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			Preface

			Some years ago I published Lakota Portraits: Lives of the Legendary Plains People, a series of biographical sketches that illuminated the course of Lakota history from their earliest times to the present. In researching Lakota Portraits it became clear that given the nature of the historical literature, the book would center largely, though not exclusively, on the accomplishment of men—as hunters, warriors, civil chiefs, and spiritual leaders. I did include some women in Lakota Portraits, but I always wanted to do more in telling the fascinating life stories of Plains Indian women from the many tribes—nomadic and horticultural—that lived on the Great Plains. Brave Hearts: Indian Women of the Plains is that book.

			There are, of course, fine studies of Plains Indian women. Marla N. Powers’s Oglala Women: Myth, Ritual, and Reality and Virginia Bergman Peters’s Women of the Earth Lodges: Tribal Life on the Plains come to mind—but these excellent books are more analytical or descriptive than biographical in nature. Nancy M. Peterson’s Walking in Two Worlds: Mixed-Blood Indian Women Seeking Their Path employs the biographical approach in telling the story of a special group of biracial Indian women, including some from the Great Plains. But there is no single study that portrays through a series of biographical portraits the rich diversity of Plains Indian women from the major nomadic and horticulture tribes in the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, which is the central focus of Brave Hearts: Indian Women of the Plains. 

			My decision to tell the story of Plains Indian women through a biographical approach influenced the methodology I had to follow. The first question was simply who to include? The study, out of necessity, had to be selective. It could not include all Plains Indian women for whom there existed some sort of documentary record. There would have to be a sufficient body of material that permitted the telling of a woman’s life story—though with Plains Indian women there was often less documentation than with famous men, so it became necessary to mine every conceivable source of information, which is noted in the text and bibliography. 

			Above all, I wanted the book to represent the rich diversity of Plains Indian women, who lived extraordinary lives: hunters and warriors, women who led traditional lives within their nomadic or horticulture tribes, women who transitioned between the old days and the world of the reservation, women who were biracial struggling to live in two worlds, educated women who challenged white dominance over their culture and land, and modern reservation women who fought to retain their tribal identity while adapting to an intrusive white world. I decided to break ground by including two remarkable persons who would not ordinarily be included in a book on Plains Indian women: Cynthia Ann Parker, who had been captured as a young girl and after many years of living with the Comanches considered herself a member of the tribe; and Osh Tisch, a Crow batée, who having been born a male decided at a very young age to live her life fully as a woman.

			I have written Brave Hearts: Indian Women of the Plains for a general audience, but the work is grounded in the best historical literature. I have cited my major sources in the text and in the detailed bibliographies that buttress each chapter. Accordingly, there are few footnotes. Sometimes the footnotes document a point in the text, sometimes they reference a special source that proved indispensable for understanding the character, and sometimes they seek to reconcile differing accounts in the oral tradition.

			Although the work of a researcher/writer is sometimes a lonely endeavor, I have been surrounded these past few years with rich companions: the fascinating women who grace these pages. I am grateful to the women who shared their life stories with Euro-Americans—Kate Bighead, Iron Teeth, Pretty Shield, Buffalo Bird Woman, and Sanapia—and I am likewise grateful to these same Euro-American men, such as Dr. Thomas B. Marquis, Frank Linderman, Gilbert Wilson, and David E. Jones, who realized the importance of collecting these stories for the historical record. I am grateful to those women—Susette La Flesche, Josephine Waggoner, Zitkala-Ša, and Mary Brave Bird—who studied, sometimes painfully, in American schools and acquired a command of the English language, which they then used to tell their own life stories and those of their people from an Indian perspective. The legion of Native and Euro-American historians who have researched and written about Plains Indian women are too numerous to mention here, though they are all listed in the text and bibliography.

			Although I conducted most of the research and writing for Brave Hearts: Indian Women of the Plains in upstate New York—far from the West—I have traveled across the Great Plains a number of times. I was always struck by the beauty and grandeur of the landscape and can appreciate why the loss of their ancestral lands and way of life pained many of the women in this study.

			 I have visited over time many places that were special to some of the women in this book: the Knife River villages of the Mandan and Hidatsa, so important to the early life of Buffalo Bird Woman; the Little Bighorn Battle site, where Buffalo Calf Road fought Custer, an incident reported by Kate Bighead in her memoir; Fort Robinson, where Iron Teeth suffered imprisonment and the loss of her beloved son; the Wounded Knee cemetery at Pine Ridge, where Lost Bird began her tragic life and which is now her final resting place, and where, many years later during the takeover of Wounded Knee in 1973, Mary Brave Bird gave birth to her son. I hope that the grandeur of the Great Plains and the special nature of these historic sites inform this narrative.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Woman Chief: Leader of Her People

			The young girl who would one day become a skilled hunter, a fierce warrior, and a prominent chief of a Crow band was born a member of the Gros Ventre of the Prairie. Though she was captured by the Crows in 1816 when she just ten years old, there is no record of her birth name among the Gros Ventre or her childhood name among the Crows. 

			Like so many female captives, she was adopted by a Crow family, but the young girl made no effort to assist the women of the lodge in domestic pursuits. She preferred to shoot at birds while practicing her skill with the bow and arrow, to learn to ride the family’s horses, and to guard those horses. In time she learned to handle a gun. Tall and strong, she rivaled most young men in riding horses and killing game. Mounted on her buffalo pony, she could kill four or five buffalo in the chase and without assistance cut up the meat, which she then loaded on her packhorses. Even on foot she killed deer and bighorn sheep, which she butchered and carried home on her back. Her adoptive father encouraged her in these pursuits.

			Despite these “manly” activities, she continued to dress as a woman. Edwin Denig, the longtime fur trader at Fort Union on the Upper Missouri who knew Woman Chief for some twelve years, said that she was “tolerably good looking” but for some reason (perhaps she was such a strong figure) she did not attract much attention from Crow men. Woman Chief, who was not given this name until much later in her life, went her own, single way. When her adoptive, widowed father died, she assumed responsibility for his lodge and family.

			As a young woman, she counted her first coup in battle in an unexpected way. She was with a small band of Crows encamped near a trading post when a Blackfoot war party attacked their lodges. Several men were killed and the survivors fled with their horses into the fort for protection. The enemy, camped outside of rifle range, signaled that they wanted to speak to someone in the fort. No white trader or Crow warrior was foolish enough to venture outside the fort; none, except the young woman. When she appeared outside the fort, a group of Blackfeet warriors, sensing an easy target, charged the lone figure. She urged them to stop, but one of them fired a shot at her. In response, she fired her pistol, killing a warrior. The stunned Blackfeet watched as she quickly shot two more with arrows. Reinforced, the enraged warriors charged the woman, who swiftly escaped to the safety of the fort, where whites and Crows shouted praise of her bravery.
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					Shoshone female catching a horse, painting by Alfred Jacob Miller, 1837

				

			

			Her small band composed songs celebrating the young woman’s bravery, and soon her daring deed against the Blackfeet was known throughout Crow country. She was now a warrior woman. A year later she led her first war party against the Blackfeet, attacking their camp at night and running off with seventy horses. The Blackfeet followed, and in the ensuing fight, the young woman killed and scalped one of her enemies. A second Blackfoot was wounded in the fight, and Woman Chief counted coup by being the first to strike the fallen warrior and take his gun. The Crows returned victorious with Blackfeet horses and two scalps. 

