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	Introduction.

	
Précis historique: 1853 - 1857 - Pierre-Jean De Smet, SJ 

In 1852 Father Terwecoren launched the fortnightly periodical “Collection de Précis Historiques”. The publication appears simultaneously in Brussels and Paris. From 1852 to 1871 De Smet contributed no less than 95 letters plus other articles to the editorial staff of this periodical. As a result, its notoriety in Belgium and in Europe is growing significantly. Here are the contributions that appeared in the periodical from 1853 to 1857. The aim of the book is to preserve its texts. 

Pierre-Jean De Smet was an exceptional missionary. In the United States Peter-John DeSmet is still a "famous Flemish" today. He lived through a stormy period in the history of the Far West. You can read his biography in the book "Pierre-Jean De Smet, SJ (1801 - 1873) - The life of a Black Robe" by Victor Driessens.
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	Ed. Terwecoren SJ, 1853 - 1871 (Collection of Historical Summary)
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	1853 - editor's preface.

	
APPROVAL 

Having had the pamphlet entitled: Voyage au Grand-Désert examined by Father Pierre De Smet, missionary of the Society of Jesus, we allow it to be printed. 

Malines, August 4, 1853. 

P. CORTEN, Vic. Gen. 

COLLECTION OF HISTORICAL ACCURATE, 

BY ED. TERWECOREN, SJ, 

Prefect of studies at the Collége Saint-Michel, in Brussels. 

2nd YEAR, 1853. 

Two deliveries a month. - Subscription 5 francs per year 

DEPOSITED. 

EDITOR'S PREFACE 

We believe that we cannot better prepare the reader for the story of Voyage dans le Grand-Désert than by reproducing the letter of Father De Smet to the Chevalier Dieudonné Stas, director of the Journal de Bruxelles, inserted in the July 2 issue of this estimable sheet. This letter indicates the substance of those that Fr. De Smet was kind enough to communicate to us for publication in our Historical Summary. 

“Brussels, June 30, 1853. 


Mr. Director of the JOURNAL DE BRUXELLES. 

After long journeys in the deserts of North America, I see again my homeland, happy to be able to express to the benefactors of our poor savages all the gratitude of the missionaries. 

Since my last departure from Belgium, I have been able to travel through savannahs where no mission was established, where perhaps a European had never entered. 

We ascended the Missouri at a distance of seven hundred and thirty leagues, and traversed a plateau of more than a hundred leagues on the crest which separates the waters of the Roche-Jaune river from that of the Missouri. From La Roche-Jaune we headed south-west, and again crossed a land of three hundred leagues, to reach the Cotes-Noires and the Montagnes-aux-Loups, spurs of the Rocky Mountains. We left these coasts, at the entrance to the high road which leads from the Rocky Mountains to California. 

On September 2, 1851, we found ourselves on the high road trodden by the Europeans who have gone to the gold mines during these last years. This path is beautiful, wide, and perhaps the longest in the universe. On the trail of the caravans of emigrants, one circulates easily from the United States to the Pacific Ocean: This immense avenue is similar to an area constantly swept by the winds, where the slightest blade of grass could not grow, so relentlessly is it trampled underfoot by the multitude of Europeans and Americans who go to California. Our savages, who had never seen anything but roadless deserts, or at most a few hunting trails, thought, on seeing this high road, that the whole nation of whites had passed that way, and that the void must have been do in the country. where the sun rises. They hardly believed me when I told them that in the nation of the whites no one noticed the departure of this multitude. 

Providence supported my feeble courage, guided my steps, fertilized the seed of the Gospel in lands that had not yet received it. After traveling several hundred leagues, I was able to see the good we could do among these wandering tribes, always at war, without consolation in misfortune because they hardly know the hopes of eternity. Also, with the grace of God, I hope to return there next spring, with Monsignor Miége, bishop and vicar apostolic. We will be able to establish missions there, fix these nomadic tribes on a soil fertile enough to feed them, thereby remove a host of opportunities for war, and cause to shine in these parts, with the light of faith, the dawn of civilization. 

The limits of a newspaper do not allow me, sir, to enter into the details of this expedition to the Grand Desert, on which I have so far published only a single letter. Besides, I propose to publish the account of it in the Précis historique, published by P. Ed. Terwecoren, at the College of the Society of Jesus in Brussels. I am also preparing for this same Periodical Collection, in addition to a Note on the Mormons (a new sect, which dates only from the year 1826 and threatens to play in America the role of the Saracens in Asia), other outlines which will be able to make known in Europe the so little known state of religion in this vast part of the world, and leave to history authentic documents on the nascent Church in the deserts. I will interweave these historical data with notes which I have written in the deserts themselves, on geology, zoology and botany, on the worship, customs of savages, etc. 

In this way, we will see, which is too often forgotten in already civilized Europe, how much the Catholic religion, by the very nature of its missions, contributes to the civilization of peoples and to the development of science. The United States government knows this: it never ceases to encourage our work. 

The good to be done in all respects is immense. Catholics and new converts need priests to keep themselves in the faith, infidels to learn the good news of the Gospel. The small number of ministers of the Lord who are in these regions is not enough for 4,000,000 Catholics and for all those savages who ardently desire the visit of a black robe to give them instruction and baptism. So I came to Europe, sir, to appeal to generous hearts. 

I will express yet another wish, sir, and I will express it frankly: I am also coming to Europe to ask for alms. I am aware that Belgium especially is constantly visited by missionaries from America, the Indies, and the Orient; I am well aware that benevolent people find it difficult to satisfy these repeated requests; but the Europeans are unaware of the immense needs for help which are felt in these countries, to prevent defections, to convert the infidels, to train missionaries, to establish schools, to build churches, &c. 

» Please. Sir; contribute by your estimable sheet which has already provoked so many generous works, to make known the double purpose of my trip to Europe, where I will probably stay until the end of September. 

Accept, etc. 

P.-J. DE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1853 - letter 1 - Trip to the Great Desert in 1851.

	
FIRST LETTER ¹. 

University of Saint-Louis, January 16, 1852. 
M. 

Last June 7 (1851), accompanied by the Reverend Father Christian Hoeken, I embarked here on board the steamer Saint-Ange, to go to the Rocky Mountains. He was going to Fort Union, which is three miles above the mouth of the Roche-Jaune river, on the north bank, and two thousand miles or seven hundred and thirty leagues north-west of Saint- Louis. Several passengers, members of the American Fur Company, left at the same time to go to the various trading posts established among the Indians on the Upper Missouri. They took with them about eighty engaged men; they were mainly Canadians, a few Americans, a few Irish, Germans, Swiss and Italians, and several French from France, the name given to them here to distinguish them from the French Creoles of the country. They went in search of earthly goods; Father Hoeken and I went in search of the goods of heaven, to conquer souls. 

¹ This letter is the only one that has been published. It is found in the Annals of the Propagation of the Faith, 1852, n° 142. Fr. De Smet added a postscript for our edition. 
(Editor's note.) 

We had had a wet spring. Up to the moment of our departure, the rain had been very heavy; the snows and ices which had accumulated during the severe season in the more northern regions, breaking away and melting together in a short time, swelled the thousand and thousand tributaries of the mighty river the Mississippi. These rivers rushed there one after another their torrential waves and so swelled "the Father of Waters," that it overflowed, rolling its muddy waves from coast to coast and covering a ground of eight, fifteen miles, and, in several places , twenty miles in breadth. Knowing no bounds, the river, of such grave and sublime aspect, had disappeared. Beneath these waters also disappeared the greenery of the pleasant plains, the majestic forests, and the varied flowers of spring which entertained the traveler's desires. A vast lake now covered all this space; and the immense volume of water, which continued to widen, brought misfortune, ruin and desolation among the numerous habitations which occupied the shallows on each side. The torrent was seen descending with the violence and rapidity of an avalanche, overturning and carrying away everything in its path in its angry waves. 

In ordinary times, snags and sandbanks are the chief obstacles to navigation in western waters; they had entirely disappeared and did not cause the pilots any anxiety. But other dangers had taken their place: the whole face of the waters seemed covered with debris; houses, barns, stables, enclosures of fields and gardens, were swept away pell-mell with thousands of uprooted trees. Logs piled up on the edges, yards removed were afloat. In the midst of these floating masses, whose dangerous shock we could not always avoid, the Saint-Ange, activating all the force of its steam, had to surmount an almost irresistible current. Several times the boat was driven adrift; on two occasions especially, there was a veritable struggle between the river and the steamer. The latter, for a good quarter of an hour, seemed motionless in the midst of the boiling waters; but at last he triumphed, thanks to the quantity of pitch and tar with which the furnaces were charged. 

In the midst of such frightful perils, the thought of the goal which the missionary proposes in his journey, sustains and animates him. He knows that he is under the hand of 

the One who puts a brake on the fury of the waves, 

and that Heaven has seldom allowed the sinking of a ship carrying missionaries. 

The overflowing of the rivers, the continual rains of spring, and the sudden transitions from cold to hot, are in this climate the certain harbingers of malignant fevers. Cholera seems to take on an epidemic character in these parts. Various illnesses soon appeared on board the Saint-Ange. As soon as they appeared, the wild cries, conversations and noisy songs of our travelers were followed by a gloomy silence. Scarcely six days had elapsed since our departure, when the boat looked like a floating hospital. We were five hundred miles from Saint-Louis when cholera broke out in the ship. On the 10th, a clerk of the American Company, young, vigorous, and in the prime of life, was suddenly seized with all the symptoms of cholera and expired after a few hours. In the following days, several others were stricken with the same disease and died of it. The epidemic killed thirteen people in a short space of time. 

