members are learned and conscientious men.  Nor did the bishops who were in Sao Thome,
Cape Verde, and here in Loando — all learned and virtuous men — find fault with it.  We have been
here ourselves for forty years and there have been among us very learned Fathers... never did they
consider the trade as illicit.  Therefore, we and the Fathers of Brazil buy these slaves for our service
without any scruple...

This Wasicu says it better than I ever could.
The already highly publicized conditions suffered by black slaves on the slave ships were multiplied

several fold for the slave women, who were often one-third of the cargo.  Slave traders reported:

I saw pregnant women give birth to babies while chained to corpses, which our drunken overseers
had not removed... packed spoon-fashion, they often gave birth to children in the scalding perspiration
from the human cargo...  On board the ship was a young Negro woman chained to the deck, who had
lost her senses soon after she was purchased and taken on board.

While the ‘modern’ Wasicu never actually enslaves fellow Wasicus, they had a status called ‘inden-
tured servitude’ that was just one step above it.  Many of these ‘indentured servants’ were teenage girls,
and they lived lives not significantly different from those of actual slaves — the central difference being
that their slavery had a time limit, whereas the African slaves were not only enslaved for life, but so were
their children and their children’s children.

A book called America’s Working Women (by Baxandall, Gordon, and Reverby) describes the situa-
tion:

They were poorly paid and often treated rudely and harshly, deprived of good food and privacy.  Of
course, these terrible conditions provoked resistance.  Living in separate families without much contact
with others in their position, indentured servants had one primary path of resistance open to them:
Passive resistance, trying to do as little work as possible, and to create difficulties for their masters and
mistresses.  Of course, the masters and mistresses did not interpret it that way, but saw the difficult
behaviour of their servants as sullenness, laziness, malevolence, and stupidity.

Court records are also revealing.  There are copies of a judgment from the General Court of Connecti-
cut from 1645, wherein the court ordered:

Susan C., for her rebellious carriage toward her mistress, to be sent to the house of correction and
be kept to hard labour and coarse diet, to be brought forth the next lecture day to be publically
corrected, and so to be corrected weekly, until order be given to the contrary.
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It is obvious from reading these records that sexual abuse of servant girls by their masters was also
common.  There were several masters brought to court for this, and due to the fact that the ‘master’ surely
had every advantage over the ‘servant’ in these types of situations, it can probably be safely assumed that
there were an exponentially larger number of cases that never saw the light of day.

In 1756, an indentured servant named Elizabeth Sprigs wrote to her father about her servitude:

What we unfortunate English People suffer here is beyond the probability of you in England to
Conceive, let it suffice that I one of the unhappy Number, am toiling almost Day and Night, and very
often in the Horses druggery, with only this comfort that you Bitch you do not halfe enough, and then
tied up and whipp’d to that Degree that you’d not serve an Annimal, scarce any thing but Indian Corn
and Salt to eat and that even begrudged nay many Negroes are better used, almost naked no shoes nor
stockings to wear... what rest we can get is to rap ourselves up in a Blanket and ly upon the Ground...

The Wasicus have created a world wherein good honest hardworking people are consigned to a life of
penury whilst lying scumbags who kill and deceive without thought are rewarded with unthinkable riches.
John D. Rockefeller bought an oil refinery in 1862, and by 1870 set up Standard Oil Company of Ohio.
He lied, cut throats, and cheated his way to a fortune.  He made secret agreements with the railroads to
ship his oil with them if they give him rebates on their prices, and thus drove competitors out of business.
By 1899, Standard Oil was a holding company that controlled the stock of many other companies.  The
capital was $110 million, the profit was $45 million a year, and John D. Rockefeller’s fortune was
estimated at $200 million.  Before long, he would move into iron, copper, coal, shipping, and banking.
The Rockefeller fortune is now worth over $2 billion.

Andrew Carnegie built a steel fortune with government cooperation by keeping out foreign competi-
tors via tariffs.  He made $40 million profit last year while his employees watch their children starve.  He
just sold his steel company to J. P. Morgan for $492 million.

