Reminescenses of the Early Days
[From – Musings of the Pilgrim Bard – by – Scott Cummins]

Chapter I –

About nine miles west of the city of Medicine Lodge may be seen a high, peculiar looking hill or mountain that rises abruptly from the valley of a small creek hard by.  It is almost round, and although not perpendicular, yet it is so steep that it is with difficulty that one can reach its lofty summit.  Many of the early settlers can distinctly remember when the summit of this mount, perhaps an acre in extent, was densely fringed with stunted cedar trees, which caused it to present a weird, romantic picturesque appearance.  Like many other mounds in Barber County, this mount (Flower Pot Mountain), has a legendary history.  What I know concerning this particular mount I will relate.  Until what I have to relate transpired I was an unbeliever in ghosts, nor did I believe that the departed spirits ever revisited the earth, yet on this occasion I both saw and heard, “What much has changed my skeptic creed.” But to my story:

One day, about the last of January, 1871, I left camp, near the junction of Elm creek with the Medicine river.  I was afoot and alone, and unarmed, except that I carried a Spencer rifle and two Colt’s 44’s.  I struck out in a westerly direction over hills and through canyons that now appear to be but barren gulches, but at the time I write of, the sides as well as the bottoms were covered with trees so dense as almost to exclude the light of the noonday sun.  I wandered aimlessly, along until I came full in sight of the “Flower Pot” mountain, the sight of which impressed me to such an extent that I resolved to visit it and explore its lofty summit.

It seemed quite near but long before I reached it I began to think it was a “mirage,” but at last I arrived at its base and began the ascent of its rugged side.  When I had reached a point from which I could look through the foliage out on the plateau, I was somewhat surprised at seeing a huge buffalo grazing complacently on the rich sward of buffalo grass that covered the entire summit, excepting that portion occupied by the fringe-like trees.  My first impulse was to let him go, as I had little use for so much meat, yet I could not resist the temptation of killing a buffalo in such a romantic place, so with one shot from my Spencer I laid him prone on the earth.  As the sun was low in the horizon, I knew I could not reach camp before a very late hour, perhaps not before morning, so I concluded to pass the night on the mountain.  Instead of filling me with terror I must confess that I liked the romantic situation, for whether it is due to my early training or whether on account of my guileless conscience, I always feel a sublime security when alone in the wilderness, with no watch over me save He holds the destiny of men, as well as nations, in His omnipotent hands.
Though far from the haunts of my kindred men,

ON prairie wild, in secluded glen,

The Father, who notes e’en the sparrow’s fall,

Wherever we be He is ruler o’er all.

Having divested the “monarch of the prairie” of his hide I set about to prepare my evening meal, for if anything will sharpen a man’s appetite it is to climb the hills and cross the canyons on foot, and I was both tired and hungry.

My meal was not, perhaps, to a queen’s taste, as it consisted entirely of choice bits of the animal’s flesh which I roasted over a bright fire of cedar faggots.  Supper over I spread the hide of the animal before the cheerful fire, and reclining on it I lighted my pipe and was soon lost in a cloud of smoke, and meditation.  Weary at length I wrapped the shaggy mantle around me and was soon asleep.

It must have been near midnight when I was suddenly awakened by the most heartrending and unearthly cries I ever heard.  I tried to rise but was paralyzed with terror; the entire summit of the mountain was radiant with a weird unearthly light similar to a continuous glare of lightning; everything had a ghastly look and I began to think I had passed the confines of mortality and had entered that land of perpetual sunlight, excepting that the sounds I heard would have been far more likely to emanate from the land of Erebus than of Paradise.

Out near the center of the plateau a scene was transpiring that chilled the blood in my veins.  About a score of hideously painted savages were dancing frantically around a blazing fire and in the midst of the flames I could distinguish two human beings bound to a stake and being roasted alive.  The Indians were howling and yelling like demons, yet above all I could hear the plaintive and despairing cries of the doomed and helpless victims.  I closed my eyes upon the dreadful scene.  All at once stillness reigned; the ghostly orgy was ended, while chaotic darkness threw her mantle o’er the mountain.  I began to think it was all at last but a feverish dream, and had about resigned myself to sleep once more when a hollow voice at my side, so near that I started and sat bolt upright, addressed me saying:

“Stranger, you are the first of my race that has set foot on this mountain sine my husband and myself were burned alive at the stake.  Rest here until the sun appears in the morning, then repair to the eastern edge of the mountain;  there you will find a cedar tree with a dead limb pointing northward.  Beneath that tree you will find a large flat stone; lift the stone and be governed by circumstances.  What you have seen and heard this night actually took place many years ago; since then this mountain has been haunted. Farewell! I shall never again address you.”

The voice ceased and darkness and silence reigned supreme.

After the voice ceased I relapsed into a nervous slumber, from which I was shortly aroused by the incessant howling of the wolves.  I started to my feet, for the animals, doubtless attracted by the smell of blood from the dead buffalo, were already uncomfortably near.  I could distinctly see their eyes in the darkness and hear the snapping of their teeth, as they quarreled over their anticipated prey.  I stirred the dying embers of my fire and threw on a few dry limbs, which had a quieting effect on the brutes, and caused them to slink father back into the darkness, but I slept no more.  I filled and lighted my pipe and anxiously awaited the coming of the morn.  It seemed an age to wait, but at last the eastern horizon became tinted; “‘twas twilight’s sacred hour.” I made a hasty meal, similar to my supper, consisting entirely of buffalo meat.  My mind was filled with anxiety concerning what I had witnessed during the night, and I resolved to follow the directions given me by the spirit voice, and therefore I anxiously awaited the appearance of the sun.  Just as I had finished my repast and filled and lighted my pipe the great day god began to rise over the eastern hills.  I hastened in the direction indicated by the spirit and soon came to the tree precisely as described, the dead limb pointing northward, but the stone was nowhere to be seen, and not until I had began to doubt did I find it under several inches of dirt and debris.  I cannot descry be my feelings as I was about to unearth this mystery.  It seemed something like a link between the living and the dead, and doubtless could my photograph been taken as I stood under that ancient cedar tree, through whose branches glimmered the rays of the morning sun, it would have portrayed anything but mirth.  In all my life I have never before felt such a strange sensation.  Yet what was hidden there must be revealed, and I set myself to the task.  When I had removed the stone I found an excavation in which was deposited among dry leaves a tin box about one foot square.  It was painted green and was securely locked with a small brass padlock.  I removed the box, and after I had recovered my breath and nerves, I set about opening it, and as the spirit had said nothing about the key to the box, I took it for granted that I must burst it open; and only after some difficulty did I succeed in raising the lid.  As I did so, I imagined a faint odor or musty smell exuded from it.  But to the contents, which were as follows:
One ear of Indian corn, bright and yellow as if but a day had elapsed since it was plucked from the stalk; also a handful of wheat, as plump as when it was threshed; four small braids of hair of different colors; a certificate of marriage, showing that on the 12th day of November, A.D., 1832, Evan Day and Lenora Blackwood were joined in the holy bonds of matrimony, at the city of New Orleans, by the Rev. David Green; also a roll of manuscript, yellow with age, yet entirely legible, having been carefully written in a lady’s handwriting.  To the manuscript was attached the following note:

August 2, 1854. – To any one who shall discover these treasures I make this request.  As I have been informed that only another sun shall rise until my husband and myself, the last survivors of our ill-fated little colony, must perish in the flames on the summit of this mountain.  You will find enclosed a full and true account from the time we left St. Louis up to this date which will appear in due dates and forms.  I can not but think that these valleys will be peopled by my race; that the dreadful savage must yield to the inevitable.  Therefore, in the face of the dread angel of death, I request that whosoever shall find this manuscript shall publish it and let the world know of the troubles and trials of our happy yet ill-fated little colony.  Farewell forever, farewell. – Leonora Day.
Chapter II –
Note, -- The reader will observe that my part of the “reminiscences” ends with the introduction of the hidden manuscript written by Mrs. Day.  I shall faithfully copy the same, as I wish to preserve the original copy.  Had I the license of a novelist I might color it somewhat, but in the face of the circumstances under which it fell into my hands, I should expect to see the anry spirit of Mrs. Day rise up and rebuke me if I changed a sentence. – AUTHOR (O. Scott Cummins)

Leonora Day’s Journal

St. Louis, Mo., March 13, 1849.  

