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			PROLOGUE
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			This book tells the story of what Indians in the United States have been up to in the 130 years since the infamous massacre at Wounded Knee Creek in South Dakota: what we’ve done, what’s happened to us, and what our lives have been like.[*] It is adamantly, unashamedly, about Indian life rather than Indian death. That we even have lives—that Indians have been living in, have been shaped by, and in turn have shaped the modern world—is news to most people. The usual story told about us—or rather, about “the Indian”—is one of decline and death. Our story begins in unchecked freedom and communion with the earth and ends in confinement and perpetual suffering on reservations. Wounded Knee has come to stand in for much of that history.

			But what were the actual circumstances of this event that has taken on so much symbolic weight?

			In the 1860s, the U.S. government had been trying to solve the “Indian problem” on the Great Plains with a three-pronged approach: negotiation, starvation, and warfare. Open war on its own had not been going too well. The Plains Indians had won decisive victories and forced the government to the treaty table. In 1868 the Lakota secured a large homeland on the Great Sioux Reservation in southwestern South Dakota and northern Nebraska.

			Then gold was discovered in the Black Hills of South Dakota. The Lakota tried to enforce the terms of the 1868 treaty and throw out the gold-seekers who rushed in. Their attempts led, directly, to the Battle of the Little Bighorn, where George Armstrong Custer and the Seventh Cavalry were wiped out on June 25, 1876. During the final hours of the battle, the Lakota and Cheyenne dismounted, put away their guns, and killed the remaining cavalry with their war clubs and tomahawks in a ritual slaughter. Some Dakota women, armed with buffalo[*] jawbones, were given the honor of dispatching the soldiers with a sharp blow behind the ear.

			After that defeat, the U.S. government switched tactics. Instead of confronting the Indians head-on, it encouraged widespread encroachment by settlers, reneged on treaty promises of food and clothing, and funded the wholesale destruction of the once vast buffalo herds of the Plains. By the late 1870s, an estimated five thousand bison were being killed per day.

			Without the bison, the Lakota and other Plains tribes could not hope to survive, at least not as they had been surviving. Their reservations might have been designed as prisons, but now they became places of refuge. With the vast buffalo herds gone and a growing white population of ranchers, hunters, railroad workers, prospectors, homesteaders, and soldiers hemming them in, the Plains Indians did what many disenfranchised people have done when threatened on all sides: they turned to God. The Indians, however, turned to God in the form of the Ghost Dance.

			The Ghost Dance religion started among the Paiute in Nevada. It promised a payoff: if Indians lived lives of harmony, worked hard, and danced the Ghost Dance, they would find peace on earth and be reunited with the spirits of their ancestors in the afterlife.

			As the religion spread from Nevada, it changed. The Lakota believed if they did the Ghost Dance the right way and lived by its rules, they would find peace in this world and the next and all the white people would be washed away. If Indians returned to their traditional ways of life and forms of religious observance, the natural world would be restored and returned to them.

			The Ghost Dance movement brought Indians together in large numbers. This greatly alarmed the U.S. government, which redoubled its ongoing efforts to disrupt Indian lives and break up Indian families. It dismantled the Great Sioux Reservation into five smaller reservations, including Standing Rock and Pine Ridge. The Ghost Dance religion was banned, and government troops near the Pine Ridge Reservation were increased.

			Trouble came. In December 1890, Sitting Bull, who had led his people to victories against the U.S. military and who had helped wipe out Custer’s Seventh Cavalry at the Little Bighorn, was arrested on the Standing Rock Reservation. Authorities feared that the famous Hunkpapa Lakota chief would use his considerable influence to promote the Ghost Dance. In a scuffle during the arrest, Sitting Bull was shot and killed by Indian police officers who had been sent in by the reservation’s Indian agent, a white U.S. government official. Hearing this news, Spotted Elk (also known as Chief Big Foot) grew afraid for his life and the life of his Lakota band, which also lived at Standing Rock. Spotted Elk and 350 followers left the reservation. They headed for the sanctuary of Pine Ridge.

			En route, Spotted Elk and his band were intercepted by a detachment of the Seventh Cavalry and escorted five miles to a camping spot on Wounded Knee Creek. It was bitterly cold. Before dawn the next day, the rest of the Seventh showed up and set up four rapid-fire cannons around the Indians. The soldiers searched the camp and rounded up thirty-eight weapons. One of the young Lakota men got upset and urged others not to give up their guns so easily; a fight broke out.