A bilious attack also kept me in bed for about ten days. Good Father Hoeken cared for the sick day and night with heroic and indefatigable zeal. He visited them, he assisted them all in their sufferings, he prepared and administered remedies, rubbed cholera patients with the spirit of camphor, heard the confessions of the dying and lavished on them the last consolations of religion. He then went to bless their pits dug on the bank and buried them with the prayers and ceremonies prescribed by the Roman ritual. This dear confrere had a rather robust temperament and was accustomed to a life of deprivation; but the missionary's continual labors and journeys among the savages had greatly weakened him, and, lastly, his assiduous care for the sick completed his exhaustion. It was no use warning her to take it easy; his zeal prevailed over all other considerations; instead of guarding against danger, he seemed to enjoy it. I was saddened to see him accomplish this heroic work of charity alone; but I was myself in such a weak state that I was unable to offer him the least help. On the 18th, there were some fears that my illness would turn into cholera. I begged Father Hoeken to hear my confession and to give me extreme unction; but at the same moment he was called to a patient who was at the end of his tether. He replied: “I see no immediate danger for you; we'll see tomorrow." He had assisted three dying that day. Alas! I will never forget the scene that took place a few hours later. Reverend Father Hoeken's little room was next to mine. Between one and two o'clock at night, when all was calm and silent on board, when the patients in their insomnia heard only the sighs and complaints of the other patients, the voice of the Reverend Father Hoeken suddenly struck their ears. .. He calls me to his rescue. I wake up from a deep drowsiness, I recognize the father's voice, I drag myself to his bedside. Alas! I see the patient at the extremity. He asks me to hear his confession; I immediately comply with his wishes. Dr. Evans, a physician of great experience and great charity, watched the patient and tried to relieve him; but his care and his remedies were useless. I administer extreme unction to the reverend father; he answers all the prayers with a recollection and a devotion which added still more to the high esteem which everyone had conceived for him on board. He was visibly weakening. Finding myself in such an alarming state that I could be kidnapped shortly after him and share his final resting place in this land of pilgrimage and exile, I beg him to receive my confession in turn, if he still able to hear it. I kneel in tears at the bedside of my brother in Jesus Christ, my faithful friend, my only companion in the desert. To him, in his agony, I confess, ill and almost dying... The forces abandon him... Soon he loses his speech, although he remains sensitive to what is happening around his last bed. 

Resigning myself to the holy will of God, I recite the prayers of the dying with the formula of plenary indulgence that the Church grants at the hour of death. Father Hoeken, ripe for heaven, placed his beautiful soul in the hands of his divine Redeemer on June 19, 1851, twelve days after our departure from Saint-Louis. Who would have said so then! He longed for the desert, he thirsted for the salvation of souls, he still wanted so much to work for the good God! How many vanished projects! It would have been in other undertakings a reason not to continue a perilous journey; but the glory of God gives man strength which human nature refuses him. 

Father Christian Hoeken was born in North Brabant. He was only forty-three years old at the time of his death. The last fifteen years of his life had passed among the Indians, who had conceived the highest veneration for him. He was everything to them: their father in Jesus Christ, their physician in illnesses, their counsel in all their difficulties, their sincere and faithful friend. He rejoiced with all the simplicity of a child when he had to share something with his poor neophytes. All his consolation was to find himself among them. He was an active instrument of salvation in the hands of God, to announce his holy word to thousands of pagans. The churches he built and the fervent congregations of Indians he formed attest to his fervor and the apostolic zeal that animated him. His beautiful death crowned all his work. Martyr of charity, he exercised the holy ministry even in his agony. It will always be sad but salutary for me, the thought that will bring me back to that touching and solemn hour. What friends could ever make a more touching and more religious farewell! 

The passengers were deeply moved at the sight of the inanimate body of the one who until then had been "everything to everyone." Their good father left them when his services seemed to be most needed. I will always remember with gratitude the concern shown to the Reverend Father Hoeken, in his last moments, by all the passengers on board. They unanimously approved my resolution not to leave the body of the pious missionary in the desert. A decent coffin, very thick and tarred inside, was prepared to receive the mortal remains; a temporary grave was dug in a beautiful forest, near the mouth of the Petite-Sciouse, and the burial took place with all the ceremonies of the Church, on the evening of June 19; the whole crew attended. 

About a month later, on the return of the Holy Angel, who passed by this venerated tomb, the coffin was exhumed, put in the boat and transported to the novitiate of the Society of Jesus, in Florissant. There lie the mortal remains of the Reverend Father Hoeken with those of his confreres. 

This death, so precious before God, fills all the hearts of the passengers with sadness; but for many it was a salutary sadness. A large number had not approached the tribunal of penance for several years; immediately after the funeral, they went one after the other to my small room to confess. 

Five other passengers succumbed again, and received before expiring the consolations of my ministry. The depression and the weakness to which the fever had reduced me imperceptibly left me; after a few days, I found myself in perfect convalescence, able to celebrate the holy sacrifice of the mass on board and give all my time to the care of the sick. 

As the boat climbed and penetrated further inland, reaching the highest and most open parts of Indian territory, the epidemic gradually disappeared. We could once again devote a few moments to contemplating the beauties of the desert, to reflecting on the future of these vast solitudes, especially that of their poor inhabitants. I will give an account of it in a series of letters; they will tell what interesting and edifying things have happened to me in my relations with the savages, during the long and perilous journey which I have just completed. 

Agréez, etc., 
PJ DE SMET, SJ 

PS I happily add a note on the death of the Reverend Father Hoeken, inserted in the Shepherd of the Valley of Saint-Louis, weekly sheet, attributed to Monseigneur the Archbishop: " 

The Reverend Father Christian Hoeken, of the Society of Jesus, died of cholera, aboard the Holy Angel, on the Missouri River. Those who had the good fortune to know the deceased can form an idea of the loss which religion has caused by his death. This loss, it can be said, is irreparable. To the knowledge of several Indian languages, he added a perfect knowledge of the manners, prejudices and predilections of the savages; he had the greatest regard for all their interests, both temporal and spiritual. He enjoyed a robust constitution, joined to an energy of character which made him undertake without hesitation whatever promised to increase the greater glory of God. The qualities which distinguished him most in the midst of his labors and his privations were his admirable frankness, his simplicity, his good judgment, a disposition of mind and heart always joyous and tranquil, and an unshakeable contentment which the author of this record has never been found to the same degree in any other individual. It would be impossible to find a more apostolic missionary, and we are convinced that the illustrious Society of which he was a member did not count among its children a more faithful and more fervent religious.
 

﻿

	
 

	1853 - letter 2 - Trip to the Great Desert in 1851.

	
M. 

The mouth of the Platte or Nebraska River is the dividing point between upper and lower Missouri. It was for the first navigators of the Missouri River a kind of equinoctial line where, as at sea, the Neptunian tribute was demanded of all the "eaters of bacon," a nickname given to individuals who go to the desert for the first time; no one escaped the tribute. 

The flat country, or valley of the lower Missouri, is covered with thick forests extending from the bank of the river to the high hills which border it on each side for a distance of four or six miles. The forests give way successively to flourishing cities, beautiful villages and thousands of beautiful farms. This alluvial soil probably has no equal on the globe for the richness of certain products. Wood is much sought after; as the country becomes peopled and trade becomes more important, the steam mills multiply there and prepare all the building wood and the framework; in addition, steamships consume a large quantity of this wood. 

Between Nebraska and the Wasécha or Vermilion river, over a stretch of country of about four hundred miles, the forests are vast and beautiful, often interspersed with immense prairies rich in grass and greenery. This contrast is very agreeable to the traveller; each time he 
enters the desert, he cannot help admiring this succession of forests and plains, this series of slopes and hills which border them on all sides, whose aspect is so varied, and which are covered here and there with trees and brushwood of different kinds; sometimes one sees steep rocks which rise to a height of one hundred or two hundred feet, and then beautiful plains rising gently, with scattered groves, so pleasant to the sight that one would suppose them the work of the art mixed with that of nature. We are surprised not to see the farm with its barns and fences. Certainly a newcomer from Europe would think he was on the domain of some great lord, and would be surprised not to see the country house and its outbuildings. 

Nature seems to have lavished its gifts on this region, and; without being a prophet, one can predict that a future very different from its current state is preparing for this desert. The text of the Psalmist will soon be applied to him: "The earth was created to be the habitation of man and to be the theater where the glory of the Lord and his perfections will be manifested." These plains, naturally so rich and so beautiful in greenery, seem to invite the plowman to trace furrows there and promise an ample reward for his least work. The ancient forests await the woodcutter, and the rocks, the stonecutter; the sounds of the ax and the hammer will resound in these solitudes; extensive farms, surrounded by orchards and vineyards, swarming with domestic animals and poultry, are destined to cover these deserted beaches and to provide for the needs of the cities which will follow them closely and which will rise as if by enchantment; with their domes, their towers, their churches, their houses, their colleges, their schools, their hospitals and their asylums. 

I am speaking here mainly of the region which extends from the mouth of the Kanzas river to that of the Niobrarah or the flowing water, and extends beyond the Côtes-Noires by continuing the line on the crest of these coasts to 'at the Rocky Mountains; thence it follows southward the lines already drawn of the territories of Entah, New Mexico, and Texas. This whole region contains several great rivers with numerous tributaries, the principal of which are the Platte, the two rivers already named, the heads or sources of the Arkansas, the Osage, and the Red River; they present the greatest advantages for civilization... 

Will the President of the Republic not want, following the example of his illustrious predecessors, to pluck, too, a few feathers from the Indian eagle, formerly the emblem of their greatness and their power, to place them in the crown which must adorn the trophies of his administration? Within the bounds which I trace, he will find an expanse of country large enough to be represented by three or four more stars of the first magnitude, which will increase the luster of the Union Flag galaxy. This large territory will be able to contain an immense population and destined to form several large States, which will one day be most prosperous. 

But then, what will become of the Indians, who have already emigrated from elsewhere and now inhabit this territory? What will become of the Aborigines, those who have owned it from time immemorial? This is a really thorny question and one which raises very dark thoughts in the mind of an observer who has followed the encroaching policy of the States with regard to the Indians... I have noticed with pleasure that there is a ray hope for the future of these poor and unfortunate tribes. They willingly send their children to schools; they are making great progress in agriculture and even in several basic mechanical arts; they carefully raise domestic animals and poultry... We can therefore hope that the sad remnants of those many nations that once covered America, reduced today to earning their living by the sweat of their brow (because hunting can no longer feed them), will find asylum, a permanent home, and will be incorporated with all the rights of citizens of the Union. It is the only source of happiness that remains to them; humanity and justice seem to demand that they get it. If they were pushed back again and relegated further inland, they would inevitably perish!! The savages who refused to submit or to accept the final and only arrangement favorable to them would resume the nomadic life of the plains and end their sad existence as the buffaloes and other animals which nourished them disappeared. 