J. P. Morgan formed the US Steel Corporation, combining Carnegie’s corporation with others.  He
sold stocks and bonds for $1,300,000,000, which was $400 million more than the combined worth of the
companies, and took a fee of $150 million for arranging the consolidation.  He assured that the dividends
could be paid by making sure that Congress passed tariffs keeping out foreign steel, by closing off
competition and maintaining the price at $28 per ton, and by working 200,000 men twelve hours a day for
wages that barely keep their families alive.

And so it goes in industry after industry.  Cut-throat lying cheating businessmen building empires with
government subsidies, choking out competition, maintaining high prices, and keeping wages low.  Ameri-
can Telephone and Telegraph has a monopoly on the telephone system.  International Harvester makes
85% of all farm machinery.  In every industry, all resources are concentrated and controlled by a small
handful of men who have the government in their pockets.  The banks have interests in almost all of these
monopolies so as to create an interlocking network of powerful corporate directors, each of whom sit on
the boards of many other corporations.  Morgan sits on the boards of 48 corporations.  Rockefeller sits on
37.

The ingenuity exhibited by the useless parasites in Wasicu culture in their never-ending efforts to steal
the wealth created by productive people is truly amazing.  They have perfected a politics of ambiguity,
i.e. speaking for the lower and middle classes to get their support in times of rapid growth and potential
turmoil.  They seem to give people a choice between two different political parties that allows them, in
periods of rebellion, to choose the slightly more democratic one, when actually both of these supposedly
opposed political parties work for their oppressors.  The courts and the politicians invariably favour the
interests of the wealthy over those of the workers or the country itself.  In 1887, with a huge surplus in the
treasury, President Grover Cleveland, elected on a platform of protecting working people from the rich,
vetoed a bill appropriating $100,000 for relief to Texas farmers suffering from a severe drought.  He said,
“Federal aid in such cases... encourages the expectation of paternal care on the part of the government and
weakens the sturdiness of our national character.”  However, that very same year, Cleveland used his gold
surplus to pay off wealthy bondholders at $28 above the $100 value of each bond, for a total gift of $45
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million — all to a small handful of wealthy parasites living in decadent luxury whilst the Texas farmers
lost their farms.  The law of ‘eminent domain’ was used in the 30 years preceding the Civil War to take
farmers’ land and give it to canal companies or railroad companies as subsidies.  Mill owners were given
the legal right to destroy other people’s property by flood.  Judgments for damages against businessmen
were taken out of the hands of juries, which were unpredictable, and given to judges.  Private settlement
of disputes by arbitration was replaced by court settlements, creating more dependence upon lawyers and
the legal profession, almost all of whom were in the hands of the Robber Barons.  The ancient idea of a
fair price for goods gave way to the philosophy of caveat emptor, or let the buyer beware, thus leaving
generations of consumers from that time on at the complete mercy of businessmen.

From reading their histories, I have learned that in ancient times, the mal-distribution of wealth was
accomplished by mere force.  In modern times, it is accomplished by law, which has the appearance of
neutrality and fairness.

Every twenty or so years, they have a manufactured ‘financial panic’, wherein the Robber Barons
consolidate their hold on the purse strings.  These occurred in 1837 and 1857.  They had a big one in
1873, wherein the banking house of Jay Cooke — a man who had made $3 million during the Civil War
selling government bonds — started this panic.  While President Grant slept in Cooke’s Philadelphia
mansion, the banker rode downtown to lock the door on his bank.

And it was more than just Jay Cooke.  The crisis was built into a system that was chaotic in its nature,
in which only the very rich were secure.  Every one of these panics resulted in the wiping out of small
businesses and brought cold, hunger, and death to working people while the fortunes of the Astors, the
Vanderbilts, the Rockefellers, and the Morgans kept growing through war and peace, through crisis and
recovery.  It was during the 1873 crisis that Carnegie captured the steel market and Rockefeller wiped out
his competitors in the oil business.

