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The Last Thunder on the Plains is an unforgettable journey through the eyes of Wicasa, a young Sioux boy, born to the boundless freedom of the Great Plains. From his childhood hunts and fireside stories to the encroachment of settlers and soldiers into his people’s sacred lands, Wicasa grows into a warrior destined to ride alongside Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull.

As the drums of war echo across the Black Hills, Wicasa fights at the legendary Battle of the Little Bighorn — a fleeting triumph against impossible odds. But victory soon gives way to hardship, as the buffalo vanish, treaties are broken, and his people are forced onto reservations.

Now an old man, Wicasa keeps the memory alive, telling the stories of his people so the thunder of the Sioux will never truly fade.

Sweeping, emotive, and deeply human, The Last Thunder on the Plains is a tale of courage, loss, and resilience — a tribute to a people whose spirit endures.
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Dedication
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To the memory of the Lakota, Cheyenne, and Arapaho who rode beneath the endless sky,

to the warriors who fell, the mothers who wept, and the children who dreamed.

This story is for all who carried the fire of freedom on the plains,

whose voices may have been silenced,

but whose spirit still rides with the wind.
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“They claim this mother of ours, the Earth, for their own use, and fence their neighbours away from her, and deface her with their buildings and their refuse”.


-  Sitting Bull



“One does not sell the earth upon which the people walk”


-  Crazy Horse



"Hurrah Boys! Let's get these last few reds then head on back to camp. Hurrah!"


-  General Custer, before the Battle of Little Bighorn
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Prologue
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The old man sat by the dying fire, its embers glowing softly against the cool breath of evening. His hair, once black as raven’s wings, now fell in long silver strands over his shoulders, and the lines of time carved deep upon his face told of battles fought, of hunts chased, of a people’s long journey.

Children gathered at his feet, their eyes wide, their small hands clutching blankets against the chill. Soldiers stood far off at the edge of the reservation, their blue coats dim shadows against the fading light, but here, around the circle of fire, another world lived on — the world of memory.

The old man lifted his head, his gaze drifting toward the horizon where the plains once stretched without end. He could almost hear them still: the thunder of hooves, the cry of warriors, the laughter of children running through tall grass. The sound of a world that was fading but not yet gone.

“My name is Wicasa,” he began, his voice rough with age yet carrying the strength of a drumbeat. “I was once a boy who ran with the buffalo, who learned to hunt with the bow, who rode beneath the sun with hair unbound and heart unbroken. I saw the gold seekers come into our sacred hills, the soldiers march across our hunting grounds, and I rode into battle when the long-haired one came against us. I have seen victory, and I have known loss.”

The children leaned closer. The firelight flickered, casting their shadows long across the ground.

“Our people have suffered much, yet still we endure. The land is smaller now, the herds are gone, and fences rise where once only wind moved. But hear me, little ones: we are still the Sioux. The thunder of our ancestors still rolls within us, even when the plains are silent.”

He raised a hand to the stars, glittering like the eyes of the ancestors above.
“One day, when I am gone, remember these words. Remember the plains, the buffalo, the courage of those who fought so that you may know who you are. Carry it within you, and the last thunder will never truly fade.”

The fire crackled. The children’s eyes shone. And the old man closed his eyes, seeing once more the endless grass, the great herds, and the proud riders of his youth — the last thunder on the plains.
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Part I – Childhood on the Plains (1850s–1860s)



Chapter I – The Boy Named Wicasa
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The prairie stretched endlessly beneath the wide Dakota sky, rolling waves of grass bending and swaying with the breath of the wind. To the east, the horizon glowed with the gold of morning, and to the west, the jagged outline of the Black Hills rose dark and proud, like the backs of sleeping buffalo. It was there, in the shadow of those sacred hills, that Wicasa’s life began.

Wicasa was but eight summers old when he first began to understand the rhythm of his people’s world. His village was a circle of lodges, each tipi painted with symbols that told stories of the families within. Smoke curled lazily from their tops, carrying the scent of sage and sweetgrass into the clear air. The laughter of children echoed along the riverbank, mingling with the calls of meadowlarks. It was a life woven with the land, a life that seemed eternal to a boy who had never known anything else.

His mother, Tashina, was gentle-eyed and quick of hand, her voice always carrying the soft patience of the earth itself. She taught him how to gather roots, how to sew beads into patterns that spoke of the stars, how to listen when the elders told stories. His father, Mato, bore scars upon his arms from battles long past, yet he laughed easily and held his son proudly upon his shoulders when the riders returned from the hunt. Mato’s words were firm but kind, shaping Wicasa with lessons of humility, courage, and the unbreakable tie to the people.

That morning, Wicasa woke to the call of his mother’s voice.

“Rise, my son. The sun has already painted the sky, and the horses wait for you.”

The boy rolled from his buffalo robe, his dark hair tangled, his eyes still heavy with sleep. But excitement stirred within him. Today, he would ride with his cousins across the meadow. Today, he would prove he could stay on the back of a spirited pony without tumbling into the grass. For a boy of his age, such a feat meant more than play—it was the first step toward the path of a warrior.

Outside, the camp was already alive. Women pounded chokecherries into patties, men sharpened arrowheads, and younger boys carried water from the river. Wicasa bounded toward the horse herd, where the animals grazed under the watchful eye of his uncle. The air was cool, scented with dew and the faint musk of the ponies. His pony, a mottled grey with a streak of white along its nose, lifted its head as Wicasa approached. The boy reached out, whispering softly as he had been taught, and the horse nickered in recognition.

By mid-morning, Wicasa and his cousins were racing across the plain. The wind tore through his hair, the hooves thundered beneath him, and laughter filled the sky. He gripped tightly with his knees, remembering his father’s advice: “The horse is not beneath you, my son. It is part of
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