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GENERAL GEORGE ARMSTRONG CUSTER was born in New Rumley, Harrison County, Ohio, December, 1839. He was the eldest of a family of five children, consisting of four boys and one girl——Thomas, Nevin, Boston and Margaret. There were three sets of children in the family, as the father, Emanuel Custer, was a widower with a son and daughter when he married Mrs. Kirkpatrick, who also had two sons. There was such harmony and happiness among them that outsiders knew no difference between full or half brothers and sisters, and they themselves almost resented the question, saying that it was a subject they never discussed, nor even thought about. Armstrong, as he was called at home, became his father's and mother's idol and pride when he first began to talk, for he was very bright and extremely affectionate. His father belonged to the militia of the county, and took the boy out on training days, or whenever there happened to be any military display in the town. Almost the first little speech he learned was a line he picked up from a declamation one of his elder brothers was committing to memory as a school task. His father was proud, as well as surprised, to hear the little Armstrong lisp out one day, waving his tiny arm in the air, "My voice is for war." How soon this love for military life became a settled purpose no one knows, for the boy was reticent as to his future; and always tender and considerate of his invalid mother, he would not hurt her by talking of leaving home. He only said, as he followed the plough on his father's farm, that he would not choose that life for his future. He loved books, and when his brothers either slept or played at the nooning time, he lay in the furrow and poured over the lives of distinguished men or tales of travel and adventure, that the thoughtful father denied himself some comfort in order to buy for his boys.

General Custer, when asked once in his home how he came to be able to command a brigade of cavalry at the age of twenty-three, attributed a great deal of the success he had attained to the lesson of self-control he had learned in teaching school, and said that the duties of a teacher were an admirable training for a man who afterward commanded troops. The lad Armstrong was determined to obtain an education, and taught the district school in order to defray his expenses at an academy at Hopedale. He afterward went to Monroe, Michigan, to avail himself of the advantages of an excellent academy for boys, and paid his way by working for his half-sister, with whom he lived. During this time of work and study his mind was fixed on entering the military academy at West Point. He consulted no one, but on his return to Ohio he framed such a manly, earnest letter to the Member of Congress from his father's district, the Honorable John A. Bingham, that, though opposed in politics, he could not refuse, and out of eleven applications departed from the usual rule, and gave the appointment to the son of one who was not his constituent.

The leave-taking at home was the first trial for the boy Armstrong. His choice of profession was a surprise and a great trial to the devoted mother, but she was a superior woman, and realized that she had reared a son whose life could not be circumscribed by the narrow confines of his father's farm. Cadet life was a period of almost uninterrupted happiness, but, though quick in mastering his tasks, his buoyant, fun-loving temperament kept Cadet Custer very near the foot of the class. He was wont to say, laughingly, in after years, that it required more skill to graduate next to the foot, as he did, than to be at the head of the list; as, to keep within one of going out, and yet escape being dropped, was a serious problem.

He was graduated in the June of 1861, and was too eager for active service to take the usual leave of absence, but reported for duty at Washington at once. Having had the privilege of choosing the profession he liked, his enthusiasm at the prospect of entering at once into the field had but one serious side. He was deeply attached to his Southern classmates; and those with whom he had parted with sadness, as one by one they returned to their seceding State, were now to be arraigned before him on an opposite side. But though they afterward fought one another constantly during the war, the attachment of cadet days was too deep-seated to be disturbed. After the surrender at Appomattox he met and entertained at his headquarters his Southern classmates, while on the night of the surrender seven Confederate generals, whom he had captured, shared his tent and slept under the same blankets with him.

On the 20th of July 1861, Lieutenant Custer reported for duty to the adjutant-general of the army, and was entrusted with dispatches from General Scott to General McDowell. After delivering the dispatches at 3 o'clock in the morning, at the headquarters of the Army of the Potomac, he reported for duty to the Fifth Cavalry, to which he had been assigned. He was wont to say, laughingly, that he "reached the front just in time to run with all the rest" after the disastrous day at Bull Run. His comrades represent him as the hardest rider among them. If the regiment was relieved, and ordered to turn into quarters for recuperation, Lieutenant Custer, after seeing to the feeding of his horse, obtained permission to be absent from his command, and was off, as his fellow-soldiers described it, "smelling out another fight." He became lean and haggard, though perfectly well, and his un-groomed horse was also gaunt from hard service. On one of these expeditions about the Army of the Potomac, which stretched for miles over the country. General Kearney, who was also a hard rider and an untiring soldier, saw young Custer and invited him to become a member of his staff. Lieutenant Custer remained with him until an order was issued relieving regular officers from staff duty with volunteer generals. In the winter of 1861-1862 he remained with his regiment and served in the defenses of Washington, engaging in the Manassas and Peninsula campaigns; and at Cedar Run he led his squadron in a charge against the Confederate pickets, and forced them to retire across the stream. He marched with his regiment when the Army of the Potomac changed its base to the Peninsula; and at Warwick was selected as assistant to the chief of engineers on the staff of General (Baldy) Smith, retaining that position until the army halted at the Chickahominy River. At the siege of Yorktown he was engaged in the superintending of the construction of earthworks, and was also given the duty of making reconnoissance in a balloon, being among the first to discover and report the evacuation of the town. He took part in the battle of Williamsburg with General Hancock's brigade, and was highly commended by that officer after leading two regiments to an important position near Fort Magruder. He commanded a company in an important skirmish at New Bridge, near Cold Harbor, on May 24, which was the result of a reconnoissance to secure information concerning the fords and roads, in that vicinity and to attack the enemy, who were reported encamped near the bridge.
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General McClellan's headquarters were about a mile from the Chickahominy River, and it was desirous that a safe crossing for the army should be discovered. Lieutenant Custer, in one of his customary sallies by himself, in search of any portion of the army that might be having a skirmish, met General Barnard, of General McClellan's staff, and offered to try for the ford for which the chief engineer of the army was looking. He not only found a safe and firm crossing to the opposite bank, but concluded, while over there, to make a reconnoissance to ascertain what he could of the position of the enemy. The General in vain attempted, by gestures, to deter him from this venturesome deed. He reported, on his return, that the principal picket guard could be captured by determined men.

