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			For the most part, a civilized white man can discover but very few points of sympathy between his own nature and that of an Indian. With every disposition to do justice to their good qualities, he must be conscious that an impassable gulf lies between him and his red brethren of the prairie. Nay, so alien to himself do they appear, that having breathed for a few months or a few weeks the air of this region, he begins to look upon them as a troublesome and dangerous species of wild beast, and if expedient, he could shoot them with as little compunction as they themselves would experience after performing the same office upon him.

			PARKMAN, The Oregon Trail (1849)

		

	
		
			
			The reader is encouraged to use the Chronology and Glossaries only as needed while reading Seven Dreams. The first gives context to characters and events in the text. The second define and sometimes give the origin of words which might be unfamiliar. Glossary 1 summarizes how and why specific characters have been fictionalized. In Glossary 2, the table of brevet ranks might help readers who wonder why Captain Perry is addressed as “colonel.” As for the Source-Notes, they can be ignored or skimmed; their function is to record my starting points, which may interest travellers in other directions.
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			GRASS-TEXT I

			AN INAUGURAL SPEECH
1877


			The President-elect advances into the Senate chamber and delivers his inaugural address (a saddlebag full of salt pork): The permanent pacification of the country upon such principles and by such measures as will secure the complete protection of all its citizens in the free enjoyment of all their constitutional rights is now the one subject in our public affairs, which all thoughtful and patriotic citizens regard as of supreme importance.

			LORDY LORD, what could have transpired in our Republic, to render her citizens so unprotected?—Indian troubles, Mexican perils, our vast ocean front, the Silver Panic?— Well, I happened by Walt Whitman voting last November, and he’d thought it through; he wrote his ballot for free enjoyment, all right. They call him original, unusual, unsound, SATANic, a true American. That means he’s fixing to die. He’s still revising his poem “Old War-Dreams.” If you’ve ever seen him scribbling away with his superannuated hands, you’ll know our nineteenth century’s nearly gone. The twentieth’s going to be twice as good. That’s why I wish Walt could wake up from his war-dreams, which are grey and disappointingly dark, like so much Wyoming jade: Long have they pass’d, faces and trenches and fields, but no more of that, where through the carnage I moved with a callous composure, or away from the fallen; no more, a solid dozen years after we’ve saved our Union, why not keep facing forward? Let us comb away the relics from Walt’s fields, fill in his trenches with marble monuments, and enshroud those faces (skeleton-visages all) with the thick white juice of Indian hemp. Long have they pass’d; so let them. Walt’s sadness may have grown as long as his white beard, but he fights it; he votes straight Optimism ticket; as for me, I’d wish all sadness away, because our Republic’s now superior to a hundred years old! In the next generation we’ll annex Canada, I’ll bet.

			The retired colonel beside me would rather finish the job in Mexico first. Also, he’s mortified about Little Big Horn. That’s why he wants to enlarge the Army.—So sorry; it’s going the other way.— I can see myself in each of the metal buttons of his drab-hued vest. And before us all the President-elect shines white-linened at wrist, neck and breast! His long narrow white face, eminently suited for being printed on paper money, his tapering beard, sunken eyes, bushy brows, distinguished temples and cliff-like forehead make of him such a statesman of the drum-corps that I cannot begrudge him either of his inaugurations (the first took place secretly just last Sunday). Up behind him broods his majestic wife—Lemonade Lucy, they call her; her dream is to outlaw booze and cleavage at the White House. She’s as shiny, solid, heavy and comforting as a Colt Model 1873. O, and who could miss Dan Sickles? He’s the one-legged general with the scowl and the moustache whose telegrams to four Southern states gained our candidate the victory even after he’d conceded. May the best trickster win! Long have they pass’d, so why can’t we finally count ourselves permanently pacified? They say he’s going to pull our troops out of the South. I say a standing army’s un-American. The colonel’s old enough to believe anything; I won’t pick on him—but let the fools out West take care of themselves. We took care of our own Indians. We did what we had to and went home.— Howbeit, our President-elect, who’s ever more grandly put together by the instant, I do confess, swore so sweetly upon his Bible just now that I fell in love with Government all over again! He’s a walking compromise, by GOD; he won two days ago by a single electoral vote.

			It might have been the most American campaign ever. The dark horse from Ohio came in at an easy canter on the homestretch, beating the favorite of the field by a full length and a half. I read that in the Louisville Courier-Journal last June. And now that dark horse is President! Praise the LORD and Dan Sickles. I’ll never forget how the dark horse (a dark brown hackney, let’s say) glared warily above his long beard, while William Wheeler, his Vice President, looked ever so sad, sulky and handsome. As for the opponents, Tilden was a chubby-cheeked, glib smiler, and his Vice President, Hendricks, appeared to be a Puritan with a secret. Even though Tilden’s machine harvested two hundred and fifty-one thousand more votes than ours, long have they pass’d, because after the dark horse cantered sadly back to his paddock where Lemonade Lucy waited with the currying-brush, Dan Sickles, expert in gelding thoroughbreds, sent a basketful of late-night telegrams, with horse-racing tips attached. Republicans in South Carolina kept out the Democrats by force and refused to tally the returns of two counties. Hurrah! Louisiana would have gone for Hayes anyhow, I hear. Florida would have gone for Tilden. Had Oregon recognized her one Democratic elector, Tilden would have nibbled up that vote. But then I guess we might have annexed more Indians and turned them Republican! If this is too complicated for you, just remember a dark horse from Ohio, then the Electoral Commission’s decision to let sleeping dogs lie, followed by the Democratic filibuster, the recess, Stevens’s midnight call upon Bradley, who then decided not to count the Democratic votes, although Stevens might never have visited Bradley, who likewise might not have sold his influence, since some events do occur purely as a result of prayer; and we all lived happily ever after, thanks to the equivocal “Wormley Agreements.” Land of the Pilgrims’ pride, land where wet greenbacks dried; from every mountain side let freedom ring.