			Over time the young woman led further raiding parties against her people’s enemies, always returning victorious with horses and scalps. Proud of their warrior woman, the Crows composed songs celebrating her brave deeds. In time the elders invited her to attend the council of chiefs and warriors, where she took her place among the chiefs, ranking third in a band of one hundred and sixty lodges. They gave her the honored name of Woman Chief. 

			In the following years she continued her life as a hunter and warrior, but the domestic chores of keeping a lodge seemed increasingly ill-suited to her newfound status. She needed help in tending her many horses and in preparing buffalo hides for trading purposes at the nearby forts. So, she did the unexpected: she took a “wife” in the traditional Crow way by offering the bride’s family traditional gifts. In time Woman Chief took three more wives to help with keeping her prosperous lodge. What sexual relationship, if any, Woman Chief had with her wives remains a mystery. Edwin Denig, who wrote the first sketch of Woman Chief, offered only a tantalizing comment when he marveled at Crow country where some “males [the berdache] assume the dress and perform the duties of females while women turn men and mate with their own sex!” For a writer who should have known more about Woman Chief’s private life, he said, unfortunately, very little.

			The only other European who met Woman Chief was Rudolph Friederich Kurz, a Swiss artist and explorer. Denig introduced the two at Fort Union. Kurz called her “the famous Absaroka amazon.” In a journal entry dated October 27, 1851, Kurz left an invaluable description of Woman Chief: “She looked neither savage nor warlike. On the contrary, as I entered the room she sat with her hands in her lap, folded, as when one prays. She is about 45 years old; appears modest in manners and good natured rather than quick to quarrel.” 

			Woman Chief had presented Denig a scalp that she had taken from a Blackfoot warrior. Denig gave the scalp as a gift to Kurz, who was so excited that he forgot to paint a portrait of Woman Chief, missing a splendid moment to capture a likeness of one of the most remarkable women in Crow history. It would not come again, as Woman Chief died a few years later in a most tragic way. 

			The Treaty of Fort Laramie in 1851, which had established tribal boundaries, opened up the possibilities of peace among the Northern Plains tribes. The Gros Ventres of the Prairie, for instance, sent friendly messages to their enemies, the Assiniboines and the Crows, and invited them to visit. The Assiniboines accepted the invitation. They were well received by the Gros Ventre, who gave them horses as presents. Woman Chief, a longtime warrior, decided to play the role of peacemaker. She planned to visit the Gros Ventres and reach a peace between the tribe of her birth and her adoptive tribe, the Crows. Many of her old friends—Indian and white fur traders—tried to dissuade her from this dangerous journey as her military exploits against the Gros Ventres were too well known. But Woman Chief, perhaps overly confident in her abilities, persisted. Accompanied by four Crow warriors, she traveled north of the Missouri, where she met a large party of Gros Ventres returning home from a trading expedition at Fort Union. Woman Chief boldly approached the group; she spoke to them in their own language and smoked the pipe with them. As they made their way to the main camp, some of the party discovered that this woman was one of their most hated enemies. They shot her and the four Crow warriors in cold blood.

			Denig was saddened by the death of this remarkable woman who, for so many years, had conducted herself with distinction in all things, and who had achieved a measure of fame, honor, riches, standing, and influence that no woman had ever achieved among the Crows. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Osh Tisch: Becoming a Woman

			Osh Tisch, which in the Crow language loosely translates as “Finds Them and Kills Them,” was the most famous (and, perhaps, the last surviving) batée that ever lived among the Crows. The Crow batée was a man who, for deeply personal or religious reasons, assumed the dress, occupation, manner, and sexual behavior of the female sex, thereby creating a change in gender status.1 

			Osh Tisch’s remarkable career spanned the transition from the old nomadic life to the harsh realities of the reservation. Born in 1854, Osh Tisch (there is no record of his/her birth name) was a member of the Mountain Crows. Osh Tisch was born a boy, but during an interview Osh Tisch gave late in her life to retired General Hugh L. Scott, she stated that from infancy she felt destined to live life as a girl and not as a boy. At the time of this interview in 1919, Osh Tisch, who was then around sixty-five years old, was known by white people at the agency by her more common (and perhaps derisive) name, “Woman Jim.”

			 Scott found “Woman Jim” at her home on the Crow Reservation near St. Xavier on the Big Horn River, wearing a calico dress with her hair combed in a woman’s fashion. Familiar with the historical literature on the “berdache” tradition—that is, men who lived as women—Scott pressed Woman Jim if she had been pressured to live like a woman by some medicine man or because she had had a spiritual dream or vision when young. Woman Jim replied categorically: “No. Didn’t I [already] tell you—that is my road? I have done it ever since I can remember because I want to do it. My Father and Mother did not like it. They used to whip me, take away my girl’s clothes and put boy’s clothes on me but I threw them away—and got girl’s clothes and dolls to play with.” Woman Jim gave the same answer when Scott asked if other batées were inspired by a spirit or vision: “No,” Woman Jim replied, “it was just natural, they were born that way.” 
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					Osh Tisch (Finds Them and Kills Them) posing in her elaborate burial dress, 1928 Courtesy of Museum of the American Indian, Heye Foundation, New York City. Photographed by Crow Agent, C. H. Asbury

				

			

			While some anthropologists viewed the male “berdache” as a person who chose to live life as a woman, others, most notably Walter L. Williams and Sabine Lang, reject the concept of the “berdache” as a “transexual woman.” They argue that the “berdache” was androgynous—a gender mixing of masculine and feminine, in effect, a “third gender.” But this was not true for Osh Tisch, who suffered no gender ambivalence. Osh Tisch decided from an early age that she was destined to live her life as a woman, and Crow traditionalists accepted her gender transformation.

			Osh Tisch came of age in the glory days of the Crows in the mid-nineteenth century as they hunted buffalo and fought their enemies to preserve their beautiful land in the Powder River country in Montana. By early adulthood Osh Tisch had become a respected batée. She was not alone. Prince Maximilian, a German explorer who visited the Northern Plains in the mid-1830s, noted the many “berdaches” who lived among the Crows, as did Edwin Thompson Denig, a fur trader who wrote an early account of the Crow nation. Lieutenant Hugh L. Scott, who lived among the Crows for a few weeks in the summer of 1877, noted that he counted five or six males wearing women’s clothes but did not pay it much attention at the time. A. B. Holder, an agency physician at Crow Agency in the 1880s, who knew Osh Tisch personally, also said that there were five “berdaches” living at the Crow Agency at that time.

			The Crow batées lived in close relationship with one another, and as Holder pointed out, they also maintained a special “fellowship” with other “berdaches” among the Northern Plains tribes. Even though the Crow batées spent considerable time with women, they pitched their lodges together in the camp and lived as a distinct group. Thomas Yellowtail, a prominent Crow elder, told anthropologist Walter L. Williams that the Crow “badés” called each other “sister” and recognized Osh Tisch as their leader.