General Barnard could not pass such conduct by unnoticed, and asked the dripping, muddy lieutenant to his headquarters. It was in this predicament he first met General McClellan, with his brilliant staff, described then as resembling the glittering tail of a meteor as they rode behind their chief in full uniform. Lieutenant Custer was a sorry sight. He often laughed, in describing himself in after years, and drew a comical contrast between his Rozinante of a horse, rough, muddy and thin, his own splashed, weather-worn clothes, and the superbly equipped men who confronted him. After the chief engineer had reported what the young lieutenant had accomplished. General McClellan rode up to him, and asked if he would like to become one of his staff. He accepted the appointment at once, and was made aide-de-camp of volunteers, with the rank of captain, to date from June 5, 1862. He immediately asked to be permitted to attack the picket guard he had discovered that day, and at daylight next morning surprised the enemy, who retreated so hastily that they left their dead and wounded on the field. He took some prisoners, and had also the honor to take the first colors that were captured by the Army of the Potomac.

While on the staff of General McClellan he participated in the battle of Fair Oaks, the seven days' fighting, including the battles of Gaines's Mill and Malvern Hill, the skirmish in White Oak Swamp, and the evacuation of the Peninsula. After General McClellan was relieved from the command of the army. Captain Custer continued on his personal staff, and later was engaged in the battles of South Mountain and Antietam, and the pursuit of the enemy to Warrenton. At this time he was promoted in his regiment from second to first lieutenant, to date from July 17, 1862. He took part in the brilliant cavalry engagement at Barbee's Crossroads on November 5, as a representative of the headquarters staff, and two days after he followed General McClellan into retirement. He was devoted to General McClellan, and was grieved and keenly disappointed when his chief was retired from active service. The last magazine article he ever wrote, published after his death, spoke with enthusiasm, affection, and faith undisturbed after fourteen years. In like manner General McClellan bore testimony to his unwavering friendship for his old aide-de-camp in "McClellan's Own Story," published after his death by Webster & Company.

While Captain Custer was awaiting orders he remained in his half-sister's home, Monroe, Michigan, among the schoolmates and friends of several years before. As it was winter, and no active operations were going on at the front, he was not impatient, and the time did not drag. It was in Monroe that he met his wife, the daughter of Judge Daniel S. Bacon, and, but for the Judge's opposition to military life for his only daughter, they would have then been married. On March 31, 1863, he was discharged from volunteer commission, and joined his company at Capitol Hill, D. C, on the 3rd of April, where he served until May 15, and was appointed aide-de-camp to General Pleasanton, participated in the closing operations of the Rappahannock campaign, was engaged in the action at Brandy Station; and for daring gallantry in the skirmish at Aldie he was appointed a brigadier-general of volunteers, to date from June 29, 1863, and was assigned to the Michigan brigade, which he soon made famous. The men of his brigade adored him, and used to boast to their comrades in other commands, "Our boy-general never says "Go in, men!" He says, with that whoop and yell of his, "Come on, boys!" and in we go, you bet."

General Custer was then twenty-three years of age, the youngest general in the service; his golden hair fell in curls on his shoulders, in obeyance of a boyish whim and a bet that he would not cut it till the war was ended. On his lip was his first downy mustache, but his keen eye marked the determination and ability to command, while his valor was, as the soldiers said, of that sort that asks no man to go where he does not lead. He joined the Third Cavalry Division on the 29th of June, at Hanover, Pennsylvania, and participated in the Pennsylvania campaign, and was engaged on the 1st of July in a skirmish with the enemy's cavalry. He had a horse killed under him on the 2nd of July, while leading a company of the Sixth Michigan Cavalry in a charge near Hunterstown. He was conspicuous on the right of the army at the battle of Gettysburg, in conjunction with the brigades of Gregg and Mcintosh, in defeating General Stuart's effort to turn that flank. He moved on the morning of the 4th with the Third Cavalry Division in pursuit of the enemy, and was engaged in the skirmishes at the Monterey House and Hagerstown, the actions at Williamsport (6th and 14th), Boonesboro', Funkstown and Falling Waters, and was made a brevet major, to date from July 3, 1863, for gallant and meritorious services at the battle of Gettysburg.

He was then employed in central Virginia till the end of the year, and was engaged in the skirmish at King George Court House, and in the advance toward and skirmish at Culpeper Court House (September 13), where a piece of shell wounded him on the inside of the thigh, and killed his horse. He was disabled for field service until the 8th of October. Accepting twenty days leave of absence, he went to Monroe, Michigan, to again petition Judge Bacon for his daughter's hand. He was met with great cordiality, offered the sincerest congratulations, commended as only one self-made man can commend another, and a reluctant consent given to the engagement; reluctant because the Judge believed the military profession too hazardous and uncertain to admit of matrimony in time of war.

He returned to his command in October, and was engaged in the action at James City and Brandy Station (where his determined action prevented the capture of his brigade), the movement toward Centreville, the actions at Gainesville and Buckland's Mills, the skirmish at Stevensburg and the Mine Run operations.

In the February of 1864 he went to Monroe, and on the 9th was married to Elizabeth Bacon. They were recalled from the bridal tour by telegrams urging the return of the General to the front, in order that he might take command of a portion of the Army of the Potomac, which was to be sent in a certain direction as a feint to attract the Confederate army, while General Kilpatrick, with the cavalry (General Custer's brigade with them), attempted to get into Richmond. Leaving his bride at a farmhouse at Stevensburg, Virginia, where his headquarters were established almost in sight of Confederate pickets, he started at once on his arrival, and made so successful a feint that the bulk of the enemy were turned in pursuit. Soon after his return his wife went to Washington, to remain as near as possible during the active operations of the summer. General Custer took part in the Wilderness campaign. In the reorganization of the cavalry——caused by the removal of General Pleasanton, the death of General Buford, the transfer of General Kilpatrick to the West——he was transferred, with the Michigan brigade, to the First Cavalry Division, which crossed the Rapidan in May, the main army being toward Orange Court House. He was engaged in the battles of the Wilderness (where the cavalry was on the left) and Todd's Tavern; in General Sheridan's cavalry raid toward Richmond by the way of Beaver Dam Station and Ashland, during which his brigade had the advance, and by a gallant dash captured at Beaver Dam Station three large trains, which were conveying rations to the Confederate army, destroying several miles of railroad, and releasing four hundred prisoners, who were en route to Richmond. On the next day he assisted in the destruction of the Ashland Station, and on the 11th of May the command was within four miles of Richmond, on the Brook pike, with his brigade again in the advance; and the action of Yellow Tavern followed, where he won the brevet of lieutenant-colonel for gallant and meritorious services. He was engaged in the actions at Meadow Bridge, Mechanicsville and Hanovertown, the battles of Hawes's Shop and Cold Harbor, and in General Sheridan's second raid, during which was fought the battle of Trevillian Station (where his brigade was at one time in such great peril that he tore the colors from the staff and concealed them in the breast of his coat), and in the skirmish at Newark. After a brief rest near Petersburg, his brigade was transferred from the Army of the Potomac to the Shenandoah Valley, and arrived at Halltown about the 8th of August, and participated, with the First Cavalry Division, in the skirmishes at Stone Chapel and at Newtown, the brilliant action at Cedarville, near Front Royal, the combats at Kearneysville, Smithfield, Berryville and Opequan Creek, the battles of Winchester and Fisher's Hill (where he rendered conspicuous service), and the actions at Cedarville and Luray. He was made a brevet colonel, to date from September 19, 1864, for gallant and meritorious services at the battle of Winchester, and brevet major-general of volunteers, to date from October 19, 1864, for gallant and meritorious services at the battles of Winchester and Fisher's Hill.