			What happened next is unclear. Some reported that the Indians opened fire on the government soldiers. Others said that a deaf elder didn’t understand the command to give up his rifle; a soldier grabbed the gun to take it away and it went off. Then five young warriors shrugged off their blankets and exposed concealed rifles. They shot at the soldiers. The soldiers opened fire on the entire camp with their rifles and the cannons. The Indian men put up a desperate resistance but were mowed down. Spotted Elk was killed. The rain of fire from U.S. troops also claimed the lives of many of the soldiers, in one of the deadliest incidents of friendly fire in U.S. military history.

			The Lakota women and children took off running down the frozen creek bed. The soldiers mounted their horses, chased them down, and killed them. The fighting lasted an hour, and when it was over, more than 150 Lakota lay dead or dying in the snow. The actual number of dead is still in dispute, with some putting the number at over three hundred. More than half were women and children. A cavalry general toured the scene of the carnage after a three-day blizzard had shrouded the dead in snow. He was shocked by what he saw. “Helpless children and women with babes in their arms had been chased as far as two miles . . . Judging by the slaughter on the battlefield, it was suggested that the soldiers simply went berserk. For who could explain such a merciless disregard for life?”

			The massacre at Wounded Knee Creek was covered by more than twenty newspapers. Response to the killings represented something more than sympathy for Indians on the one hand, and bitter and bloody American progress on the other. Rather, both sides saw the massacre as the end not just of the Indians who had died but of “the Indian,” period. The frontier was closed, Indians were confined to reservations. The clash of civilizations seemed to have wound down. The myths and meaning of America had been firmly established. Perhaps this is why the massacre at Wounded Knee became so emblematic. It neatly symbolized the accepted version of reality: an Indian past and an American present and future.

			This version of history remained largely unquestioned through World War I, the Great Depression, World War II, and the 1950s. Then came the 1960s: as the fight for civil rights heated up, so did protests against the American involvement in the Vietnam War. Activists grew concerned about the environment and the toxic effects of industrialization and consumerism. Some people questioned whether mainstream culture was the only culture; interest in a counterculture spread—and the story of “the Indian” surfaced with new intensity in the American consciousness. This awareness was popularized by a highly influential book.

			Published in 1970, eighty years after the massacre, Bury My Heart at Wounded Knee: An Indian History of the American West appeared as news reports of Indian activism were playing out on TV screens across the country, and at a time when many Americans were looking for some other way of being. The book, written by Dee Brown, a white academic librarian, was an enormous success. To date it has sold more than four million copies, and has been published in seventeen languages. It has never gone out of print.

			The “greatest concentration of recorded experience and observation” of Indian lives and history, wrote Brown in the opening pages, “came out of the thirty-year span between 1860 and 1890 . . . It was an incredible era of violence, greed, audacity, sentimentality, undirected exuberance, and an almost reverential attitude toward the ideal of personal freedom for those who already had it. During that time the culture and civilization of the American Indian was destroyed.” Beneath Brown’s effort to speak truth to power, however, he relied on and revived the same old sad story of the “dead Indian.” Our history and our continued existence came down to a list of the tragedies we had somehow outlived without really living. As for present-day Native life, Brown wrote only: “If the readers of this book should ever chance to see the poverty, the hopelessness, and the squalor of a modern Indian reservation, they may find it possible to truly understand the reasons why.”

			I remember, vividly, reading that passage while in college in 1991, and I was doubly dismayed by Brown’s telling. I was far from home, on a distant coast. I was homesick—for the Minnesota Northwoods, for my Ojibwe reservation, for the only place on earth I truly loved. I was also dismayed because I felt so insignificant in the face of the authority and power with which Brown explained us Indians to the world. He had hundreds of years of history behind him, the most powerful cultural myths of America as evidence, and a command of English I could only dream of. All I had was the small hot point of hope that I mattered, that where I was from mattered, and that someday I would be able to explain—to myself and to others—why.

			This book is a counternarrative to the story that has been told about us, but it is something more as well: it is an attempt to confront the ways we Indians ourselves understand our place in the world. We carry within us stories of our origins, and ideas about what our families, clans, and communities mean. But too often we agree with the ways in which we are read by outsiders. Despite how much I missed home and how much I had come to love where I was from, old habits of thought were hard to shake: for too many years I understood my home, the Leech Lake Reservation, only as a place of abject suffering, a “nowhere place” where nothing happened and good ideas went to die. I saw it as in America but not of America. I saw myself and my tribe as a ruined people whose greatness lay behind us.