			The Crow batées, free from the obligations that came from bearing and raising children, devoted themselves to women’s work. They exceled in all aspects of domesticity: they were experts in sewing, beading, and tanning hides; they butchered animals and proved the most efficient cooks; their tipis were the largest and the best looking; and they were highly regarded for their many charitable acts. 

			A. B. Holder provided the earliest description of OshTisch. He referred to the “berdache” with the Crow word “boté,” which he defined as “not man, not woman.” Though the doctor disdained the boté’s sexual lifestyle, he found Osh Tisch a “splendidly formed fellow, of prepossessing face, in perfect health, active in movement, and happy in disposition.” For a small sum, the doctor persuaded a reluctant Osh Tisch to submit to a thorough physical exam. 

			Dr. Holder noted that Osh Tisch was thirty-three years old and that he (Holder did not use the female pronoun in referring to Osh Tisch) had dressed like a woman since the age of five. Osh Tisch was five feet eight inches in height and weighed one hundred and fifty-eight pounds, with a frank, intelligent, and beardless face. Holder commented that Osh Tisch was dressed that day in typical female attire. His hair measured at least twenty-four inches long and was parted (like a female) in the center and allowed to hang loose in two masses behind the shoulders. Holder removed OshTisch’s dress and found his skin smooth and free from hair on the legs, arms, breast, or armpits; but, as the doctor pointed out, this was not unusual for Indian men or women. Osh Tisch’s breasts were small, as usually found in the male. 

			Dr. Holder then proceeded to the most “interesting” part of the examination, the sexual organs. Before the examination began, Osh Tisch secured a promise from the doctor that he would not reveal anything about the exam to the agent or any member of the tribe. When Osh Tisch removed his dress, Holder could see nothing since “he threw his thighs together as to completely conceal his organs.” When Holder finally persuaded Osh Tisch to open his thighs, it became clear that he showed perfectly normal male organs. After the examination was completed, Osh Tisch told the physician that no one had seen his genital organs since childhood and that he hid his sexual organs even from the women with whom he long associated. 

			Osh Tisch denied that he ever had sex with a female; in fact, Holder noted that Osh Tisch “lived for two years as the female party to a marital partnership with a well-known male Indian.” Osh Tisch was not a homosexual, which is how some Euro-Americans defined the “berdache.” Unfortunately, even the recent A Dictionary of Everyday Crow described the batée as “homosexual, gay,” a concession to modern, not historical Crow, sensibilities. Though the sexual relationship between a batée and a typical man is anatomically “same sex,” that is not how traditional Crows perceived the relationship. As Dr. Holder wisely pointed out, Osh Tisch was the female partner in the relationship, and the male partner understood that he was having sex with a transformed woman.2

			For some unexplainable reason Osh Tisch assumed the role of a warrior for a day in the summer of 1876. General George Crook sent some runners to the Crow Agency to recruit scouts for his campaign against the Lakotas and Cheyennes. One hundred and seventy-five warriors signed up for the fight against their traditional enemies. In the crowd of men, which included the war leader Plenty Coup, there were two remarkable women characters: Osh Tisch and The Other Magpie.

			In the 1930s Pretty Shield, an elderly Crow woman, told her fascinating life story to Frank Linderman, a Montana frontiersman and journalist. It was Pretty Shield who revealed, perhaps for the first time, the role Finds Them and Kills Them (Pretty Shield and Linderman referred to Osh Tisch by the English rendering of her name) and The Other Magpie played in the fight against the Lakotas that took place on Rosebud Creek in Montana on June 17, 1876.

			 Pretty Shield saw the Crow scouts leave the village to join General Crook’s blue-coat soldiers and described how Finds Them and Kills Them “looked like a man, and yet she wore woman’s clothes; and she had the heart of a woman. Besides, she did a woman’s work. She was not a man, and not yet a woman.” While recognizing the special nature of the batée, Pretty Shield respected the womanly side of Finds Them and Kills Them by always referring to “her” with feminine pronouns. 

			The Other Magpie rode a “black horse” armed only with a coup stick. She “wore a stuffed woodpecker on her head, and her forehead was painted yellow.” Pretty Shield said that she was a “wild one who had no man of her own. She was both bad and brave . . . and she was pretty.” The Other Magpie went to war seeking revenge for her brother who had been killed by the Lakotas.

			During the fight at the Rosebud, these two women fought bravely, expecting death at the hands of the enemy. For this reason, Finds Them and Kills Them changed into men’s clothing before the fighting began. Pretty Shield explained Finds Them and Kills Them’s reasoning: “so that if killed the Lacota would not laugh at her, lying there with a woman’s clothes on her. She did not want the Lacota to believe that she was a Crow man hiding in a woman’s dress.” 

			The two women counted coup that day. At one point in the fight, Bull Snake fell from his horse, badly wounded. Finds Them and Kills Them rode to his defense, firing her gun at the advancing Lakotas. The Other Magpie rode around her two comrades “singing her war song and waving her coup stick” against the enemy. When the Lakotas charged them, The Other Magpie “rode straight at them, waving her coup stick.” So strong was her “medicine” that day that the Lakota warriors turned and rode away. Bull Snake was saved.

			For a second time, The Other Magpie rode straight at the Lakotas with only her coup stick and “spat at them.” She mocked the enemy by calling out: “See, my spit is my arrow[s].” Finds Them and Kills Them rode behind and shot an enemy warrior. The Other Magpie took his scalp.

			Pretty Shield watched with excitement as the scouts returned to the village while The Other Magpie and Finds Them and Kills Them continued to look after the wounded Bull Snake. The Other Magpie waved with pride the enemy scalp she had taken in the fight. Pretty Shield was “proud of these two women, even the wild one, because she was brave.” 

			The Other Magpie, who fought so bravely, regrettably disappeared from the historical record. Finds Them and Kills Them, who earned her name from the brave role she played in the Rosebud fight, would live on during the reservation era, subject to harassment from Indian agents and missionaries because of the life she had chosen so many years earlier.

			Indian agents at the Crow Agency tried to control Crow sexual practices and gender relations. They were particularly hard on Osh Tisch and the few remaining batées. Joe Medicine Crow, tribal elder and historian, told the anthropologist Walter L. Williams the story of how one of the Indian agents in the 1890s tried to change the “badé.” “He tried to interfere with Osh Tisch, who was the most respected badé. The agent incarcerated the badés, cut off their hair, made them wear men’s clothing. He forced them to do manual labor, planting . . . trees. The people here were so upset that Chief Plenty Eagle came into Crow Agency, and told [the agent] to leave the reservation. It was a tragedy trying to change them. [The agent] was crazy.”