He was assigned on the 26th of September to the command of the Second Cavalry Division, which he attempted to join at Piedmont, but the enemy appeared in force, and he was compelled to return to the cavalry headquarters, where he remained until the 30th, when he was transferred to the Third Cavalry Division and assumed the command at Harrisonburg, and started on the 6th of October with the Army of the Shenandoah, on the return march through the valley, moving on the road nearest the Blue Ridge, and repulsed the army that night at Turkeytown. On the next day his rearguard was frequently engaged with the enemy during the march toward Columbia Furnaces, and the next day they fought his rearguard with so much persistency that General Sheridan ordered his chief of cavalry to attack them, and at daybreak on the 9th of October the brilliant cavalry action of Woodstock was begun. General Custer, having completed the formation for a charge, rode to the front of his line and saluted his former classmate, General Rosser, who commanded the Confederate cavalry, and then moved his division at a trot, which in a few minutes was changed to a gallop, and as the advancing line neared the enemy the charge was sounded, and the next instant the division enveloped their flanks, and forced them to retreat for two miles, when General Rosser made a brilliant effort to recover the lost ground; but General Custer rapidly re-formed his brigades, and again advanced in a second charge with the other divisions, and drove the enemy to Mount Jackson, a distance of twenty-six miles, with the loss of everything on wheels except one gun.

He was conspicuous at the battle of Cedar Creek, where he confronted the enemy from the first attack in the morning until the battle was ended. After the first surprise he was recalled from the right, and assigned to the left, where the enemy were held in check. After General Sheridan appeared on the field, he was returned to the extreme right; and at quarter past 4 o'clock, P. M., when the grand advance was made, leaving three regiments to attend to the cavalry in his front, he moved into position with the other regiments of his division to participate in the movement. The divisions of cavalry, sweeping both flanks, crossed Cedar Creek about the same time, and, breaking the last line the enemy attempted to form, charged upon their artillery and trains, and continued the pursuit to Fisher's Hill, capturing and retaking a large number of guns, colors and materials of war. He won in this battle an enduring fame as a cavalry leader, and was recommended by General Torbert for promotion, which, upon several occasions, he had justly earned. He was sent to Washington at the end of the campaign, in charge of the captured battle-flags, and upon his return to the valley, commanded, in December, an expedition to Harrisonburg, and was attacked at Lacey Springs at daybreak of the 20th by a superior force, and compelled to retire to Winchester, where he remained during the winter. He was promoted to a captaincy in his regiment, May 8, 1864, and assigned to duty on his brevet rank as major-general of volunteers.
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He participated in General Sheridan's last cavalry raid during the spring of 1865, marching from Winchester to Harrisonburg, and thence to Waynesboro, where, while in the advance, he engaged and defeated the enemy, and captured three guns, two hundred wagons, sixteen hundred prisoners and seventeen battle flags.

He was a conspicuous figure in the brilliant operations of that dashing movement until the command (First and Third divisions), having crossed the Peninsula and the James River, encamped on the 26th of March in rear of the Army of the Potomac, which was then in front of Petersburg.

On the next day the two divisions were moved to the rear of the extreme left, and encamped at Hancock's Station, where they were joined by the Second Division, and on the 29th the entire cavalry corps moved out to raid in the rear of the Army of Northern Virginia, cut the South Side Railroad, and effect a junction with General Sherman in North Carolina; but the plans were changed during the night, and the cavalry corps was ordered to turn the enemy's right flank, which brought on the actions at Five Forks and Dinwiddie Court House, and the next day General Custer won the brevet of brigadier-general, to date from March 13, 1865 (antedated), for gallant and meritorious services at the battle of Five Forks. He was engaged in the actions at Sailor's Creek and Appomattox Station, received the first flag of truce from the Army of Northern Virginia, and was present at the surrender at Appomattox Court House, April 9, 1865, and a few days afterward participated in the movement to Dan River, N. C., which marks the close of his services during the War of the Rebellion. He was made a brevet major-general, to date from March 13, 1865, for gallant and meritorious services during the campaign ending with the surrender of the Army of Northern Virginia, and was appointed a major-general of volunteers, to date from April 15, 1865.

One of his friends has said: "His perceptive faculties, decision of character, dash and audacity won the favor of the peculiar Kearney, the cautious McClellan, the sarcastic Pleasanton and the impetuous Sheridan; and these generals, with wholly different ideas and characters, trusted him with unlimited confidence." In a general order addressed to his troops, dated at Appomattox Court House, April 9, 1865, General Custer said: "During the past six months, though in most instances confronted by superior numbers, you have captured from the enemy in open battle 111 pieces of field artillery, sixty-five battle-flags and upward of ten thousand prisoners of war, including seven general officers. Within the past ten days, and included in the above, you have captured forty-six field-pieces of artillery and thirty-seven battle-flags. You have never lost a gun, never lost a color, and never been defeated; and, notwithstanding the numerous engagements in which you have borne a prominent part, including those memorable battles of the Shenandoah, you have captured every piece of artillery which the enemy has dared to open upon you."

General Custer participated in all but one of the battles of the Army of the Potomac, had eleven horses shot under him, received bullet-holes in his hat, had a lock of his hair cut off by a passing-shot, was wounded in the thigh by a spent ball, was crushed by the fall of his wounded horse until the buttons of his jacket were almost flattened, and at one time charged into the enemy's lines, and would have been taken prisoner except that in the melee he escaped, as he wore an overcoat he had captured from a Confederate officer in a former engagement. His whole four years of service during the war was a series of narrow escapes.