			The evidence seemed to be all around me. A brilliant uncle (the smartest man I ever knew, said my mother) was perpetually stoned, and eventually died of an overdose. Another uncle was shot twice in the chest after firing an arrow through the open window of a police cruiser. A cousin was hit by an RV, and another cousin was so thoroughly shot up by the cops that his body leaked through the unstopped holes when I was asked to shift it in the coffin at his funeral. Our Ojibwe tribal chairman was investigated for robbing our casino at gunpoint. The first Indian elected to the state legislature was convicted of theft and fraud. All this drama and trauma was refracted by the attitudes I heard expressed around me. On a field trip to the state capitol during a protest, my high school band teacher muttered to the class that all Indians were on welfare and we should go back to Canada where we came from. My best friend’s mother told him that I’d gotten into Princeton University and he hadn’t because I was Indian. A high school friend told me that her parents, who owned property in a nearby town, wouldn’t rent to Indians because we were dirty and dangerous. I protested weakly that I wasn’t dirty, I wasn’t dangerous. Oh, well, you’re not really Indian, she said. To be “really” Indian, evidently, was to be those things.

			By the time I graduated from high school, I was ready to leave the reservation and never come back. In my mind, nothing good came from my Indian life. I was tired of the poverty and the dusty roads that no one saw fit to pave. I was sick of the late-night calls and the trips to the hospital to witness the damage we were doing to ourselves. I looked ahead to the green, leafy excellence of Princeton. Nothing was clearer to me than the conviction that my past lay behind me, on the reservation, and the future awaited me beyond our borders, in America. So I left.

			As soon as I was gone, I missed it. I missed what I hadn’t known was my Indian life, our collective Indian life. I missed the Mississippi River, which flows through my reservation as a tiny thing, little more than a stream I could walk across. I missed the ways the pine tree scratched the window screens at night. I missed my uncle Davey’s antics, and I missed his love and I missed how he loved me: completely, without judgment, without measure, without censure. I missed the Memorial Day gatherings at the cemetery with my aunt and uncles and cousins, the sandwiches of canned ham mixed with Miracle Whip and relish on white dinner rolls. The yearning for home was rooted in nostalgia, but I was also trying to grow beyond it, toward a place approaching true knowledge.

			As kids do when they leave home, I began to see my parents more clearly. I saw how my mother, born into the meanest of circumstances, had gone to nursing school and then to law school and then—quietly, without self-promotion—had returned to the reservation to practice. Indians had been appearing in court for centuries, but for most of my mother’s clients, it was the first time they had shown up with an Indian lawyer by their side, arguing for dignity, for fairness, for justice.

			I saw, too, how my father—who was Jewish and had just barely survived the Holocaust—had adopted the Leech Lake Reservation as his home and our causes as his own. I asked him how he had come to feel so comfortable on the reservation. I was a refugee, I was an outsider. I was told throughout my life I wasn’t enough, I wasn’t good enough, I didn’t belong. When I came here, I felt at home. I felt like people understood me. My father taught high school on our Ojibwe reservation and then worked for the tribe. One summer I picked up a woman I was dating from her aunt’s house on the reservation. She told me her aunt wanted me to say hi to my father for her. Evidently, on Saturday afternoons back in the 1950s, my father would drive to the small village where the aunt lived. He picked up all the Indian kids hanging out there, dropped them off in a larger town where there was more for them to do, then picked them up later when he was done in town and drove them home. He was the only white man who even thought about us, and went out of his way to give us something to do, something to look forward to, the aunt said.

			I started in my own haphazard way to think about our collective Indian past and present, and how the story of it was told. I decided on anthropology as my undergraduate major. In the 1980s and 1990s, anthropology was reckoning with its colonial past and its past practices, especially with regard to Indigenous people around the world. Anthropology was also a great place to have arguments, and for better or worse, I loved having arguments.

			Around that time, I also launched my life as a fiction writer. I detested the publishing industry’s pressure to make multicultural fiction engage in cultural show-and-tell. As a result, I wrote novels where the characters never, ever talked about their spirituality or culture; where nary a feather was to be found. Instead, I tried (and often failed) to create complex, fully realized characters. I went on to get my PhD in anthropology, publish a few novels, and write a nonfiction book about reservation life. It was a hybrid like me: part history, part reportage, part memoir.

			Through it all, I came to see we Indians often get ourselves wrong. My lack of regard for my own origins and those of my community began to trouble me, and troubles me still. If I could not see myself and my homelands more expansively, more intimately, more deeply than many non-Indians do, then how could I hope that the future of my people would be any different from the story of “the Indian” we’ve always been told and keep telling? Many of us have lived bitter and difficult lives, and we have brought the ghost of our modern afterlife inside ourselves, where it sits judging us, shaping us, putting its fingers over our eyes so that all we can see, all we can feel, is that we were once great people but are great no more, and that we are no longer capable of greatness. We may feel that Dee Brown was right: what we have now is not a civilization, not a culture, not even real selves, but rather a collection of conditions—poverty, squalor, hopelessness—and that these are the conditions in which we live, and the state of our spirit.

			This is a narrative that must be laid to rest.