We are all ready to start to California, the fabled land of gold.  Our company consists of sixteen men, seven women and nine children – in all thirty-two souls.  We have thirteen wagons made exclusively for the overland route to California.  The boxes or beds of the wagons are water-tight and divided into three compartments, each having a lid that fits securely over the top; such vehicles are termed “double-need for immediate use, also a supply of ammunition.  In the middle box we carry our surplus clothing, books, papers, etc., deckers.”  In the front box we carry such provisions as we while in the rear box is stored away provision sufficient for the journey.  On each side of the wagon is a five-gallon cask for carrying water over dessert places, while the whole establishment is covered by heavy bows and canvas.  Each wagon is drawn by three yoke of oxen, under control of experienced drivers commonly called “whackers.” While the drivers are yoking and hitching the cattle, or as they call it, “stringing them out,” let me describe one of the most prominent persons in our train, the Old Mountain Trapper who has agreed to guide us as far west as the mountains, where he will remain, and from whence he informs us we can employ a friendly Indian, (heavens, how the idea of an Indian makes me shudder), for the remainder of the journey.  He is a queer looking specimen of humanity, perhaps forty-five years of age and about five feet then inches tall; his complexion betokens constant exposure; his bony hatchet-face is covered with a grizzly beard, while his iron-gray hair reaches far below his shoulders; his keen black eyes denote a vague restless disposition; he is minus his right ear while the left ear is slit in four or five places.  He is clothed in buckskin from head to foot, from his cap a tail-like fringe of various colors reached down his back below his waist, his pantaloons (or leggings as he calls them) are fringed on the outside seams with human hair, black as the plumage on the raven’s wing.  He carries a long, dangerous-looking rifle, a pair of pistols and a long knife with buckhorn handle.  He goes by the name of Old Drab.  He is mounted on a lean, wiry, gray pony, with heavy mane and tall, and a hawk-like eye that betokens the restlessness of its owner.  His saddle, the trapper boasts, is of his own make.  I cannot tell what it is made of for wherever there is room for it there is a brassheaded nail.  His bridle has no bit, but consists simply of a rawhide rope with a noose on one end.  Both rider and pony understand each other so well that a bridle would be a superfluity.  We are to embark on steamboats as far as Independence, Mo.  From thence our guide informs us we will take the Santa Fe Trail, as that leads us farther south where we will find grass for our animals sooner than on the trail farther north; he informs us that several large trains have passed over this route to California.  But the cattle and wagons have all embarked on this boat and the remainder on the “Evangeline.” The whistle is blown, the gangplanks are drawn in and the tinkling of the bells denote that we are moving out on the bosom of the father of waters.
Independence, Mo., March 15, 1849.

We reached this twon this morning at 9 o’clock.  We have disembarked and are moving out on the trail used principally by the traders and trappers between this point and Santa Fe.  At 4 o’clock p.m. we camped on a beautiful stream of swift, clear water, the banks of which are heavily timbered. Supper over, we gathered round our bright campfire, the men to smoke, the women to talk of by-gone days, while the children play at hide-and-go-seek until tired, at last they are stowed away in the tented wagons. “Drab,” said I to the “old trapper,” “tell us a story; you certainly have a good stock of them, so tell us an adventure to pass away the time.” “Waal,” said the old trapper, as he refilled his ponderous pipe and lighted it with a burning brand from the fire, “I reckon as how I know suthing’ as may interest you, but at the same time it may sorty skeer you, but howsumever I’ll tell you a mild one this time, and raise you by degrees a zero at a time.  So here goes”:

The Trapper’s Story

“ ‘Twar about two years ago come October.  I war in the mountains about two hundred miles south o’ the great Salt Lake.  Injuns waar thick, whew! I tell you they waar thick, and to meet a good Injun was to meet one as hed been dead so long that the smell o’ him wouldn’t attract the coyotes of John-crows.  Painters and grizzlies waar thick, likewise every other wild animal that the good God reckoned would stand that climate.  I lived several years in a cave where, after I hed shet the door, the Devil himself couldn’t sorty git in.  Here I stored my furs until trappin’ season waar over, when I would strike trail for the ‘river.’  The red devils looked for me often, but they never found me until one afternoon when I waar returnin’ from lookin’ arter my traps.  When within about a mile from my cave the very ground seemed to open up and let out Injuns.  I thought my time hed come to said over the wells o’ the new Jerusalem, when all to onct I felt the earth givin’ way under my feet.  Down, down I went, and from the time that elapsed I must hev fell and slid nigh a half mile, while the dirt and trash that follered me nigh about choked me.  I begun to reckon as how I waar sure goin’ to the Devil, and waar tryin’ to think of some winnin’ remarks to say to his Satanic Majesty.  I struck bottom.  I got down on all fours and felt around.  The bottom waar level, solid rock, cold and damp.  I stood up and tried to touch suthin’, but nary touch. I seemed to be in a world o’ darkness and hed it all to myself.  But by Hokey I must hev a lite.  Now I know you all wonder where Old Drab got a lite from.  Waal, I’ll tell you:  I hung on to my rifle, ‘Old Zip,’ here she ar, this identical old sister.  If I waar goin’ to the Devil I would hang on to her.  Waal, ye see this patch box.  I always carries it full o’ baar grease and patches.  So I fumbled around thar in the darkness and made a wick outen the patchen and pushed it down in the grease; then I took my flint and steel and a small bunch o tow and soon had a first-class flamboiler.  Waal, folks, when my peepers sorty got used to the lite, I looked around and by hokey I never seed sich a site afore.  There must hev bin fifteen or twenty humans sittin’, standen’ and layen’ around that ar room.  They waar all mighty finely dressed in buckskin ornamented with all colored beads and other fancy toggeries.  Thinks I whaar the devil are I – am I dreamin’, or what do this mean? When I hed recovered my breth, I begun to talk to a big copper-colored son-o-a-gun that stood near me, but he never as much as turned his hed, and I began to remunerate, Who are I, where are I, and what the devil do all this mean?  I rubbed my eyes to make sure I waar awake; then I punched the feller with my gun, and by hokey he waar solid rock.  I moved keerfully around among em’ and every mother’s son of ‘em waar solid as mill stuns; so waar the bows, arrows, spears,  tomahawks and trikets all stun.  By hokey, ses I, are this the valley o’ petrifaction, and are I to become like these fellows?  Are Old Drab, the terror o’ the mountains, to be transformed into a dornick?  Not if this haar court knows herself, and she thnks she do.  So I began to hustle around to keep my blood from conjealin’.  I left the silent, stony gatherin’ and begun to move up on the ghostly tabernacle.  It waar about thirty feet to the ceilin’, which seemed to be hung with icicles, any more than they didn’t drip.  Some places waaar a hundred feet wide, and as I moved along I thought I could hear runnin’ water, when all to onct I cum to a pond about fifty feet across whar the water whirled round and round at such a rate that it sounded like the grinding of a mill, but I kept on goin’, think’ I had better make tracks while the lite lasted.  I can’t tell how far I traveled, but seemed near a mile.  My lite war getting’ dimmer, and I begun to think it waar all over with Old Drab, when I came to a suddent stop.  Twaar the end o’ the cave, but seein’ a hole in the wall large enough for me to crawl into, I began to enter it on all fours, as I well knew that it waar certain death to remain whar I waar.  Sometimes I could stoop and walk and sometimes I hed to crawl, but imagine my joy and surprise when I cum out inter my own cave.”
Thus ends the trapper’s first story, and we wonder, this being a mild dose, what he calls a full-sized one.  And as it is getting late we will retire, but, being my first attempt at camping, I know not whether it be to sleep or study.