After the first day's review in Washington, he parted with his beloved Third Cavalry Division, and started at once for Texas, where he took command of a division of Western cavalry, whose term of service had not expired, and marched from Alexandria, on Red River, La., to Hempstead, in Texas. In the autumn he was made chief of cavalry, and marched to Austin, where he supported the Governor and the new State organization in restoring order to the demoralized countryside. In March 1866, he was mustered out of the volunteer service, to date from February 1866. A proposition was made from President Juarez to give him command of the Mexican cavalry in the struggle against Maximilian, but President Johnson declined to give the necessary leave of absence, and General Custer decided to remain at home, and accepted the lieutenant-colonelcy of the Seventh Cavalry, his appointment dating July 28, 1866. He reported for duty at Fort Riley, Kansas, his regiment's headquarters, in November, and remained in Kansas five years, during which time he was on expeditions in pursuit of Indians in the Indian Territory, Colorado, New Mexico, Nebraska and Wyoming. On the 27th of November 1868, he fought the battle of the Washita, in the Indian Territory, and inflicted such defeat on the Indians that the entire tribe of Cheyenne were compelled to return to their reservation. From 1871 to 1873 he was on duty with his regiment in Kentucky. In the spring of 1873 he was ordered with the Seventh Cavalry to Dakota, and left Fort Rice on an expedition to the Yellowstone. On that river, near the mouth of Tongue River, he fought the Sioux with his regiment on August 4, and on the 11th he had another engagement three miles below the mouth of the Big Horn. General Custer solicited permission to conduct an expedition into the Black Hills, at that time unvisited by the white man; and in July 1874, he left Fort Lincoln, Dakota, and opened an unexplored country to miners and settlers. On May 15 General Custer left Fort Lincoln in command of his regiment, accompanying an expedition against the confederated Sioux tribes. The pursuit of the Indians was carried to the Little Big Horn River, a region almost entirely unknown. It had long been the favorite spot for their encampments, and there was afterward ascertained to be nine thousand in their villages stretched along the river. The Government expedition numbered one thousand one hundred men. As there were no means of ascertaining the strength of the savages. General Custer was sent with his regiment to pursue a trail. On June 25 he reached the vicinity of what was supposed by friendly Indian scouts, who accompanied the column, to be the only Indian village. An attack by a portion of the regiment, two hundred troopers in all, was made, and followed by a repulse, ending in a retreat from the enemy. General Custer with two hundred and seventy-seven of his men charged on another part of the village, and fought against terrible odds, expecting momentarily to be joined by the other portion of the regiment, that were then in retreat. At the end of an engagement that is supposed to have lasted about forty-five minutes, every voice was silenced, and General Custer lay among his devoted followers (his brothers, Colonel Tom and Boston Custer; his brother-in-law, Lieutenant James Calhoun; his nephew, Armstrong Reed) in the "Bivouac of the Dead."
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He was buried with his comrades on the battlefield; but, in accordance with a request made years previous, to his wife, he was laid with military ceremonies at West Point in 1877. In August 1879, his last battlefield was made a National cemetery, and through the interest of his friend, Major-General Meigs, then the quarter-master-general, a monument was erected by Government to the memory of General Custer and all who fell in the battle of the Little Big Horn. The name of each officer and soldier is carved in the granite, and its shaft does sentry duty over ground enriched by the precious blood of the heroes who fell there in the year of the nation's Centennial.

In personal appearance General Custer had marked individuality. It was not due to the fact that his dress was a costume he chose during the war, (and was followed in some of its details by his Third Division of Cavalry), or that he assumed a campaigning garb of buckskin on the frontier. Neither was it the result of the flowing locks that his boyish freak allowed to grow during the war, and, though his head was closely cropped in garrison life on the plains, he left the hair uncut while campaigning. There was still an individuality that marked him——walking, riding, standing; gestures wholly his own; quick, impulsive movements, entirely unstudied; and indescribable peculiarities that were so marked, it was seldom anyone saw a resemblance in anyone else to General Custer. A broad hat, navy blue shirt with wide collar, and red neck tie, were distinctive features of the costume. He was not quite six feet, though he looked it; broad shouldered, well proportioned, and weighing as a rule 170 pounds. His body was so lithe, his motions so quick, there was no deed of the expert Indian rider that General Custer could not execute. He was the strongest man but one while at West Point; and using neither liquor nor tobacco, he was able to endure heat, cold, privation of every kind, with no apparent recognition of the hardships. His hair and mustache were golden in tint; his blue eyes were deep set under eyebrows that were older than his face. His expression was thoughtful, and but for the sparkle of his ever youthful eyes, the face might have remained so in conversation. He was studious in his tastes. The activity of war-life interrupted all such pursuits, but in the quiet of the winters in a frontier garrison, he resumed his study and reading. He contributed articles on hunting to the newspapers devoted to outdoor sports, and wrote papers for the Galaxy that were afterward published in book form, under the title of "My Life on the Plains." He was engaged on a series of papers on the war, for the Galaxy, when his last campaign took place. He was an ardent sportsman, and accounted more than an ordinary shot. His domestic life, when frontier days at last gave him a semblance of a home during the winter months, was one of contentment, which was rather surprising, when it is known that fourteen years out of the thirty-seven of his short life were spent in the active campaigns of the war and the frontier. He revered religion, and was so broad that everyone's belief was sacred to him. He dearly loved the society of children when they were able to chatter with him; his deference for the aged was inborn, and intensified by his love for his aged parents; he honored womankind; and he loved animals with such devotion that he was never without having them about him if he could help it. Impetuous and daring as his life was, he declared that no step was ever taken without an instant looking upon all sides of the question. His actions, quick as they were, always were the result of an activity of brain that took in a situation with marvelous speed. General Custer's treatment of his enemies was more after the manner of a man of mature years, but it was the result of a discipline of self by that impetuous character, who endeavored to remember that "to forgive is Divine."

Elizabeth B. Custer,

55 West Tenth Street,

New York City.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

LIFE ON THE PLAINS

CHAPTER I

The Great Plains

[image: ]


AS a fitting introduction to some of the personal incidents and sketches which I shall hereafter present to the readers of "The Galaxy," a brief description of the country in which these events transpired may not be deemed inappropriate.