			I conceived of a book with a new Indian story, the untold story of the past 130 years. It would reveal the broader and deeper currents of Indian life that have too long been obscured. It would explore the opposite thesis of Bury My Heart at Wounded Knee: The year 1890 was not the end of us, our cultures, our civilizations. It was a cruel, low, painful point, yes—maybe even the lowest point since Europeans arrived in the so-called New World—but a low point from which much of modern Indian and American life has emerged.

			To tell that story, I embarked on three journeys. I traveled back into our prehistory and up through the early days of colonialism in North America. I also spent the better part of four years traveling the country—Montana, Washington state, New Mexico, Arizona, California, New York, Florida, and everywhere in between. And as I traveled to Indian homelands across the country, researching and writing about our long history, I listened to Indians telling me what they and their people had experienced, what they had done, what their lives meant to them. I did my best to pair their beautiful lives and beautiful struggles with the recorded past, to link them to the chain of cause and effect, action and response, thought and deed, that is our collective living history. Last, I also continued my inward journey, and included it here. I could not in good conscience ask other Indian people to expose themselves in service to my project, to trust me, if I didn’t take the same risks. I can’t shake the knowledge—and this is perhaps the only place where my anthropological training and my culture actually meet and agree—that it is impossible to separate the teller from the telling. Whatever I say about Indian lives is a way of saying something about myself.

			This book is a result of those journeys. As such, it is not a catalog of broken treaties, massacres, and names and dates, of moments when things might have turned out differently. There are, of course, treaties and battles and names and dates. It’s a history book, after all. But it also traces the stories of ordinary Indian people whose lives remind us of the richness and diversity of Indian life today and whose words show us the complexity with which we Indians understand our own past, present, and future. It’s a work of history, but it also includes journalism and reportage, and the deeply personal and deeply felt stories of Indians across the country, mine among them.

			This book is written out of the simple, fierce conviction that our Indian cultures are not dead and our civilizations have not been destroyed. It is written with the understanding that our present tense is evolving as rapidly and creatively as everyone else’s.

			In a sense, writing this book is a selfish project. I want—I need—to see Indian life as more than a legacy of loss and pain, because I want to pass on to my beautiful children a rich heritage and an embracing vision of who we were and who we are. But I have not created alternative, falsely hopeful realities to make up for a traumatic past or to imagine a better future.

			Looking beyond the blinders of the “dead Indian” story means reckoning with relentless attacks on our sovereignty and the suffering that has created. But it also reveals the ingenious and resourceful counterattacks we have mounted over the decades: the resistance to the lives the government would have us live; the many varied paths Indians forged where old ones were closed off or obscured.

			This book is about the history we’ve made and the tools with which we’ve made it. Indians are not little ghosts in living color, stippling the landscape of the past and popping up in the present only to warn contemporary Americans to behave (to do better by the environment) or to provide examples of superior spirituality.

			To treat the lives lost on that cold South Dakota day in 1890 as merely symbolic is to disrespect those lives. It is also to disrespect the more than two hundred Lakota who survived Wounded Knee and lived on—to experience the pain of loss, yes, but much else as well. They survived to live and grow, to get married and have babies. They survived to hold on to their Lakota ways or to convert to Christianity. They survived to settle on the reservation and, later, to move to cities. They survived to go to school and to college and to work. They survived to make mistakes and recover from them. They survived to make history, to make meaning, to make life. This book is about them. And it is about the Indians of other communities and tribes around the country, who survived their own holocausts and went on to make their own lives and their own histories, and in so doing, to make and remake the story of America itself.

		

	
		FATAL ENCOUNTERS

		10,000 BCE–1890
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		When my brother and I talk, joke, or sing in Ojibwe, we are speaking in a language thousands of years old, once used by hundreds of thousands of people in America, and still spoken by many. When I walk through Bena, our ancestral village on the Leech Lake Reservation in Minnesota, or along the trails on the banks of the Mississippi River by my house, I am following the tracks laid down by my ancestors. The story of Native peoples and our very existence are older than anything else in this country. But ours has long been an invisible American history.

		But the story of Native folk I learned in school always began in 1492 when Columbus sailed the ocean blue. Like many origin myths, this is a fiction. So is the idea that the European settlement of North America, and the corresponding decimation of Indian tribes and cultures, was sudden and inevitable. It was neither. Christopher Columbus sailed west for money. The colonists came for money and they stayed for money. Indigenous peoples—the lords of the North American continent, the controllers of all its shores and interior—resisted, helped, hindered, and constantly negotiated the changes brought by white people.