Chapter III –

On the Trail, March 30, 1849.
Nothing worthy of notice has transpired since the last entry in my diary.  The weather has been so rough that we have made but little progress on our journey.  We are camped near a village of Pottawatomie Indians; they are holding some kind of a gathering. Old Drab says one of their number has died and they are fixing to plant him, so I will describe the ceremonies.  As these are the first Indians I have seen I must confess I am not favorably impressed with them, either individually or collectively.  They lack very much filling the picture of the noble red man as portrayed by artists in the east, and if there is anything noble about them it don’t crop out, for instead of that noble look and high intelligent forehead, they have a sneaking look with low brows surmounted with coarse, black hair, that hangs in two braids down their backs often reaching below the waist.  They are dressed every one about about after the same style, each pant leg is a separate garment tied with a string around the waist.  A piece of cloth is then tied about the waist and allowed to hang down partly for ornament although it doubtless adds much to the comfort of the wearer; including a blanket this makes up the wearing apparel complete.  But to the burial.  They have been singing and dancing around the lodge of the dead Indian ever since we came into camp, but now they have ceased while four of their number enter the lodge and soon reappear, carrying the copper-colored corpse in a kind of chair; he is in a sitting posture, his features are rigid and his eyes are still open and staring.  As they emerge from the lodge a blanket is thrown over the head of the corpse so that his spirit may not see the direction in which it is borne, and as soon as the pall-bearers are out of sight of the lodge, half a dozen squaws tear the lodge down as quickly as possible and destroy all traces of the earthly abode.  This the trapper informs us is done so that the spirit may never return to its former haunts, but keep on to the “happy hunting grounds.”  But I must follow the motley procession, which has arrived at the top of the knoll, where, from appearances, a number of the tribe have been buried.  The grave, a shallow hole in the ground, is ready, and in it they place the dead still in a sitting posture.  All his earthly effects are likewise thrown into the grave; he is then covered with another blanket, then with earth, and we think the last sad superstitious rites are over.  But not so, for the pony of the dead Indian, a magnificent coal black, is now being led up to the grave, and no sooner has his front feet touched the fresh earth than his throat is cut fromear to ear, and he sinks with a groan upon the grave of his master.  This the trapper informs us is done in order that the departed brave may have a pony to ride to the happy hunting grounds, and perhaps he will ride it after he gets there.  This done, the squaws of the dead hero advance to the head of the grave and deposit some provisions, supposed to be sufficient for the spirit’s journey, each one now returns to the village as quickly as possible, and each in a different direction, and we likewise returned to our camp.  Supper over, we surround our camp-fire.  The old trapper has been telling us about the different modes of burial practiced by the different tribes.  Some leave their dead on the top of the ground and build a pen around them, while others put the corpse on a scaffold, and still others put them in the tops of trees; yet all have the same superstitious idea concerning a hereafter.  
A happy hunting ground where game of all kind abounds, and where the grass is forever green and the leaves never fall from the trees, and springs of pure, clear water flow forever.  But enough at present, for Old Drab, the trapper, has agreed, at the request of those present, to tell us how he came to lose his right ear and have the left organ so badly mutilated, and we will listen to another.
Story of the Old Trapper –
“ ‘Twaar nigh about eight years ago I waaar trappin’ in the Wind River mountains.  I hed made a pretty good haul and waar only waitin’ for it to git warm enough to circulate on the trail.  I waar intrudin’ on the Flat Heads and Shoshones Injuns.  I waar camped in a hole in the side o’ the mountain pretty well up toward the top.  I tell yer I hed to keep a sharp lookout, for the rascals knowed I waar in the kentry and wanted to wipe me out, as much on account o’ the value o’ my furs as on account o’ their dislike for a lily white gentleman like me.  One night they waar a campin’ on a sort o’ a bench on the mountain about a quarter o’ a mile below me; the side o’ the mountain waaar mighty steep between them and me, and seein’ their lite, I crawled out, and holdin’ on to a ‘weesach’ bush, I waar kinder interviewin’ ‘em when the bush gave way, and spite of all I could do, I slid down, down, until, by hokey, I landed plump sock dab right among the red varmints.  Surprised, skeered, waked up! Waal, you better reckon they we’re all o’ that conjined.  To jump the game waar out o’ the question, so I sorty made myself to home, while they surrounded me and begun to question me in thaar language as to whaar I hed cum from.  I pointed to the moon, which waar then high in the sky, but that tale wouldn’t pan out, for they grabbed me and tied my hands behind me, and then began their torturin’ me.  They first took a red-hot iron and run it through my right lug, but I never as much batted my eyes. This seemed to make ‘em mad, and a big, weather-beaten son-o’-a-gun walked up to me and drew the edge o’ his scalpin’ knife across my cheek, whaar ye see these here scars, and then cut my left hearer smack off close to my hed, and I never as much as grunted.  He then began to carve my remainin’ lug, but all at onct he stopped, a new idea hed struck him.  I knowed by his motions he waar orderin’ a fire.  I waar to be roasted alive. What I done must be done immejiately, so I gathered all my strength and made a leap, I knew not shaar.  “Twaar all the same price whether I broke my neck or remained to be roasted.  Down, down I went, over the side o’ the mountain, slidin’ and rolllin’, till finally I fell full length in a small creek at the base o’ the mountain.  I waar wet as a drowned rat, but managed to waller round till I got out o’ the creek, and to my joy the water had loosened the thong that bound my hands and I war again a free community.  My hed waar a clot o’ blood, but I waar glad it waar no worse.  And makin’ my way round the base o’ the mountain, I soon crep’ up into my own manshun, whaar I greased my wounds with taller and soon fell asleep.”
Thus ends the trapper’s second story, and though a little tough, yet one look at him will convince even a skeptic of its truth and veracity.  But it is now late and we must retire for the night.

On the Trail, April 28, 1849.

Since the last entry in my diary we have been slowly progressing on our journey.  The weather has faired up and the grass is quite green, while the early wild flowers are occasionally in bloom.  Innumerable wild birds of various plumage cover the plains as we advance.  Game is abundant and we are having a splendid time.  We have passed through several Indian villages, but all the red people seem friendly at present, but all alike are consummate beggars, and if we were to give one out of ten what he asked for we would have to return for supplies in three days’ time.  We are encamped for the night on the big Arkansas river, near the point where the great bend throws the stream farthest to the north.  This is a singular looking stream, at least to me.  It is at low water from one to three-fourths of a mile in width, and but for the quicksand is everywhere fordable.  Unlike most of the streams we have crossed, its banks are entirely destitute of timber, and for fuel we burn what is called buffalo chips, of which there seems to be abundance, and I must confess, laying aside all prejudice, they do make a first-rate fire.  The old trapper has informed us that the river shows a slight rise, and that in the morning we must cross it, for fear it might detain us for several days, as it often rises when least expected.  He says he has seen the entire valley submerged when there was no rain for two months.  He says this is due to snow in the mountains at the river’s source.  He has already crossed and re-crossed several times, looking out the best way for us to cross the wagons.  He says the cattle must be driven across several times to settle the bottom, so that the wagons will not sink to rise no more.  But it is now late and we must retire, with minds full of dread forebodings for tomorrow.
April 29, 1849.

This morning the sun rose clear, but was soon obscured by an ominous looking cloud which Old Drab, being withal a little superstitious, consider a bad omen.  The river has risen about two feet during the night, but he says we must cross or lay up no telling how long.  So the work is begun.  The cattle are pushed into the stream and driven over and back twice; then they are yoked and twelve yoke hitched to one wagon and so on until the last wagon was about mid-stream, when it was observed to sink suddenly out of sight.  The old trapper, who had crossed very trip, was riding alongside of the wagon, and in some unknown manner was caught and taken down beneath the water and sand never to rise again, and it was with no small amount of labor that the cattle were unhitched and driven out, just as darkness began to settle over the scene.  Weary and despondent our little band are encamped on a little knoll on the second bottom.  The river has risen steadily all day, and we wish ourselves back on the opposite side of the river with our trusty guide alive, but such is one of the scenes in mortal life.
As we were sitting around our camp-fire studying over the events of the day, we were suddenly startled by the appearance in our midst of a strange looking individual.  Whence he came we know not, until he drew near to our circle, and with uplifted hands and eyes looking heavenward he invoked the “Keeper of Hosts” to rest his blessings upon this wandering little band.  The weird, unearthly appearance of the speaker, the hollow sepulchral voice, together with the earnest manner in which he spoke, caused us to wonder what manner of being he was.  He was clothed in a long black robe or cloak, with a heavy binding of bright red and a large red Roman cross on the back.  His head was without covering and his long disheveled hair and beard were white with the frost of many winters.  After he had finished his benediction, he shook hands with all present.  He then addressed us as follows: “Pale-faced brothers and sisters, I was warned in a dream three nights since, of your perilous situation, and have made my way hither in order that I may aid you, if in my power, to pass in safety from the tangled net into which you have fallen.  The wily savages are aware of your presence in the country and have been apprised of your coming for several days.  Your guide who has just met a terrible though justly merited fate, was a traitor of the basest kind, whose deeds of darkness would put to shame the most inhuman savage.  You have been on the wrong trail ever since you started on your journey.  It was the intention of that fiend in human shape to deliver you into the hands of the Indians, as he had done many others.  But the Lord dealt with him as he richly deserved, and his crime-blackened soul has gone to the regions of eternal darkness.  Brothers, it would take too long to tell you my story; time is precious, and, moreover, I must not be seen in your camp at any time unless at the last moment; I come to save you from torture.  I am the mighty medicine man of three tribes; I am known among them as “White Spirit of the Whirlwind.” I am both feared and reverenced by these superstitious people, and yet I must be careful, for they are wily as well as superstitious and at the first indication of treachery on my part or lack of fidelity to them I would die a horrible death.  My absence is accounted for in the following manner: Every full moon I go up on the summit of the Flower Mountain to find out what are the wishes  of the Great Spirit concerning his people.  To them the mountain is sacred and not one of the Indians dare ascend it except at my bidding, and I am even now supposed to be on the mountain in a trance.  Brothers, your retreat is cut off on the north by the flooded river.  You have but one alternate; you must follow my directions and with the help of the Lord, I will strive to bring you through the perils that surround you on every hand.  Should the Indians discover you, never appear the least uneasy, for they will never attack you as long as you appear to be going farther into the toils of their net.  And now take heed, I will leave you as mysteriously as I came, yet I will be nearer  at all times than you may imagine.  In five days’ travel you will come to the Great Medicine Village of three tribes.  And in order that you may not go astray, I will lay at intervals along the route a cedar bough, the top pointing in the direction you must go, and every night just after dark, I will put a light like this (here he took phial from his pouch and poured a few drops of fluid on a stick, which on being lighted sent forth a bright red blaze) on the highest point near your camp.  If you have deviated to the right or left the light will always appear on the side you must bear to, but always look for the light.  I will now bid you farewell and God alone knows under what circumstances we will meet again.  In the morning take the direction indicated by the tongue of the foremost wagon. Once again, farewell,” and in a moment he had vanished in the impenetrable gloom.  We looked at one another in blank amazement, and with no slight degree of apprehension concerning what we had seen and heard.  But all agree that on the morrow we could do nothing better than follow the directions given us by the strange individual, and with heavy hearts we seek our couches.
Chapter IV –

May 7, 1849.