In 1877, the signals were given for the rest of the century:  The Blacks would be put back into servi-
tude even worse than slavery, and the strikes of white workers would not be tolerated.  With the govern-
ment actively helping, the industrial and political elítes of both North and South would take hold of the
country and organize the greatest march of economic growth in human history.  It would be built on the
backs of Blacks, Chinese immigrants, European immigrants, females, children, and poor whites.  The
people who actually did the work to produce this wealth would live miserable lives of abject poverty
whilst insane profits would accrue to the Robber Barons. Their ranks included men of the calibre of J. P.
Morgan, who bought rifles for $350 each, and then sold them to the Union Army at $22 each.  The rifles
were defective and would shoot off the thumbs of the soldiers using them.  A congressional committee
noted this in the small print of an obscure report, but a federal judge upheld the deal as the fulfillment of a
valid legal contract.  Morgan himself escaped military service by paying $300 to a substitute.  So did John
D. Rockefeller, Andrew Carnegie, Philip Armour, Jay Gould, and James Mellon.  Mellon’s father had
written to him that, “A man may be a patriot without risking his own life or sacrificing his health.  There
are plenty of lives less valuable.”

And as if all this was not bad enough, the Wasicus type of warfare not only exterminates all the
people, but it is also practiced against wolves, coyotes, insects, animals and trees.  It is their way of life.
It is an integral part of their foundational cultural notions.  They must kill the earth itself so that everyone
must depend upon them for their survival because every other way of life is superior to their way.

It always comes back to that:  No one would live as their slaves if they had any other choice.
I believe that I have finally figured out a great mystery that has haunted me since I met the Wasicus.  I

have met a few of these monstrous ‘men’ who mass-murder women and children for profit.  To my
amazement, they were human.  They seemed wise and kind.  They seemed to love their children, and they
assisted their friends in need.  Many of them financially supported organizations that helped the ‘less
privileged’.

How could this be?  How could someone do what these people do and still be able to sleep at night
knowing the infinite horror and nightmare they bring about by their actions?  How can they even be of the
same species that I am?
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I believe I have finally figured it out:  Whilst I view them as human, they do not view me as human.
They literally view ‘common’ people as domestic animals — or ‘wild’ animals in my particular case.
They view slaughtering us with the same emotion that they slaughter cattle.  It is just that we are more
dangerous than cattle, so we must be handled with a little more care.  They are not ‘evil’.  In order to be
evil, you must have consciousness of your evil.  These people do not have evil intent.  They honestly and
simply do not see you and me as human.  We are simply viewed as livestock, to be used to make profit.
They honestly and simply do not realize that they are killing the Earth.  If anything, the Earth is viewed
with even less empathy than you and I.

And the most horrific thing:  There is no way to stop them.

I don’t know what to do.

In the summer of 1903, I returned to Paha Sapa.  After a visit to Dora DuFran — who was, incredibly,
still operating a brothel in the area — I went to the Mount Moriah Cemetery in Deadwood to visit Wild
Bill’s grave.

Since Dora had already told me that Calamity Jane was in town, and that she was earning her keep by
cooking and doing the laundry for Dora’s girls, I was not surprised to find her at the gravesite.

“Hello, Jane,” I said.  She obviously did not recognize me.
“I am Trinity Valance.  I was a friend of James’.  I met you on Charley Utter’s wagon train, then in

Custer’s camp, then here in Deadwood with James, and then I saw you briefly when I shot a stagecoach
driver and you jumped out to take the reins.”

This obviously fascinated her.  “Yes, I remember that. You shot the driver?  I thought that was an
Indian.”

“I rode with the Sioux for awhile.”
She looked at me strangely.  Then she said, “Well, that is interesting.”
I asked:  “So, how is life?”
Jane sighed and said, “It has been very sad ever since Bill died.  Basically, I been drifting here and

there without much purpose.”

This was a sad fate often suffered by Wasicus.