		From the 1490s through the 1590s, there was a wave of European exploration, followed by many attempts at colonization in North America. These early attempts failed for a number of reasons: disease, starvation, attack by Indigenous tribes, and attacks from other colonial powers. Many of the early European settlements in North America floundered because they were looking for a quick buck: gold, people to enslave and export. Others succeeded when they cultivated the slow buck: cotton, tobacco, timber, furs, gems, and gold and silver from mines worked by enslaved people.

		By the beginning of the seventeenth century, the four dominant European colonizing powers had roughly divided the continent: The Spanish had been relegated to Mexico and parts of what is today the American South. The English controlled the main section of the Eastern Seaboard. The Dutch were clinging to parts of New York and New Jersey. And the French had secured much of what is now eastern Canada.

		All the colonial powers used violence, strategic dependency, intermarriage, and religious conversion to create and maintain control. They also wielded another powerful weapon: language. European colonizers created a narrative that said they deserved to stake claim to lands they “discovered.” They justified that story by filling it in with details of Indian aggression, lawlessness, laziness, and paganism. The Euro-peans ignored the true story in front of them: that they had arrived in a vast land with a varied cultural landscape that had been evolving for thousands of years.

		The earliest verified archaeological evidence of the settlement of North America comes from two distinct sites, both excavated in the 1970s: the Meadowcroft Rockshelter, near Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, and Monte Verde in Chile. Tools, bones, campsites, and personal effects were recovered at Meadowcroft, along with evidence of early farming of squash, corn, and beans. The Monte Verde site is a rare find: a relatively complete village preserved by a peat bog. Both sites may stretch back nineteen thousand years. Together they show that there were people in North America well before the Bering land bridge formed about ten thousand years ago. This throws into dispute the theory that North America was settled primarily by Asiatic wanderers over the bridge.

		Most Indians do not see themselves as merely the first in a long series of arrivals to North America; they see themselves as Indigenous. Indian stories about our own origins almost all claim we came into being in our native lands. Belief in our Indigenous origin is crucial to understanding modern Indian realities. The argument that Indians are just one group of travelers with no greater stake than any other migrating people clashes with Indians’ cultural understanding that we have always been here and that our control over our place in this world has been deeply and unjustly eroded.

		North America is uniformly seen as an Indian homeland that has shaped and been shaped by the Indians living there then and now. Various empires and nation-states—Spanish, British, French, Dutch, and, later, American—have crawled over these homelands, mapping and claiming as they went. But these maps and conquests have not eradicated the fact that immigrants built their homes and villages and towns and cities on top of Indian homelands. History, technologies, and people with distinct, deep concepts of themselves and their place in the world were already here.

		THE SOUTHEAST

		The Europeans who first arrived on the Atlantic coast landed on an incredibly fertile homeland settled by hundreds of tribes. It seems that, in this period in North America, coastal Indians lived in small villages of about 150 people. They were fairly mobile, spending part of the year on the coast, part farther inland, and getting most of their calories from fish, game, and harvested nuts and berries. Archaeological evidence suggests that between 2500 and 2000 BCE, tribal groups began making clay pots, which indicate food surplus, a need for storage, and a more sedentary lifestyle. (In anthropology, sedentary means living in one place for a long time.) Some villages seem to have been fortified by wooden palisades. Tribes did fight and kill one another.

		The Ais, Alafay, Amacano, Apalachee, Bomto, Calusa, Chatot, Chine, Guale, Jororo, Luca, Mayaca, Mayaimi, Mocoso, Pacara, Pensacola, Pohoy, Surruque, Tequesta, Timicua, and Viscayno, to name but a few, had been living in what is now Florida for at least twelve thousand years before Ponce de León arrived there in 1513 to explore and settle the region on behalf of the Spanish monarchy.

		Spanish colonization was driven first by the search for treasure, then by a quest for people to enslave, and later by religious missionary zeal. Almost every Spanish attempt at exploration and colonization was attacked and impeded by the tribes encountered. In the sixteenth century, the Spanish finally succeeded in establishing missions in Florida and Georgia. Indians were conscripted and enslaved. They were forced to work, live, and die in deplorable, disease-ridden conditions.

		Disease, slavery, starvation, disruption: what happened in Florida would be repeated over much of the Indian homeland of North America. As a consequence, previously distinct cultures and peoples were mixed together, forming new tribal identities. This occurred in what would become the states of Florida, Georgia, South and North Carolina, Kentucky, and Tennessee. By the end of the Revolutionary War era, what had once been the homeland of hundreds of distinct tribes was now in the control of a few “supertribes,” such as the Seminole, Creek, Muscogee, Chickasaw, and Cherokee.