After a toilsome journey over a waste of prairie almost void of anything that adds to human comfort, we are at this date camped on the west side of a river much smaller than the Arkansas, and differing from it in every particular except the quicksand bottom.  There are some beautiful graves of timber along its banks, while all the ravines are lined with trees in the glory of full leaf.  The river is called by the Indians “River of Lodges;” also “White Medicine.” The surrounding country is rough; almost mountainous, while the streams are swift and clear.  The soil, if soil it really is, looks like the dust of overburned brick.  The timber consists of cottonwood, elm, hackberry, with now and then a cedar to make up the variety.  Surely this must be the fabled land of enchantment and we confidently expect to find the fountain of immortal youth.  In all my life it has never been my lot to behold a lovelier picture than that presented to our dessert-worn eyes this May evening.  High rugged hills frown down on us from the west like as many castles of the feudal ages.  The sun that has been particularly obscured during the day has put on his mantle of glory, and is fast sinking in the distant western horizon.  As I look around over the lovely landscape, I am led to wonder for what purpose God ahs created this lovely land.  But I digress from my subject, and a retrospective view of our journey for the past eight days is necessary in order to connect the links in my memorandum.  After leaving our camp on the Arkansas river, we followed the directions given us by our mysterious guide.  Here and there we found the promised cedar bough which was unmistakable evidence that we were on the right track, and served to give us confidence in our self-offered friend.  Then, too, the promised light always appeared soon after dark, and we were reminded of the journey of the children of Israel who were guided by a pillar of cloud by day and a pillar of fire by night.  Occasionally we saw bands of Indians but they never came near us, which gave us continued uneasiness, as all the Indians we saw before we crossed the Arkansas, had been far too familiar, and the strange conduct of these Indians led us to believe what our mysterious guide had told us was correct, namely, that they would not attack us as long as we were going farther into the toils of their net.  Game has been abundant and we have had as many as five kinds of flesh at one meal.  But to return to our camp beneath the spreading elms and cottonwoods on the banks of the bonny Medicine.  We have a bright camp-fire for the evening is quite chilly.  Dark sullen looking clouds are rising in the north and the low muttering thunder mingled with vivid streaks of lightning warn us of an approaching storm, but beneath our strong bows and canvas we feel secure.  We had no sooner gotten safely beneath the shelter of our “double-deckers,” than the rain began to fall in torrents.  So dreadful was the night that it was impossible for me to sleep, although I was the only one in camp who was not sleeping  soundly.  Thus the hours dragged wearily on and the rain still fell as if the windows of heaven had been thrown open wide.  It must have been near morning when we were startled by the sound of a human voice, that rang out above the noise of the tempest (all recognized it as the voice of our mysterious guide, The White Spirit of the Whirlwind), crying: “Fly for your lives; a terrible flood is upon you.”  The voice ceased but the warning came none too soon, for the roaring, hissing, seethin flood was instantly upon us, and as soon as the remnant of our camp-fire was extinguished chaotic darkness reigned supreme, save when a lurid blaze of lightning showed the surroundings after which all was doubly dark.
My husband clung to me and we resolved to die as we had lived, together, if die we must, and indeed it looked as if death was inevitable; instinctively we grasped hold of the limb of an elm tree and lifted ourselves up among the branches.  Higher and higher we climbed, yet the rising water followed us.  At last we could go no higher, yet still the angry torrent arose until we stood waist deep in water.  Day at last began to dawn.  Dark ominous looking clouds hung in the horizon.  The rain had somewhat abated and the flood having spent its fury was slowly receding.  We began to look around us and “merciful heavens,” we were in the midst of a vast ocean of water, almost as far as the eye could reach everywhere  a waste of water met our gaze.  Although we were unaware of it until now, we could see here and there some of our companions clinging for life to the tops of neighboring trees, yet we knew many of our illfated little band must have been swallowed up in the raging flood, so suddenly had it come upon us.  Wearily the hours drag on and we anxiously await for the water to subside until we can see who of our company are left to tell the heartrending story.  Not a vestige of our train remained in sight; cattle, wagons and all were gone, no one could tell whither.  Not until afternoon were we enabled to descend from the trees, to find that in the grove where we had camped the water had been fifteen feet deep.
Soon all the survivors of our company were congregated together, when it was found that all the children, nine in number, had perished, also three women and four men.  Three husbands bitterly bewail the loss of a wife and two children each, while the parents of the other three children refuse to be comforted.  One of the men that is missing had no kinfolks in the company, yet all were his friends and we loved him as a brother.

A fire was soon kindled, on a rise of the ground that had escaped inundation, which we were sorely in need of, for we were in a sorry plight, not having a dry thread on us.  But for the precaution taken by my husband, we should have been without the means to start a fire.  But, fortunately, previously to leaving St. Louis he had provided himself with a small tin match safe in which he carried “Lucifer” matches. This he always took the precaution to keep filled, and although we were so thoroughly drenched, yet to our great joy it was found that the matches were perfectly dry.  What a sad spectacle our little company presented on this gloomy day.  What we have already passed through seems like a dream, and what yet remains in store for us fills us with terror and apprehension.  One woe is not passed until, behold another woe cometh.  Even as we were standing around our fire, wondering what next would befall us, a band of hideously painted Indians came yelling and screeching upon us.  To resist was useless, and to attempt to fly was sheer madness, and we were ruthlessly seized and half dragged and half led in a westerly direction for perhaps six miles, when we arrived at what I supposed was one of the Indian villages.  It contained about seventy-five lodges.  On and on we were hurried until at last we were arraigned in front of a large, white lodge made of bleached skins, where to our wonder and joy we found our mysterious friend, the White Spirit of the Whirlsind.  He came forth to the doorway of the lodge, but gave us no welcome, nor sign of recognition.  No one would have supposed by his actions that he had ever before met us.  He stood for a long time looking toward the heavens without uttering a word.  Then, with his gaze still riveted on things above, he spoke to us in a tone scarcely audible, yet in our own tongue: “Brothers, the Indians are resolved on your destruction. They think the Great Spirit is angry with them because they have not destroyed you ere this.  They think that is the reason the great flood came.  I have done all in my power to save you, yet unless some unseen hand interposes, you will all be burned at the stake as soon as preparations can be made.  Yet be of good cheer, for the Lord may yet deliver you, yet never by word or sign must any of you appear to recognize me, or all is lost, therefore be careful.  The braves have gone to prepare their votes for life or death.  They will each bring an arrow and drop at the door of my lodge.  If the points of the arrows are all red, your doom is sealed; if green, you will be allowed to remain in the tribe, but can never leave it.  But once again farewell.; Still the old man stood motionless, with his gaze bent on the rumbling clouds, that grew blacker and blacker.  The wind that had been blowing hard all day had lulled till scarcely a leaf was moving on the trees.  It seemed as nature and nature’s God were cognizant of what was transpiring and held their breath in awful silence.  At length the council was ended and the warriors filed past the door of the lodge, and to our horror each one of them dropped an arrow with a crimson point.  Too well we all knew the dreadful meaning conveyed in this silent lottery.  We were all to perish at the stake, and we even envied those who had the night previous found a grave beneath the turbulent waters of the White Medicine. But we had little time to ruminate, for we were seized and bound to adjacent trees, as many as four being tied to the same tree.  Dry cedar faggots were piled high around us, and the fiend-like executioner was coming with his torch.
Chapter V –