She continued:  “I stayed here in Deadwood until 1881.  Then I went to Wyoming.  In 1882, I went to
Miles city and started a ranch on the Yellowstone raising stock and cattle.  I also kept a wayside inn,
where I accommodated weary travelers with food and drink — or trouble if they was looking for it.  I left
that in 1883 and traveled west to Ogden, then to California, and in late 1884, I went to San Francisco.
Then I went to El Paso in the fall. While in El Paso, I met Mr. Clinton Burk, a native of Texas, who I
married in August 1885.  I figgered that I had travelled through life long enough alone, and I thought it
was about time to take a partner for the rest of my days.  We stayed in Texas leading a quiet home life
until 1889.  On October 28th, 1887, I had a baby girl.  She was the very image of her father — at least that
is what he said — but she had the temper of her mother.71

71 Editor’s Note: Biographers tend to think that Jane’s marriage occurred sometime in the 1890s; one source dates it at
September 25th, 1891.  While she never wrote of any other men or children, evidence exists that she was involved with a Robert
Dorsett in the 1880s.  A court record from November 1888 states that “Charles Townley, an unmarried man, and Jane Doe, alias
Calamity Jane, an unmarried woman, [did at times] unlawfully bed, cohabit and live together ... without being then and there
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“When we left Texas we went to Boulder, Colorado, where we kept a hotel until 1893, after which we
travelled through Wyoming, Montana, Idaho, Washington, Oregon, then back to Montana.  Then I came
back here to Dakota.  I hadn’t been here in seventeen years.  I met several gentlemen from eastern cities
who advised me to allow myself to be placed before the public in such a manner as to give the people of
the eastern cities an opportunity of seeing the woman scout who was made so famous through her daring
career in the West and Black Hill countries.  I decided, ‘What the hell?’

“My first gig was at the Palace Museum in Minneapolis on January 20th, 1896.  They called me the
‘famous woman scout of the Wild West’, the ‘Heroine of a Thousand Thrilling Adventures’, the ‘Terror
of Evildoers in the Black Hills’, and the ‘Comrade of Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill Hickok’.  Then I toured
with Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show for awhile — but my drinking and fighting led to my being fired in
1901.  Then I appeared at the Pan-American Exposition in Buffalo, New York.  I was selling copies of my
pamphlet autobiography.  However, my drinking got me into trouble again, and Billy Cody had to loan
me some money to get me back home.”

Then, Jane smiled and said, “My arrival in Deadwood after being gone so many years has created
quite an excitement among my many friends of the past — to such an extent that a bunch of them who
have come to Deadwood since I left, and who have heard so much of Calamity Jane and her many
adventures — well, they was all anxious to meet me!

“And now here I am!”
Except for the ‘coming back to Deadwood’ part, all of this was said completely without enthusiasm in

a soulless monotone.  Jane was obviously a very sad woman.  I didn’t blame her.  To be forced to live by
selling your soul and placing it on public display was obscene — yet this was the Wasicu way.

No one can deny Calamity Jane’s unique contributions.  She was a brave, passionate, loyal, and unique
woman.  Faulty human she was — can anyone else claim perfection?  And may I ask how many of these
critics can claim to have left even a small fraction of the legacy that she left?

And yet she was now just another living personification of the end of an Era.  Reality was radically
altering.  The West was Gone.  Already it was being transformed into the Lie that the Wasicus will tell
themselves so that they don’t all have to commit suicide.  I have heard that the Wasicus are going to
preserve the Hot Water Mountains from mines, loggers, hunters, and settlements.  Wow.  Evidently, they
are so stupid that they think the Earth will not die as long as they save a few small pieces of Her from
destruction.  They are so unspeakably arrogant that they think they can wall off the Earth into little fenced
plots, and they are so ignorant that they think that She will simply allow it.