It is but a few years ago that every schoolboy, supposed to possess the rudiments of a knowledge of the geography of the United States, could give the boundaries and a general description of the "Great American Desert." As to the boundary the knowledge seemed to be quite explicit: on the North bounded by the Upper Missouri, on the East by the Lower Missouri and Mississippi, on the South by Texas, and on the West by the Rocky Mountains. The boundaries on the Northwest and south remained undisturbed, while on the east civilization, propelled and directed by Yankee enterprise, adopted the motto, "Westward the star of empire takes its way." Countless throngs of emigrants crossed the Mississippi and Missouri Rivers, selecting homes in the rich and fertile territories lying beyond. Each year this tide of emigration, strengthened and increased by the flow from foreign shores, advanced toward the setting sun, slowly but surely narrowing the preconceived limits of the "Great American Desert," and correspondingly enlarging the limits of civilization. At last the geographical myth was dispelled. It was gradually discerned that the Great American Desert did not exist, that it had no abiding place, but that within its supposed limits, and instead of what had been regarded as a sterile and unfruitful tract of land, incapable of sustaining either man or beast, there existed the fairest and richest portion of the national domain, blessed with a climate pure, bracing, and healthful, while its undeveloped soil rivaled if it did not surpass the most productive portions of the Eastern, Middle, or Southern States.

Discarding the name "Great American Desert," this immense tract of country, with its eastern boundary moved back by civilization to a distance of nearly three hundred miles west of the Missouri River, is now known as "The Plains," and by this more appropriate title it shall be called when reference to it is necessary. The Indian tribes which have caused the Government most anxiety and whose depredations have been most serious against our frontier settlements and prominent lines of travel across the Plains, infest that portion of the Plains bounded on the north by the valley of the Platte River and its tributaries, on the east by a line running north and south between the 97th and 98th meridians, on the south by the valley of the Arkansas River, and west by the Rocky Mountains——although by treaty stipulations almost every tribe with which the Government has recently been at war is particularly debarred from entering or occupying any portion of this tract of country.

Of the many persons whom I have met on the Plains as transient visitors from the States or from Europe, there are few who have not expressed surprise that their original ideas concerning the appearance and characteristics of the country were so far from correct, or that the Plains in imagination, as described in books, tourists' letters, or reports of isolated scientific parties, differed so widely from the Plains as they actually exist and appear to the eye. Travelers, writers of fiction, and journalists have spoken and written a great deal concerning this immense territory, so unlike in all its qualities and characteristics to the settled and cultivated portion of the United States; but to a person familiar with the country the conclusion is forced, upon reading these published descriptions, either that the writer's never visited but a limited portion of the country they aim to describe, or, as is most commonly the case at the present day, that the journey was made in a stagecoach or Pullman car, half of the distance travelled in the night time, and but occasional glimpses taken during the day. A journey by rail across the Plains is at best but ill adapted to a thorough or satisfactory examination of the general character of the country, for the reason that in selecting the route for railroads the valley of some stream is, if practicable, usually chosen to contain the roadbed. The valley being considerably lower than the adjacent country the view of the tourist is correspondingly limited. Moreover, the vastness and varied character of this immense tract could not fairly be determined or judged of by a flying trip across one portion of it. One would scarcely expect an accurate opinion to be formed of the swamps of Florida from a railroad journey from New York to Niagara.

After indulging in criticisms on the written descriptions of the Plains, I might reasonably be expected to enter into what I conceive a correct description, but I forbear. Beyond a general outline embracing some of the peculiarities of this slightly known portion of our country, the limits and character of these sketches of Western life will not permit me to go.

The idea entertained by the greater number of people regarding the appearance of the Plains, while it is very incorrect so far as the latter are concerned, is quite accurate and truthful if applied to the prairies of the Western States. It is probable, too, that romance writers, and even tourists at am earlier day, mistook the prairies for the Plains, and in describing one imagined they were describing the other; whereas the two have little in common to the eye of the beholder, save the general absence of trees.

In proceeding from the Missouri River to the base of the Rocky Mountains, the ascent, although gradual, is quite rapid. For example, at Fort Riley, Kansas, the bed of the Kansas River is upward of 1,000 feet above the level of the sea, while Fort Hays, at a distance of nearly 150 miles further west, is about 1,500 feet above the level of the sea. Starting from almost any point near the central portion of the Plains, and moving in any direction, one seems to encounter a series of undulations at a more or less remote distance from each other, but constantly in view. Comparing the surface of the country to that of the ocean, a comparison often indulged in by those who have seen both, it does not require a very great stretch of the imagination, when viewing this boundless ocean of beautiful living verdure, to picture these successive undulations as gigantic waves, not wildly chasing each other to or from the shore, but standing silent and immovable, and by their silent immobility adding to the impressive grandeur of the scene. These undulations, varying in height from fifty to five hundred feet, are sometimes formed of a light sandy soil, but often of different varieties of rock, producing at a distance the most picturesque effect. The constant recurrence of these waves, if they may be so termed, is quite puzzling to the inexperienced plainsman. He imagines, and very naturally too, judging from appearances, that when he ascends to the crest he can overlook all the surrounding country. After a weary walk or ride of perhaps several miles, which appeared at starting not more than one or two, he finds himself at the desired point, but discovers that directly beyond, in the direction he desires to go, rises a second wave, but slightly higher than the first, and from the crest of which he must certainly be able to scan the country as far as the eye can reach. Thither he pursues his course, and after a ride of from five to ten miles, although the distance did not seem half so great before starting, he finds himself on the crest, or, as it is invariably termed, the "divide," but again only to discover that another and apparently a higher divide rises in his front, and at about the same distance. Hundreds, yes, thousands of miles may be journeyed over, and this same effect witnessed every few hours.

As you proceed toward the West from the Missouri, the size of the trees diminishes as well as the number of kinds. As you penetrate the borders of the Indian country, leaving civilization behind you, the sight of forests is no longer enjoyed, the only trees to be seen being scattered along the banks of the streams, these becoming smaller and more rare, finally disappearing altogether and giving place to a few scattering willows and osiers. The greater portion of the Plains may be said to be without timber of any kind. As to the cause of this absence scientific men disagree, some claiming that the high winds which prevail in unobstructed force prevent the growth and existence of not only trees but even the taller grasses. This theory is well supported by facts, as, unlike the Western prairies, where the grass often attains a height sufficient to conceal a man on horseback, the Plains are covered by a grass which rarely, and only under favorable circumstances, exceeds three inches in height. Another theory, also somewhat plausible, is that the entire Plains were at one time covered with timber more or less dense, but this timber, owing to various causes, was destroyed, and has since been prevented from growing or spreading over the Plains by the annual fires which the Indians regularly create, and which sweep over the entire country. These fires are built by the Indians in the fall to burn the dried grass and hasten the growth of the pasturage in the early spring. Favoring the theory that the Plains were at one time covered with forests, is the fact that entire trunks of large trees have been found in a state of petrifaction on elevated portions of the country, and far removed from streams of water.