But he never reached the funeral pyre, for, like Abraham of old, he was commanded, “Stay now thine hand.” Yet although doubtless the command was given by the same omnipotent being, yet it was given in a far different manner, for in less time than it takes to record it a terrific hurricane swept the valley, tearing its way through trees and everything that came in its track.  More than half the lodges in the village were swept from the face of the earth, together with their savage occupants.  The Indian who was about to apply the torch to the faggots around us was caught in the maddened gale subsided, and although the pitiless rain poured incessantly upon our benumbed and half-clad persons, yet we were thankful for the momentary respite from so terrible a death, even though we confidently expected the torture would be renewed.  As the rain began to subside, we looked around us and saw the big white lodge was still standing and in the open doorway stood the venerable White Spirit of the Whirlwind, with his gaze bent intently on the threatening heavens above him, while all around him, prostrate on the earth, with their faces downward, lay the survivors of the village.  Then without looking toward us he once more addressed us, saying: “Brothers, you have been miraculously saved from a terrible death.  The Indians think the Great Spirit is angry with them for preparing to put you to death.  They think I have stilled the hurricane, and now suppose me to be conversing with the Great Spirit.  You will shortly be released from the stake, as I shall threaten them with other plagues unless they do my bidding.  You will be brought to my lodge, and again let we warn you in no way to recognize me and all is well.  He then let his gaze fall on his prostrate congregation and made them a long harangue in the Indian tongue, whereupon they all arose and made haste to cut the thongs that bound us.  
We were then conducted to the white lodge, where a comfortable fire was blazing, around which we gladly gathered, as we were sadly wet and chilled.  Some of the Indians soon appeared, brining us some meat, which was quite welcome, as we had eaten no food since the last night’s supper.  After which a number of robes were  spread around the fire, and as it was now dark we were given to understand that we were to pass the night in the white lodge.  During the night our venerable friend managed to converse with us in the same vacant way in which he had conversed during the day.  He told us the Indians were afraid to set us at liberty, even if we had the means to prosecute our journey, but they had one and all agreed to allow us to remain with them and that we would be perfectly safe so long as we never attempted to leave.  He advised us to go in the morning and look after the bodies of our lost companions and train; that likely all the bodies could be found, and perhaps some of our wagons, which contained all our worldly goods, might have floated out or lodged in a drift.  He also advised that cabins might be built and other work done to give the lonely valley the appearance of home.  And with our minds full of plans for the future, we lay our weary bodies down to rest.

May 9, 1849.

As soon as it was light this morning we set out to see if we could find anything of our missing companions or discover anything of our missing train.  Arriving at the scene of our last camp, we started down the river, and ere we had proceeded half a mile, we began to see evidence of the sad catastrophe.  All the running gear of the wagons lay scattered along the route; also many of the oxen still in the yokes, as we seldom ever unyoked until after midnight, and by this means they were caught in the flood and soon drowned.  About two miles below our fated camp we came upon one yoke of our cattle high up on a pile of drift and still living.  It seems that the chain had caught in the floating drift, and that they had therby been saved from drowning.  Gladly did we extricate them  from their famishing condition, and as gladly did they take to the rich grass on the neighboring bluff.  Still farther down, where the river bottom on the west side of the stream is perhaps a mile in width, we found three of the wagon boxes, including the one my husband and myself had occupied, and on examination it was found, to our great joy, that the contents were but slightly damaged.  Here we resolved to camp, for the day was already far spent.  A bright fire was soon blazing, and while the women set about making preparations for the night, one of the men was sent back after the oxen and wagon, and the rest of the men continued the search for the missing bodies.  About sundown the men were all in.  They had found all the bodies but one:  that of a woman, whose heart-broken husband refused to be comforted and wandered all the long, long night up and down the murmuring river, calling his loved wife by name.  But alas! That loved one gave back no answer, and the sighing of the night wind in the trees, mingled with the murmur of the waters, was all the sound he heard.  A bright fire had been kindled near where the dead were carried together, in order to frighten away the wild animals, while the men took turns watching over the lonely western morgue.  Morning dawned at last, and it was decided to bury the dead on a knoll hard by our camp, and while a part of the men went with the team after the bodies, the rest prepared a grave long enough to contain the entire number side by side.  In the absence of coffins, the graves were lined with boughs from the elm trees, which also furnished a covering, after which the earth was replaced, and we left them to moulder, “dust to dust,” far from native home and loved ones, in the wild west.  But although sad and solemn the scene to contemplate, yet we knew not but we should even envy them the rest  wherewith they were blest, for a fate far worse, perhaps, awaited in store for those who remained; yet we trusted to that unseen arm that had thus far preserved us.
After the vurial it was determined to remain where we were, while the search was continued for the missing woman.  But although the banks of the stream had been closely scanned for many miles, yet we found no trace of her or aught else of our effects.  At night as we surrounded our camp-fire, plans for the future were discussed.  Plan after plan was suggested, but as often discarded as impracticable, but it was finally decided that the following day should be spent in looking up a suitable place for a permanent camp, and weary with the day’s excitement we retired to our beds of cedar boughs.

May 10, 1849.

The sun rose clear and bright; the feathered songsters warbled forth their morning lays from almost every tree.  All nature seemed glad on this lovely spring morning.  Breakfast over, three of the men shouldered their rifles, taking with them ammunition efficient for a three days’ tramp, they started in a western direction and were soon lost to view over the divide that lay west of us.  The day was employed, by those who remained, in overhauling and taking an inventory of what remained of our earthly effects.  They consisted of a good supply of powder, lead and flints, some writing material, several changes of clothing, a box of assorted field and garden seeds, a part of a set of carpenter’s tools, flour, salt and a a supply of Lucifer matches.  Of course there were many minor articles too small to claim mention, yet all of which we felt would come in good play in the future.  Strange to say, not a single Indian has visited us since our departure from the village, but several times we have seen them at a distance on the highest points and we well know they have kept a constant watch on all our movements.  Night at last came but no tidings from the three men who were gone to look up a camping place.  It was late at night and we had about concluded to retire, as the three men who had left in the morning told us not to be the least uneasy, in case they did not return for a day or two, as they had no fears but that they could retrace their way when they chose to do so; but as I said we were about to retire, when we were startled by a cry that at first we took for that of a panther, but soon realized that it was the voice of a human being apparently in distress.  We looked at each other in blank amazement, for we were filled with a vague superstition and we knew not if it were the voice of the living or the wandering spirit of the dead.  “Help! Help! For God’s sake, help!  I am sinking in this horrible water.”  The voice had scarcely died away when the half crazed husband of the missing woman sprang to his feet, crying: “ ‘Tis her; ‘tis the voice of my own lost Nora, living or dead; ‘tis her voice.  Oh, Nora! My lost one, speak once  more, living or dead, speak yet once again.”  But the echo of his own pitiful voice alone answered. Weary at last the rest of us retired, but no sleep visited the eyes of the lonely half crazed husband, and morning found him sitting by the dying camp-fire, gazing gloomily into the dying embers as though trying to see through them into the future.
May 11, 1849.

Another clear beautiful morning dawned, and as we surrounded our morning repast, not a word was spoken regarding the mysterious voice we heard the night previous, for all seemed to wish to forget it as we feared it was a barbinger of evil.  About 5 o’clock, p.m., our hearts were made glad by the sight of three men who had left the day before.  Two of them were carrying something between them on a pole, that on nearer approach proved to be the ham of a buffalo that had been killed by them the evening before.  Eagerly we crowded around them to hear them relate, that about seven or eight miles west they had come to as lovely a little valley as ever the eye beheld.  They had followed the clear winding stream (that flowed through the mist of the valley) for perhaps six miles, where there was an abundance of timber and pure water.  There they had determined to locate.  Anxiously did we await, and the break of day on the morning of the 12th of May, we started for the beautiful country that our forerunners promised us lay just beyond the divide.  Two of the men were left to look after what could not be taken at the first load, until the team could return on the following day.  About noon we reached the winding little stream and halted for dinner upon its  grassy banks.  True enough our worthy friends had not overdrawn the picture.  What a lovely little stream, and what a beautiful valley lay on both sides of it.  Hills small and great lay to the north and west, and could it be possible – or were our eyes deceiving us – all seemed to see it as it were at the same time, the Flower Mountain loomed up in the distance like an evil spirit sent to remind us that Paradise and its counterpart were uncomfortably together.  Just as the sun as sinking over the western hills, we reached the spot selected for our home in the wilderness, and indeed it seemed as if nature had been lavish in her preparations for our reception.  The eminence on which we decided to locate is entirely surrounded by timber.  The main creek from four to six feet in width, runs on the east of us, while a branch of the same creek runs on the south and along its banks are several springs of clear cold water.  Game of almost every description abounds, from the stately buffalo down to the timid hare, and the woods are fairly alive with wild turkeys.  As we surveyed the lovely landscape, we thought we were in part remunerated for the suffering, privation and danger through which we had passed, by even a temporary abode in this lovely valley.
May 13, 1849.
This morning we had a dainty dish for breakfast, in the shape of water cress, that we had gathered from a pond near one of the springs, and when cooked with meat it made quite a platable pottage; and as it was the first thing in the vegetable line that we had eaten for some time we all relished it, for as the old adage says, “Hunger is the best of sauce.”  After the morning meal, the team was again started for our former camp on the river.  My husband and I, assisted by all who remained in camp, resolved to plant some garden seed, or as they used to say back home, “make garden.”  A suitable spot was selected just south of the trees that lined the bank of the small creek.  The soil was quite sandy and we had no difficulty in digging up a good-sized patch.  Various kinds of seeds were planted, and when we had finished our labor for the day, many were the conjectures  as to whether we should ever “gather where we had strewn.” Near the garden spot stood an ancient cottonwood tree, and upon the trunk of it my husband carved the following inscription: “May 12, 1849.  Planted Field and garden seed.  ‘In the morning sow the seed, and in the evening withhold not thy hand.’ E. Day.”  At night we sat for many hours around our camp-fire discussing plans for the future.  It was decided to build as many cabins as we needed in the form of a village; and that the village should be named “Day vista,” the first part in honor of my husband and myself, and the second on account of the beautiful view obtained from our location.  And with thoughts full of bright hopes for the future as well as boding fears we lay us down to rest.

