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Story  of Custer  B a t t l e  -- by Tasina-pmi-wino -"\ 
! 
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"1 was born seventy-seven winters  ago, .near  Grand River, S.D. My f a t h e r ,  

Slohan, was the  braves t  man among our  people. Fifty-Five years  ago we packed our  t e n t s  

and went with o t h e r  Indians t o  Peji-sla-wakpa (Greasy Grass).  Be were then l i v i n g  on the  

Standing Roek Indian reservat ion.  I belonged t o  S i t t i n g  Bul l ' s  band. They were g r e a t  

f igh te r s .  lie c a l l e d  ourselves Hunkpapa. This means confederated bands. When I was 

sti l l  a young g i r l  (about seventeen) I accompanied a Sioux war pa r ty  which made war agains t  

the Crow Indiens i n  Montana. hly f a t h e r  went t o  war 70 t ixes .  He mas wounded near ly  
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a dozen times. 

"But I am going t o  t e l l  you of the  g r e a t e s t  b a t t l e .  This was a f i g h t  aga ins t  : 

Pehin-hanska (General Custer) .  I was severa l  miles from the  Hunkpapa carup when I saw 

a cloud of d u s t  rise beyond a r idge  of b l u f f s  i n  the eas t .  The morning was hot  and 

s u l t r y .  Several of u s  Indian g i r l s  were digging wild turnips .  I was then 23 years  old. 
/ 

We g i r l s  looked towqrds the  camp and saw a warr ior  r i d e  swi f t ly ,  shout ing  t h a t  the  s o l d i e r s  

were only a few miles away and t h a t  the  women ahd chi ldren  including old men should m n  

f o r  the  h i l l s  i n  an opposite d i rec t ion ,  

"1 dropped the  pointed ash s t i c k  which I had used i n  digging tu rn ips  and ran  

towards my t i p i  ( t eepee ) ,  I saw my f a t h e r  running towards the  horses. When I go t  t o  my 

t e n t ,  mother to ld  ne t h a t  news was brought t o  h e r  t h a t  my b ro the r  had been k i l l e d  by t h e  

so ld ie r s .  My brother  had gone e a r l y  t h a t  morning i n  search f o r  a horse t h a t  s t rayed f r o n  

our herd, I n  a few moments we saw s o l d i e r s  on horseback on a b lu f f  j u s t  across the  

Greasy Grass ( L i t t l e  Big Horn) r i v e r .  I knew t h a t  there  would be a b a t t l e  because I 

saw warr iors  $e t t ing  t h e i r  horses and tomahawks. 

"1 heard Haw- shout,  Ho-ka-he! Ho-ka-he! (Charge). The s o l d i e r s  began 

, f i r i n g  i n t o  our  camp. Then they ceased f i r i n g .  I saw my f a t h e r  preparing t o  go to 

battle. . . .I  sang a death s o w  f o r  my b ro the r  who had been k i l l e d .  

"My hear t  was bad. Revenge! Revenge! For  my brother ' s  death. I thought 

of the death of my young b m t h e r ,  One Hawk. Brown Eagle, my. d o t h e r ' s  companion on 

t h a t  morning had escaped and gave t h e  a l a n  t o  the camp t h a t  the s o l d i e r s  were coming, 


