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them. Jack Red Cloud, his son, smggled him out of camp, and h is  daughter l ed  him 

eighteen miles through a severe bliaeard,  back t o  Pine Ridge. I mention t h i s  incident 

t o  show the faithfulmess of the man. 

Red Cloud was near ly  blind and aged rap id ly  a f t e r  1890. Eighty-seven years is a 

long time f o r  an &ndian t o  l ive .  Continual exposure, uncertain food supply, and f r a i l  

hab i ta t  ion, break down the  c m s  titu%jcon, and ons r a r e ly  sees an hd&an more than s ix ty  

years of age. During the last years of h i s  l i f e  Red Cloud enjoyed thebornforts of a 

two-story frame-house. It m a  given him &:%he Government a s  a spebial  nark of honor. 

uuring the  presence of the  troops he kept a l i t t l e  Bmerican f l a g  and a white peace 

I f l a g  constantly f loa t ing  above it. He bemoaned the f a t e  of h i s  race, andfrom h i s  con- 

I versation one could e a s i l y  discern t h a t  he had done his  duty, had deBended the claims 
L 

of the  Dakotas i n  adversity a s  in  prosperity. Over twenty years ago +X had several  

conversations with him through the interpreter .  & dwelt upon the  happy wbuffalo 

daysm, and the  f r ee  l i f e  of the  Plains  s i x t y  years ago. stepped outside the house 

and he .told me t o  look about over the val ley,  f o r  h i s  eyes were dim; bat he knew 

its character. I cannot give the exact words of h i s  speech, but it was somewhat a s  

follows: "You sea t h i s  barren waste. We have a l i t t l e  land along the creek which affords  

good grazing, but we must use some of it f o r  corn and wheat. Them a r e  other  creeks which - 

have bottoms l i k e  thia ,but  most o f  the land is poor and worthless. Think of it! I, 

i who used t o  own r i c h  s o i l  i n  a well-watered country so extensive tha t  E. could not r ide  

through it i n  a reek on +astes t  pony, am put down here! Why, I have t o  go f ive  miles 

f o r  wood f o r  my f i r e .  Washington took our lands and proraised t o  feed and support us. 

Now I, who used t o  control  5000 warriors, must t e l l  Washington when I am hungry. f - 
m u s t  beg f o r  that which I own. f f  I beg hard, they put me i n  the guard-houae. We have - . 
trouble. Our g i r l s  a r e  ge t t ing  bad. Ctwhing-very winter (consunption) 

c a r r i e s  away our best people. My hear t  is  heavy,X m a  old, I cannot do much more. 
, 

Young mn, I wish there was som one t o  help my poor people(whsn 1 am gone.' 

3t is a singular anomaly tha t  ths character of an Indian should 'not be gauged 

by the same standards employed in measuring the v i r tues  and worth of a white man. To 