			And don’t say freedom comes free. The Texas & Pacific Railroad expects a handout now. Tennessee had better get the Postmaster Generalship. The South will endure another Republican administration, but no more Northern despotism, if you please! That’s why they made the dark horse whinny out a promise to bring our soldiers home from Louisiana and South Carolina; you can wager your last dollar he won’t stop there. And you know what, brother? It’s all the same to me how they do things in Louisiana. We won the war and now let’s go home.*

			Our President-elect surely is a treat. Last year he was as green as a soldier’s coffee beans. Now I can almost remember his name: Rutherford B. Hayes.— Another wounded war hero!— He’s going to be a one-termer, because compromisers can’t please anybody. How could he ever approach Dan Sickles, who’s so famous that he once granted himself the privilege of donating a bone from his amputated leg to a museum? All the same, I enjoy him. He makes sad allusion to the two distinct races whose peculiar relations to each other have brought upon us the deplorable complications and perplexities which exist in these States. The retired colonel shakes his weary head at that, and I throw him a wink, for we both know exactly what complications and which perplexities. Now he and I have something in common! For what do we care about that other race? Didn’t we bleed enough for them? I lost my son at Chancellorsville. Yes, sir. I keep his tintype right here in my pocket. That’s Elias when he was sixteen. His chin takes after mine, but his eyes favor his mother’s. He’s one of thousands who paid for General Howard’s negligence. My wife’s never been the same. Some folks blame Hooker, but I say Howard should have done more than send out a handful of GODd—— d pickets. And now the man’s a brigadier general. I used to get apopletic on the subject of Howard, but, you know, long have they pass’d, so let ’em rot alone in their unmarked graves. Actually, I guess they mean to give them decent monuments now, or so I’ve heard. I rode out there in ’67, just to try to understand that battle with my eyes, and a one-legged fellow said to me: Here’s where the Secceshes came bursting through. We had no warning until dozens of deer rushed out from the trees. Our boys were stretched out along the Plank Road and the Orange Turnpike, down there . . .— Well, then we got friendly. I showed him Elias’s tintype and he showed me his stump. We agreed: Nobody could have held that line. Stonewall Jackson took his fatal wound just past that ruined chimney, they say. I wish I could have seen that villain go down! And Howard’s tent was up there, and him with his nose in a hymnal most likely. He faced most of our guns south—as if the enemy couldn’t go around! That wasn’t enough; he also gave away a brigade to Dan Sickles. They should have court-martialed him. I understand he retreated to that cemetery on the hill. Nobody can say where Elias fell, of course. I couldn’t find any of his comrades. He kept to himself, that boy; he didn’t make friends easily, not that people had anything against him, either. He was two days short of his nineteenth birthday. I guarantee that he didn’t have much use for our Christian General. In one letter he wrote us, he put down that in Howard’s hearing you couldn’t say a word against the niggers. The way I look at it, when the Government calls on you to shed your blood, you’ve earned the right to speak your mind. And when you’re forbidden to call a man tyrant, doesn’t that make him one? Elias saw an officer drummed right out of the Army just for disagreeing with the idea of Emancipation. Don’t mistake me; I wouldn’t oppose it myself; I just don’t trouble my appetite about it. Let the President-elect take care of his two distinct races; niggers are citizens now in all thirty-eight states of this Union; well, that’s hardly my lookout; I don’t see many niggers in Connecticut. (Just the other day, that old Walt Whitman remarked to me: I can myself almost remember negro slaves in New York State, as my grandfather and great-grandfather own’d a number.) Well, that General Howard’s just crazy for darkies, apparently. Now it’s come out that he embezzled Government funds on their behalf. And there’s the real reason I’m in favor of shrinking down the Army: I want Howard cashiered. That won’t bring Elias back, but perhaps it’ll give me satisfaction. And Rutherford B. Hayes stands (if he stands for anything) for convivial contraction. To hell with war-dreams new and old; out with Howard! Just as in the Buffalo Country, so I hear, Crows will pull Dakota corpses off their tree-platforms and explode their guns right up against them, so I aim to blow up all my old sadnesses if I can, and live forever free from corpses. Therefore, my fellow Americans, even though I was a Tilden man, and Tilden got robbed, I’ll sit here grinning and clapping all the way to the evening adjournment, the Congressmen flashing away on their dark horses, the dome of the Capitol shining overhead like a half-moon.

			WILLIAM THE BLIND.

			  Washington, D.C., 1877.

			
				
			

			
			
		

	
		
			
			GRASS-TEXT II

			A REPORT
1878

			

			And so the President-elect strides into the Senate chamber to say: The permanent pacification, as sharp and straight as a train’s shadow, of the country, just as a brave man goes ahead to mark quicksand with sharpened poles so that Posterity can safely ford the river, upon such principles and by such measures as will secure the complete protection of all its citizens, even the ones at the Old Market in Saint Louis, in the free enjoyment of all their constitutional rights, O, don’t remind me, is now the one subject in our public affairs, which all thoughtful and patriotic citizens regard as of supreme importance. What these principles are I don’t remember (the colonel ought to, since he’s a distinguished Indian fighter); as for the measures, let’s call them simply continual and energetic. Hurrah for seven American dreams!

			So let us fall asleep (ain’t our President sominiferous?) and dream to death the golden-grassed camas prairies out West, so that we can pacify them, permanently, and upon such principles, & c, & c. Can we get the job done before the railroads strike? Quickly, reader, flitter westward with me, crossing the Little Missouri and then riding up along Crazy Woman’s Fork of the Powder River; speed west through the Indian Territory, where we’re already tightening the noose; ride super-westerly to the Arizona Territory, where we plant our corn with crowbars and (until General Howard’s proudest peacemaking triumph) hunker down against Apache raids; thence to California, where we’ve just now whipped the Modocs; and so to good old Oregon, where pacification continues its progress, one case being explained by General Howard himself in terms as smooth as the mouth of a worn-out mare:

			The “Report of Civil and Military Commission to Washington Territory and the Northwest” will be found published in the “Eighth Annual Report, Board of Indian Commisioners, 1876,” commencing page 43. It will be seen by this report that the Commission failed to settle the difficulties with the non-treaty Nez Perces but made certain definite recommendations.

			 WILLIAM THE BLIND.

			 Portland, Oregon, Department of the Columbia, 1878.
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			The Indian service now devolving upon our army is necessarily arduous and unpopular. It involves a work that our peace-loving people think might be avoided. But fair-minded Americans cannot ignore, or fail to commend, the ability, industry, and perpetual sacrifices of their soldiers.