In the vicinity of the Mankizitah or Terre-Blanche river, the hillsides are blackish and evidently owe this appearance to subterranean fires; the soil there is very light and barren over an extent of about a hundred miles; the high coasts there have little verdure, and the flat country, or valley of the river, is very narrow. A few hills rise there to the height of the mountains. 

The islands of Missouri are in general well wooded, and everywhere present very agreeable views 
; a quantity of red cedar is procured in some of them, the most durable wood of these parts, and which best resists time when it is plunged into water or buried under the ground. If we except the stretch of land between the Niobrarah and the Mankizitah, where low grasslands are rare and the high ground is almost entirely devoid of wood, there are several beautiful sites, which seem to invite the pioneer and tell him “Time is not far away; here also you will raise your hut and you will cultivate your field. Coal is very abundant there everywhere and will make up for the lack of forests. 

From the Mankizitah to the great detour of the Missouri, and from this detour to Fort Mandan, and even to above the mouth of the Roche-Jaune, on both sides of the river, the aspect of the country is very beautiful; the soil there is very fertile and yields the most abundant harvests. Here and there, on the banks of the great rivers, the forests are quite beautiful, while in the upper plains and as one moves away from the rivers, the country is destitute of trees and even of shrubs. 

In my visits to the Indian tribes, I have several times crossed the immense plains of the West. I traveled through different places from the States to the Pacific Sea, and from the Hudson's Bay Territory, along the Sascatshawin and Atbasca Rivers, to the Great Salt Lake, where the capital of the Mormons. Whenever, I have traveled in these plains; I found myself in the middle of a painful void; the thousands of poor people in Europe who ask for bread and wander without shelter and without a future often came to my mind. Often I cried out and spoke to them: "O poor wretches, why aren't you here!" Your work and your industry would put an end to your miseries. You would raise a pleasant dwelling here; you would reap abundantly the fruits of your labors.” Yes, this void exists; and when I say that it must be filled with industrious and persevering populations in their undertakings, I express myself in a manner consistent with the experience of all travellers. 

It would be impossible for me to describe the dark silence that reigns in this vast desert. You can spend whole weeks there in long races without meeting a single person. And yet one becomes familiar with solitude; we even like it. Solitude seems to give rise to the intellectual faculties of man; the intelligence there seems to become more vigorous, the thoughts clearer. It has always seemed to me that when one travels and traverses the plains, one feels more inclined to prayer, to meditation, to trust in God, and to place oneself in the hands of Him, who alone is our refuge in the midst of perils and which alone can provide for all needs. Undoubtedly the remoteness where one finds oneself from all noise and from all other affairs, the continual dangers to which one is exposed from ferocious animals and enemies that one can meet at every step, contribute to this. a lot. 

It has been observed to me several times that the song of birds is softer and more pleasing to the ear in the desert than in the forests of the States. It seems capriciously to attribute this phenomenon to the effects of society. For lack of wood, the birds find themselves forced to perch on the same tree or seek the same bocage, and thus instruct each other. It is commonly assumed that birds in Europe sing better than birds in America; could it be attributed to any other cause than that which I have just indicated? 

If you want to have an idea of the topography, the size and the extent of our vast plains of the West, imagine France, Germany, Belgium changed into a single meadow along the courses of water and cut here and there by a small wood or by a very small forest. 

You will allow me these small variations or observations which relate to the localities which I traversed. They will show, moreover, to our unbelievers in Europe that science and civilization can profit from journeys undertaken for the good of souls and the glory of the Church. And then also, all these objects, so varied and so beautiful, cause Heaven to be blessed unceasingly and to say with the Psalmist: "The earth is the Lord's with all its fullness!" 

We finally found ourselves at the bottom of the big detour where the boat had landed opposite a Campjantannais, a powerful tribe of the notion of the Sioux. As soon as these savages saw us, they burst into cries of joy and honored our arrival with several rifle volleys. Their wives had prepared a large quantity of dry wood; it was accepted with pleasure and they received in return a present of tobacco, gunpowder, lead, flour, coffee, sugar. That's what they appreciate the most. 

The Indians gave us the sad news of the ravages which the smallpox was at this moment causing at the Bouis post and in the vicinity, near the little river of Medicine, which flows into the Missouri at the upper cove of the great detour. This detour has a circumference of thirty-six miles, while the distance by land is only four miles. At my request, the captain put me ashore, and two hours later I found myself in the midst of the sick. I baptized there all the little children who had not yet had the happiness of receiving this sacrament. I spent the night with them, giving them all the consolation I could give them. Some believed "that the disease resembled the terrible scourge which ravaged London in .." Those who had escaped retained dark spots for a long time. Even during this contagious disease, these savages retained their ancient mode of giving a final resting place to the dead, by placing the corpses of their relatives, wrapped only in a blanket or in a buffalo skin, on scaffolds raised in the plain at a height eight or ten feet. They thus left them exposed to the scorching heat of a July sun, the hottest of the year. The pestilential exhalations of these corpses infected the whole atmosphere several miles away. 

I was shown in the camp a little orphan who had been attacked by disease, and who, reduced to extremity, was thrown out of the lodge, in the middle of the night and during a terrible rain, by his adoptive father, a man cruel and ruthless. He was still alive when very early in the morning a Canadian saw him, and, imitating the good Samaritan, carried him to his hut and lavished on him the most assiduous care. I had the pleasure of seeing him convalescent and of baptizing him. 

A few days later I found myself at Fort Pierre, situated on the shore, south of the Missouri, fifteen hundred miles above St. Louis, and near the mouth of the Schicah or Mauvaise-Rivière. Influenza, an epidemic disease, had existed for some time in the fort, and a panic had gripped many at the news that smallpox was in the neighborhood and that cholera had been on board. In effect; immediately after the ship left, this last disease broke out with fury and abducted many people. The savages struck with terror at the approach of the dangers of the relentless scourge, rejoiced at my presence; the children of the whites and savages who camped around the fort were presented to me to the number of one hundred and eighty-two, to be regenerated in the holy waters of baptism. 

The same anxiety reigned at the Arikara post. Some runners had there announced the approach of the boat and raised the alarm by saying that contagious diseases existed on board. But when the inhabitants learned that everyone was doing well, their fear disappeared and they welcomed the boat with all the demonstrations usual in such circumstances. Shouts of rejoicing issued from two thousand mouths at once; the volleys of muskets and cannons made the plains resound solemnly. 

The view from this scene is beautiful and imposing: the fort is situated on the high coast, nearly a hundred feet above the level of the river. A long row of savages in their finest accoutrements, their faces smeared with different colors, 

covered the shore. baptize all their children. I spent two days among them. A large number of savages, having heard of my arrival at the fort, presented themselves to shake my hand out of respect, and to welcome me among them. They begged me at the same time with ardor to grant to all their grandchildren the same favor of baptism that I had granted to half-caste children. I readily complied with their wishes, seeing the great dangers in which these poor unfortunates found themselves. The number of baptisms rose to nearly two hundred. I learned later that cholera ravaged this large village of the Arickaras and that a large number of children succumbed, victims of this terrible scourge. What a consolation! they are in heaven. 

It was then that we bade farewell to the gentlemen of the fort to advance into the desert. 

Soon we passed the Mandan village, consisting of a few large mud-roofed huts. This once numerous nation is now reduced to a small number of families, who alone escaped smallpox in 1838. This village is situated eighteen hundred miles above the mouth of the Missouri and two hundred miles down Roche-Jaune. A few days later, we stopped at Fort Berthold, to unload goods there at the place where is the great village of the Minataries or People of the Willows, surnamed the Big Bellies of Missouri. Their huts are of the same construction as those of the Arickaras and Mandans. Four large forks, or rather four forked trees planted in the ground about twenty feet apart, form a square. These piles are surmounted by joists, which support other structural parts placed obliquely and leaving a large opening in the center, to receive the air and let the smoke escape; these rooms are intertwined with willows; the whole is covered with hay and earth, without however being grassed. An opening made on one side only is intended to receive the door, which consists of a suspended buffalo skin. In front of the gate is a kind of alley ten to fifteen feet long, surrounded by stakes and easy to defend in case of attack. In the middle of the lodge, under the upper opening which receives the light, a hole dug in the ground, about a foot deep, serves as a hearth. Around the lodge, beds are raised one, two, or three feet above the ground; the curtains are deer skins. The whole village is surrounded by a high and strong palisade of large squared trees. 

The Minataries nation grows corn, pumpkins, beans and potatoes. 

Other permanent villages on the Missouri are those of the Osages, Oniahas, Poncas, Pawnies, Arickaras, and Mandans. 

The Minitaries are of the same stock as the Ravens and speak much the same language. They say that the cause of the separation arose from a dispute between two chiefs who could not agree on the division of a buffalo, which both claimed to have killed while hunting. 

The grand chief of this last village, called Quatre-Ours, is the most polite and affable Indian I have met on the Missouri. He asked me to baptize his two little boys and several other members of his family; all the children of this tribe had been baptized by Reverend M. Belcour, an indefatigable and zealous missionary of the Apostolic Vicariate of Rivière-Rouge, which is under the jurisdiction of Monseigneur Provenchère. Mr. Belcour has visited these parts several times and has obtained much success among these savages, by disposing them in favor of our holy religion. There I learned the good news that in all probability a mission would soon be established there with one or two resident priests, under the orders of Monsignor Provenchere. 

This place is admirably well chosen, and the benefits of religion will spread easily from there among the neighboring nations, such as the Mandans, the Arickaras and the Assiniboins. These tribes showed great eagerness to hear the word of God and to be instructed in our holy religion, whenever a Catholic missionary visited them. In Europe, preachers and catechists must use a thousand means to attract listeners; here it is the faithful who call the priests to instruct themselves. They crave that soul food, that word of God that so many others despise! What account will these men of all ages, these young people especially for whom religious instruction abound in the churches, colleges, schools of Europe, have to render to their celestial benefactor one day! 

On the 14th of July, the steamer Saint-Ange arrived at Fort Union, the end of its journey. This post is located at the 48th degree of north latitude. I had then to make all my preparations and take all my precautions for my long journey by land. Meanwhile, I instructed and baptized twenty-nine half-breed infants who were at Forts Union and Fort William, only three miles apart; every day I offered the holy sacrifice of the mass and gave instruction to the people of the fort. 

Accept, etc., 

PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1853 - letter 3 - Trip to the Great Desert in 1851. - Table of Indian tribes and the Siouse nation.