Jane said, “You know that James and I were married just before he was killed.”
She had also said this at Custer’s camp.  I knew that it was complete bullshit then, and I knew even

better that it was complete bullshit now.  Hickok had disliked Jane, and even if they had completed a
marriage ceremony, it would have been nullified by the fact that James was already married to someone
else.

I allowed Jane her fantasy, though.  I said, “Yes.  James mentioned that.”
This finally prompted a smile from her.  She appreciated my gesture, whether or not she actually

believed it herself by this time.  It is quite possible.  It would be a typical Wasicu defensive reaction to
their twisted reality.

Then, she said, “I can’t tell you how much I miss him.”
She actually started crying.
When she stopped, she asked me, “And what about you, Mr. Valance?  How has life treated you?”
I gave a wry laugh, and said, “Mine has been pretty disappointing too.”
“Were you ever married?”
“Yes.  I was married to a Sioux maiden named Deer Runner when I met you.  She was killed along

with our daughter at Wounded Knee.”

married.” Apparently, she also had relationships with a Wyoming rancher named King and a William Steers.  Nothing more is
written anywhere of any baby girl, or even a name, even in Jane’s memoirs.  A woman named Jane McCormick later claimed to
be Jane’s daughter, but her claim was highly questionable.
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“Oh.  I’m sorry.”
“That’s okay.  It was a long time ago.”

It wasn’t that long ago — and it wasn’t okay at all — but as I say — if no one could live a lie whilst in
Wasicu World, they would all go insane.

Calamity Jane did not cause Wounded Knee.

We silently stood over Hickok’s grave for a few more moments.

Our reverie was interrupted when a photographer showed up wanting to take Calamity Jane’s picture
next to Wild Bill Hickok’s grave...

I walked away.

Calamity Jane died of pneumonia two months later.  As per her wish, she was buried next to Wild Bill
Hickok.

Knowing James for the kindhearted man that he was, I doubt that he would have really minded very
much...

As for myself...

I have just learned that after ‘pacifying’ all of the Indians (i.e. after stealing all of our land), the
Americans have now turned Imperialistic and they are now very busy ‘pacifying’ the Philippine Islands.

Whilst their newspapers tout great ‘American Victories’ against the dastardly ‘Oppressors of the
Philippines’ — I know to read behind the lines of these reports.  I can guarantee that the Americans are
using exactly the same methods in the Philippines that they used against us, i.e. mass murdering any
natives who object to having their land devastated and their resources stolen.

I have now learned that many of the American soldiers who are conducting said massacres are some of
the very same soldiers who conducted the Wounded Knee Massacre.

I now have my new Mission!

Maybe I can kill one of the true villains this time!  A general would be awesome!

Unlike Jane, I have a purpose to drive me!

I have an honourable objective to achieve!

I will need to rob a bank in order to finance passage to the Philippines...

It is time to kill more Wasicus!
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Editor’s Final Note:
Bud Dajo

I want no prisoners.  I wish you to kill and burn;
the more you kill and burn, the better it will please me...

The interior of Samar must be made a howling wilderness.
...anyone over ten years old is fair game...

— General Jacob H. Smith
Orders on how to deal

with Filipino ‘insurgents’

here is evidence that in 1904 Trinity Valance did indeed rob a bank in Hard Rock, California,
and then booked passage to the Philippines from San Francisco.  He did not even bother to

conceal his name.  He was booked as ‘Trinity Valance’ and his occupation was listed as a ‘Mormon
Missionary’.

As for the American action in the Philippines:  As usual the US troops had claimed that they were
coming on a mission of ‘liberation’.

As usual the Americans promised to ‘uplift’ the poor oppressed natives by bringing them ‘civiliza-
tion’.

As usual the subjects of all this American beneficence held views of their own.
As usual the American method of saving and ‘uplifting’ the Filipinos included killing large numbers

of them.
As usual the American method of saving and ‘uplifting’ the Filipinos included killing large numbers

of their women and children.
As usual the American method of saving and ‘uplifting’ the Filipinos included destroying their crops

burning their villages killing their animals and obliterating the livelihoods of anyone unfortunate enough
to have survived the massacres.