			BRIGADIER GENERAL OLIVER OTIS HOWARD, U.S.A., 1881

			
		

	
		
			AND THE WATER AND THE GRASS

			and the water

			and the grass

			and the white ripples on grey water, and white clouds among grey clouds

			and the wrinkled young silver skin of the water

			and life-bright lichens on black branches

			and on the still, bright river, a man and woman slowly poling their log canoe

			and the spiderweb (golden-green seed-wings already growing above the darker leaves of maples this early in August)

			and the smell of evergreens

			and the living grass,

			then the dying grass, brighter than an Indian basket
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			2009

		
			and at the foot of Chief Joseph’s grave, in the crotch of another tree, a wilting feather, rags, and a twisted white stick dangling
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			PLENTY OF INDIANS ALL OVER THE COUNTRY

			1876–2009

			. . . and then a pencilled manuscript on crumbling sheets in a beige folder, Blurick 1876, from between two of whose pages a yellow photograph sidled out like a flat-bellied cockroach. That was how I met the gaze of a fine half-breed girl who is dirt and bones now, with maybe a hank of grey or black hair to keep her company, or even a shred of moldy buckskin like a crumbling sheet in a beige folder, never mind a shard of bone breastplate trampled and lost like our memory of Blurick, on earth as it is in Heaven; come to me, girl, I’ll be d——d if you won’t do as I say! Don’t look at me like that, or I’ll . . .— I beg you, sir! No, please don’t. I swear my heart is very good; there is not a bit of bad in it.— But none of that was written anywhere. Yellow locusts danced between the rocks. Even though the grass is dying we will do our best to find you a good reservation. But first we will do very well to establish ourselves. Nobody can be expected to put savages ahead of people. Get away from here or I’ll put a bullet in you, I say! Why won’t she look at me now? By GOD, she puts me in mind of White Bird hiding his face behind an eagle’s wing! And then there’s Joseph, whose eyes absorb my vision without giving me anything . . . In the Grande Ronde Valley (aspen leaves shimmering like coins, and distant cloud-shadowed pines blue like water) and then farther down that snaking creek-cañon of reddish-brown rock cutting deep into the yellow grass, way down in Wallowa, there used to be friendly or at least equivocal Nez Perce families some of whom spoke a kind of primitive English, called Chinook, and even helped us, more or less, back in 1853 or thereabouts, in the days when we read Horn’s Guide and shop foremen still wore silk coats; Blurick’s first wife lived above the grass, and even our tramps and socialists hesitated to go on strike—good years, one might suppose, but the cholera and the malaria were playing hide-and-seek in our American river towns. Poor Mrs. Blurick! Had her constitution possessed a trifle more “sand,” she’d be a hundred and eighty-one years old to-day, in which case her husband might never have left home. He’d already disinterested himself in Nez Perces once he learned that they weren’t really Pierced-Noses; don’t ask me how they got their name. They were fine riders; I’ll give them that. Some made fair Army scouts against other Indians. They were confiding, interesting, bewildering, intractable, ungrateful. Roaming Indians, we called them. In the end they declined to avail themselves of the advantages offered for their improvement. I’ll grant that they themselves requested the Good Book—or, as they named it, the Book of Light. Reverend Spalding’s log house, and the fruit trees of Lapwai, and all those Nez Perce farms of vegetables and corn made for a pretty picture, which might as well have been painted on the stage curtain of an opera house; presently it would split down the middle and withdraw into the walls, revealing the real entertainment. When we found gold in their country, Chief Joseph’s father, who I am sorry to say had turned apostate, throwing down the Book of Light, tearing up the treaty that dispossessed him, then erecting a Dead Line of poles around Wallowa; and Old White Bird, who always waited before he spoke, both tried to keep us out (Old Looking-Glass was more politic), but we proved that it would profit them to oblige us. Old Joseph demanded: What is your law? We replied that he’d figure it out! We’d already dragged a previous treaty out of them, after the Cayuse War and before the final Rogue River War. Generally speaking, the first treaty with any nation of Indians goes down pretty easy, before we bind them to their promises and get out of ours. They still held a good piece of Northwest, as explained by the Indian Superintendent: The Nez Perces Reservation is an immense tract of six thousand square miles, a territory far larger than the States of California and Rhode Island united. But just then, as I was saying, we saw color in the quartz—bright yellow like a buffalo calf!—after which how could a just (and justly undermanned) Government exclude the miners? As for the rest of us, the railroad promised: Your prairie farm will be a savings bank. The Nez Perces accommodated themselves, or not. The descendants of those who signed the treaty and obediently Christianized themselves still dwell around Lapwai, even in this twenty-first century of ours. As for the others, such as Old Joseph, Old White Bird and the other malcontents, we could rely on their presence there in and out of the remnants of their allotment, right up until the summer of 1877; they made good neighbors throughout those seventy-two American years from when Captains Lewis and Clark first discovered their existence; right on through and beyond George Catlin’s map of 1833, which is as elegant after its fashion as the crosses, diamonds and angular hourglasses of Sioux horse-beadwork; for across its wide white latitudes, horses and buffalo still run nearly wild across the golden grass through which the Columbia winds west by southwest to the Pacific, meeting Chinook Indians at its end, and before them, the Chilts; and in the upriver direction, after a blankness extending considerably east by northeast our voyage, the Flatheads, whom we’ll soon pull in, because (as General Howard once explained to me) the partner of the player winning the first trick gathers the tricks for that deal. Futurity grins like the grass-skinned gape of a Nez Perce sweathouse, whose ears are interlaced poles—but from here to there will be awhile yet; as long as we camp here, the trail to there remains as long as the mummy-wrapped braids of that Brule Sioux chief Spotted Tail, as far as General Howard’s pursuit of Joseph, as high as the Americans’ GOD and as dark as an Indian’s eyes. Hence why not leave the future to itself? Catlin closes his eyes to it; the Nez Perces can scarcely see it, being dazzled, no doubt, by the ever-rising luminosity of our cause: twenty-two years remain before the railroad treaty at Walla-Walla (here comes another long snake of Nez Perce riders with feathers in their streaming hair, waving an American flag, ready to trade horses with us), eight more until the transaction they’ll call the thief treaty and we’ll name Necessity, then the last fourteen up to the war. Chief Joseph is unborn and General Howard three years old; don’t imagine we’re not on guard. In the vast triangle between the Columbia, the Multinomah and the Rocky Mountains, our mapmaker interrupts his whiteness with a discreet indication of the Snake Indians, to whom, they being enemies of our soon-to-be enemies the Blackfeet, we’ll do the kindness of dealing with later, our oxen grazing for the night, and then our line of pale-tented wagons creeping forward. Southeast of that interesting tribe, not quite on the Multinomah, Catlin engraves our Nez Perces, rich in horse herds. So you see, getting at them is as convenient as palming the cards at euchre. Rush on to the seven-section map of Charles Preuss, published in the happy year 1846—thirty-one years of neighborliness left to go—and suggestively entitled TOPOGRAPHICAL MAP OF THE ROAD FROM MISSOURI TO OREGON. Congress prints ten thousand copies, so just maybe someone desires us to take that road (on which I will soon spy the torn beige canvas top of Blurick’s wagon and its squeaking left front wheel): through the Buffalo Country and into the desert, until we come out into the bright river-breath at Farewell Bend, fording and ferrying west into Oregon, ascending the military road into orange grass swales and grey-green sagebrush (on the ridges the same dark green-grey cloud-shadows as at Little Big Horn), riding north-northwest past white outcroppings in the orange hills, crossing over a yellow-splashed ridge of orange grass and grey-lavender hills, approaching the bright yellow-green marsh-grass and yellow hill-horizons of the Grande Ronde country where Chief Joseph winters his horses along that high river resembling a late blue afternoon sky.— Old Joseph is dead by now; he has left tall poles to mark the boundaries of his country; Young Joseph has sworn never to sell his grave. But in Montana our steamboats now ascend through the Crow, Blackfoot and Flathead zones all the way to Fort Benton. In season we’ll ring them all in. Sherman to Grant, 1868: The chief use of the Peace Commission is to kill time which will do more to settle the Indians than anything we can do. Why do these tribes hide from us whatever they have, like a squaw covering up her camas baking-pit? Just as here in America we play whist for a triple stake—this much a trick, that much a game, and this much a rubber—so in our Indian wars we venture such and such upon a battle, then whatever upon the inevitable outcome, and finally GOD knows what upon our secrets in Washington. It will be seen by this report that the Commission failed to settle the difficulties with the non-treaty Nez Perces but made certain definite recommendations.— Anyhow, why fight the Nez Perces? Haven’t they been good Indians?— Yes, but they’re now in the way of our stock animals. Besides, it’s not merely Wallowa they claim. To hear them tell it, they’re lords of a million acres! (Certainly no right to the soil can be obtained before confirmation by the Senate.)