	
M.... 

All the morning of July 31, the day on which the Church celebrates the feast of Saint Ignatius, founder of the Society of Jesus, was employed in making the necessary preparations for our excursion into the interior of the country. Mr. Culbertson, superintendent of the forts situated on the banks of the Missouri and Roche-Jaune rivers, is a distinguished man, of a gentle, benevolent and 
charitable character; if need be, he is courageous and intrepid. He always lavished on me testimonies of friendship and kindness, but especially during this last excursion. Placed at the head of our little company, he was able to favor my project. 

We were thirty-two in number; most of them were savage Assiniboins, Minataries, and Crows, who were to go to the great Indian council in the vicinity of Fort Laramée, by the same route we had chosen, and which was hardly less than eight hundred miles in length. Two chariots and two carts to transport our provisions and our baggage formed our entire convoy. These four vehicles were probably the first that ever crossed the desert. We do not see the slightest trace of a road traced between Fort Union and the Buttes-Rouges, which are on the road to Oregon, and which are at a distance of one hundred and sixty-one miles west of Fort Laramée. . 

After dinner, we crossed the river with our luggage. Following the course of one of the small tributaries of the Roche-Jaune river, we traveled about six miles. We had with us a skilled Métis hunter from the Blackfoot nation. Fortunately, he began by bringing us two big deer that he had killed. The mosquitoes attacked us from all sides and left us no rest. They had to be fought relentlessly, with branches, handkerchiefs and smoke. This last weapon is the most effective in dispelling these bloodthirsty bugs; but at the same time it is the hardest thing for travelers to bear. Night came and brought us a storm. Thunder rumbled above our heads and the clouds discharged a torrent of water. 

On August 1, at six o'clock in the morning, we set out again. We took all possible precautions to avoid encountering any enemy band. The savages who accompanied us kept their eyes fixed on the ground to see if they would not discover recent traces of their enemies. An extraordinary experience gives them an admirable tact to make them find clues that are imperceptible to others. The savages whom our companions had most to fear in the country we had to cross were the Blackfoot and the Sioux. After having breakfasted near the source of the Fox River, we crossed from morning until evening high and undulating plains, bounded by chains of hills which extend from the Yellow Rock River to the Missouri River. From time to time, one sees in the distance promontories which serve as guides to the traveller. At the end of the day, we fixed our camp near the base of the Têtons de la Roche-Jaune. These Têtons took their name from a group of high hills, situated in one of the delicious valleys which are in great number in these parts and which, surrounded by trees and shrubs of different species, form a pleasant contrast with the plains. stripped of wood that we had just crossed. There is a great abundance of wild fruits, such as plums, cherries, currants, rowanberries, buffalo berries, or shepherdia angelica. Among the plants and the roots we noticed the psoralea esculenta, or bread root; the white apple, with its lovely white, oval-shaped flower, which is nearly three inches in circumference, is found everywhere in the desert and deserves a place in a garden of the chosen plants; the savages set great store by it The wild onion and the sweet onion bear beautiful flowers;these plants would doubtless improve by cultivation;the roots of the water arrow, genus sagittaria, and those of the lily of the valley, genus convallaria , are also much sought after by the Indians, who give them the name of swan's potato. The pea and the ground bean are delicious and very nutritious roots, and are usually found in low and alluvial soils. form a considerable portion of the food of the savages during the winter, and they fetch them from places where mice and other small animals, especially the ground squirrels, have crowded them in. Mosquitoes tormented us much during the day 

. They especially disturbed our horses and our mules which were covered with them. As for us, we had taken our measures against their attacks, by wearing heavy gloves, despite the great heat, and by covering our heads with envelopes of coarse gauze in the form of bags. 

The distance between the Tetons and Fort Union is about thirty miles. We saw very few wild beasts; from time to time a gazelle or a roe-deer would wake up in its repose and take to flight at our approach. The tracks of all kinds of bears, especially the grizzly bear, are very common there. The grizzly bear is mainly found in wooded areas and along rivers and streams. We managed to kill three of them, not without great danger and effort. Our hunter brought us two very fat gazelles which were soon prepared and served at our supper. One of the savages killed a stinking cat (mephitis americana). The stench of this animal is unbearable to whites; the savages, on the contrary, seem to like it; its flesh is exquisite food for them. How true is the proverb: “de gustibus non est disputandum!” Everyone has their own tastes and whims. 


On August 2, we left early in the morning and found the breeze very pleasant. The country we passed through was full of interest. The valleys were covered with rich greenery and a profusion of flowers of various colors. Cotton groves, elms, ash trees, as well as groups of mountain ash and cherry trees, were visible along the rivers and streams which were then dry. We climbed step by step the coasts which separate the waters of the Missouri from those of the Roche-Jaune, like so many insurmountable barriers furrowed by deep ravines. We overcame these obstacles with great difficulty and finally reached the top of these heights. There presented itself to our eyes the most magnificent spectacle. Nature has accumulated there a wide variety of its most bizarre whims. On one side, we see a succession of beautiful meadows interspersed here and there, with groves of stunted trees and bushes, and terminating in verdant hills dotted with groups of cedars and pines; on the other, you can see deformed heaps of red and white clay and heaps of stones, which from a distance in their color resemble brickyards, although apparently thrown side by side without order; these stones add much interest to curious objects that come into view. 

The region which we traversed for several days affords us evident evidence that it had been very volcanic, even down to very recent times, for the surface was still covered with lava and slag. I counted as many as seventy hills in the shape of cones and twenty to one hundred and fifty feet high, grouped in a single plain and in a space of four to five miles; they had evidently passed through a fiery fordeal. Some of these hills had been formed, great hills which the earth, in its burning convulsions, seemed to have spewed out of its entrails. Several times, after having traveled a few miles on the heights, we suddenly found ourselves facing an almost perpendicular slope of rock and white clay, where we had to lower our cars by force of arms. We then entered a chain of valleys and fertile meadows watered by fountains and streams, embellished with cotton, elm, ash, cedar and pine. In other places the peaks of the coasts are remarkable for their beauty, and for rich, rolling plains abounding in verdure. 

On the fourth day of our trip, we saw thousands of buffaloes. All the space between the banks of the Missouri and those of Roche-Jaune was covered with it as far as the eye could see. Until then the mosquitoes had tormented us a great deal, whereas now they had entirely disappeared. We sought the cause of this phenomenon; the savages told us that the absence of our winged enemies was due to the presence of the prodigious number of buffaloes which grazed in the surrounding plains and which attracted these insects. We indeed saw these noble animals struggling by throwing, with their horns and their feet, earth on their bodies, or by rolling in the sand and the dust which rose in the air like clouds. The fate of these animals seems very painful. They are tormented day and night. For a whole week we heard their roar like the sound of thunder rumbling in the distance, or the waves of the sea breaking against the shore. It can be said that this is the country where buffaloes and wild beasts in general are found in greatest abundance. A good hunter could easily kill there, in one day, several cows, several stags, a big horn, or mountain sheep, a red-tailed deer and another with a black tail, a gazelle, hares and rabbits; he might shoot a grizzly bear once or twice and maybe encounter a cross or silver fox. To this list of animals we can add the beaver, the otter, the badger, the prairie dog, and several species of poultry, mainly pheasants and capercaillies. Our hunters, it is easy to imagine, were able to make their choice. Indeed, we feasted on what was most delicate and we left a large quantity of flesh in the plains to serve as food for vultures and wolves, whose howls and rejoicings were already resounding from all sides. 

An Assiniboin savage gave us remarkable proof of his skill in hunting; I cannot fail to mention it. Alone and on foot, he approached, downwind, a large herd of female buffaloes. As soon as he was close enough to them to make them hear the sound of his voice, he began to imitate the cry of a young calf. Immediately the cows ran to the place where the industrious hunter was hiding and he killed one. The alarmed herd retreated hastily and in great disorder. The hunter reloaded his rifle and repeated the cry. A second time the cows stopped and came back as if by magic; he killed another. This savage assured us that he could have killed more by using the same ruse. He thought we had enough with two cows and let the rest go. 

Travelers enjoy an excellent appetite in these high regions. I have been amazed more than once at the vast quantity of meat a man is able to consume in it without injury to his health; you would hardly believe it in Europe. One and even two buffalo tongues, a rib with a few other trifles are not considered a considerable portion for a single meal. 

On August 7, we crossed land interspersed with many gullies and dry creeks. The ground was lighter than the one we had just walked on; it was covered with different species of artemisia or wormwood, an infallible sign of a barren country. The appearance of all the ravines, all the banks, all the beds of the rivers and streams, and all the hillsides, proves that there are in this region numerous coal mines. The observations which I have made respecting the quality of the soil lead me to augur that these coal deposits extend to the numerous mines which are found on the lands watered by the Sascatshawin and Atabasca rivers of which I have already spoken in a few letters written in 1845 and 1846, after passing through these places. 

Obvious signs show the traveler that the immense plains which he crosses, and where he does not see a single shrub, have not always been devoid of wood. Trunks of petrified trees and entire trees often come into view. We are astonished, we admire; conjectures are made about the change that has taken place there. But what answer can we give to the question: Why are these lands not forested, as they doubtless were in earlier times? The steppes of Asia, the pampas of South America, and the western prairies of this hemisphere seem to possess a common and uniform character; generally speaking, there are no trees or shrubs. Some travelers attribute it to the action of the fire which has often passed through these places; others, to the change which the climate there has undergone, or to the natural sterility of the soil; finally, there are those who claim that some operation of nature has destroyed the forests which formerly existed there, and reduced these regions to the condition in which we see them today. I looked at different places; the great heaps of shells of the species testaceous and of the genus muscula which I have found a few feet from the summit of the highest coasts, and which were embedded in alluvial soils and mixed with sand and pebbles eaten away by the water , prove the great and astonishing changes that this elevated region has undergone. 

On the same day we crossed a vast coast which extends to the Buttes de la Tête de Owl. These mounds, in this ocean of meadows, serve to guide the warrior, the traveler and the hunter who see them at a distance of thirty miles. From the top of this hill, we contemplated with pleasure and astonishment what is called the country of the white lands, or clay plains of Roche-Jaune. From south to north they measure a space of thirty to forty miles. When one is placed on this height, the imagination believes to discover the ruins of ancient cities. One seems to see confused rows of broken columns, forts with their turrets and bastions, towers, domes, ruined walls, castles, buildings of all kinds. Some of these columns of hard clay, red and 
white in color, are from fifty to a hundred feet high. I would have gladly spent a day or two in carefully examining these volcanic productions. I suppose this soil resembles that of the country of the Terres-Blanches, situated near the Missouri, and where the river Terre-Blanche runs, and that it contains about the same interesting fossils. 