Chapter VI –
May 28, 1849.

Nothing worthy of note has transpired since the last entry in my diary. The garden seeds we planted on the 13th are all up and growing nicely.  I never saw a finer prospect, so far, for a garden.  The men have made a kind of plow of the fork of a tree, and have commenced farming on a larger scale; they are preparing ground for turnips, as we have abundance of seed of this vegetable.  We have two cabins erected already in Day Vista, built of cottonwood logs.  Spacious fire-places are built in the farthest end from the door.  They are built of stone, of which there is an abundance in the hills close by.  We are comfortably situated, although rather crowded.  We will build more house-room as soon as we can get the time to do so.  I had almost forgotten to mention that the roof was nothing more nor less than dirt.  They are made after the following manner: After the cabin is erected to the square, a large log is laid on the top in the enter, which vies it the slant or pitch; large poles are split and laid flat side down as close together as possible, after which the crevices are filled with mortar made of the red clay, then earth is piled on it to the depth of about one foot.

As we were sitting out in front of the cabins, enjoying the pleasant summer evening, we were somewhat startled by the sudden appearance of the White Spirit of the Whirlwind.  But, nevertheless, we welcomed him, and a hearty shake of the hand ensued all round.  He told us he had anxiously awaited the coming of the full moon, as he could then account for his absence while visiting us.  He had much to say to us, and was well pleased with the progress we had made in our new home.  He commended us on our zeal in trying to farm.  He said he had been apprized of everything that was going on among us each day, and that the Indians seemed pleased as well as surprised at everything we had done.  He inquired whether the other body had been found, as the Indians had informed him that we had buried all but one of the dead.  He  stated that the reason he wished to know particular about it was that two nights before, while the braves were holding their “Spirit Dance” (which they never fail to hold once a month, two days before the moon is made, for these superstitious creatures suppose the moon is made  new out of whole cloth every time it fulls), they were terribly frightened by the appearance in their midst of a half-clad female form with long, shining locks of auburn hair streaming in the breeze.  She seemed either a spirit or a maniac; her words were wildly spoken, and with frantic gestures she called aloud for help; said she was sinking in the horrible water.  As might have been expected, the dance suddenly ceased, and each and all of the Indians prostrated themselves on the earth, face downward, which seemed to frighten the poor maniac, who suddenly disappeared in the darkness, still crying: “Help! Help! For God’s sake help! I am sinking in this horrible water!”  “When the frightened Indian arose,” said he, “I told them it was the wandering spirit of some one of the people that had perished in the flood.  I also told them that the air all around them was always filled with spirits, that seldom appeared in the flesh, and whenever they did so it was for some purpose, perhaps to warn them of impending evil.  The braves were terrified beyond measure and the squaws began wailing their funeral chant, the same as if one of the number was already dead.”  After the old man had concluded his story we compared it with the voice that had so startled us in our camp on the river some nights previous, and all concluded that the poor woman had not perished in the flood, but had been cast ashore a raving maniac, perhaps destined to perish in the hills of hunger, or fall a prey to some wild beast that lurked in the densely timbered  gulches. 
All the while the old man was relating the strange story, the husband of the maniac sat motionless as a statue, but just as the conversation was concluded, he sprang to his feet, stretching his arms toward the heavens and gazing steadfastly in the same direction, he cried: “Nora! Nora! My own lost Nora! I see her yonder – yonder with the angels.  Nora, I am coming – c-o-m-i-n-g!”  These were his last words, as he fell to the ground and died without a struggle, although when we reached him the blood was gushing from his mouth, nose, and ears.  Tenderly we raised him and placed him upon a couch, but his spirit had forever flown, where perhaps ere long he will meet the idol of his love and affection in a brighter, better world – he will meet his lost loved one, Nora.  During all this scene the White Spirit of the Whirlwind had sat silent.  His mind seemed to revert to the dreadful, dreary past.  At length he spoke, as follows: “Brothers, this to me is torture, for it reminds me of scenes that are forever past, and yet continually haunt me.  Some time I will tell you my story, but ‘twere long to tell, and for the present you have sorrow enough.  But I must bid you farewell. If nothing should happen I will visit you again when the moon is full, and in the meantime if I wish to communicate with you I will so inform you by my crimson light, which you will see on the summit of the hill, about one mile west of this, and should you see it, repair instantly to the spot, for it will only appear when your lives are in jeopardy, or when I have news of the utmost importance to communicate.  Farewell brothers, farewell sisters.”  And with a wave of the hand he disappeared from view, and left us to our meditation and slumber.
May 29, 1849.

What a glorious morning.  The birds sing gay and sweetly from the leafy groves, as if to mock us with their morning orisons.  Far different are our feelings, as we make preparations to perform the last sad rites over the body of our departed friend. The grave was dug about half a mile south of camp, on an eminence that overlooks the surrounding country.  The sun as just as the meridian when our little funeral cortege reached the open grave.  I had found among my effects after the flood, a Bible, a hymn book, and a church discipline.  From the latter book I read the beautiful burial service, after which we congined him to his last resting place beneath the prairie flowers.  On a head-board my husband inscribed the following:  In Memory of Joel Raymond, Died, may 28, 1849, Aged 21 yrs., 6 mos. “Thou feedest them with tears, and givest them tears to drink in great measure.” – LXXX Psalm.
Slowly and sadly we wended our way back to our wilderness home and resumed our evening duties as the twilight shades had begun to deepen.

January 1, 1850.

I have made no entry in my journal since May 29, 1849 partly because the daily routine of our lives has been about the same, but principally because I fear I shall exhaust my failing supply of writing material.  Henceforth I shall only be able to give the most particular events, together with a synopsis of minor notes.  I shall also in the future write more closely, in order to economize in the way of paper.

The White Spirit of the Whirlwind has visited us at each full moon.  Five entire visits were consumed by relating to us his heartrending personal experience among the wilds, a synopsis of which I have carefully copied and preserved, and should it ever be my lot to be able to communicate with the outside world, to escape from my present captivity, I shall give it to the public.  We have reaped an abundant harvest in proportion to the limited amount of seed planted, as we had only a small amount of the several kinds of field and garden seeds, except turnips.  Of these, I am happy to state, we have an abundant supply for all purposes.  The most of the corn, wheat, potatoes, etc., are carefully stowed away for seed next spring.  The oxen are sleek and fat, although they have had nothing except grass to eat, which now, although apparently dead, seems as nutritious as in midsummer.  We have had no snow, but little frost, and up to this date the streams have not been frozen.  We have erected three more cabins in our miniature town, one of which we use for a store-house, in which we keep grain, vegetables, etc. We have also built a shed for the oxen and fenced our garden in, as the buffalo come up the valley occasionally in such vast herds that it is with the greatest difficulty that we keep them from overrunning our village.  I am often reminded of “Alexander Selkirk during his stay on the island of Juan Fernandez, and I cannot help repenting the beautiful and touching stanza:
“The beasts that roam over the plain,

My form with indifference see,

They are so unacquainted with man

Their tameness is shocking to me.