			Section VII, the best Preuss ever drew, stretches leftward, westward, from the Snake River or Lewis Fork of the Columbia (Blurick’s party was now but two days eastward of here, having obtained the latest Indian news at Fort Hall, where our California-bound gold-seekers passed the hat to tip Captain Travis and the scouts, said farewell to the caravan, and took the lefthand road, some few of the ladies waving their handkerchiefs good-bye), flowing away from the kindness of Latter-day Saints, above a blankness entitled SNAKE INDIANS, then leftward along a curving flap of landscape which resembles meat bisected by veins and arteries and ending in dangling flaps of furry skin, westward and westward to the Powder River and GRAND FORD, across the narrow whiteness of BLUE MOUNTAINS—from whose vantages our aspiring ranchers may find it pleasant to dream northeast, watching how those silver-blue Wallowa peaks draw the storm-clouds in—then down the narrowing meat-flap around the Wallah-Wallah River to Fort Wallah-Wallah, above which, north of Longitude 118° and west of Latitude 46°, lies a kidney-shaped blankness entitled NEZ PERCÉ INDIANS, where the journey ends, so it must by definition be the goal. And these Nez Perces swore that their hearts were good; they swore it three times. Hence we were still their loving neighbors, treating them as befits allies of Americans. Underground germinated order #016026, a beige-orange cross-reference card in a wooden drawer in the Oregon Historical Society: Nez Perces, date unknown, location Idaho. A Nez Perce woman and a boy in pretty white man’s clothes crouch by a rock wall, in stereo view, their faces foggily peering off into an alternate past, the woman long-braided, and . . . Don’t glare at me with those Indian eyes! I don’t know you or your child. Where have your horses grazed now? Where’s the frontier? And where could they have gone, our medals from Oregon’s several Indian Wars? There was plenty of Indians all over the Country, says Blurick, so mustn’t there have been plenty of wars? Now in hot attics and institutional vaults of decidely sub-archival womblike moistness our campaign ribbons have turned the colors of cattails and yellow grass. Our gratefully recognized services to Oregon have broken into brittle bits in acidic folders. And our forced marches in the State of Montana, our vigilance, courage and intelligence; the battles we lost in Idaho and the natural advantages we improved in Washington, all of which places used to be Territories, and before that Indian forests and golden grass, no, please don’t. The treaty of 1855 and the Nez Perce War of 1877, the hazy grey ridge to the south and black birds on the lake, well, the way I look at it, we will have done very well to save any scraps of those whatsoever. Blurick 1876, there’s a shard of Oregon peacetime! And then that’s as old fashioned as a plug hat. And at that time, runs Blurick’s manuscript, we had 105 men able to handle a rifle. So with 105 of the old rimfire rifles and 32 wagons with families and men on horseback we left Kansas city with a man by the name of Travis or Captain Travis with 6 Scouts on Horseback that Sure Could Shoot. And on the front porch of his two-storey house, date 2002, location Portland, Oregon, former headquarters of the Department of the Columbia (Brigadier General O. O. Howard commanding), where streetcars, steel bridges and raspberries fight against the golden grass, tall, lean Mr. Thomas Robinson lights another fluent cigarette. The street is hot and the grass is brown. Tom squints. He enjoys his tobacco slowly. Then it’s darkroom time again. The safelight is already active, its housing closed down to bloodshot near-blindness; and the tray siphon runs as quiet as the voice of the Crow squaw Kills-Good. Tom closes the door behind him. Beside the paper safe, instants of Indian war, fixed on slices of silvered glass, await replication. That’s how they survive a trifle longer—and reveal their tones to us. Once Tom printed a plate that appeared to be solid black; he left it under his cold light for a day and a half, until the silver halides on the paper found out what hid there: Kwakiutls in canoes, paddling across some coastal bay. Back then, so I’ve heard, there were plenty of Indians all over the country, Comanches launching their final raids out of Mexico, Crows fighting Sioux and hunting buffalo, Cheyennes riding the high and low plains, Apaches defying us in the desert mountains (pour him another drink, and Doc will describe to you from head to toe the corpse of a white woman he once found violated in the dirt and bristling with their arrows, back when he served in Crook’s army); Modocs pleading to be left alone on their lava beds (now they’ll rise up), Flatheads even yet asserting that our shadows are our souls, Umatillas and Cayuses running loose, Nez Perces not entirely reduced to reason. Well, Tom can print several tribes at once; for don’t think he’s a mere one-enlarger man! A trifle sallow, like a first-stage fixing solution tinted with stop bath, he can expose near about as well as Doc could shoot. He guards the whites of Blurick’s eyes, to keep them white. That’s the mark of a fine art print. (Never mind if they’re actually bloodshot.) He sights his grain focus magnifier on the many shining buttons on Colonel Miles’s bearskin coat. He hunts shadows around Joseph’s out-of-focus daughter—her name was Sound Of Running Feet—preserving tonal variation no matter what else has gone. He burns and dodges with both hands, all the while footpedaling his enlarger on and off like a one-man band; I have never seen as acrobatic a darkroom artist as Tom. When the wand whirls in his left hand and the hole-cut card shimmies in his right, Chief Joseph’s face shines wanly greenish-grey on the easel at f/5.6, all tones reversed—and the timer beeps, Tom steps on the pedal, and Joseph goes dark. Now Tom