As usual the Americans utterly wiped out a culture that had been living very happy and sustainable
lives for centuries.

As usual the natives were being transformed from beautiful and free people living in a literal paradise
into miserable slaves living in a poisonous wasteland...

The United States had seized the Philippines in 1898 during the course of their war with Spain.  At
first they were very busy stealing a lot of Spanish land in both the Pacific and the Caribbean and they
initially made little immediate attempt to impose their authority over the southern reaches of the archi-
pelago that was occupied by a Muslim minority known as the ‘Moro’.  Under the terms of the 1899 Bates
Agreement American colonial administrators had ‘promised’ the Moro autonomy in return for acknowl-
edging nominal US sovereignty.  The Americans then gave the same weight to this ‘promise’ as they gave
to any ‘promise’ made to people they robbed.  After the US brutally suppressed the so-called ‘Philippine
Insurrection’ of 1899-1902, (brought about when the Filipinos figured out that the new ‘liberators’ were
merely exchanging Spanish chains for American ones), the Anglo authorities in Manila now had time to
turn their attention to the Moro.  In 1903 they abrogated the Bates Agreement and ordered Major General
Leonard Wood to assert ‘unambiguous jurisdiction’ over what the Americans were now calling the ‘Moro
Province’.  The imperious Wood, President Theodore Roosevelt’s favourite general, followed the usual
procedure of demonizing, vilifying, and dehumanizing the victims.  Wood stated that his new charges
were ‘nothing more nor less than an unimportant collection of pirates and highwaymen’.  He claimed to
be personally offended by the Moro’s propensity for blood feuds polygamy and human trafficking.  The

T



203

Moro would either submit or suffer harsh consequences.  Wood did not bother to disguise his intentions.
As one of Wood’s subordinates noted approvingly, “We are going after Mr. Moro with a rough hand, and
we are holding him up to all the high ideals of civilization.”

Ignoring the fact that it never works Wood set out to forcibly shove Western values down the throats
of the Moro.

Ignoring the fact that it never works Wood assured everyone that a generous dose of American fire-
power would make the Moro amenable to his program of cultural transformation.  He told Roosevelt,
“One clean-cut lesson will be quite sufficient for them.”

Wood miscalculated.  (Surprise, surprise!)  Predictably, when Wood began implementation of his
policy of ‘harsh consequences’, neither one, nor a dozen, nor several dozen such lessons did the trick.  As
a rule people who are living happy free and self-sufficient lives have limited interest in becoming misera-
ble slaves doing horrific work in order for someone else to steal all the products of their labour.

Wood continued following the standard script.  He next attempted to root out offending Moro customs
by issuing edicts that declared ancient Moro practices illegal.

He demanded that Moro tribal chiefs profess their fealty to Washington.  When they refused, he
visited reprisals on them.  Predictably this triggered a fierce backlash.  Predictably an ugly war ensued
pitting poorly armed Moro warriors against seasoned and well-armed US Army regulars.  The Moro
weapon of choice was the kris, a short sword with a wavy blade.  The Americans were toting Springfield
rifles and field guns.

The Americans never lost a single engagement — yet even as they demolished one Moro stronghold
after another the fighting persisted.  The Moro fought as if the lives of their children were at stake.  The
Moro knew their jungle.  They remained incorrigible.

Most of the Moro decided that they would rather be dead than become Wasicu slaves.

There is strong evidence that Trinity Valance Jr. joined a large contingent of Moro rebels in the crater
of an extinct volcano called Bud Dajo.  Bud Dajo is a steep and conical mountain with thickly forested
slopes.  Only three major paths led up the mountain.  Thick growth and Moro spears kept the Americans
from cutting new ones.  However — there were many minour paths known only to the Moro.  These
hidden paths allowed them to resupply even when main paths were blocked.  The crater at the summit
was 1,645m [1,800 yards] in circumference and easily defended.  The mountain itself was eighteen km
[eleven miles] in circumference, making a siege difficult.  Thus, the Americans adopted their usual strat-
egy for dealing with such situations:  They deployed overwhelming firepower.