During the month of November four of our men became homesick and made up their minds to strike out and try to escape to civilization.  But notwithstanding they started soon after dark they were overtaken before daybreak and taken to the Indian village, where there lives hung on the same thread that doomed us all to die on our first arrival at the village.  Five times did the braves vote before it was decided by the “green arrows” that they might return to captivity instead of being burned at the stake, although they were given to understand that a second attempt of any one to escape would end in the death of all the members of the colony, for it was believed by them that the men were sent as spies to bring help to liberate those who remained.  Last night we congregated in the largest one of the cabins to hold a watch-meeting, as it was New Year’s Eve.  We had quite an experience meeting.  Below I give the register of the name, age, etc., of each surviving member of our colony.  It will be seen that we represent almost as many nations as we are numbers.  I would be glad had I space to give the experience of each one as they related it, but space forbids:
Evan Day, born February 1, 1810, London, England.

Lenora Day, born May 12, 1816, New Orleans, Louisiana.

James Wrightman, born October 9, 1816, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

Susanna Wrightman, born October 11, 1817, Liverpool, England.

Patrick Stranahan, born January 20, 1800, Dublin, Ireland.

Bridget Stranahan, born December 9, 1811, Cork, Ireland.

Marion Armsby, born February 20, 1812, New York City, New York.

Catherine Armsby, born March 3, 1814, New York  City, New York.

Stephen McDonnald, born April 2, 1807, Aberdeen, Scotland.

Heftel Stanletz, born May 19, 186, Guyanna, Brazil.

Elenio Corda, born August 11, 1809, Santiago, Buenos, Ayres.

David Maitland, born July 21, 1834, Bowling Green, Kentucky.

Israel Noble, born September, 1833, Morgantown, Indiana.

Enoch Taylor, vorn September 19, 1811, Lafayette, Ind.

Today we have enjoyed a New Year’s dinner, which but for the absence of bread and pastry could not be excelled.  The day was spent in a social visit, and not until a late hour did we repair to our cabins and couches for the night.

Chapter VII –

September 16, 1852.

With a heavy heart I again resume my diary.  For almost three months I have been confined to my room, and part of the time wholly unconscious of what was transpiring around me, and I find on recovering that the unwelcome messenger of death has entered our little fold and taken from us five men and one woman.  We were all stricken down about the same time with a fever which baffled the skill of any one in our little band.  My husband tells me that but for the medicine given me by the White Spirit of the Whirlwind, I, too, would certainly have died, but thanks to his skill I am still on the land and among the living.  The first thing I ate on my recovery was part of a fine, large watermelon, of which we have an abundant supply of very nice large ones.  We also have almost every kind of vegetables, all we can make use of.  Today being Sabbath, assisted by my husband, I walked out to our little cemetery beneath whose silent mounds slept those whom I had last remembered seeing in life and health.  How forcibly I was reminded of the passage, “In the midst of life we are in death,” and “Be ye also ready.” Slowly and sadly we wended our way back to our home, for I was almost exhausted, and yet I felt better satisfied with my visit to the silent city of the dead than if I had not undertaken it.  All the survivors of our colony seemed overjoyed at my recovery and expressed their joy in many ways.  Nothing was too good for me and tears came to my eyes as I acknowledged their heartfelt homage.  I know not for what purpose the Allwise Ruler has spared my life, yet I know it is his righteous will that it be so, and all present joined in a hymn and prayer to Him who even notes the sparrow’s fall.
September 17.
Today, in company with my husband, I wandered out north perhaps three miles.  I seems that everywhere I go nature presents some new feature.  WE ascended a high ill from the rugged summit of which we could view the surrounding country.  It seemed like a pinnacle that overlooked the world.  In all my life I never witnessed a grander scene; anxiously I turned my longing eyes toward my far-away home, where I first beheld the light of day. Alas, even now the friends of my youth are thinking of me as one that is no more; they are thinking of my auburn tresses as a trophy in some horrid savage’s lodge.  Oh, how I longed for wings like the eagle, that I might fly away to my childhood home.  But hark! What do we hear.  “Help! Help! For God’s sake help. I am sinking in this horrible water.” Instinctively we looked in the direction from which the voice emanated, and beheld a figure that to my dying day I shall never forget.

It was evidently our maniac friend, but “great God!” we had long since believed her dead.  How she managed to subsist so long seemed a mystery, perhaps never to be unraveled.  She was less than two hundred yards distant.  She sat on a huge boulder, and with her long, bony fingers, was combing her hair, that hung below her waist.  What her garb consisted of I could not well make out, but seemed to be the skin of a buffalo.  Indeed, she looked more like a wild beast than a human being.  At the instigation of my husband we cautiously attempted to approach her, but no sooner did we start in that direction, than with a terrible cry of “Help! Help! For God’s sake help! I am sinking in this horrible water!” she disappeared over the mountain side and was lost to view.  And as night was coming on, we slowly retraced our steps to our home, weary and perhaps a little despondent.  When we returned, supper was already waiting, and “bread,” the first I had eaten in eighteen months, was smoking on the table.  I was informed that bread had been made several times during my illness, of grated corn, a grater having been made out of a tin pan.  A hominy mortar was also being prepared, in which to beat hominy, as the most of the corn was already hard enough o shell.  They raised about two hundred bushels of good corn.  The evening was spent in reading, singing, and my companions recounting to me what had happened while I was unconscious, and not until a late hour did we retire for the night, after which it was several hours before sleep visited my eyes, and even then, it was a troubled, dreamy sleep.  I dreamed that I was dead and had entered the land of perpetual sunshine.  I both saw and conversed with all the departed members of our little colony. Strangest of all I saw Nora Raymond.  She no longer looked that wild, maniac look, but her angelic face was wreathed in smiles, as she came with open arms to meet me.  She told me she had been in that bright land ever since she was drowned in the flood, but that her poor tenement of clay had ever since been wandering about on earth, and that she had no control over it.  For what object it was permitted to thus roam at large she knew not, but said that God knew best and “He doeth all things well.”
September 18, 1852.

When I awoke the sun was shining in my face, and gathered around my bed were all the members of our company.  My husband told me that, frightened at the flushed appearance of my cheeks, they attempted in vain to awaken me, and for more than an hour they feared my spirit had forever flown.  I attempted to rise, but was unable to do so, until assisted by my husband.  I had overdone myself on the previous day, and it was feared by all that the fever was returning.  My husband resolved, come what might, that he would visit the White Spirit of the Whirlwind.  He therefore set out, accompanied by two of the men, unarmed, and carrying a kind of flag made of bleached fawn skin.  In addition to this each man carried a melon as large as he could possibly carry.  On the melon my husband carried and scratched: “Wife is sick again; give me some more medicine for Heaven’s sake.”
As luck would have it most of the braves were absent on some kind of an expedition when the men reached the village.  They were taken to the big white lodge where they laid down their presents.  The White Spirit of the Whirlwind explained to the Indians that their white friends had come in peace and had brought them a present that was good to eat.  He then cut the melon my husband carried in such a way as to destroy the writing, and after taking a mouthful to satisfy them that it would not make them dead, they all ate greedily as long as a mouthful lasted.  The White Spirit of the Whirlwind went into his lodge and in a short time returned with a small curiously fashioned purse, which he gave as a present in return for the melons. They were then allowed to return unmolested.  On opening the purse it was found to contain several whitish-gray powders, with directions written on each, and by bed-time I was so much strengthened that I could walk around without assistance, which was the source of great joy to our entire community.

Chapter VIII –

October 12, 1853.