While dwarfed specimens of almost all varieties of trees are found fringing the banks of some of the streams, the prevailing species are cottonwood and poplar trees (Populus monilifera and Populus angulosa). Intermingled with these are found clumps of osiers (Salix longifolia). In almost any other portion of the country the cottonwood would be the least desirable of trees; but to the Indian, and, in many instances which have fallen under my observation, to our troops, the cottonwood has performed a service for which no other tree has been found its equal, and that is as forage for horses and mules during the winter season, when the snow prevents even dried grass from being obtainable. During the winter campaign of 1868-1869 against the hostile tribes south of the Arkansas, it not un-frequently happened that my command while in pursuit of Indians exhausted its supply of forage, and the horses and mules were subsisted upon the young bark of the cottonwood tree. In routing the Indians from their winter villages, we invariably discovered them located upon that point of the stream promising the greatest supply of cottonwood bark, while the stream in the vicinity of the village was completely shorn of its supply of timber, and the village itself was strewn with the white branches of the cottonwood entirely stripped of their bark. It was somewhat amusing to observe an Indian pony feeding on cottonwood bark. The limb being usually cut into pieces about four feet in length and thrown upon the ground, the pony, accustomed to this kind of "long forage," would place one forefoot on the limb in the same manner as a dog secures a bone, and gnaw the bark from it. Although not affording anything like the amount of nutriment which hay or grain does, our horses invariably preferred the bark to either, probably on account of its freshness.

The herbage to be found on the principal portion of the Plains is usually spare and stunted in its growth. Along the banks of the streams and in the bottom lands there grows generally in rich abundance a species of grass often found in the States east of the Mississippi; but on the uplands is produced what is there known as the "buffalo grass," indigenous and peculiar in its character, differing in form and substance from all other grasses. The blade under favorable circumstances reaches a growth usually of from three to five inches, but instead of being straight, or approximately so, it assumes a curled or waving shape, the grass itself becoming densely matted, and giving to the foot, when walking upon it, a sensation similar to that produced by stepping upon moss or the most costly of velvet carpets.

Nearly all graminivorous animals inhabiting the Plains, except the elk and some species of the deer, prefer the buffalo grass to that of the lowland; and it is probable that even these exceptions would not prove good if it were not for the timber on the bottom land, which affords good cover to both the elk and the deer. Both are often found in large herds grazing upon the uplands, although the grass is far more luxuriant and plentiful on the lowlands. Our domestic animals invariably choose the buffalo grass, and invariably demonstrate beyond question that it is the most nutritious of all varieties of wild grass.

The favorite range of the buffalo is contained in a belt of country running north and south, about two hundred miles wide, and extending from the Platte River on the North to the valley of the Upper Canadian on the South. In migrating, if not grazing or alarmed, the buffalo invariably moves in single file, the column generally being headed by a patriarch of the herd, who is not only familiar with the topography of the country, but whose prowess "in the field" entitles him to become the leader of his herd. He maintains this leadership only so long as his strength and courage enable him to remain the successful champion in the innumerable contests which he is called upon to maintain. The buffalo trails are always objects of interest and inquiry to the sightseer on the Plains. These trails made by the herds in their migrating movements are so regular in their construction and course as to well excite curiosity. They vary but little from eight to ten inches in width, and are usually from two to four inches in depth; their course is almost as unvarying as that of the needle, running north and south. Of the thousands of buffalo trails which I have seen, I recollect none of which the general direction was not north and south. This may seem somewhat surprising at first thought, but it admits of a simple and satisfactory explanation.

The general direction of all streams, large and small, on the Plains, is from the West to the East, seeking as they do an entrance to the Mississippi. The habits of the buffalo incline him to graze and migrate from one stream to another, moving northward and crossing each in succession as he follows the young grass in the spring, and moving southward seeking the milder climate and open grazing in the fall and winter. Throughout the buffalo country are to be seen what are termed "buffalo wallows." The number of these is so great as to excite surprise; a moderate estimate would give from one to three to each acre of ground throughout this vast tract of country. These wallows are about eight feet in diameter and from six to eighteen inches in depth, and are made by the buffalo bulls in the spring when challenging a rival to combat for the favor of the opposite sex. The ground is broken by pawing——if an animal with a hoof can be said to paw——and if the challenge is accepted, as it usually is, the combat takes place; after which the one who comes off victorious remains in possession of the battlefield, and, occupying the "wallow" of fresh upturned earth, finds it produces a cooling sensation to his hot and gory sides. Sometimes the victory which gives possession of the battlefield and drives a hated antagonist away is purchased at a dear price. The carcass of the victor is often found in the wallow, where his brief triumph has soon terminated from the effects of his wounds. In the early spring, during the shedding season, the buffalo resorts to his "wallow" to aid in removing the old coat. These "wallows" have proven of no little benefit to man, as well as to animals other than the buffalo. After a heavy rain they become filled with water, the soil being of such a compact character as to retain it. It has not un-frequently been the case when making long marches that the streams would be found dry, while water in abundance could be obtained from the "wallows." True, it was not of the best quality, particularly if it had been standing long and the buffalo had patronized the wallows as "summer resorts"; but on the Plains a thirsty man or beast, far from any streams of water, does not parley long with these considerations.

Wherever water is found on the Plains, particularly if it is standing, innumerable gadflies and mosquitoes generally abound. To such an extent do these pests to the animal kingdom exist, that to our thinly coated animals, such as the horse and mule, grazing is almost an impossibility, while the buffalo with his huge shaggy coat can browse undisturbed. The most sanguinary and determined of these troublesome insects are the "buffalo flies"; they move in myriads, and so violent and painful are their assaults upon horses that a herd of the latter has been known to stampede as the result of an attack from a swarm of these flies.

But here again is furnished what some reasoners would affirm is evidence of the "eternal fitness of things." In most localities where these flies are found in troublesome numbers, there are also found flocks of starlings, a species of blackbird; these, more, I presume, to obtain a livelihood than to become the defender of the helpless, perch themselves upon the backs of the animals, when woe betide the hapless gadfly who ventures near, only to become a choice morsel for the starling. In this way I have seen our herds of cavalry horses grazing undisturbed, each horse of the many hundreds having perched upon his back from one to dozens of starlings, standing guard over him while he grazed.