			Thanks to the intervention of Chief Plenty Eagle, Osh Tisch may have enjoyed a brief respite, but the harassment resumed during the superintendence of Evan W. Estep, the agent from 1914 to 1917. Lillian Bullshows, an elderly Crow woman who personally knew Osh Tisch (whom she called Ohchiish), recounted this story late in her life. Estep, “a hot-tempered fellow,” had the Indian police drag Osh Tisch into his office. The agent angrily told Osh Tisch that he was a man and should stop dressing and acting like a woman. Friends warned Chief Plenty Coup, who rushed to protect Osh Tisch, who was “crying” outside the agent’s office. Plenty Coup warned the agent that if he didn’t stop harassing Osh Tisch, he would be driven from his office “within two hours.” Plenty Coup defended Osh Tisch’s lifestyle: “In her youth, she don’t go for the men [men’s way]—she dress like a woman and still she’s dressed—I want it that way. She’s kind to people, she’s good-natured, she goes to dances and takes part in every activity.” Faced with such opposition, the agent relented and told the “crying” Osh Tisch that she could continue to dress like a woman. Lillian Bullshows concluded her colorful account by saying that Plenty Coup was “a good man” but that Estep was “no good.”
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					Crow Osh Tisch in a beautiful dress holding a mirror, with her female companion, most likely The Other Magpie, a Crow warrior woman, who fought alongside Osh Tisch at the Rosebud fight, June 17, 1876, circa 1877–1878 Photographed by John H. Fouch. Courtesy of Dr. James S. Brust

				

			

			Osh Tisch survived the agent’s hostility, but it did not end there. In 1902 the Crows invited the Reverend William Petzold, a young Baptist minister, to come to Crow Agency and set up a day school for the children. Along with the school came Petzold’s version of Christianity. Thomas Yellowtail, a Crow tribal elder, shared with anthropologist Walter Williams what then happened: “When the Baptist missionary Peltotz [sic] arrived in 1903, he condemned our traditions, including the badé. He told congregation members to stay away from Osh Tisch and the other badés. He continued to condemn Osh Tisch until his death in the late 1920s. This may be the reason why no others took up the badé role after Osh Tisch died.”

			Despite the hostility of the agent and the missionary, Osh Tisch did not alter her domestic lifestyle or lose status among the traditional Crows in the last years of her life as witnessed by the distinguished chiefs who defended her from the hostility of Indian agents. During these years Osh Tisch built a home near St. Xavier on land that she was allotted in the 1880s. Occasionally, members of her family lived at her homestead. Exploring census returns for these years, historian Will Roscoe, who has spent years studying the “berdache” tradition, found out that Osh Tisch was listed as head of a family, which consisted of a brother, niece, and nephew, along with other adults and children. By 1891, however, Osh Tisch was living alone with a three-year-old boy named Brings Horses Well Known, listed as an “adopted” child. This was not unusual since berdaches were known to take in orphans. But, a few years later, the same child is listed as an adopted daughter. Roscoe speculates that Finds Them and Kills Them was raising a “berdache child.”

			Osh Tisch continued to maintain a wide range of friends (some were most likely “berdaches”) on and off the reservation. She had her own horses and buggy, so she traveled freely wherever she wanted, often visiting the Nez Perce in Idaho, with whom she traded for grass bags—an Indian basket woven from vegetal fibers. She sold one of these Nez Perce grass bags to the wife of agent Samuel G. Reynolds. Their daughter, Carolyn Reynolds Riebeth, later wrote that she found “Maracota [Woman] Jim” a “friendly person” and “good-natured.” The young Lillian Bullshows, who knew Osh Tisch during this same period, said on more than one occasion in her memoirs that Osh Tisch was “good-natured,” a “nice person.” 

			General Scott shared the same feelings as Carolyn Reynolds and Lillian Bullshows when he spent some time with “Woman Jim” (as he called Osh Tisch) in August 1919. Scott remarked favorably on Osh Tisch’s womanly ways: “She was most jolly, had a simple air of complete satisfaction with herself, perfectly unconscious of anything abnormal. . . . One could not resist liking her for her frank, simple, jolly manner and evident truthfulness.”

			When Scott met Woman Jim, she was recovering from a severe case of blood poisoning. Thinking that she was going to die, she showed Scott with great pride her finely designed burial dress: “a dark blue woman’s dress with abalone shell ornaments.” Some years later the Indian agent at Crow Agency sent Scott a photograph of Woman Jim (whom the agent clearly identified as Finds Them and Kills Them) wearing her burial dress. Woman Jim parted with Scott in a friendly way, presenting him with a Nez Perce grass bag, saying, “You have come a long way—I give you this.”

			Osh Tisch lived her last days in the traditional way at Crow Agency. She continued to excel in the domestic crafts, even exhibiting her work beyond the agency. Once famous for sewing buffalo hides for the tipi, she turned in new directions, winning awards at county fairs for her bedspreads and traditional Crow foods. 

			She traveled to various sites on the reservation to take part in the traditional dances. Osh Tisch especially liked the ancient Beaver Dance, where she sang her special songs. On such occasions she would wear her prized beaded men’s leggings, but she also adorned her person with earrings, bracelets, and perfumed scents. 

			Lillian Bullshows remembered the many times Osh Tisch visited her parents’ home to enjoy her mother’s good cooking and to relax by playing cards. Osh Tisch often spent the night. She called Lillian’s mother “sister” and teased Lillian’s father (as one would a brother-in-law). Lillian said that Osh Tisch was also a good cook, remembering that she baked biscuits while singing Beaver Dance songs. Lillian and her younger brother enjoyed Osh Tisch’s visits because she often brought them some oranges and apples and candy. Even at that young age, Lillian knew that Osh Tisch was a man. Though she dressed like a woman, acted like a woman, and talked like a woman, Lillian remembered that she had a “cracked voice” that was that of a man. But Lillian never said anything to question Osh Tisch’s persona. When anthropologist Robert H. Lowie visited the Crow Agency in 1907, he met Osh Tisch. Lowie was also struck by the quality of Osh Tisch’s voice. “Dressed as a woman,” Lowie reported, “he might have passed for one except for his affectedly piping [italics mine] voice.”

			In the last year of her life, Osh Tisch took sick and ended up in the hospital. Lillian Bullshows visited her, noting that Osh Tisch looked pale. She asked, “All right, are you feeling better?” Osh Tisch replied: “Yes, some better.” Lillian left when Osh Tisch got up to go to the bathroom, promising to visit again, though she never did. She did not know if Osh Tisch ever left the hospital. “After that,” Lillian said, “I never see him. That’s the last time I ever talked to him.”

			Osh Tisch died on January 2, 1929, at the age of seventy-five. Since the age of five when she cast off boy’s clothes, Osh Tisch boldly lived her life as a Crow woman. Faithful to her inner calling, she remained, in good and bad times, true to herself and all others. 

			

			
				
					1	 The Europeans referred to such men as “berdaches,” a term that Native Americans dislike. I prefer to use the Crow term for such persons as Osh Tisch, which has been rendered over time as “boté,” “baté,” and “badé.” When citing Crow or Euro-American observers, I use the term they employ; but, in all other cases, I use the term “batée,” which is how the most recent Crow dictionary spells the word.

				

				
					2	 Sabine Lang, Men as Women, Women as Men: Changing Gender in Native American Cultures, Austin: University of Texas Press, 1998, pp. 206–212, made a compelling case that such a sexual relationship was not homosexual because the parties were of different genders. 