Last night as we were sitting in front of our cabins, on Main street, the moon had risen, but gave little light, as a thick vapor or fog overspread  the valley.  We were quite weary after the labors of the day and were taking it easy, although the mosquitoes were so thick that it was necessary to keep a smudge to keep them from devouring us, but withal it was quite pleasant.  We were talking over our hardships and trials, our privations and triumphs, until the hour was quite late, and we were about to retire, when looking to the west we saw a bright red glimmer, which we all at once recognized as the signal of the venerable friend, the White Spirit of the Whirlwind.  My husband and two others immediately repaired to the mound from which we knew the signal light shown, which was to warn us that something unusual had, or was about to occur.  As they drew near enough to be heard the light was suddenly extinguished and a low sepulcheral voice broke the death-like stillness, saying: “Brothers, I fear the hour has come when you are all to be destroyed.  The Indians have just returned from an unsuccessful attack on an emigrant train on the main trail beyond the Arkansas river.  They are holding a dreadful mourning and incantation dance, the most dreadful I ever witnessed among them.  Many of their best warriors as well as two chiefs were killed.  They are dancing, yelling and wailing all in the same voice, while they inflict the most frightful wounds on their own persons in order to appease the wrath of the Great Spirit.  They attribute their disaster to the fact that they have allowed you to remain so long among them, and now have decided to burn each and every on of you at the stake on the mountain of sacrifice.  They commanded me have all in readiness by the time the moon was straight over the mountain which will be by the time I return.  Yet be brave, be of good cheer, for the One who has delivered you out of so many perils yet liveth; verily Jehovah reigneth.  But once more farewell; I must be gone.”  When the men returned they found all the rest of us bound with our hands tied behind our backs, and they, too, were instantly seized and likewise bound.  One of the cabins was already in flames and the wretches were preparing to set fire to those that remained, when all at once there appeared on the roof of the burning building a sight that all who witnessed will remember while life lasts.  It was a wasted female form; her face was haggard and wan and her eyes burned like lifing coals of fire, while her long auburn hair streamed in the night wind and almost touched the flames that surrounded and threatened to envelop her.  She made frantic gestures with her arms and screamed in the most pitiful and supplicating voice.  “Help!  Help! For God’s sake help. I am sinking in this horrible water.” On looking around not a single Indian was in sight.  The apparition that had so startled us had as effectively dispersed the superstitious wretches.  While we stood quaking in dread lest they should return.  A voice from out the darkness spoke unto us, saying: “For he hath looked down from the height of his sanctuary.  From Heaven did the Lord behold the earth. To hear the groaning of the prisoner, to loose those that are appointed to death.”  The last words had scarcely died away when the White Spirit of the Whirlwind appeared on the scene, knife in hand, and set us at liberty.  As he shook us all by the hand, he told us we had nothing further to fear now, for he had warned the Indians not to kill their white brethren, as they would certainly incur the displeasure of the Great Spirit.  He told us that the Indians still supposed he was on the Flower mountain, and that when he came down he intended to tell them all that had happened, which would increase their superstition.  He told us to go right ahead as though nothing had happened and he had no fear that we would again be molested.  “But,” said he, “Is it not strange that this poor, demented creature lives so long in these wilds and is so seldom seen?  What she subsists on I am unable even to guess.” I then told him my strange dream concerning her, and that I had almost come to the conclusion that she was a supernatural being, for I was out a few days since alone, gathering wild plums and grapes.  As I was about to enter a ravine I saw the most wonderful sight I ever witnessed.   The ravine seemed more like a glen of ancient Scotland, so dense indeed I hestitated as to whether I should enter it or not.  But, although I say it myself, I am no coward, and I started down the declivity when a sight met my astonished gaze that I shall never forget.  (I have always been skeptical concerning ghosts until we were so unceremoniously cast into this strange land.)  There on the green sward, beneath the shade of a mulberry tree, lay this same poor maniac, and for her companions she had a she bear and tow cubs, which seemed to think as much of the poor maniac as they did for their mother.   And the poor, demented creature fondled and played with the cubs as though she really loved them, although we all remember Nora Raymond as a timid, nervous woman, who would almost become frightened at her own shadow.  As I finished my wonderful story the old White Spirit of the Whirlwind bowed his head and said: “ ‘Tis God alone who knows if this poor creature is a living being or a spirit.  With him all things are possible.  But I must again bid you farewell, and may the benediction of the Father above ever abide with you.  Farewell!”
October 13, 1853.

This morning five of the Indians, including one of the head chiefs, came to our villa.  The sight of them at first gave us uneasiness, but when we saw they were all unarmed, we knew they meant no mischief.  They brought us a present of five buffalo robes, the inside of which were painted in the most beautiful and fantastic colors.  They, also presented us with a bow and arrows, and gladly did we observe that the flint-like points on the arrows were all green, which signified that we would be allowed to remain in our semi-captivity, at any rate for the present, without further interruption.  Before leaving, they all seated themselves on the ground in a circle, and made signs for us to do likewise.  When all were thus seated they bowed their heads and covered their faces with their hands, as we suppose, to make us understand that they were “much sorry” for what they had done, and as a kind of covenant that they would do so no more.  The chief then took from his pouch a pipe which was made from some kind of bone and proceeded to fill it with some kind of leaves, and he started to the fire to light it, I lighted a Lucifer match and handed it to him which caused so much wonder and consternation that I feared it would break up the meeting, but he lighted his pipe and after taking a whiff or two passed it to the one next him, and so on around the circle.  I always had an aversion to tobacco in any form, and although there was not a particle of the noxious weed about it, yet it was certainly a cross for me to bear, but I deemed it my duty to conform to their superstitious customs and so the pipe went from mouth to mouth and we all smoked once in our lives anyway.  AS they were about to tke leave of us, we gave them all the vegetables they could carry, with which they were highly pleased.  They made signs that gave us to understand that they desired us to visit them, an invitation that had never before been extended.  We gave them to understand as best we could, that we could do so and invited them to do likewise, and with many bows and gestures they left us.
Chapter IX –

May 2, 1854.

Last night we had one of the most terrific thunder storms I ever remember having witnessed.  It seemed as if the elements were at war and that they were visiting their displeasure on the earth.  For hours a continuous glare of lightning made everything as light as day, save that the light was more weird and unearthly.  As we stood in the open door-way contemplating the awful grandeur of the scene, a sight met out gaze that chilled our blood with horror; a sight that we shall remember to the hour of death.  Far up in the branches of an aged cottonwood tree, stood the poor maniac, Nora Raymond.  She stood erect on a slender limb that swayed beneath her weight and seemed to enjoy the terrible surroundings.  She threw her arms up and wildly uttered that heart-rending cry: “Help! Help!  For God’s sake help.  I am sinking in this horrible water.”  Scarcely had she finished the sentence when a blinding flash, accompanied by a dreadful shock that almost paralyzed us all, seemed to shiver the tree to atoms.  When we had recovered sufficiently from the shock, we repaired to the spot, and there at the root of the tree lay the body of the poor wandering maniac.  Her face pale and emaciated, was turned up to the pittiless rain; her long auburn hair fell back from her graceful and intelligent forehead, her hands were clenched and her eyes seemed set in death. Tenderly we lifted her seemingly lifeless body and carried it into one of the cabins.  Tenderly we closed those mild blue eyes and folded those white hands; not, however, without some misgivings, as the body appeared warm, but we all believed that death had entered the tenement clay, and set his inevitable seal upon that beautiful brow.  It was near the hour of eleven o’clock, p.m., when Mrs. Wrightman and I were keeping lonely vigils over the dead body of  unfortunate maniac, when we were startled by the supposed corpse rising to a sitting posture and gazing vacantly around her.  The wild maniac look had left her eyes and she looked herself once more.  She recognized both Mrs. Wrightman and myself and shook both our hands, although she was weak as a child.  She inquired for he husband, and on being told that he was no more, she calmly fonded her hands across her breast, closed her pale blue eyes and sank in death without a word or murmur.  This morning we buried her beside he husband in our little cemetery, and we all felt as though the separation of the mortal with immortal part of the body had long since taken place, and that the disembodied spirit of Nora Raymond was even then looking down from the regions of perpetual sunlight on that wilderness burial.  Upon a simple headboard my husband carved the following inscription:  Nora Raymond, Lost in the Flood, May 7, 1849, Died May 2, 1854, ‘Gone Home at Last.”

Sadly we returned from the burial of our unfortunate friend, and indeed it seems as though all our ways are strewn with the thorns of misfortune and disappointment.

July 30, 1854.

We are all alone, that is, my husband and myself.  All the other members of our colony have departed this life and entered upon the dread hereafter.  God in heaven knows what the ending will be, but in Him we put our faith and trust.  Gladly would I pass over the soul-trying scenes of the last few days without having to record them, but it is a solemn, sacred duty, and perhaps the last I shall fulfill.  On the night of the 26th, all our little colony, with the exception of my husband and myself, started for the settlements. As we knew it would certainly end in disaster and death, we refused to accompany them.  They took the oxen and wagon and enough provisions for the journey, and with many tears and wishes of God speed, we bade them farewell.  But alas! They were scarcely started when the Indians were upon them.  The White Spirit of the Whirlwind was with them when the Indians came upon them, which so enraged them that the poor old man was instantly killed.  The others were taken to the Indian village, and last night we could distinctly see the light of the funeral fire on the Flower mountain, which too well told us of their awful fate.  They all undoubtedly perished in the flames, and it seems only a question, and we must resignedly await the dreadful end.  I know not whether it is possible for the spirits of the departed to visit this earth again, but if such a thing be possible, I shall certainly return to haunt these inhuman wretches.  If it be god’s will my spirit will return to these valleys which I have loved so dearly, that have seemed so like a paradise to me.  But for the present I must stop writing, as my mind is troubled and my heart is heavy and sad.
Thus ends the manuscript of Mrs. Day.  I have endeavored to faithfully copy it from first to last, in accordance with her dying request, omitting nothing except that part pertaining to the White Spirit of the Whirlwind, which I shall also copy and give to the public at no distant day.  There have been many comments on my story,  and perhaps grave doubts have been expressed as to its veracity.  I shall not stop to discuss this point with the doubting Tmomasses, but am content that every on shall draw his own inference.  Thanking my numerous readers for the interest they have taken in my Reminiscences, I bid you one and all adieu.