Similar terrains, which have ceased to be volcanic, are found around the upper sources of the Arkansas, Platte, and Grosse-Corne rivers, a tributary of the Roche-Jaune. Near the source of the Rivière-Puante, one of the tributaries of the Grosse-Corne and whose sulphur-impregnated waters probably have the same medical qualities as the famous fountains, named Blue Lick springs, in Kentucky, is the place called Colter's Inferno, named after a beaver hunter. This place is often agitated by subterranean convulsions. The sulphurous gases which escape in great abundance from the burning soil infect the atmosphere several miles away and render the ground so barren that even wormwood cannot grow there. Beaver hunters have assured me that the underground noises or explosions often heard there are appalling. However, I think that the most remarkable place in this respect, and perhaps the most marvelous in the northern hemisphere of this continent, is in the very center of the Rocky Mountains, between the 43rd and 45th degrees of latitude and the 109th and 111th degrees of longitude, that is to say, between the sources of the Madison river and Roche-Jaune. It extends to a distance of nearly a hundred miles. Bituminous, sulphurous and boiling water fountains are there in great number. The hot springs contain a great quantity of calcareous matter, and form more or less elevated slopes which perhaps resemble by their nature, if not by their extent, the famous fountains of Pemboukkalesi, in Asia Minor, which were so well described by Chandler. The earth is launched to a great height, and the influence of the elements causes it to assume the most varied and fantastic forms. Gases, vapours, smoke constantly escape through thousands of openings from the base to the summit of the volcanic coast; the sound sometimes resembles that of steam rushing out of the pipes of a boat. As in Colter's Inferno, very loud subterranean explosions are heard there. Hunters and savages speak of it with superstitious fear and regard this place as the abode of evil spirits, that is to say, as a hell. The savages seldom approach it without offering some sacrifice, or, at least, without presenting the pipe of peace to the turbulent spirits to make them propitious. The subterranean noise comes, they say, from the forging of instruments of war; each eruption of earth is in their eyes the result of a fight fought between evil spirits and becomes the monument of a new victory or calamity... Near the Gardiner river, which is a tributary of the Roche-Jaune and neighbors the region which I have just described, there is a whole mountain of sulphur. I have this report from Captain Bridger, who has traveled all these mountains in every direction and spent more than thirty years of his life there. 

From the Buttes du Hibou, where we encamped on August 7, to the sources of the Immel River, which is about thirty-six miles distant from it, we traveled on the heights. The surface was rough, cut by deep ravines, and very difficult to pass with our vehicles. At each step we encountered volcanic debris; for two days our route presented us to right and left with scorched hillsides, some of which were still covered with lava and scoriae, and which evidently were the craters from which volcanic matter had been hurled from all sides into the rocks. neighboring plains. 

At the end of the same day, we witnessed a beautiful phenomenon. The moon was surrounded by four circles: the first of a beautiful azure, the second of purple, the third white, and the fourth was dark or black. In the midst of these circles the moon shone with all its brilliance. The savages augured from these signs that a hostile band was in our neighborhood, and they spent the whole night watching, arms in hand. 

through a barren country, very rugged and dug by the rains. A species of salamander, commonly known as the horned frog, lizards and rattlesnakes abound here. Here is all that I have been able to learn from the savages about the remedies used to cure the bite of the last of these reptiles. The black root is regarded among the savages as a sovereign remedy against the bite of the rattlesnake, and Providence has made it very abundant, precisely in the places where these reptiles are found. This is indeed the place to say that the remedy is next to the evil. It is enough to chew it well and to apply it on the wound so that the swelling stops and disappears immediately. When a savage, his horse or his dog has been bitten by one of these serpents, the reptile is pursued, which dies almost immediately after having given its bite. They open his stomach, extract the blood he has swallowed, apply it to the wound; immediately the swelling ceases and the dangerous effects of the poison are destroyed. When the swellings are very considerable, the savages use the sharp bones and the teeth of the rattlesnake to prick and open the swollen skin, and by this means they dissipate and remove the inflammation. The snake known as the copper head has a poison so subtle, that its breath alone causes death to whoever breathes it. Its tongue is not forked like that of other snakes; it is triangular in shape. When the reptile is frightened, its head flattens, it forcefully throws out a large amount of yellow venom from its mouth and blows until it expires. 

On the 11th, we arrived early at the upper part of a beautiful, gently sloping plain. Having crossed it, we found ourselves at Fort Alexandre, situated on the bank of the Roche-Jaune, and at a short distance from the mouth of the little river Bouton de Rose. It is about two hundred miles from Fort Union to Fort Alexander. The winter, it is said, is very severe in these parts, and begins in November and does not end until April. 

Accept, etc. 

P.-J.DE SMET, SJ
 
﻿
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M.... 

After we had stopped at Fort Alexandre for six days, in order to give our animals time to rest from their fatigue, and to await the arrival of the bank of the Compagnie de Pelleteries, which carried several of our belongings, we crossed the Roche-Jaune river on the 17th of August, about two o'clock in the afternoon. We crossed a high and level plain for a stretch of five miles; it is of a light, sandy soil, and literally covered with "green toads," the vulgar name which travelers give to plants of the genus cactus, so remarkable for the size and beauty of their flowers and for their grotesque and varied forms. Rounds and ovals, the size of a hen's egg, abound there, and are surrounded by long spines, hard and thin like needles; touched by the feet of horses, they spring up and attach themselves to the legs and the belly of the animals, and make them furious and intractable. We soon arrived in the Valley of the Rose Buds; and, continuing our route until sunset, we encamped there on the banks of the little river which bears the same name, and near a beautiful pond where a new dam had been built by beavers. 

This section of the country often afforded us the opportunity of admiring the work and industry of these intelligent animals. They seem to be much more numerous here than in any other of the districts I have visited. Their preservation is attributed mainly to the continual incursions of the war parties, whether Sioux, Assiniboins, or Blackfoot, implacable enemies of the Crows, and which prevent the hunters and the Indians of the country from venturing into these parts. Today the price of beaver pelts is so low that this hunt is almost abandoned. Anciently the Crows had the highest reverence for beavers, because this nation believed that "Crows became beavers after life." This article of faith has caused more than one white hunter to lose their hair, for every Raven believes himself bound to protect, defend and avenge, even by death, his close relatives, in their second existence. In recent years, this article of faith has been removed from their religious code, certainly to the great detriment of beavers. These superstitions will only come to disappear, like so many others, when the Catholic faith sheds light on these countries, over which still reigns such thick darkness. 

For four days, and covering a distance of about a hundred miles, we ascended the valley to the sources of the Rosebud. Here again the soil is very light and sandy; yet it is covered with roses, wormwood and cacti, and interspersed with ravines that are difficult to cross with cars. The banks of the little river present here and there groves of cotton trees, interspersed with fruit trees, such as plum, cherry and corn trees, which are very abundant there. 

This river has its source in a chain of slopes and hills known in the country as the Petit-Loup mountains. They are generally of a very agreeable aspect and shape. The lack of water, and especially of fountain water, is strongly felt by travelers at this season of the year. There are a few stagnant water holes in the dry riverbeds; but often the taste is barely bearable. The herds of buffalo are less numerous there than in more northern lands, probably because of the war parties which prowl there incessantly. However, you can constantly see large herds of deer and many roe deer and sheep. We perceived recent traces of enemies, the carcasses of very dangerous animals killed, footprints in the sand, hidden encampments, badly extinguished smoke. We therefore redoubled our vigilance to avoid any perilous surprise. A fine chief's greatcoat, of scarlet cloth and laced, hanging from a branch of a tree, was seen from afar; the wind waved it like a waving flag. There was a race among our people to take it first; an Assiniboin having won the prize, the greatcoat was examined with great care. It was supposed to have been offered, only the day before, as a sacrifice to the sun by some pied-noir chief. The savages, in their war excursions, often make similar offerings, either to the sun or to the moon; they hope, in this way, to make them favorable and to obtain through them a great deal of hair and horses. The most precious objects they possess, and to which they attach the most value, are thus often sacrificed. The Mandans, especially the Arrikaras, and their neighbors go even further; they make deep incisions in the fleshy parts of the body, and cut themselves down to the phalanges of the fingers, before going to war, to obtain the same favors from their false divinities. During my last visit to the Riccaries, the Minataries and the Mandans, I could not notice a single man of a little advanced age whose body was not mutilated and who still had all his fingers. This proves the depth of their ignorance and the dreadful idolatry in which these unfortunate tribes are still plunged!! To this gloomy picture we can add, as I have already reported elsewhere, an unbridled love for play, which takes away even the hours destined for the most necessary rest; a laziness that yields only to the sting of hunger; a continual inclination to concealment, to gluttony, to everything that flatters sensuality. And yet, in the midst of this deep misery, they feel an indefinable need to invoke a power superior to man; they are attentive to everything that can reveal to them some means of bending it, and give them some knowledge of 
the Supreme Being. They love the missionary; they always listen to it with pleasure. In the various visits I have made to the savages of Upper Missouri, judging by the respect and friendship which in my quality of priest they have shown me on all occasions and under all circumstances, I I have the firm conviction that if a few zealous missionaries took care of them, they would soon become generous Christians, filled with zeal and ardor for the glory of the Lord and for his holy law. “They would know their Father who is in heaven, and Him whom he sent to earth;” they would become the faithful disciples of the Redeemer, who so ardently desires that all be saved, and who did not disdain to shed all his blood on the cross for the salvation of the world. 