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			Running Eagle: Brave-Hearted Woman

			An old saying among the Blackfeet Indians of the Northern Plains, “Men for the war trail, women for the home lodge,” did not apply to Running Eagle, a remarkable warrior woman whose military exploits were legendary among her people. Generations of Blackfeet women revered the extraordinary life of this woman, and some even tried to follow her brave example. Born Brown Weasel Woman, probably in the early part of the nineteenth century, she was a member of the Piegan tribe of the Blackfoot Nation. She was the eldest child of five, her father was a prominent warrior, and her mother was a traditional lodge keeper.

			From an early age she expressed a desire for a more active life than was expected for a Blackfoot girl. Around the age of ten or twelve, she asked her father to make a set of bow and arrows so that she could practice shooting and become skilled with the weapon. Over time, as she grew tall and strong, her father indulged the young woman by taking her out to hunt buffalo, which she easily brought down with her bow. 

			On one of these hunts, Brown Weasel Woman proved her courage. After father and daughter had a successful hunt, they were returning to their home village, their horses loaded with meat. Suddenly an enemy war party attacked, shooting her father off his horse. Brown Weasel Woman, at a distance ahead of her father, quickly unloaded the meat from her horse and raced back to save her father. He jumped on her horse and they escaped to the safety of their village. Some spoke with pride of her brave deed; others were not so happy, fearing the bad influence her exploits could have on other young girls destined for the lodge. 

			Brown Weasel Woman may have desired the more exciting, masculine lifestyle of the warrior and the hunter, but the illness of her mother forced her to care for the lodge and her young siblings. She did the job well, but without pleasure. She had no boyfriends and took no interest in the marriage plans of her friends.1 

			The young woman’s life changed suddenly. Her warrior father died in combat against the Crows and her sick mother died soon after. She seized the moment to realize her dream of following men’s ways—hunting and fighting against her people’s enemies. She found a widow to care for the lodge and her young siblings.

			Looking for a way to prove herself a warrior, she followed at a distance a war party trying to recover some horses stolen by the Crows. She was armed with her father’s gun and dressed for the fight. When discovered, the leader of the war party threatened her but she refused to leave. Even when he threatened to call off the raid if she persisted, Brown Weasel Woman boldly replied, “You can return if you want to; I will go on by myself.” A cousin, with whom she had hunted, intervened and said that he would be responsible for the young woman.

			The war party then continued its journey. After several days on the trail, the warriors discovered the Crow camp, and under cover of darkness, they located the Crow horse herd. Brown Weasel Woman, with her cousin, captured eleven horses. As the Blackfeet left with their captured horses, their enemy mounted a pursuit. Some distance from the Crows, the war party rested. Brown Weasel Woman stood guard on a high hill, when she spotted two Crows heading for the captured herd. She charged, shot the lead Crow, and grabbed his rifle to fire at the second Crow, who fled the scene. Brown Weasel Woman had saved the herd. One of her fellow warriors scalped the dead enemy, giving her the scalp. She had avenged the death of her father.

			When the war party returned home, some praised her coup; others questioned the place of a woman on the war trail. Beverly Hungry Wolf, who interviewed elderly Blackfeet women (including her mother and grandmother) for the story of Brown Weasel Woman, which she narrated in The Ways of My Grandmothers, declared that this was a decisive moment for the young woman. The elders instructed Brown Weasel Woman to seek a vision to guide her on the correct path to follow. She fasted and prayed for four nights, and the Powers Above granted her a vision—the spiritual power she needed to lead a warrior’s life. As she interpreted her dream vision, the Sun demanded that she never marry or take a lover.2 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
				
					Running Eagle knelt and aimed her gun at the Crow enemy. Sketch by James Willard Schultz in Running Eagle: The Warrior Girl, 1919

				

			

			After her vision Brown Weasel Woman joined a war party that journeyed west of the Rockies to raid the horse herds of the Kalispell tribe. She did not wear a buckskin dress; instead, she dressed as a warrior with leggings, shirt, and breech cloth. She still had her father’s rifle, along with a fine rawhide war shield.

			The war party struck a Kalispell village, killing a number of the enemy and capturing more than six hundred horses. In the thick of the fight, two Kalispell arrows struck Brown Weasel Woman’s shield. 

			When the war party returned home, Brown Weasel Woman celebrated the victory alongside the male warriors. She was allowed to share her war exploits, which the people applauded with “drum beats and war whoops.” Lone Walker, the head chief, gave her a singular honor, renaming her Running Eagle, the ancient name of several famous warriors. The Brave Society of young warriors invited her to become a member. 

			Evidently her “masculine” pursuits did not frighten away all men, for some still wanted Running Eagle as a wife. But she refused them all, claiming she had vowed to the Sun never to marry. Running Eagle had no desire to give up her warrior’s lifestyle and maintain a man’s lodge.

			Over time her status as a warrior rose among her people, and Running Eagle even led war parties against the enemy. White Grass, a prominent Piegan band chief, declared that he had joined a war party against the Nez Perce, led by Running Eagle. Discovered en route by a large group of Nez Perce, the Blackfeet quickly dug foxholes for protection. As leader of the group, Running Eagle placed her foxhole in the front. Before the fight she took out her medicine bag containing two feathers attached to a flat disk of brass, tied it to her hair, and sang her war song. Running Eagle killed the first Nez Perce who charged. Inspired by her bravery, the Blackfeet drove off the Nez Perce without suffering a single casualty.

			Sometime around 1850 Running Eagle’s legendary life as a warrior woman came to a dramatic end in an attack against the Flathead Indians. It was, as often the case, a revenge raid in retaliation for Flathead invasion of Blackfoot country. Running Eagle led the large Blackfoot war party. After an initial exchange of long-range gunfire, Running Eagle ordered a charge against the enemy village. In deadly hand–to-hand combat with knives and war clubs, Running Eagle was in the thick of the fight. 

			Somewhere in the melee a Flathead warrior struck a mortal blow with his war club, killing the legendary warrior woman.3 Running Eagle died a warrior on the battlefield defending her people, but she lived on in the hearts and minds of the Blackfeet. Over time there were some Blackfeet women—Lance Woman and Otter Woman—who tried to live their lives like Running Eagle. James Willard Schultz told their stories in Blackfeet and Buffalo. But Lance Woman and Otter Woman were no Running Eagle. Faced with the dangers of war, real or imagined, they chose the comfort of home and family. They lacked Running Eagle’s vision, her devotion to her vow, her desire to protect the people from their enemies, and her strength and bravery in the face of death. Truly, there was only one Running Eagle, warrior woman of the Piegan tribe.

			

			
				
					1	 Some aspects of Running Eagle’s life are controversial. Did she ever marry? James Willard Schultz, who lived among the Blackfeet Indians for a long time, insisted in his memoir, Blackfeet and Buffalo, that Running Eagle was a “virgin woman.” But historian John Ewers, in his essay “Deadlier Than the Male,” American Heritage, XVI (June 1965), 10–13, claimed that elderly Blackfeet warriors had told him that the young Running Eagle had married and that her husband died in a raid against the Crows. It was only then that she prayed to the Sun for revenge. She received a powerful vision, but, in return, promised that she would never take another lover.