repositions his tools, having nothing to go on but his miraculous positional memory, then toe-taps the pedal, so that the sad chief comes pallidly back, while the dodging wand now holds back the light from the gorget at his throat. Meanwhile Tom darkens the fringed edge of the Pendleton blanket in the dead photographer’s studio. For years he has bought up the relics of deceased lensmen: their half-blind dusty old bellows cameras, their trays, tongs, enlargers, contact printers, and above all their negatives, some of which are glass plates whose scratched silver-black memories have begun to frill at the edges. Talk about dust and time! He blasts away dust with an isothetical air compressor. He keeps his fading color slides in freezers. Sheet film and roll film lurk in their private archival cabinets. Here’s a daguerreotype of General Howard when he was young, clenching his brows, which are near about as low as General Sherman’s, and in the background, Lincoln faces General McClellan in the stifling shade of a Sibley tent, both their foreheads branded with stripes of sun-glare.— Tom, my friend, you’d better hoard that image beneath a marble slab.— The timer chirps like a prairie dog, and another picture of Kills-Good practically prints itself; she’s kneeling in the grass by her kettle, boiling buffalo bones for soup, while the Crow Agent poses behind her with his left fist on his hip. Howard’s bunch never met her when they were chasing Joseph through Yellow Stone, but Looking-Glass must have been a friend of hers. Now for a glass plate portrait of Colonel Perry, whom our Nez Perces whipped at the Battle of White Bird Cañon. In his latest rubberbanded bundle of scratched tintypes, for which he paid bottom dollar at a Pendleton estate sale, Tom possesses, maybe, a likeness of Lieutenant Wilkinson, Howard’s wily aide-de-camp, although I’m actually more curious to lay eyes on the late Lieutenant Theller. The sulphurous fumes of fixer, less sweet in the nostrils but sweeter on the tongue than the powder-cloud from a Sharps carbine, prevent the landscapes of this old war-dream from darkening away; long have they pass’d, hurrah, hurah, hurrah! When Tom dies, his treasures will be inherited by that ungrateful university whose darkroom became first a larder of janitorial supplies, banker’s boxes and adding machine tapes, and then, once the plumbing leaked, a room used by nobody—for Tom’s out of style now, like a buffalo hunter. He owns more silver halide glimpses, glances and stares than any one soul could ever take in, but he has catalogued them by the tens of thousands and he has printed thousands and there are some he knows very well. Had he time enough to live, he would print up the Nez Perce War as lovingly as Peopeo Tholekt drew his horses on the pages of old Boston ledgers, making the animals blue, yellow, grey or vermilion, carefully shading them every which way, and sometimes braiding their tails—but photochemicals are getting expensive, and Tom’s collection is as mortal as all of us. When old negatives begin to perish, they sometimes give off a vinegar smell. Tom has to print those fast. In a year or two, the contrast will go; they may turn pink; then they fade away, like the ambrotype of the second Mrs. Blurick, who like her predecessor died young. A certain war haunts me like a certain creek, scarlet with alkali, which bleeds into the Powder River; and what if its glass plates deteriorate to nothing before Tom prints them? General Howard is its hero, Chief Joseph its villain; and Blurick figures in it only by way of Doc, who may be our greatest American ever. Just as we refrain from shooting buffalo when we are creeping up on Indians, so I won’t nail Doc just yet in this book about the Nez Perces. Tom has already shown me a dozen portraits of Joseph, and I am hoping that he possesses at least one plate depicting Shooting Thunder, who was accomplished at whistling for elk through an elderberry stalk and who while spying out good horses to steal helped his war-friends murder a music teacher named Richard Dietrich in Mammoth, Wyoming, as the day dimmed and the summer of 1877 approached the end of its pale yellow straining. To the Nez Perce remained nearly a month of flight until Colonel Miles trapped them at Bear’s Paw. (This Miles is likewise a great American. That’s why he died a general.)— First to spy the victim was White Thunder, better known by his nickname Yellow Wolf on account of a certain WYAKIN vision which he won as an adolescent in the Wallowa Mountains; his white necklace and long black locks had not yet been tonally reversed by any silver halide process; long have they pass’d. His mother Swan Woman was Joseph’s first cousin; she dwelled on Looking-Glass’s allotment until one dawn when the Bluecoats attacked it; as for his father Horse Blanket, he had aided the previous generation of Bluecoats in battle against Chief Kamiakun at Walla-Walla, and, when they looked to be overwhelmed, led them onto safe paths by night. Call them as grateful as leeches. Although his fury at Cut Arm* had by now refined itself such that whenever the Bostons saw his expression they were pretty sure that he must be a bad Indian, perhaps White Thunder would have let Richard Dietrich live, at least until all the Bostons’ horses were stampeded off; but Shooting Thunder and Naked-Footed Bull, having shot some other Bostons so that the rest were hiding in the bushes, now converged in the hollow where the shadows were as dark as a smoked hide, and noticed this man standing in the doorway of the hotel as if he owned the right to exist exactly here, in considerable advance of the prairie schooners with their heavy freight, so that Naked-Footed Bull (whose hair was handsomely fixed with bone) therefore reminded White Thunder: My youngest brothers and my next-younger brother were not warriors. They and my sister were killed at Ground Squirrel Place