One of the first subjects which addresses itself to the mind of the stranger on the Plains, particularly if he be of a philosophical or scientific turn of mind, is the mirage, which is here observed in all its perfection. Many a weary mile of the traveller has been whiled away in endeavors to account for the fitful and beautifully changing visions presented by the mirage. Sometimes the distortions are wonderful, and so natural as to deceive the most experienced eye. Upon one occasion I met a young officer who had spent several years on the Plains and in the Indian country. He was, on the occasion alluded to, in command of a detachment of cavalry in pursuit of a party of Indians who had been committing depredations on our frontier. While riding at the head of his command he suddenly discovered, as he thought, a party of Indians not more than a mile distant. The latter seemed to be galloping toward him. The attention of his men was called to them, and they pronounced them Indians on horseback. The "Trot" was sounded, and the column moved forward to the attack. The distance between the attacking party and the supposed foe was rapidly diminishing, the Indians appearing plainer to view each moment. The charge was about to be sounded, when it was discovered that the supposed party of Indians consisted of the decayed carcasses of half a dozen slain buffalo, which number had been magnified by the mirage, while the peculiar motion imparted by the latter had given the appearance of Indians on horseback.

I have seen a train of government wagons with white canvas covers moving through a mirage which, by elevating the wagons to treble their height; and magnifying the size of the covers, presented the appearance of a line of large sailing vessels under full sail, while the usual appearance of the mirage gave a correct likeness of an immense lake or sea. Sometimes the mirage has been the cause of frightful suffering and death by its deceptive appearance.

Trains of emigrants making their way to California and Oregon have, while seeking water to quench their thirst and that of their animals, been induced to depart from their course in the endeavor to reach the inviting lake of water which the mirage displayed before their longing eyes. It is usually represented at a distance of from five to ten miles. Sometimes, if the nature of the ground is favorable, it is dispelled by advancing toward it; at others it is like an ignis fatuus, hovering in sight, but keeping beyond reach. Here and there throughout this region are pointed out the graves of those who are said to have been led astray by the mirage until their bodies were famished and they succumbed to thirst.

The routes usually chosen for travel across the Plains may be said to furnish, upon an average, water every fifteen miles. In some instances, however, and during the hot season of the year, it is necessary in places to go into what is termed "a dry camp," that is, to encamp where there is no water. In such emergencies, with a previous knowledge of the route, it is practicable to transport from the last camp a sufficient quantity to satisfy the demands of the people composing the train, but the dumb brutes must trust to the little moisture obtained from the night grazing to quench their thirst.

The animals inhabiting the Plains resemble in some respects the fashionable society of some of our larger cities. During the extreme heat of the summer they forsake their accustomed haunts and seek a more delightful retreat. For, although the Plains are drained by streams of all sizes, from the navigable river to the humblest of brooks, yet at certain seasons the supply of water in many of them is of the most uncertain character. The pasturage, from the excessive heat, the lack of sufficient moisture, and the withering hot winds which sweep from the South, becomes dried, and is rendered incapable of sustaining life. Then the animals usually found on the Plains disappear for a short time, and await the return of a milder season.

Having briefly grouped the prominent features of the central Plains, and as some of the incidents connected with my service among the Indian tribes occurred far to the south of the localities already referred to, a hurried reference to the country north of Texas, and in which the Wichita Mountains are located, a favorite resort of some of the tribes, is here made. To describe as one would view it in journeying upon horseback over this beautiful and romantic country, to picture with the pen those boundless solitude——so silent that their silence alone increases their grandeur——to gather inspiration from nature and to attempt to paint the scene as my eye beheld it, is a task before which a much readier pen than mine might well hesitate.

It was a beautiful and ever changing panorama which at one moment excited the beholder's highest admiration, at the next impressed him with speechless veneration. Approaching the Wichita Mountains from the North, and after the eye has perhaps been wearied by the tameness and monotony of the unbroken Plains, one is gladdened by the relief which the sight of these picturesque and peculiarly beautiful mountains affords.

Here are to be seen all the varied colors which Bierstadt and Church endeavor to represent in their mountain scenery. A journey across and around them on foot and upon horseback will well repay either the tourist or artist. The air is pure and fragrant, and as exhilarating as the purest of wine; the climate entrancingly mild; the sky clear, and blue as the most beautiful sapphire, with here and there clouds of rarest loveliness, presenting to the eye the richest commingling of bright and varied colors; delightful odors are constantly being wafted by; while the forests, filled with the mocking bird, the colibri, the humming bird, and the thrush, constantly put forth a joyful chorus, and all combine to fill the soul with visions of delight and enhance the perfection and glory of the creation. Strong indeed must be that unbelief which can here contemplate nature in all her purity and glory, and, un-awed by the sublimity of this closely connected testimony, question either the Divine origin or purpose of the beautiful firmament.

Unlike most mountains, the Wichita cannot properly be termed a range or chain, but more correctly a collection or group, as many of the highest and most beautiful are detached, and stand on a level plain "solitary and alone." They are mainly composed of granite, the huge blocks of which exhibit numerous shades of beautiful colors, crimson, purple, yellow, and green predominating. They are conical in shape, and seem to have but little resemblance to the soil upon which they are founded. They rise abruptly from a level surface——so level and unobstructed that it would be an easy matter to drive a carriage to any point of the circumference at the base; and yet so steep and broken are the sides that it is only here and there that it is possible to ascend them. From the foot of almost every mountain pours a stream of limpid water, of almost icy coldness.

If the character given to the Indian by Cooper and other novelists, as well as by well-meaning but mistaken philanthropists of a later day, were the true one; if the Indian were the innocent, simple-minded being he is represented, more the creature of romance than reality, imbued only with a deep veneration for the works of nature, freed from the passions and vices which must accompany a savage nature; if, in other words, he possessed all the virtues which his admirers and works of fiction ascribe to him, and were free from all the vices which those best qualified to judge assign to him, he would be just the character to complete the picture which is presented by the country embracing the Wichita Mountains. Cooper, to whose writings more than to those of any other author are the people speaking the English language indebted for a false and ill-judged estimate of the Indian character, might well have laid the scenes of his fictitious stories in this beautiful and romantic country.