On the 22nd of August, we left the Rosebud valley, and crossed the mountain range which separates it from the Langue river. The crest of this chain presents a series of sandstone rocks, in a multitude of varied and fantastic forms. The climb and the slope are steep and therefore difficult to pass with cars; it required the assistance of all arms to support the teams. For several days we had camped in the vicinity of a pond, or hole filled with filthy salt water. How pleasant was the contrast when we found ourselves on the banks of this beautiful river, clear as crystal! With what eagerness they quenched his burning thirst! The horses and mules seemed to rejoice, neighing and rearing impatiently; as soon as they felt the loosening of the bridles, they plunged into the river and drank in long draughts. When our entire caravan had quenched its thirst, we continued on our way. We crossed a rolling plain and a high promontory which from a distance seemed to sparkle with crystals; it received the name of diamond hillside. Great masses of mica cover them. For the first time since Fort Alexandre, we lunched near beautiful and abundant fountains, the most remarkable in the country. Having done about twenty-three miles that day, we encamped on the banks of the Tongue River. There we again had the opportunity to recall and coordinate memories of the terrain we had seen. Coal seems as abundant south of Roche-Jaune as north of this river; we notice it everywhere. The slopes of the coasts are fairly well wooded (up to the summits there are firs and pines of different species) throughout the extent of the Petit-Loup mountains. We leave these to go to the mountains of Grand-Loup, which we meet before arriving at the Côtes-Noires. These mountains form spurs of the Rocky Mountains; the principal peaks have an elevation which exceeds thirteen thousand feet. 

On the 23d we left the Langue River. For ten hours we walked up hill and down dale, following the course of one of these tributaries; we only made about twenty-five miles. The next day we crossed a range of high mountains to reach the Lower Piny Fork, a distance of twenty miles. We arrived unexpectedly on the shores of a beautiful little lake, about six miles in length, to which my traveling companions gave my name. Our hunters killed several ducks there. Leaving the lake, we again found a very high section, where red mounds and scoria, volcanic debris, are scattered over the whole surface which extends to the Upper Fork of the Pines, Upper Piny Fork, and where petrified tree trunks meet at every step. We encamped towards evening at the foot of a mountain after having traveled about twenty-five miles, and were fortunate enough to find a hole full of water there. We then proceeded towards the Sableuse River through rolling plains and mountainous hillsides, a distance of twenty-four miles. 

On August 27, we found ourselves on the banks of the Powder River, one of the principal tributaries of Roche-Jaune. To get there it was necessary to cross a miserable plain, very high, very sterile, covered with wormwood, filled with innumerable ravines difficult to cross with cars. Our carriers will no doubt remember it for a long time; for they often said that they would no longer be caught driving carts through such an abominable region. 

The valley of the Powder River in the vicinity of the Buttes aux Calebasses, which are in sight, is three or four miles wide. Although the soil is light, the greenery is nevertheless beautiful and the grass abundant for the horses. The part where I crossed the valley is well wooded, and I am told that everywhere on this river the wood is quite abundant, chiefly the cotton trees and a large number of fruit trees. This valley forms a beautiful contrast with the high plains of these parts, which are the very image of aridity and desolation, where one finds only weeds, heaps of stones and deep ravines. 

Here we met three young crow warriors; they had been looking for a Sioux camp, with the intention of stealing horses, but they had not succeeded. These Crows advised us to follow the valley of a small river which they pointed out to us, assuring us that by this direction we would not be long in arriving at Fort Laramée. I was surprised at their advice; the direction of the valley was southwest, while the fort was, in my opinion, southeast. We continued our way following the indication given by the Ravens. This part of our trip was certainly the hardest and most difficult. The place received the name of Valley and River of a thousand Miseries. Certainly this name was well chosen. Imagine a river with steep sides, winding through a narrow valley, and which we had to cross ten or twelve times in the space of three miles, with cars and carts, at great risk each time, to smash our vehicles there and kill our horses and mules. The soil there is very sterile; as we advanced, the water became rarer; on the fifth day we missed her completely. It was the same with the last. The night that came was a very severe ordeal: we had not, after such a long walk, a single drop of water to quench our devouring thirst. This night put the climax to the miseries of the valley. 
On September 1, after crossing three chains of hills, we gradually reached the crest of the Côtes-Noires. We had a handcart and a broken car, the parts held together only by ropes of rawhide. 

When we got to the top, we were lucky enough to discover a lake in the distance. We eagerly took that direction, for thirst was devouring us and we had serious fears for our beasts of burden, whose pace was beginning to slow down. To our great astonishment we soon realized that a great distance still separated us from Fort Laramée. Instead of seeing this fort, as the three Ravens had led us to hope, we found ourselves in sight of the Buttes-Rouges, at a distance of about twenty-five miles. This place is well known on the main road to Oregon: it is one hundred and sixty-one miles from Fort Laramée... At the top of the Côtes-Noires I left a small souvenir of my visit: on a very high and remarkable for its form, I carved a large and beautiful cross. Ah! may the scattered tribes of the desert soon know the great truths that the cross teaches us! May they soon emerge from the slavery in which error has held them for so many centuries! 

All the region that we crossed to the south of Roche-Jaune, with a few rare exceptions, offers little chance for civilization; the soil there is very light, wood is lacking, and water is scarce during a great part of the year. It is a country favorable only to hunters and nomadic tribes; all the animals of the deserts abound there; and for many years to come they will not be disturbed in their possessions. When all the places still vacant in the immense Indian territory, where the soil is fertile, are filled, then only the desert south of the Roche-Jaune will attract attention; only then will industrious and persevering labor succeed in rescuing a great extent of this region from its present sterility. 

In the vicinity and along the base of the Cotes-Noires and the Windward Mountains, there is a large expanse of fertile and arable land. The greenery is rich and abundant in all the valleys; these valleys penetrate the mountains like so many veins, where millions of domestic animals could be reared; the fountains and streams, so rare in the central section, between the Roche-Jaune river and the Cotes-Noires, abound in the interior and at the foot of these mountains; everywhere they present favorable places for the erection of mills. The climate there is said to be very salubrious, and the beautiful forests of cedars and pines abundantly suffice for all the necessities of the country. Iron and lead mines abound there. 

On September 2, we found ourselves on the high road to Oregon, where, like the waves of the sea, which follow one another, the caravans, composed of thousands of emigrants from all countries, passed during in recent years, to go to the rich gold mines of California, or else to take possession of new lands in the beautiful valleys and rich plains of Eutah and Oregon. These intrepid pioneers of civilization made the most beautiful, wide and perhaps the longest path in the universe, from the United States to the Pacific Ocean. At the edges of this broad road, there is an abundance of turf for the beasts of burden of the caravans which pass incessantly there, from the beginning of spring until the end of autumn. 

The savages who accompanied us, and who had never seen anything but the narrow hunting paths, by which they travel with their lodges from one place to another, were in awe on seeing this immense road, which looks like to an area constantly swept by the winds, and on which not a blade of grass grows, because of the continual passage. They conceived a great idea of the numerous nation of the whites, as they expressed themselves; they thought that they had all been there and that the void must have been created in the regions where the sun rises. They looked incredulous when I told them that in the lands of the white people they never noticed the departure of so many people. 

¹ The following passage was reproduced by Fr. De Smet in his letter to the Chevalier Stas, inserted in our first issue of Voyage au Grand-Désert. 

They called this road the Great White Way of Medicine. The Indians give the name of medicine to all that is extraordinary, incomprehensible, religious. All the abandoned camps on this route were visited and examined in detail. After collecting a quantity of objects which they showed me to know their use and meaning, they filled their haven bags with knives, spoons, forks, basins, coffee pots and other kitchen utensils. , axes, hammers, etc., etc.; they made themselves faience ornaments with pieces of cups, plates and platters, which bore some inscription or figure, to hang them around their ears and around their necks. How many details our Indians will have to give concerning the Great Route of Medicine of the whites, when, back in their villages, they will be seated in the midst of a circle of relatives and friends! 

But these relics collected by our Indians were not the only vestiges of the great multitude of emigrants who, to go in search of gold, had ventured across this vast plain with rare courage, fatigue and unprecedented difficulties. The bleached bones of domestic animals strewn profusely along the road, the mounds hastily erected over the tombs of a relative or friend who died on this long journey, and the tribute paid to his memory consisting of a coarse inscription carved on a bare piece of narrow plank or on a stone, other mounds, without any mark of affection and memory, furnished abundant and sad proofs that death, which spares no one, had considerably thinned their ranks . In consequence of these disasters, thousands of emigrants found themselves suddenly stopped, and saw the flattering expectation of riches and pleasures vanish. 

The numerous fragments of carriages, wagons and carts, the heaps of abandoned provisions, the tools of all kinds, and other objects which the emigrants had provided at a high price to cross the great desert, but which the most impatient, eager to get ahead of the others in the El Dorado of the west, had abandoned and thrown away, also testify to the bold carelessness with which they venture into this enterprise, so fatal to many. Arriving in the arid lands of Upper California in 1848, famine had reduced them first to eating their beasts of burden. Soon they had recourse to corpses; then the dying were not spared, and finally they devoured each other. which it reminded us of, offered a sad and salutary proof of the uncertainty which accompanies the highest prospects of man's life and of the disappointments which make him know his weakness. 

We followed the main road south of the Platte River, at the foot of the great Cotes-Noires. On this way we found ourselves sheltered from those obstacles which had so often put our cars and our animals in danger. After eight days of travel without the slightest accident, along the Platte, we arrived at Fort Laramée. The commandant informed us that the grand council was to take place at the mouth of the Chevaux River, a vast plain situated thirty-seven miles below and watered by the Platte. The next day I accepted the invitation which the respectable Colonel Campbell made me, taking my place in his carriage, and we arrived on the plain of the council, at sunset. Superintendent Colonel M. Mitchell received me with the warmest cordiality and friendliness; he insisted that I should be his guest during the whole time of the council. All the other people were equally considerate of me. 

In the immense plain already named there were about a thousand lodges (ten thousand savages) belonging to different tribes, namely: the Sioux, the Sheyenne and the Rapaho; with several deputations of Ravens, Serpents or Soshouies, Arrikaras, Assiniboins and Minataries. In my next letter, I propose to talk to you about the object of this council and about my relations with the Indians. 
Accept, etc. 

P.-J. DE SMET, SJ 

PS List of animals killed by our hunters from August 1 to September 9, 1851. 