The use of naval gunfire contributed significantly to the insanely disproportional destructive power
brought to bear against the Moro ‘insurgents’ who were mostly armed with primitive mêlée-type weap-
ons. The Moro retreated into the crater and fighting continued until nightfall.  During the night, the
Americans hauled mountain guns to the crater’s edge with block and tackle.

The next day, the final assault commenced.
At daybreak they began shelling the crater with artillery.  They worked deliberately along the rim of

the crater firing into the pit.  One eyewitness reported, ‘Periodically, a rush of shrieking men and women
would come cutting the air and dash amongst the soldiers like mad dogs.’

The results were foreordained.  American history books refer to this engagement as a ‘battle’. Due to
the firepower and to the lopsided casualties, that description is ludicrous.  It was a brutal and merciless
massacre. When the action finally ended some twenty-four hours later the extermination of the Bud Dajo
Moro had been accomplished.  Out of almost 1,000 Moro only six survived — and all six were seriously
wounded.

Among the dead lay several hundred women and children.
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Also among the dead lay a man killed far behind the American lines that ‘looked like a white man, but
was dressed like a Sioux Indian’, according to one mystified witness.  They say that Trinity Valance
killed many Wasicus during the Bud Dajo Massacre — and that one of those he killed was a full-colonel
that Trinity reputedly decapitated in a final suicidal charge right into the tent that compromised General
Wood’s headquarters which were, typically, located many miles from the battlefield.  Evidently Trinity
valiantly tried — but failed — to get at General Wood himself.  Mr. Valance succumbed to numerous
gunshot wounds before attaining his goal...

Following the American ‘victory’ President Theodore Roosevelt sent Wood a congratulatory cable-
gram. Their propaganda campaign suffered a serious setback, though, when reporters stationed at Manila
who had personally seen what actually happened cabled their own accounts to the press.  The March 9th

1906 New York Times headlines read, “WOMEN AND CHILDREN KILLED IN MORO BATTLE.
PRESIDENT WIRES CONGRATULATIONS TO TROOPS.”

When reports of the slaughter reached Washington a minor flap ensued.  Indignant members of
Congress — chiefly Democrats hoping to embarrass the Republican Roosevelt — demanded an explana-
tion.  Unsurprisingly, an official inquiry found the conduct of US troops to be beyond reproach.  True to
form the War Department cleared Wood of any wrongdoing.  Predictably the scandal faded as quickly as
it had begun.

Wood publically remained unrepentant.  He wrote privately to Roosevelt, “Work of this kind has its
disagreeable side, which is the unavoidable killing of women and children.  However, it must be done.”

Roosevelt agreed.

In spite of the ‘unavoidable killing of women and children’, the bloodletting at Bud Dajo ultimately
accomplished almost nothing.  The nameless dead were soon forgotten.  In the Moro Province the US
campaign lasted several more years.  Numerous other equally atrocious atrocities followed.

Wood moved onward and upward soon thereafter becoming Army chief of staff and eventually
returning to the Philippines as governor-general.

The American self-image as upholder of civilization’s high ideals emerged a bit worse for wear but
still intact.  (At least as far as most Americans were concerned — others had a far different point of view.)
Almost all of the Americans were able to believe the lies that allowed them to continue living even as
they killed everyone and everything else.

Most Americans truly believe that they are the ‘good guys’.
Within a few years the incident at Bud Dajo — and soon thereafter the entire American encounter with

the Moro — was virtually forgotten everywhere except in the Philippines.
However — the spirit of Bud Dajo lives on:  Due to the kidnappings of several foreigners in 2009, and

due to fighting between the Philippine government and the Moro Islamic Liberation Front — who carry
on the fight for Moro independence to this day — the American Embassy strongly recommends that
American citizens avoid the Bud Dajo vicinity.
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