				

				
					2	 Weasel Tail, an elderly Blackfoot, disagreed with the timing of this event. Weasel Tail told the historian John Ewers that the young woman went on her vision quest after the death of her husband as a way of obtaining power to avenge his death. In any case, Weasel Tail agreed with Beverly Hungry Wolf that in return for her power vision, the Sun demanded that the young woman never marry again or even take a lover.

				

				
					3	 Even in death, there was no end to controversy. Weasel Tail told John Ewers a different version of Running Eagle’s death that was more prosaic. The Flathead Indians tired of this bold woman coming into their villages and stealing horses, so they set a trap for her. On the night of her death, Running Eagle boldly snuck into the Flathead village, where the Flatheads lay in wait. When they sighted the intruder, they called out to her, but she could make no response since she did not understand the Flathead language. Realizing that she was a stranger, they shot her on sight. According to Weasel Tail, Running Eagle died because she had broken her vow to the Sun by falling in love with a handsome member of the war party.

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			Buffalo Calf Road: Warrior Woman

			On a fine June day in Montana, a young Northern Cheyenne woman by the colorful name of Buffalo Calf Road emerged from the shadows of history to make her mark as an outstanding warrior woman. Her life was like a meteorite passing through the heavens, brilliant but short-lived. Before that June day her history remains obscure, as it was for many Plains Indian women. This much is known. She was in her early twenties, married to a mercurial warrior named Black Coyote, with one daughter around four years old. But many questions remain unanswered: Who were her parents? When and where was she born? She was likely a Southern Cheyenne, but if so, when did she come to the Northern Plains? And how did she meet Black Coyote, with whom she had an intense and devoted relationship?1 

			Buffalo Calf Road’s public life began on June 16, 1876, when Cheyenne scouts rode into the Cheyenne/Lakota camps on Reno Creek warning the people that they had sighted many blue-coat soldiers and their Indian scouts on the Rosebud. The Indians did not know that the summer campaign of the Great Sioux War had begun. They did not know that the soldiers—one thousand strong and backed by some three hundred Crow and Shoshoni scouts—were led by one of the army’s best Indian fighters, General George Crook. They did not know that Crook’s advance was part of a grand plan by the United States Army—a multiprong attack to find, defeat, and force the so-called “hostile” Lakotas and Cheyennes out of the Powder River country and onto the Great Sioux Reservation. For now it was enough to know that soldiers were in their country threatening their people.

			The young warriors decided to rush out and confront the soldiers before an attack on their villages could harm women, children, and the aged. Young Two Moons set out that night for the Rosebud, some twenty-five miles away, with about two hundred brave-hearted Lakota and Cheyenne warriors. Other warriors followed Crazy Horse and the elder Two Moons. In an odd twist, Buffalo Calf Road joined Young Two Moons’s warriors along with her husband, Black Coyote, and her brother Comes In Sight, who had come from the Southern Cheyenne Reservation in Indian Territory to visit his sister. There had been some brave Cheyenne women who fought in defense of their people when attacked by the enemy, but few had ever ridden so boldly with the men as Buffalo Calf Road did that day.

			When Young Two Moons’s party arrived in the morning hours, the fight had already begun. Pausing on a high hill overlooking the valley of the Rosebud, they could see the blue-coat soldiers pursuing some hard-pressed Cheyennes who were fleeing up the hill, their ponies wounded and exhausted. Young Two Moons’s warriors did not hesitate; they charged down the hill, pushing back the soldiers. Buffalo Calf Road, riding a gray horse and armed with her six-shooter, charged with the men. She was dressed that day in her finest clothing: an elk-tooth dress with her waist encircled by a broad, decorated leather belt, a shell choker around her neck, and long shell earrings dangling from her pierced earlobes. 

			During that long, hot day, fighting took place in fragmented groups along an extended front. It was a day marked by charge and countercharge. Wooden Leg, a prominent Cheyenne warrior who took part in the fight, described the action that day: “Until the sun went far toward the west there were charges back and forth. Our Indians fought and ran away, fought and ran away. The soldiers and their Indian scouts did the same. Sometimes we chased them, sometimes they chased us.” In the tumult of battle, it’s not likely that many noticed the two “women” fighting together alongside the Crows: The Other Magpie, a young warrior woman probably close to Buffalo Calf Road’s age, and Osh Tisch, the batée who chose, for a day, to fight as a warrior against his people’s enemies.

			During a lull in the fight, Buffalo Calf Road followed some warriors to the top of a high bluff, probably to rest their horses. From here she could look down into the valley where the fighting raged. She spotted her brother Comes In Sight, easily distinguished by the long war bonnet he wore in battle, bravely “run” the enemy lines. Suddenly his horse crashed headfirst to the ground. Comes In Sight landed on his feet and ran in a zigzag line to escape the bullets chasing him. Shoshoni scouts charged the downed enemy for an easy kill. 

			John Stands in Timber, the longtime historian of the Northern Cheyennes, described what happened next. Without hesitation Buffalo Calf Road spurred her horse to a run down the valley floor, heading straight for her brother. In the midst of flying bullets, she turned her horse sharply, pausing for an instant as Comes In Sight grabbed her saddle with one hand and clutched the horse’s neck with the other. With her brother hanging on the side of her horse, his war bonnet blowing in the wind and his rifle dangling from his arm, Buffalo Calf Road dashed back to the safety of the bluff. The warriors shouted praise for her brave deed.
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					Buffalo Calf Road saving her brother Comes In Sight at the Battle of the Rosebud, June 17, 1876 Courtesy of the National Anthropological Archives, Smithsonian, 57,161-A. A ledger-book sketch by Cheyenne artist Spotted Wolf, circa 1889

				

			

			After fighting bravely all day and inflicting casualties on the soldiers, the war leaders called off the fight. Exhausted warriors withdrew from the field, satisfied that they had prevented the blue-coat soldiers from attacking their villages. In fact, they had caused enough casualties that General Crook withdrew to his home base, where he remained inactive for some time. His Crow and Shoshoni scouts left for their home villages.

			 The great camp broke up the next morning in search of good grass and water for their large horse herds and fresh meat for their people. The Lakotas and the Cheyennes settled along the Greasy Grass River (called the Little Bighorn by whites)—the largest encampment ever on the Northern Plains, with one thousand lodges, over six thousand people, and some fifteen hundred warriors. The great camp stretched one and a half miles along the river, with the Cheyenne camp at its northern end. 

			After a period of mourning the warriors who died in the Rosebud fight, the people celebrated their victory over the soldiers. Everywhere stories of bravery were told. But the most popular (certainly for the Cheyennes) was the tale of Buffalo Calf Road’s bravery in saving her brother’s life. From this time forward, the Cheyennes would refer to the fight at the Rosebud as “The Battle Where the Girl Saved Her Brother.” When the celebrating ended, Buffalo Calf Road returned to her lodge with her husband, Black Coyote, and her young daughter, where she resumed her chores as a Cheyenne wife and mother.