4 deer, 11 gazelles, 37 cows (buffaloes), 22 bulls (buffaloes), 3 bears, 2 deer, 7 big horns or mountain sheep, 2 badgers, 2 mephitis americana (stinky beasts), 1 porcupine, 1 wolf, 17 hares and rabbits, 13 ducks, 18 capercaillie and 16 pheasants .
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During the eighteen days that the Great Council lasted, the union, the harmony, the friendship, which reigned among the ten thousand Indians assembled, were truly admirable and worthy of all praise. Their implacable hatreds, their hereditary enmities, their cruel and bloody wars, all the past seemed forgotten. They visited each other, they smoked the peace pipe together, they exchanged presents, numerous feasts, and all the lodges were open to all strangers. What is hardly practiced except in the most solemn, friendly and fraternal circumstances, there were also a large number of adoptions of children and brothers on both sides. Between the government agents, the Superintendent of Indian Territory, Colonel DD Mitchell, and Major Fitz-Patrick, the agreement was perfect; nothing was omitted to nourish and strengthen these seeds of peace and these good sentiments. The object of the meeting was a marked proof of the greatest benevolence on the part of the American government, as well as of the sincere desire to establish a lasting peace, among the hostile tribes, and to grant them compensation for the right of passage over their lands. by the whites, and for the wrongs and ravages that they had been able to suffer. 

At the opening of the Great Council, the superintendent gave the savages to understand that the object of the meeting was the acceptance by them of the treaty, such as it had been prepared in advance with the approval of the President of the United States. . The treaty was read, sentence by sentence, and explained distinctly to the different interpreters to give them the exact and proper meaning of each article. The preamble explains that it is a treaty between the agents appointed by the president on the one hand, and, on the other, by the principal or brave soldiers of the Indian nations who reside south of the Missouri, east of the Mountains -Rockies, and north of the boundary line of Texas and Mexico, namely: the Sioux, or Dacotahs, the Sheyenne, the Arapahos, the Ravens, the Assiniboins, the Minataries, the Mandans and the Arrikaras. Here is a summary of the main articles of this treatise. 

ART. 1st. The right recognized and granted to the United States, on the part of the Indians, to establish on their territory roads and military posts. - ART. 2. The solemn obligations established for the maintenance of peace, and to repair the damages and losses suffered by the whites, by the doing of the Indians. - ART. 3. Indemnity granted to the Indians, for the destruction caused in their hunts, their woods, their lawns, etc., by the travelers of the States who pass through their country. The fifty thousand piastres in present are granted to them for this reason. - ART. 4. During fifteen years, one will pay them each year fifty thousand piastres in objects and gifts which can be to them most necessary or useful... 

The treaty was signed by the agents of the States and by all the principal chiefs of the various nations. 

Another treaty, in favor of the half-breeds and whites residing in the country, was proposed, namely: "That an extent of country be assigned to their use for the formation of agricultural settlements and colonies, and that they obtain the assistance of the government in the execution of this project.” This would be the only means of bringing together and keeping together all these scattered families, which are becoming more and more numerous every year, and of establishing them in one or two colonies, with churches and schools for their instruction and well-being. be general. 

With few exceptions, all half-breeds were baptized and received as children of the Church. For twenty years they have desired and insistently requested Catholic priests, manifesting their willingness to do everything in their power to provide for the needs and support of their missionaries. If the ecclesiastical superiors do not provide for it in time, it is to be feared that the care of these new colonies will pass under the direction of men who will do their utmost to extinguish in the hearts of these brave and simple mongrels the seeds of faith. and the good desires they have always manifested in favor of our holy religion. Will they finally have priests? It is a question of the greatest importance to them, and on which depends the salvation of many thousands of souls. This question will soon be decided; it is already agitated, and unless Catholic missionaries are sent there, we repeat again, it is to be feared that hostile people will take possession of the land. 

The second Sunday of September, feast of the Exaltation of the Holy Cross, three days. after my arrival in the plain of the Grand Council, a few lodges of skins were arranged and adorned as a sanctuary. Under this improvised tent, I had the happiness of offering the most holy sacrifice of the mass, in the presence of all the gentlemen of the Council, of all the whites, of the half-breeds and of a large number of Indians. After the instruction, twenty-eight Métis children and five adults were regenerated in the holy waters of baptism, with all the ceremonies of the Church. 

The Canadians, the French and the half-breeds who live in the Indian territory show to all the priests who visit them a great kindness, a lot of attention and respect. It is truly distressing to meet them in the desert like so many lost sheep. I firmly believe that two good missionaries would have the greatest success among them. Soon beautiful Christian communities would rise in this desert; they would provide catechists; these would work in concert with the priests for the conversion of so many unfortunate tribes, who still wander abandoned today in their vast deserts, without hope and without consolation. 

During the fifteen days that I spent on the plain of the Grand Council, I paid frequent visits to the different tribes and bands of savages, accompanied by one or other of their interpreters. These helped me with extreme kindness to announce to them the holy law of the Lord. The Indians attended the instructions with eagerness and interest. Whenever I spoke of the vices which I knew to exist among them, they confessed their faults with an admirable simplicity and frankness, free from all human respect. In an instruction on the ten commandments of God, which I gave at the camp of the Ogallallas, a Siouse tribe, as I gave them the explanation of the sixth and seventh commandments: etc.; False testimony will tell, etc.,” a universal whisper and embarrassed laughter in many individuals broke out among the Indian audience. I inquired into the motive of what was happening, observing “that the word which I spoke to them was the law of God, imposed on all his children on earth, and not mine; that the word of God demanded all their attention and all their respect; that those who observe his commandments will have eternal life, while those who violate the holy law will have hell and its torments to share. The great chief rose immediately and answered me: “Father, we are listening; we have ignored the words of the Great Spirit and we all confess our ignorance. We are all great liars; we stole; we killed; we have done all that the words of the Great Spirit forbid us to do; but we did not know these beautiful words, and if you remain among us, to teach them to us; we would try to live better in the future.” 

They begged me to give them the explanation of the baptism, which several of them had witnessed when I baptized the mixed-race children. I complied with their request and gave them a long instruction on the benefits and obligations of this sacrament. All begged me to grant this same favor to their children. The next day the ceremony took place; two hundred and thirty-nine Ogallalla children (the first of their tribe) were regenerated in the holy waters of baptism, to the great joy and satisfaction of the whole nation. I had daily lectures on religion with the savages, sometimes in one, sometimes in the other band; they always listened to me with the greatest attention and the deepest respect, all expressing the same desire to have missionary priests in their midst. Among the Rapahos, I baptized three hundred and five little children; among the Sheyennes, the number of baptized children rose to two hundred and fifty-three, and among the Brûlés and the Osage Sioux, to two hundred and eighty; in the camp of the Barbouille Bear, there were fifty-six. The number of half-breeds that I baptized in the plain of the Grand Council and on the Platte is sixty-one. In the different forts of Missouri I baptized, during the months of June and July last; three hundred and ninety-two children. The total number of those who received baptism is fifteen hundred and eighty-six. A large number died a little later as a result of various diseases that ravaged the Indian camps. 

I witnessed for the first time a singular ceremony, to which the Sheyenne seem to attach as much importance as the Asiatic tribes attach to circumcision; it is “the children's ear cup. This custom appears to be general among all the tribes of Upper Missouri, and probably in other places; perhaps there is some variety in the form of the ceremony. Among the Sheyenne, the mother chooses the operator and puts the knife in his hands. She lays the child on prepared and carefully painted skin, which the Canadians call "par-fleche." » While one of the parents or friends holds the little child in a quiet position, the operator makes five incisions in the edge of each ear; these incisions are for later receiving and wearing ornaments. The mother then offers a horse to the operator and another gift to each of the assistants. 

In the same place roughly made for this occasion and composed of six lodges, which consisted of about twenty skins of female buffaloes, we witnessed another ceremony. The Soshonies or Serpents had hardly left the Rocky Mountains to go to the high council, when they were followed and attacked by a war party of Sheyennes who killed and took the hairs off two of their men. It was for the Sheyenne women to "pay or cover the bodies," satisfaction required by the Indians, before accepting the peace pipe and before smoking together. The chief chiefs and braves of the Sheyan nation and forty Soshonian warriors had assembled on this occasion. First several speeches were made on both sides, as preliminaries of peace... Then a feast was served in which all took part; it consisted simply of mashed and well-boiled corn. The dogs were here spared, for the Soshonies seem to be an exception to the general rule among savages, that is, they never eat dog flesh. After the feast, the Sheyenne brought suitable presents, consisting of tobacco, blankets, knives, pieces of red and blue cloth, and placed them in the middle of the circle. The two hairs were exposed and presented to the brothers of the two unfortunate victims, who were seated at the head of the circle between the two chiefs of the nation. He was assured that the ceremonies of the great hair dance had not taken place. This ceremony, which is an essential condition or sine quâ non, consists of dances and songs. In these songs honorable mention is made of all the exploits of the warriors. The ceremony is repeated every day and often lasts for several weeks. Women, old and young, as well as children, have the right to attend. It is the women who are most distinguished by their noise and their movements. 

The brother of the slain Indians looked grim and sad. By accepting the hair, he showed deep emotion. However, he embraced the murderers; he received their presents and distributed them, in large part, to his companions. Signs of friendship and peace followed; they consisted mainly of gifts and reciprocal adoptions of children. The orators employed all their eloquence to strengthen the harmony which seemed to reign in the assembly, and to render lasting peace between the two tribes. The following night the Sheyenne went to the lodges of the Soshonies, who were encamped beside my little tent; their songs and their dances continued until daybreak and prevented me from closing my eyes. These are very innocent games among savages; I never even noticed the slightest sign that could alarm modesty. During my insomnia, I felt fired with zeal to think of the good that the missionaries could do in these parts where the dispositions are so good. If the priests of Europe knew it! They would rush here to rejoice our mother the Holy Church by giving her thousands of new children. 

I had often occasion, and especially in this assembly, to remark the skill and the facility with which the savages communicate their ideas by gestures and by really expressive actions. Sign language is universally in vogue among the tribes of Upper Missouri, and appears to be as perfect and as well understood among them as is that of the deaf and dumb among us. By means of these gestures an Indian can recount the principal events of his life; it is fully understood. This mute language can be called “a language of precaution and defense; for, when they meet in the desert during their excursions, they make signs to each other at a great distance before approaching; they immediately know who they are dealing with and what it is about. Other means of communicating their thought are even more remarkable: the coarse figures which one sees on the skins of buffaloes are hieroglyphs as easily understood by an intelligent Indian as the written words are by us, and very often contain a story of some great event. It's not that lyrics are lacking in their languages, which are expressive enough. 