It is to be regretted that the character of the Indian as described in Cooper's interesting novels is not the true one. But as, in emerging from childhood into the years of a maturer age, we are often compelled to cast aside many of our earlier illusions and replace them by beliefs less inviting but more real, so we, as a people, with opportunities enlarged and facilities for obtaining knowledge increased, have been forced by a multiplicity of causes to study and endeavor to comprehend thoroughly the character of the red-man. So intimately has he become associated with the Government as ward of the nation, and so prominent a place among the questions of national policy does the much mooted "Indian question" occupy, that it behooves us no longer to study this problem from works of fiction, but to deal with it as it exists in reality. Stripped of the beautiful romance with which we have been so long willing to envelope him, transferred from the inviting pages of the novelist to the localities where we are compelled to meet with him, in his native village, on the warpath, and when raiding upon our frontier settlements and lines of travel, the Indian forfeits his claim to the appellation of the "noble red-man." We see him as he is, and, so far as all knowledge goes, as he ever has been, a savage in every sense of the word; not worse, perhaps, than his white brother would be similarly born and bred, but one whose cruel and ferocious nature far exceeds that of any wild beast of the desert. That this is true no one who has been brought into intimate contact with the wild tribes will deny. Perhaps there are some who, as members of peace commissions or as wandering agents of some benevolent society, may have visited these tribes or attended with them at councils held for some specific purpose, and who, by passing through the villages of the Indian while at peace, may imagine their opportunities for judging of the Indian nature all that could be desired. But the Indian, while he can seldom be accused of indulging in a great variety of wardrobe, can be said to have a character capable of adapting itself to almost every occasion. He has one character, perhaps his most serviceable one, which he preserves carefully, and only airs it when making his appeal to the Government or its agents for arms, ammunition, and license to employ them. This character is invariably paraded, and often with telling effect, when the motive is a peaceful one. Prominent chiefs invited to visit Washington invariably don this character, and in their "talks" with the "Great Father" and other less prominent personages they successfully contrive to exhibit but this one phase. Seeing them under these or similar circumstances only, it is not surprising that by many the Indian is looked upon as a simple-minded "son of nature," desiring nothing beyond the privilege of roaming and hunting over the vast unsettled wilds of the West, inheriting and asserting but few native rights, and never trespassing on the rights of others. This view is equally erroneous with that which regards the Indian as a creature possessing the human form but divested of all other attributes of humanity, and whose traits of character, habits, modes of life, disposition, and savage customs disqualify him from the exercise of all rights and privileges, even those pertaining to life itself. Taking him as we find him, at peace or at war, at home or abroad, waiving all prejudices, and laying aside all partiality, we will discover in the Indian a subject for thoughtful study and investigation. In him we will find the representative of a race whose origin is, and promises to be, a subject forever wrapped in mystery; a race incapable of being judged by the rules or laws applicable to any other known race of men; one between which and civilization there seems to have existed from time immemorial a determined and unceasing warfare——a hostility so deep-seated and inbred with the Indian character, that in the exceptional instances where the modes and habits of civilization have been reluctantly adopted, it has been at the sacrifice of power and influence as a tribe, and the more serious loss of health, vigor, and courage as individuals.
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CHAPTER II

The Character And Background

Of The Indian
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IF the character of the Indian is enveloped in mystery, how much more so is his origin. From his earliest history to the present time learned men have striven to unravel this mystery, and to trace the genealogy of the red-man to its original source. But in spite of all study and the deepest research capable of being brought to bear on this subject, it is today surrounded by a darkness almost as deep and impenetrable as that which enfolded it centuries ago. Various writers of ability have attempted to prove that the Indians came from eastern Asia; others trace them to Africa, others to Phoenicia, while another class believes them to be autochthones. In favor of each of these beliefs strong circumstantial evidence can be produced. By closely studying the customs, costumes, faith, and religious traditions of the various tribes, a striking homogeneity is seen to exist. At the same time and from the same sources we are enabled to discover satisfactory resemblances between certain superstitions and religious rites practiced among the Indian tribes and those which prevailed at one time among the ancient Persians, the Hebrews, and the Chaldeans. They who adhere to the belief of disparity of origin may readily adduce arguments in refutation of an opposite theory. The apparent similarity found to exist in the customs, dress, and religious rites of different tribes may be partially accounted for by their long intercourse under like circumstances, the effect of which would necessarily be an assimilation in beliefs and usages to a greater or less degree. The preponderance of facts inclines strongly in favor of that theory which does not ascribe unity of origin to the Indian tribes. Passing down the Mississippi to Mexico, and from Mexico to Peru, there once existed an unbroken chain of tribes, which, either in a peaceful or warlike manner, maintained a connection and kept up an intercourse with each other. In various ways proofs have been discovered that at one time the most northern tribes must have held intercourse with the civilized nations of Peru and Mexico. These evidences have been seized upon by certain savants to support the theory that the Indian tribes of North America are descendants of the Aztecs and other kindred nations of the South——arriving at this conclusion from the fact of an apparent similarity in history, psychology, traditions, and customs. But by studying the migrations and tendencies of ancient nations, and making allowance for such modifications as climatic influences, intermarriage, contact with civilization, and an altered mode of living would necessarily produce upon any branch of the human race——remembering, too, that in the vast majority of cases relating to our subject we must be guided by tradition rather than history——it is not difficult to establish a strong typical likeness between the tribes of American Indians and some of the nations of most remote antiquity. When or in what exact manner they first reached this continent is a problem difficult of solution. This theory necessarily involves the admission of emigration to this continent centuries before the landing of Columbus. Upon this point there is much that may be inferred, and not a little susceptible of strong proof.

When civilization made its first inroads within the borders of this continent, numerous tribes, each powerful in numbers, were found inhabiting it. Each tribe had its peculiar customs, whether of war, the chase, or religion. They exhibited some close resemblances as well as widely different traits of character. That they sprang from different nations rather than from a single source seems highly probable. It is said that when the Spaniards conquered Yucatan a number of intelligent Indians declared that by traditions from their ancestors they had learned that their country had been peopled by nations coming from the East, whom God had delivered from their enemies by opening a road for them across the sea.

Few persons will deny that the existence of America was believed in if not positively known centuries before its discovery by Columbus. Even so far back as the time of Alexander the Great, a historian named Theopompus, in giving a dialogue that took place between Midas and Silenus, credits the latter with saying that Europe, Asia, and Africa were only islands, but that a vast fertile continent existed beyond the sea. This continent was peopled by a race of powerful men, and gold and silver were abundant on its surface. Hanno, eight hundred years before Christ, made a voyage along the coast of
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