			But her domestic work was sharply interrupted on June 25, 1876 (“bloody Sunday” as some call it), when Lieutenant Colonel George Armstrong Custer led the Seventh Cavalry against the Indians massed on the Little Bighorn River. (The warriors at the Little Bighorn did not know that Custer, or “Long Hair” as they called him, was leading the soldiers until sometime after the fight.) Custer had no real idea of the size and layout of the great encampment, though he had been warned by his Crow scouts of its magnitude. He also badly underestimated the number of warriors and their renewed confidence and determination given the Rosebud battle. 

			Custer did not make the first charge; he left that to the inexperienced Major Reno who, with only 125 soldiers and a few Arikara scouts, attacked the southern end of the camp—that place of honor belonging to Sitting Bull’s Hunkpapas. Custer planned to strike the northern end of the camp in order to catch the “hostiles” in a classic pincer movement. 

			Having crossed the river, Major Reno’s soldiers fired into the village but they never reached it. Gall, the great Hunkpapa Lakota warrior and Sitting Bull’s chief lieutenant, led several hundred warriors to counterattack the soldiers, forcing them into the trees along the river. Crazy Horse arrived on the scene late but took part in the hand-to-hand fighting as Reno led his men out of the tree line to recross the river to safety. Some Cheyenne warriors from the northern end of the village arrived in time to fight Reno, but Black Coyote and Buffalo Calf Road did not engage in this fight. That would come against Custer.

			While the Reno fight raged, Custer moved along the north side of the river looking for a safe place to cross. He never made it to the river. A small group of well-armed Cheyenne and Lakota warriors held the soldiers back. Heavy reenforcement came after Reno was defeated as the warriors doubled back to deal with the cavalry soldiers they spotted on the high ridges across the river. Gall led one contingent of Hunkpapa warriors who crossed the river at Medicine Tail Coulee; Crazy Horse’s Oglala and Cheyenne warriors crossed the river at Deep Coulee. 

			Kate Bighead, the Northern Cheyenne woman who roamed over the battlefield to observe the fighting, noted the presence of Buffalo Calf Road in the fight. The young warrior woman, along with her husband and brother, joined forces with Gall as he moved up the ford to attack the horse-soldiers on the ridge. Comes In Sight, along with Yellow Nose and Contrary Belly, bravely charged the soldier lines. Black Coyote, like many warriors, dismounted and moved steadily along the gulches, firing at the soldiers. Buffalo Calf Road stayed on her horse and shot at the soldiers on the ridge with her trusted revolver. Once again, she demonstrated bravery in battle. When a young Cheyenne warrior boldly charged the soldier line, his horse was killed. Buffalo Calf Road flew to the doomed boy. She was prepared to give him her horse when Kate Bighead shouted that Cheyenne women had captured some of the soldiers’ runaway horses down near the river. Buffalo Calf Road took the young boy on her horse and dashed to the river. Leaving the boy safely behind, she returned to the fighting until the last of Custer’s men lay dead. After the fight the Cheyennes remembered her brave deed by bestowing on her the honorary name Brave Woman.

			The battle over, the great encampment broke up. Word had come of more soldiers advancing in search for revenge. To escape more easily from the soldiers and to search for grass for their ponies and buffalo meat for their people, the Indians broke into smaller tribal groups. 

			Chief Dull Knife took a large following deep into the Bighorn Mountains, where he located camp on a swift stream far up the Powder River. Buffalo Calf Road and Black Coyote joined Dull Knife’s secluded village with the hope that they could quietly resume their lives. Buffalo Calf Road was pregnant with her second child. 

			But the peace of the village was shattered on November 25, 1876, when Colonel Ranald Mackenzie, who commanded General Crook’s strike force, suddenly attacked and destroyed the village. Some forty Cheyenne men, women, and children lay dead, with more wounded. With almost no food or blankets, the survivors fled in bitter subzero cold and a raging snowstorm that lasted for days. Many babies froze to death, eleven the first night alone. Buffalo Calf Road protected her small daughter and unborn child against the cold and hunger as best she could. At last the desperate Cheyennes found shelter with Crazy Horse’s Oglalas, who shared what little they had.

			For a brief time tribal leaders thought they could hold on. Crazy Horse even felt bold enough to lead Lakota and Cheyenne warriors to challenge Colonel Nelson Miles’s infantry at the recently established Fort Keogh on the Tongue River. He tried to lure the soldiers into a trap away from the fort as the pugnacious Miles accepted the challenge. On that bitterly cold day, Miles’s infantry pursued Crazy Horse’s warriors into Wolf Mountain, where they sometimes fought hand to hand. But the fighters’ exhaustion, the bitter cold, and a blinding snowstorm brought an end to hostilities. Although they fought bravely, the warriors failed to drive the soldiers from their country.

			By late January unity among the tribes began to unravel. Sitting Bull and Gall decided to take their people to Canada. Crazy Horse wanted to fight on, but even Crazy Horse could see his people were tired, cold, hungry, and ill. Many of the Lakota and Cheyenne chiefs began to doubt the wisdom of continued struggle, and they listened to the peace envoys that Miles and Crook sent to the camps with soothing words: they would be well treated and subject to no punishment other than surrendering their horses and guns. Two Moons led his people to Fort Keogh; Little Wolf and Dull Knife led their people to Fort Robinson.

			But some refused to surrender and go to the reservation. Buffalo Calf Road and her husband and child stayed out with a small band of thirty-four under the war-chief Last Bull, intent on living in the old way as long as they could. Wooden Leg, who joined the group, described the last days. For several weeks they struggled to survive, hunting on the lean ground along the Powder and Tongue Rivers. During this desperate period, Buffalo Calf Road gave birth to a boy. Now there were thirty-five in the band. Many-Colored Braids’s wife helped to deliver the child and look after the young mother, cutting the umbilical cord and saving it to be encased in a sacred beaded turtle pouch. When they broke camp, Buffalo Calf Road and the baby were carried on a travois, and the women helped to take down and set up her tipi. 

			By early summer Last Bull’s hungry band still struggled to survive. They had too few hunters to provide the band with meat and skins. The people were hungry, their clothes worn, and their lodges thin. They received reports from agency Indians that if they came in they could settle at Red Cloud Agency, where they would be well treated with plenty of food and clothing. So, with heavy hearts, they decided to “surrender” at Fort Robinson and rejoin their Cheyenne relatives already there. On reaching the fort, they were greeted by Lieutenant W. P. Clark (“White Hat”), who welcomed them in fluent sign language, telling them they must surrender their horses and guns. Black Coyote refused to surrender his gun, and when three Lakota scouts approached, he aimed his gun at them. Last Bull intervened, pushing the gun aside. “Don’t shoot. You are crazy.” He warned Black Coyote that he would get them all killed. Lieutenant Clark motioned the three scouts to leave. Black Coyote relented, “then quieted down” and gave his gun to Last Bull. 