		The colonization of North America is often seen as a struggle between Indians and settlers. But conflict occurred along multiple fronts. Tribes banded together with other tribes and fought yet others. Colonial powers made alliances, pitting Indian against Indian and against other colonial powers. Different branches of the U.S. federal government joined in. Rulings from John Marshall’s Supreme Court favored tribes against states. President Andrew Jackson’s executive branch took an opposite stance and supported states against tribes. Some tribes committed genocide against their neighbors. But while the conflicts in the Southeast weren’t necessarily linear, the trajectory was more or less clear: tribes were diminished through disease and warfare. Two moments stand out in the sordid history of the American Southeast—Indian removal and the Seminole Wars.

		Founding Father Thomas Jefferson saw the few supertribes remaining in the southeast as impediments to the American nation. He wrote that it was important “to encourage them to abandon hunting, to apply to the raising [of] stock, to agriculture and domestic manufactures, and thereby prove to themselves that less land and labor will maintain them in this, better than in their former mode of living.” The problem was that by the beginning of the eighteenth century, the Indians were already doing just that in small villages and settlements where they grew yams, beans, corn, and squash. They had seats of government and centers of power. After the colonists arrived, they began cultivating cotton and other export crops, which they farmed plantation style. Many Cherokee and other tribal people bought and enslaved Black people, as did Jefferson himself.

		In 1802 Georgia had agreed to give up claims to land in what would become Alabama and Mississippi if the federal government would remove or reduce the Indians in Georgia. Basically, Georgia would give up land outside the state in order to secure more land within its borders. After Jackson assumed the presidency in 1829, he was happy to oblige.

		The Cherokee invoked the tribes’ long control over their land as well as the treaties, alliances, and decrees that stipulated that only the federal government had the ability to negotiate with tribes. Cherokee chief John Ross brought his people’s case to the U.S. Supreme Court. In a series of rulings known as the Marshall Trilogy, the court affirmed the rights of the Cherokee and ruled the removal of Indians unlawful. It was revolutionary that the Supreme Court sided with Native people against federal policy and the states in the Southeast. President Andrew Jackson did it anyway. Between 1830 and 1850 more than 125,000 Indians of the Southeast were forcibly removed to territory west of the Mississippi, mostly on foot and in wintertime. At least thirty-five hundred Creek, five thousand Cherokee, and many from other tribes died along the way. Many more starved to death when they reached their new lands.

		The Seminole were also, in part, subject to removal. They were an amalgam of Creek Choctaw, who had fled south from Georgia and Alabama during the eighteenth century and settled in northern Florida. The Seminole learned how to draw sustenance from Florida’s swamps and lowlands, and they traded deer hides for weapons, metal, and other goods.

		In 1818 Andrew Jackson (not yet president) mounted a military campaign in Florida to put down the Seminole, recover enslaved runaways, and shake out the Spanish. This was the First Seminole War. When it was over, the United States secured all of northern Florida, some twenty-eight million acres. The 1823 Treaty of Moultrie Creek then moved the Seminoles into a four-million-acre reservation on poor land in central Florida. Another fraudulent treaty, the Treaty of Payne’s Landing (1832), was signed by a few non-representative “chiefs,” and promised the Seminole land west of the Mississippi. In 1835 the government moved in to enforce that treaty. They were met with resistance.
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				Seminole chief Osceola, a young warrior who fiercely opposed government attempts to direct the destiny of his tribe, vowed, “I will make the white man red with blood and then blacken him in the sun and rain, where the wolf shall smell his bones and the vulture live upon his flesh.” This 1838 print is the work of George Caitlin, an American artist noted for his portraits of Native Americans.

			
		
		On December 28, 1835, an American army column moved into Seminole territory near Fort Brooke, but the irascible Chief Osceola and his warriors were waiting for them. The Seminole rose from the tall grass on either side of the trail and opened fire. After the first volley, half the soldiers lay dead or dying. In the ensuing months, the Seminole attacked and burned down twenty-one plantations, along with army forts and even the Cape Florida lighthouse. It took the U.S. government a long time to bring the violence with the Seminole to a close. Even after the arrest of Osceola, the Seminole continued to attack and then melt away. The army could not fight effectively in the Florida swamps. But attrition finally had its way, and the wars wound down in 1842 at a cost of nearly sixty million dollars for the second war alone. The captured Seminole were moved west to Indian Territory, though many remained.

		In the 1850s, the Seminole once again attacked settlers moving onto their land. The Third Seminole War ensued and violence swept Florida. Many of the Indian combatants were removed west and on May 8, 1858, the United States declared the war was over. The Seminole made no such pronouncement. The remaining Indians, numbering fewer than a thousand, resumed life in the backcountry and swamps of Florida, and there they remained, never having surrendered and never having been defeated. The Southeast was never entirely freed of Indians. They lived on in the swamps of Florida, the hills of southern Appalachia, the bayous of Alabama and Louisiana.