			(now Big Hole, formerly Ross’s Hole—not marked on Colton’s map),

			where dawn fog rises thicker and thicker

			from rocks as half-indistinct as buffalo dozing on their knees in mist:

			Bancroft Library, University of California, Berkeley.

			p E83.877.G1 1988 RESTRICTED.

			Gibbon, John (1827–1896).

			From where the sun now stands: a ms. of the Nez Percé war:

			Concealed by the thick timber of the mountains we succeeded in getting to the vicinity of Joseph’s camp without being discovered,

			playing my high cards,

			while back on the Idaho side of Lo Lo, General Howard is still considering ladies’ seal sets, muff and boa, reduced from eight to four dollars; once this campaign gets wound up he may order some for Lizzie, Bessie and Grace.

			Hold your fire when you see Joseph, because he may be keeping Mrs. Manuel—

			Gonna whap that steel on down, o, LORD.

			Gonna whap that steel on down

			for the sake of our unborn children and for all our ladies in their dark bell skirts:

			See that tipi down there? Get it well ablaze.

			Montana Historical Society Archives.

			PAM 3339.

			A Vision of the “Big Hole,” by John Gibbon, Colonel, 7th Infantry:

			By noon we top the main divide of all,

			The trail being fresh and plainly marked before,

			And march along through glades which gently fall

			Toward that spot we soon will dye with gore.

			Well, sir, I should say they’ll show some fight.

			Although Richard Dietrich had taken no part in the Nez Perce War, he certainly proved convenient, neither wondering nor being wondered about, as if he, like our Indians themselves, had been created solely for the purpose of target practice; never mind that Heinmot Tooyalakekt (he who was called Joseph) would have said, this is not how to show bravery; to Naked-Foot Bull he represented the object once seen which taints the memory forever, like Lieutenant Bradley’s glimpse of that Sioux pony running free with a white man’s blond scalp knotted to the bridle, or Mrs. Cowan’s eternal Yellow Stone instant which comprises the cruelly grinning face of Strong Eagle, last of the Three Red Blankets, whose gunbarrel now spins with the magic levity of a compass needle toward her husband’s forehead while another Indian yanks her back by her hair (she is screaming Kill me, kill me first!)—or Perry’s first sight of the fallen Theller; or whatever it is that Major Shearer, Confederate States of America, might have discovered in the eyes of Mr. Squire’s runaway nigger who now, in a Union tunic somewhat too large for him, comes charging straight this way with his bayonet out front, and even though he explodes that coon’s head off his shoulders, Shearer will never now forget that even the lowest vilest darky can turn on you, just as if any worm could grow copperhead-fangs, which is why he hopes to club down lower races for the rest of his days, no matter how he disguises his hatred once the Lost Cause has terminated

			(but hallelujah! Rutherford B. Hayes has reeled in his nigger-loving Federal troops!);

			or Sturgis after Joseph made a fool of him in the mountains of Yellow Stone, or Howard after Chancellorsville, Randall after Red Spy’s bunch began galloping toward him at Cottonwood

			(this savage who will kill me now seeing into my skeleton with a Dreamer’s SATANic stare, as I wait for Colonel Perry to save me),

			White Thunder after the young men ran away from Cut Arm in Red Owl’s country, so that White Thunder’s war-dream was lost

			(afterward there will be apple trees around this battlefield, but the fruit will be poor, remaining hard almost up to the moment it rots),

			Trimble after Camas Meadows, Good Woman after Bear’s Paw, Mason after the Modoc delegation assassinated General Canby, Wood after Red Heart’s so-called trial

			—o, my heart and the way it sinks, almost softly, not unlike the fashion in the Big Hole Valley, where sagebrush prairies descend into bushy rivers and yellow-green grass—

			or Lizzie at home in Portland with her mouth open and her hands over her eyes as she reads the first headline about White Bird Cañon, composing herself before Gracie leads the children in, dear GOD, O dear GOD, don’t let them murder Otis!—

			or Naked-Footed Bull taking aim from behind

			(better than hunting for an eagle’s nest

			and bluish-white constellations of juniper berries on the splintered old tree, whose abyss-outstretched bough is thick with yellow moss):

			too late to save my sister

			(White Thunder running to fight with but one shell in his rifle, Rainbow already dead);

			my little brothers unable to die in battle like men—

			these four I will never see again:

			Goose Maiden, Charcoal, Claw Necklace, Lone Crane,

			all wrapped in buffalo robes by my mother,

			buried by my mother and my uncle while we drove the Bluecoats up the hill,

			Goose Maiden, Charcoal, Claw Necklace, Lone Crane,

			left alone when we fled to the camp called Willows

			(we could not give them the song of Toohhoolhoolsote’s hand bell, but we returned them to OUR MOTHER):

			Goose Maiden, Charcoal, Claw Necklace, Lone Crane,

			dug up, robbed, and dishonored by Cut Arm’s scouts, the Lice-Eaters,* the Enemies

			who scalped them and sold their buffalo robes

			and my brothers’ beautiful necklaces,

			all their brass bracelets and

			my sister’s beaded pouch

			(they have scalped my sister):

			We shall paint ourselves with blood;

			that is how it happens, and one cannot by any means avoid it:

			Liyayaya!

			and Two Moons thinking to ride away with his woman to White Bird Cañon and stay out of trouble,

			Chief Joseph meaning all the time to go on the reservation,

			Ad Chapman (whom the People call Tsépmin) interpreting everything to suit the general:

			Hurrah! Hurrah!

			which was why Naked-Footed Bull, who ever since the raids along the Chinook Salmon Water wore feathers and red flannel in his long hair, and who ever since the thief treaty (a child he was then) garnered hatreds as various as the colors of bead-pulls on his hempen pouch’s strings, now said: It is exactly as if this man killed my brothers and sister.

			He is no Bluecoat, only a Boston.

			He is a white man, and will be a Bluecoat later to kill us. White Thunder, I am telling you three times! Shooting Thunder, what do you say?