			Finally, Buffalo Calf Road and her husband and children were settled on the hated reservation. But they were there less than a week when orders came from the blue-coat officers that the Cheyennes were to pack and begin the long journey to Indian Territory (present-day Oklahoma), where they would rejoin their southern brethren. A few of their own chiefs supported the move, but as Wooden Leg noted, most Cheyennes were unhappy about relocating and felt betrayed by the false promises of the whites who told them that if they stopped fighting and turned in their guns and horses they could settle at Red Cloud Agency.

			The Cheyennes left Fort Robinson on May 28, 1877. The move south took seventy long days. The nearly one thousand Cheyennes who made the journey were treated well by the soldiers on the march south. They reached the Southern Cheyenne Agency in Indian Territory in late summer. Captivity in the south sat hard with Buffalo Calf Road and her people. The land was alien, the climate hot and humid. There was little food since they could not hunt off the reservation. Families began to disintegrate, and diseases such as measles and malarial fever caused illness and death.

			Finally, Little Wolf and Dull Knife, the two “old man” chiefs, decided that they had had enough and determined to save their people by returning north to their beloved country despite the threat of the agent that the army would pursue and kill them. On September 9, 1878, 287 Cheyennes fled the reservation under cover of darkness. They were headed home to the Yellowstone country, some 1,500 miles north. Mostly on foot, they labored northward, pursued relentlessly by the army. When, at last, they crossed the Platte River in Nebraska, the band split in two. Dull Knife, looking at the desperate people, decided to seek shelter at the nearby Red Cloud Agency. 

			Little Wolf decided that safety lay in the continued northward journey to the Yellowstone. He found temporary shelter at Lost Chokecherry Creek in the remote Sandhills of Nebraska. 

			The place was well hidden from the army, but Black Coyote’s small group found him there. For some unknown reason Black Coyote and Buffalo Calf Road and their two children left the southern agency some days after Little Wolf and Dull Knife’s departure. Somehow they tracked Little Wolf to the Sandhills. By this time Dull Knife’s band had been captured and imprisoned at Fort Robinson.

			Buffalo Calf Road and Black Coyote spent some peaceful time that winter at Lost Chokecherry, but it did not last. Little Wolf urged his followers, once again, to take up their journey to the Yellowstone country. As the band approached the Little Missouri River, outside the Black Hills, trouble erupted for the young couple. Black Coyote got into a heated argument with Black Crane, one of the older Cheyenne chiefs, for reasons that are not entirely clear. Black Crane struck Black Coyote with his riding whip; perhaps he even threatened the young warrior with his knife. In a rage Black Coyote shot the old man and exchanged fire with Black Crane’s son, who ran to avenge his father. Black Coyote was slightly wounded in the arm. 

			Little Wolf, following Cheyenne custom, sent the “murderer” into exile. Buffalo Calf Road, with the two children, left with Black Coyote, as did Black Coyote’s mother and his two warrior friends, Mad Hearted Wolf and Whetstone. 

			Shortly after this deadly incident, Little Wolf and his band resumed their flight, reaching the Powder River country in southeast Montana by late March, where they were “captured” by the soldiers and brought to Fort Keogh.

			Black Coyote’s small band of exiles struggled to survive in the wilderness. At one point they came upon two soldiers working on a telegraph line: Black Coyote killed one and wounded the second. The army tracked down the “killers” in mid-April, taking three men to Fort Keogh and charging them with murder. The three warriors languished in a jail awaiting their fate. The women and children were reunited with Little Wolf’s band camped outside the fort.

			By June it was all over for the ill-starred lovers. Buffalo Calf Road, the warrior woman who had fought so bravely against the soldiers in defense of her people, caught the dreaded white-man’s disease, diphtheria. Despite the care of a Cheyenne medicine woman and the white doctor from the fort, Buffalo Calf Road died. The Cheyennes mourned the passing of their “Brave Woman,” burying her high in the rocks above the Yellowstone River.

			 Black Coyote went into despair when he heard the sad news, deciding that he would not die at the hands of the white man. His two fellow warriors agreed; they would take their own lives instead. First one warrior hanged himself; then the second. When the jailer arrived in the morning, he found the two men lying lifeless on the floor; the third man, Black Coyote, was still hanging in the air, a leather strap around his neck attached to an iron rod above the door.

			Inseparable in life and battle, Buffalo Calf Road and Black Coyote died tragically, symbols of the end of the fight to preserve the old nomadic way of life.

			

			
				
					1	 For a search to uncover what little is known about this famous warrior woman, see Rosemary Agonito and Joseph Agonito, “Resurrecting History’s Forgotten Women: A Case Study from the Cheyenne Indians,” Frontiers: A Journal of Women Studies, VI (Fall 1981), 8–16.

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			Kate Bighead: Wartime Reporter

			When Dr. Thomas B. Marquis interviewed Kate Bighead in 1926, she was an elderly grandmother living a quiet, circumscribed life at Lame Deer, the Northern Cheyenne Reservation in Montana.1 That was not always the case. For the first thirty years of her life, Kate Bighead (known by her birth name as Antelope Woman) followed her people as they roamed freely over the Great Plains, living a nomadic, buffalo-hunting, tipi-dwelling lifestyle. Cheyenne women were widely known for their beauty and their virtue; Cheyenne warriors were respected by their friends, feared by their enemies.

			Kate Bighead told Marquis little about her life as a young woman during the nomadic years, except to say that she was born near the North Platte River in 1847, spending her early years among the Southern Cheyennes, nor did she tell him anything about her life at Lame Deer, the reservation in Montana, where she later lived for some forty years. Certainly she could have since Marquis was eager to record the daily life of women. When, for instance, Marquis interviewed Iron Teeth at Lame Deer, the elderly Cheyenne woman freely shared her domestic life during the nomadic and reservation years. The difference in the two accounts may have been that during the most turbulent years of the 1860s and the 1870s, when the Cheyennes struggled against American westward expansion, Kate Bighead was still single at twenty-nine; Iron Teeth had been long married, with five children. Without a husband and children, Kate Bighead was not involved with domesticity in the same way as Iron Teeth. As a single woman, Kate had greater freedom to observe the larger world exploding around her. She seemed never to have gotten past the excitement and tragedy of this period.

			When she recounted her life story to Marquis, Kate Bighead limited it mainly to those years when the Cheyenne people fought to preserve their way of life against intruding white settlers and soldiers. Her interest in the military exploits of men made her different from other women. As she explained to Marquis, “I had seen [many] battles in past times. I always liked to watch the men fighting. Not many women did that, and I often was teased on account of it.” Perhaps Kate Bighead found the life of men—who hunted and went off to war—more exciting than the everyday life of women.
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					Kate Bighead with grandchild Mary White Horse, 1926 Courtesy of the Buffalo Bill Center of the West, Cody, Wyoming, PN.165.1.79. Photographed by Thomas B. Marquis

				

			

			During these troubled but exciting years, Kate witnessed the many battles her people fought with the blue-coat soldiers and she came to know, in however limited a way, famous Indians and white soldiers. But Kate was always an observer, and a keen one at that, rather than a participant like the warrior-woman Buffalo Calf Road, who fought in some of the very fights that Kate observed from a distance.

			Kate Bighead was living in Black Kettle’s village on the
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