		THE NORTHEAST

		The prehistoric tribes of the American Northeast stretched from Virginia all the way up to the Saint Lawrence River and were as diverse as their homeland. The tribes seem to have kept close to the shores and life appears to have been particularly good for them from about 3000 BCE to 700 BCE. The ocean provided seals and swordfish and cod. The innumerable rivers and streams ran with smelt, alewife, salmon, and herring. The warming of the climate helped create vast shellfish beds from Manhattan Island north to Maine. Dependable calories caused a population boom, which in turn supported cultural growth. Villages grew in size. Funeral rites and burials became more elaborate. By about 1000 BCE, pottery was widespread.

		Around 700 BCE, the climate cooled again, calories became scarce, and the prehistoric tribes fractured into smaller groups that seem to have relied more on inland hunting. During this era, maize (corn) began its slow crawl north as a domesticated food source from Mexico. It reached the Northeast and was in robust production by 1200 CE. By the time of contact with European fishing fleets in the early sixteenth century, there was a distinct division between what had become the inland tribes of the Iroquois Confederacy and the collection of Algonquian tribes scattered along the Atlantic coast.

		The coastal Algonquian-speaking tribes included the Powhatan, Nanticoke, Pennacook, Massachuset, Mohegan, Delaware, Mahican, Abenake, Mi’kmaq, Pequot, Wampanoag, and scores of other small tribes. Fishing, foraging, and hunting large game farther from shore encouraged the growth of numerous small seasonal villages of no more than a few hundred, organized by clan. The tribes spent the summer catching birds and harvesting berries and nuts near the sea. In the fall, they moved to other temporary villages better situated to net spawning fish. In the winter, they congregated in larger villages and lived in multifamily longhouses to conserve heat, water, and material for shelter. Their slash-and-burn methods dictated moving to new planting grounds every few years.

		The five original tribes of the Iroquois Confederacy—the Cayuga, Oneida, Seneca, Onondaga, and Mohawk—lived in the region between the eastern Great Lakes and the Appalachian Mountains. By the end of the Woodland period (around 1100 CE), the separate Iroquoian tribes of the area had fought one another often for hunting and fishing grounds. Then corn arrived. This crop required intensive cultivation and a kind of seasonal stability not possible with constant, even if low-grade, conflict. The Iroquois built protected villages inland, surrounded by cornfields and acres of squash and beans. By the time of European contact, the Onondaga, Mohawk, Seneca, Oneida, and Cayuga were living this way.

		First contact in the Northeast is often presented as the story of Pilgrims arriving in Plymouth, Massachusetts, in November 1620, while the Indigenous Wampanoag stood by and watched the Mayflower’s sails grow nearer. In reality, many tribes had intricate social networks that followed well-established trade routes and waterways. It’s likely that northeastern Indians had heard of the English, French, Spanish, and Portuguese fishing and exploration fleets, which had started arriving in the early 1500s, long before they encountered Europeans themselves: coastal tribes had been trading with them for decades. The first import to the New World was surely rumor.

		More disastrously, European diseases often arrived well in advance of Europeans and ravaged Indian populations even more ruthlessly, especially when paired with slavery. In 1592, before the Seneca had direct and prolonged contact with Europeans, a measles epidemic spread among the tribe, killing many thousands within a decade. The Pequot, Wampanoag, and other New England tribes were laid low by an epidemic of leptospirosis, a bacterial disease. Between 1616 and 1619, as much as 90 percent of the New England tribes were wiped out. Rather than welcoming the Mayflower with open arms, precious few Indians remained alive on the Eastern Seaboard to lift their arms at all.

		As the Pilgrims and subsequent settlers flooded into New England, the tribes (and some of the settlers) tried to forge alliances and understandings that would benefit them all. These efforts failed. In the 1630s, when Indian populations had rebounded to some extent, the Pequot launched an all-out war. It was crushed by the Pilgrims, and the remaining Pequot were sold into slavery. The Pequot were exterminated from the land and from memory: uttering the tribe’s very name was forbidden. By 1890 all Indian lands in coastal New England had long since been taken over. Most remaining Indians had been assimilated into other tribes, relocated, or killed. Most, but not all. Wampanoag, Mashantucket, Mi’kmaq, Abenake, and others made peace and endured. As in the Southeast, total war had not yielded total extermination. Indians remained.

		THE GREAT LAKES AND OHIO RIVER VALLEY

		The Great Lakes region includes the Ohio River valley, the area around the lakes themselves, and the Mississippi basin up to the edge of the Great Plains.