			He wears good clothes—

			I am a man; I am going to shoot him,

			at which they all happily angered themselves, made drunk by the POWER of their WYAKINS and their longings for the dead,

			flying up, their hearts spattering sparks:

			Brother, there are two of them in there.

			When you hear me shoot the other one, shoot this one.

			Watching their victim, then slowly turning his head in order to see farther into this war-friend’s heart, Shooting Thunder remained still, neither listening nor looking for anything else and therefore evidently declining rather than merely waiting to raise his 1866 Winchester repeater, with which he was extremely accurate at killing animals; then Naked-Footed Bull, seeking not to make noise even with his breath, crawled forward alone through the dying grass, while the tall Boston whom he meant to kill,

			never imagining that he could be in the wrong by having embarked on this touristic jaunt to Yellow Stone,

			and thinking perhaps to-morrow to wander away from the hot springs into the winding cañon, then down through the silver-saged golden grass to the Gardiner River, which is striped with shallow whitewater (anytime forever he could explore these high shallow arroyos packed with scree),

			squinted straight at him, not seeing him, wiping the sweat out of his eyes with a fine blue bandana

			(I am repaying them all—avenging my brothers and comforting my sister,

			my sister Goose Maiden in her white dress of antelope skin),

			and when Naked-Footed Bull had taken good aim,

			his WYAKIN standing behind him, wearing the pale fangs and dark talons of an angry bear,

			he fired, winging Richard Dietrich in the arm, the red wound opening its mouth and the yellow-white bone smiling; before he could scream twice, Shooting Thunder blasted him in the belly,

			spilling his life all over, áhaha!

			—his intestines generous as if with ripening berries,

			his lips parting as if to vomit

			(we shall tell Red Spy how he sobbed like a baby: shlak, shlak!)

			—although it actually might have been White Thunder who killed him; for the story’s tellers alter the deeds of its principals. In that final oval portrait, Dietrich stares palely and sadly away, as if he already foresees his murder; his collar is white and high, and his arms have been folded across his chest, with a bedroll tucked up under them.— He fell on his face, shláyayaya! Shooting Thunder sent a bullet longitudinally through his body. Then they murdered his friend Charles Kenck. Two other Bostons got away, running off the trail toward the beaver ponds, panting up the creek’s cañon, gasping in the smell of tall grass while crows argued far above their little perils and their prayers which now flittered over the smoking white mineral deposits; giving up on the Army, these two Bostons finally froze in the shadows of the forest, in the place where the waterfall waves like the manes of many white horses, while White Thunder, Shooting Thunder and Naked-Footed Bull ran laughing into that house and carried away many wonderful clothes. When Lieutenant Doane’s detachment found Dietrich’s corpse, it was still warm.

			
		

	
		
			PLENTY OF INDIANS ALL OVER THE COUNTRY (CONTINUED)

			1876–2009

			Now that we have won the Nez Perce War (history has come to Oregon through Hellgate Toll), I can put by my dread throughout these hot summer Oregon river-days, and my woman rides with me between summerhouses along the river, showing me greenish-brown water, cattails, crows passing over the water; I show her ringnecked ducks; our days resemble white water from the necks of swans. There was plenty of Indians all over the Country, says Blurick, as indeed I would have expected, as 76 was the Year of the Custer Massacre—ten years now since the Comanches lassooed our soldiers and dragged them off to be hacked to death; four years since we drove out the Modocs (General Canby having explained: Listen to me, you Indians have got to come under the white man’s laws); one year remaining for our Nez Perces.— Indian peacetime, Indian summer! My heart is very good. Nez Perces, date unknown, location Oregon. Indian territory has narrowed into a long needle of broken paper like a hair of yellow grass; the railroad’s reached past Cheyenne. But Tom will keep the negatives safe. Richard Dietrich preserves himself in a freezer, even as the Nez Perce War fades forever:

			Oregon State Archives.

			Records of military departments, accession number 89A-12 (1847–1968),

			each Indian zone contracting, more or less as the wilting leaves of buffaloberries draw down against the stalk,

			fewer Dreamer women in their basket hats

			and another dark-and-tan cavalcade creaks up toward the Rockies, dreaming wearily, bravely, avidly or desperately about Oregon:

			The bold dragoon he has no care

			As he rides along with his uncombed hair.

			A flattish deep blue disk all rich with white clouds; that’s Oregon, the Garden of the West. Colorado may be the newest but Oregon remains the most glamorous of our thirty-eight states: farthest from hideous old war-dreams. Blurick, well recollecting how the Union Pacific Railroad tried to sell him on the thriving fruit orchards of eastern Nebraska, has steeled himself against the persuasions of subsequent well-wishers; to his fellow citizens he remains a nullity, which is to say that he’s dreamed his own Seven Dreams, thank you very much, and so he’ll pick out his own d——d eighty acres. Oregon’s clouds are so white, and they move so fast! Some clouds resemble the snowy mountains whose edges cut through them. Two thousand miles runs our Oregon Trail, with plenty of Indians all over the country. Thanks to the Silver Panic, Congress can’t underwrite but half an Army nowadays, so every traveller must now perform his own Indian service. Doc says once we get to Farewell Bend we ought to be all right. Texas Pete nags the whole bunch to stay on the qui vive, but our celebrated Captain Travis, long may he ride, declines to lose time on another Indian scare. It’s plain that the reds are withering; another generation and Progress will be safe. Over Blurick steals that gentle tipsiness of hope which animates even the canniest of our emigrants. One finds it, for instance, in those Northern schoolmarms who roll up their sleeves and head South in dark bell skirts, meaning to uplift new-freed negro children. Emigrants will do most anything to save their dreams. If you have ever observed the way that desperately thirsty horses will slide down a bluff on their haunches in order to reach water, you may achieve some comprehension of our American need for success, which certainly beats settling for the broken-down ordinariness between wars.

			Of all the Americans in this book, Blurick remains the most opaque. Few remember him; none think him horrible. Good-natured almost to General Howard’s extent, dull (if never to himself), inoffensively avoiding intimacy with other travellers, for fear they might seek to talk him out of his course; no borrower, but an occasional watchful lender, he inhales the incense of splendor, which to more hardened souls manifests itself as the Big Dust. His war-dreams rarely return, and when they do, he consoles himself with Oregon. Custer’s fall—the occupational hazard of detached columns—did buy us a troop increase, even if not right here, not to-day; and the buffalo industry is still booming almost as phosphorescently as the Presidential campaign of Rutherford B. Hayes. You can get a dollar fifteen for a fine-tanned bullskin, guaranteed Texas price. Blurick, who prior to now, in spite of dissatisfactions both invented and bequeathed and either way spreading as inevitably as cholera, never felt able to pass West or scarcely even to step out through his front door although he was getting older and older (his secret friend Mrs. Mack called him a born storekeeper), did study that industry and once halfway thought to become a hide man—but gave it up, on account of the murderous Indians. (One thing he learned in the war is giving things up.— Is there another?) As for prospecting, McLaughlin and his bunch have now struck it rich on the Empire State, while Kean and Hall keep their hydraulic claim in full blast over on Gold Hill; but how many shining-eyed miners clear five cents a day and less in honor of their delusions—and what about claim-jumpers? The future of even a half-spent fellow such as Blurick appears (at least to Blurick) as wide open as the faro table at the Bella Union down in Cheyenne—although Blurick has never enjoyed gambling. One might ask just why in that case he bound himself to Captain Travis’s bunch. The answer: He’s not enjoying it. Anyhow, inability to feel pleasure is no excuse for not taking chances. California, for instance, remains a placer miner’s favorite risk. But that miner won’t have fun, except maybe by burning down a Chinese laundry. Blurick, even when he gets to feeling near as hopeful as all those emigrants bound for the Black Hills now that Sitting Bull has been driven off, won’t have fun either. If family still defined him, he’d be one of those unemployed factory men with hungry children; they don’t care about gold; they’ll settle for a good ranch. The railroads have cut wages by another ten cents, and likewise the collieries, so let’s ride West! Preferring modest returns to the likelihood of getting infringed on, several sad speculators more or less of Blurick’s stripe have begun trolling the soda lakes round about Laramie, for what they will not say, trying to buy on credit, railing against Tildenopathy; these men pray for the Presidency of Rutherford B. Hayes. Young men with broad shoulders contemplate the silver mines of Nevada, no matter that they’ll be toiling for others. As for Blurick, he buys a roll of flannel at the outfitting shop. What’s he about? The short answer: Nothing but getting away from the fevers of Missouri. Every last lounger condescends to advise him where to go and whom to vote for. Since widowerhood and Secession, all he wishes—setting aside his desire to farm easy, or else succeed at business—is to smoke cigars and play cards (never for money) with his one-legged comrades. But presently he (who by DIVINE peculiarity preserved all his limbs) determines not to drag useless through life, unlike his younger brother Jesse, who actually appears a good five years older, having never been himself since Chancellorsville, and who, the last person on whom GOD should have called to deliver them, rode up on his bay mare one Tuesday morning in ’74, with the tidings that their speculator Daddy’s heart had failed deep in a boarded-up ribcage in a locked and darkened stateroom of the steamer for New Orleans, thereby producing an intestate condition, as so frequently occurs—for how many children even in this wicked generation grow up so monstrous as to nag faltering parents to sign their wills? That was miserable enough. Within the year, Jesse, whose most tenderly hoarded memento was the following lavender ticket:

			
			[image: ]
			

			
			had become haunted by a monomania about the latest Presidential comedy, which you and I know better than to get exercised about

			(Charles Nordhoff to Rutherford B. Hayes: The darkies you’ll have any how; the white Whigs are what you want to capture),

			but Jesse, a Tilden man, could not relinquish the stolen election; he barely realized that he had lost his “dash” although the looking-glass should have informed him that he now resembled exactly what he was: a panting, used-up old officer with his sackcloth jacket cinched too tight; in ’75 he’d thought to enrich himself by becoming an Indian Agent, but he never even learned not to write the Office of Indian Affairs upon a sheet of foolscap, and certainly not to use pale ink; so the primary issue over which his affectionate elder sibling had to worry was how to guard him safe before he broke to pieces, which was why he received the whole farm, two years and thirty-one days short of the happy morning when both brothers could have burned the mortgage papers—a morning put off, I am afraid, by Jesse’s failure to take note of falling sorghum prices, as a result of which the stronger heir, Wittfield, who was nearly as charitable as he imagined but who closed his eyes to the other reason why he yearned to divest himself—the very impulse against which General Sherman had warned them all when the Army disbanded—soldiered on, so to speak, in the house built so long ago on his late mother-in-law’s property, but now commenced to dream that Progress called him out West into the dreamy garden-lands of Oregon; he had to make sure of himself or else; and so it came to pass, although he appeared to have been careful all his years, especially in his marriage, that like LORD knows how many thousand others, finding himself obliged to walk away from a

			SHERIFF’S SALE. By virtue and authority of a special execution, issued from the office of the Clerk and of the Circuit Court of Saint Louis county, and to me directed, in favor of John R. Cunningham, and against Wittfield Blurick, I have levied upon and seized the following described real estate, to wit: Lots (3) and (4) of Indian Hill, and I will on WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 5th, 1876, between the hours of nine o’clock in the forenoon and five o’clock in the afternoon, at the East front of the Court-house, sell at public auction, for cash, to the highest bidder,

			he wandered, bitter and grieved, to be sure—in part because neither Jesse nor Jesse’s children had troubled to appear—but also excited, past D. Crawford & Co. as if perhaps to purchase for Mrs. Mack, who would now either cut him off or demand an elopement, the best of their ladies’ Siberian squirrel sets, reduced from eight dollars to four dollars fifty; and if in truth he might have been progressing toward the barroom, it was less to get drunk than to admire the chromos of Chinamen, Indians, Mexicans, negroes and other natives who posed so picturesquely all the way along the wall; when out from the doorway of the new “American Imperial” hotel strolled one of those bright new business men, probably en route to the barber shop to get shaved, who said to Blurick: Out of my way, d——d tramp!

			Blurick had never been called a tramp before. Thanks to this greeting (although he had received worse at the courthouse), he recommenced to consider CHEAP LANDS, first in the Great Southwest, which is to say, Little Rock, Arkansas, guaranteed no grasshoppers—but what if there were grasshoppers all the same?

			Jesse, as usual, purposed that he wait, this time on the grounds that within a couple of years one might be able to ride all the way West by railroad. Jesse’s sons and daughters meanwhile moved away.

			Some bankrupts go North where sleety winds drive down prices, and
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