		The Great Lakes are the confluence of a far-reaching network of waterways. This network was a hub for Indians as far back as twelve thousand years ago. By the beginning of the Woodland period in 500 BCE, knowledge spread via a vast cultural and technological network that followed the water. The use of the bow and arrow, pottery, plant domestication, architecture, and burial practices flowed from the Gulf of Mexico all the way up to north of Lake Ontario and back again. In the Middle Woodland period, what is commonly known as the Hopewell culture arose. The Hopewell cultures typically made their homes in or near river areas that seasonally replenished rich planting grounds, aquatic food sources, and waterfowl. Villages could reach significant size and were surrounded by mounds that were one of the hallmarks of the culture. The Hopewell Ceremonial Earthworks near Chillicothe, Ohio, measures 1,254 feet long and connects thirty-eight mounds within an earthen rectangle measuring more than one hundred acres.

		Most, but not all, mounds contained burials of staggering richness. The deceased were placed inside the shelter and buried with an abundance of trade goods. In Ohio some mounds were found to contain thousands of freshwater pearls, mica, tortoise shells, Knife River flint from North Dakota, and conch from Mexico. One burial mound at the Mound City site in Ross County, Ohio, contained more than two hundred intricately carved smoking pipes. The finds indicate that these communities were both well-off and well-connected.

		Around 500 CE, the Hopewell culture disappeared. No one knows why, exactly. Populations may have declined because of war, a shortage of game as the climate grew colder, or overhunting as weapons improved. During the later Mississippian period (1100 to 1541 CE), there was a shift from gathering to intensive agriculture. Large villages replaced small seasonal camps, and there is evidence of the bow, small projectile points, and pottery. The largest Mississippian village was surely Cahokia, situated at the confluence of the Mississippi and Missouri Rivers near present-day St. Louis. At its peak around 1050–1250 CE, Cahokia spread over five square miles; its population is estimated at about thirty thousand. Whatever the cause, by the time Europeans arrived in the region in the mid–seventeenth century, Cahokia and similar settlements had been long abandoned.

		The Iroquois Confederacy maintained a stranglehold on travel into the interior and trade via the Great Lakes waterways. They had access to trade goods: metal traps, kettles, axes, blankets, guns, shot, powder, and knives. This gave them a decided military advantage. Between the end of the sixteenth century and the full blossoming of the fur trade, the Iroquois were engaged in endless wars with their tribal neighbors to the east. They also managed to negotiate lucrative trade deals with the French along the Saint Lawrence and the English down the Hudson River.

		The Shawnee, Odawa, Potawatomi, Ojibwe, Meskwaki (Sac and Fox), Menominee, Ho-Chunk (Winnebago), Osage, Miami, Dakota, Cree, Mandan, Arikara, Hidatsa, and Huron, to name but a few of the tribes to the west of the Iroquois, were numerous and powerful but were spread out over a vast territory. The Huron, whose population numbered twenty thousand to forty thousand or more, lived in large agricultural settlements on the north side of Lake Ontario and later near Georgian Bay. Most western Great Lakes tribes, however, were broken into small mobile villages of around 150 to 300 people, organized by kinship ties. These were the Indians of storybook legend: paddling through the woodlands in birchbark canoes and treading the hushed forests in moccasins. They were primarily hunter-gatherers, though they, too, grew corn, beans, and squash. More westerly tribes such as the Ojibwe had also begun harvesting and cultivating naturally occurring wild rice, a swampy aquatic plant in the oat family that provided a very stable and nutrient-rich food source.

		In 1608 French explorer Samuel de Champlain pushed deeper into the Saint Lawrence and landed at what would become Quebec, Canada. The French hoped to take up dealing in furs coming out of the northland and thereby bypass the British to the east and the Spanish creeping up the Mississippi from the south. The French preferred to trade rather than to settle. Their new outpost of Quebec was deep in Indian country; to survive, it needed the help of its neighbors. The French began trading metal goods and guns with the Huron in exchange for their surplus corn. The Huron did not have access to furs themselves, but they maintained good trade relations with their Algonquian neighbors who did, the Odawa and Ojibwe.

		As they say: location, location, location. At this time the Odawa and Ojibwe were located around Michilimackinac, which sat at the straits that separated Lake Michigan from Lake Huron. Control the straits and you controlled travel and trade for the majority of the continent. The location also suited the cultural needs of the unique Algonquian clan system. Children took the clan of their fathers and typically married out of their village into nearby villages and even other tribes. As a result, “family” pulled populations of mobile and separate tribes into durable and useful relationships over great distances. This well-woven network was a boon to trade and a backup during war.

		Michilimackinac also offered access to reliable food sources. The microclimate of lakes in all directions allowed for corn production well north of its usual limit and supported an incredible diversity of
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		THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST AND COLUMBIAN PLATEAU
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		THE GREAT BASIN

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		THE SOUTHERN GREAT PLAINS: TEXAS AND OKLAHOMA
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