I attended the high council from beginning to end. As I have already said, ten thousand Indians, belonging to different tribes, many of whom had always been at war, were gathered together on the same plain. During the twenty-three days of the meeting there was nothing wrong with good order; on the contrary, everything there was peaceful and tranquil; that is saying a lot in favor of the savages. It seemed that they were all one and the same nation. Polite and benevolent towards each other, they passed their leisure hours in visits, feasts and dances; spoke of their once interminable wars and divisions as past affairs that absolutely had to be forgotten or "buried," as they put it. There was not the least remark which could displease in all these conversations; never had the calumet passed so peacefully through so many different hands. To make known the full importance of this act, I must point out that smoking the pipe together is equivalent to a pact confirmed by oath, which no one could violate without dishonoring himself in the eyes of the whole tribe. It was a truly touching sight to see the calumet, the emblem of Indian peace, raised to heaven by the hand of a savage who presented it to the Master of life, implored his pity for all his children on earth. and begged him to deign to strengthen in them the good intentions which they had conceived. 

Despite the great scarcity of provisions, which made itself felt in the camp before the arrival of the wagons, the feasts were numerous and well attended. Perhaps no era in Indian annals presents a greater slaughter of the canine race. The flesh of the dog among the savages is of all the dishes the most honorable and the most distinguished, especially in the absence of the meat of buffalo or other animals; it was also in this circumstance like a last resource. We therefore understand this carnage. I was invited to several of these feasts; one great chief in particular wanted to give me a special mark of his benevolence and respect towards me. He had had his big boiler filled with little fat dogs, skins and all. He offered me, in a wooden dish, the fattest, well boiled. I found the flesh of the little dog really delicate, and I believe I can affirm that it is preferable to that of the little pig, of which it has a taste. 

The savages regaled me several times with a dish highly esteemed among them; it consists of plums dried in the sun, and then prepared with leftover meat in the form of a stew. I admit that I found it quite good. But here's what I was told later about how it's made. When a wild woman wants to preserve plums, which are very abundant in the country, she picks up a large quantity and invites all her neighbors to come and spend a pleasant afternoon with her. All their occupation then consists in chatting and sucking the pits of the plums. They only keep the skins of the fruits, which they dry and reserve carefully for some great occasion. 

The carts containing the government presents for the Indians arrived on the 20th of September. The happy arrival of this convoy was a source of joy for all. Many were in complete destitution; there was a dearth approaching famine. The next day the carts were unloaded and the presents properly arranged. The flag of the United States was unfurled on a high pole in front of the superintendent's tent; a cannon shot announced to all the savages that the distribution of presents was about to take place. Immediately men, women, and children came rushing from the different camps, pell-mell, in full dress, smeared with colors and decorated with all the trinkets they possessed. They took their respective places, marked for each band, forming an immense circle, which enclosed several acres of land, around the goods. The sight of such a meeting would have been a very interesting subject for the pencil of a Hogarth or a Cruikshank. 

The great chiefs of the different nations were served first, and they began first by dressing them. You can easily imagine the singular appearances they took in presenting themselves before the public, and the admiration they aroused among their savage companions, who seemed to be unable to tire of contemplating them. The great chiefs were therefore for the first time in their lives cheeky; they were given a general's costume, with a fine gilt saber dangling at the side; their long hair covered their uniform, and the whole thing was heightened by the burlesque solemnity of their smeared faces. 

Superintendent Mitchell made them his agents in the distribution of presents to the bands. They made all the arrangements with the utmost benevolence and justice; the whole conduct of this vast multitude was respectful and tranquil. Not the slightest hint of impatience or jealousy was observed during the distribution; each seemed indifferent until he received his share. So happy, satisfied but still peaceful, they left the plain with their lodges and their families... They had received the good news that the buffaloes were numerous on the South Fork of the Platte, three days' walk away, and they hastened to the place, determined to demand full satisfaction from the buffaloes for the hunger they had endured on the plain of the Great Council. However, this assembly will be an epoch among them, and will always be, I hope, dear to their memory. It ends on September 23. 

I am quite convinced that the successful result of this advice must be attributed, in large measure, to the prudent measures adopted by the commissioners, and more particularly still to their conciliatory manner in all their intercourse and in all their dealings with the Indians. The council will no doubt produce the result which the government has a right to expect from it; it will be the beginning of a new era for the savages, an era of peace. In the future, peaceful citizens will cross the desert quietly and without being vexed; in future the Indians will have little to fear from the bad whites: justice will be done to them. 

Accept, etc. 

P.-J. DE SMET, SJ ,
 

	
 

	1853 - letter 6 - Trip to the Great Desert in 1851. - Table of Indian tribes and the Siouse nation.

	
M.... 

On September 23, fairly late in the afternoon, I bade farewell to the Creoles, the Canadians and the Métis. I exhorted them to regulate their conduct well, to pray well and to hope that the Lord would soon send them spiritual help, for their temporal and eternal happiness and for that of their children. I shook hands, for the last time, with all the great chiefs, and with a great number of savages then present, and addressed to them a few encouraging words for their future good conduct, promising to plead their case before "the great chiefs." Black Robes,” to whom I would make known their desires, their good intentions, and the feelings they had expressed to me; while they on their side would implore, each day, "the Master of life," in all the sincerity of their heart, to send them zealous priests, who would teach them to know well the way of salvation, that Jesus Christ , his only son, came to trace to all his children on earth. 

I then proceeded towards the place called "Les Fontaines," at a distance of fourteen miles, in the vicinity of the trading-house at Robidoux, which Colonel Mitchell had named the "Rendez-vous," for all those who proposed to go immediately to the States... 

On the 24th, before sunrise, we left in good and great company. I visited two trading houses in passing, to baptize five mixed-race children. In the course of the day we passed the famous rock called the Chimney, so often described by travellers. I had already seen it in 1840 and 1841, in my first two trips to the Rocky Mountains, and I spoke of it in my letters. I find that the Chimney has decreased a lot since in height. 

We took a last look at the singular productions of nature, the Old Castle and the Tower, which are in the vicinity of the Chimney, and which resemble the ruins of ancient seigneurial houses, covering several acres of land. , and presenting a very elevated and broken surface in the midst of a level plain. 

Arrived on the Platte, at the place called "Ash Hollow Ravine," we proceeded towards the South Fork, at the distance of fifteen miles, through a beautiful undulating road, over very high ground. . Here we met Prince P......, accompanied only by a Prussian officer. They intended to go for a visit and a hunt in the mountains of the Windward River. We exchanged our little news, and we received with pleasure the interesting information that the prince gave us. His Excellency must have real courage, especially at his age, to make such a long journey, in such a desert, with only one man for everything, and in a wretched little open chariot, which carried the prince, the officer, all their baggage and provisions. I was told later that the prince's design was to go and select a suitable place along the Windward Mountains, suitable for agriculture, for a large German colony. We live in a century where wonders multiply; one could not say what can take place at a short time in the matter of colonization, when one has witnessed the success of the Mormons who, in less than five years, have changed the face of a dreadful desert and live there in great abundance. However, I dare to advance that if really, what I find hard to believe, the prince has formed the project that is supposed to be his, I pity with all my heart those who will embark first on this expedition. The enemies they will have to fight are still too powerful: the Ravens, the Blackfeet, the Sioux, the Sheyans, the Arapahos and the Serpents are the most formidable and warlike tribes of the desert. A colony which should establish itself in such a neighborhood and against the wishes of these tribes, would find the greatest obstacles to overcome and the greatest dangers to run. The influence of religion alone could prepare these parts for such a transformation. Colonizer promises and threats, guns and swords will never do what the word of peace from a Black Robe, the sight of the civilizing sign of the cross can do. 

From the traverse of the South Forks to the junction of the Great Forks, the distance is reckoned seventy-five miles, and thence to Fort Kearny one hundred and five miles. Timber is very scarce on the banks of the Platte or Nebraska rivers. From the junction of the two forks to its mouth, the valley is six or eight miles wide, while the bed of the river itself is about two miles wide. In the spring, when the snow melts, when this river fills up, it presents a magnificent water surface with a large number of islands and islets, covered with greenery, bordered by cotton trees and willows. During the autumn, on the contrary, it is very uninteresting and loses all its beauty. Its waters then flow through a large number of almost unnoticed passages or channels, between the sandbanks which cover the bed of the river in all its width and extent. 

When there is a shortage of wood, which often happens in Nebraska, buffalo dung is used to prepare meals, and when it is dry it burns like peat. 

The soil of this valley is generally rich and deep, mixed however with sand in several places; one finds there a great variety of lawns, which, together with the plants covered with magnificent flowers, present a vast field to the amateur of botany. As you move away from the valley, you notice a very sensible change in the products of the soil: instead of a robust and vigorous vegetation, you find the plains covered with a short and curly turf, very nourishing, however, and sought after by the innumerable herds of buffaloes and other animals which graze there. 

On the 3rd of October we arrived at Fort Kearny, where Superintendent Mitchell had a conference with a deputation of chiefs and warriors of the Pawnie tribe, twenty in number. They expressed their regret that, not having attended the great council, they found themselves consequently excluded from the advantages which the treaty was to procure for the other tribes, and had had no part in the presents sent by the government. They did, however, make solemn promises to adhere to the spirit of the treaty and to carry out the orders of their "grand Father the President," who desires them to live in peace with their neighbors, and commands the cessation of all depredation. exercised against travelers from the United States passing through its territory. These chiefs and warriors received politely and in the manner of the savages the different deputations which accompanied us on our way to Washington, that is to say, the Sioux, the Sheyenne and the Rapaho, until then their mortal enemies, and the regaled with feasts, dances and songs. “My heart leaps with joy and laughs,” cried the leader of the Pawnie Wolves, “as I find myself in the presence of those whom from my boyhood I have been taught' to regard as my mortal enemies. Sheyennes, it is I and my warriors who have made so many incursions into your lands, to steal horses and to remove hair. Yes, my heart leaps with joy, for it has never dreamed of seeing you face to face, and of touching your hand as a friend. You see me poor, I don't even have a horse to ride. Well! I'll walk happily the rest of my life, if the puzzle can be buried here and there. He offered the pipe to all the deputies and several accepted it. A young Sheyenne chief, called “he who rides the cloud, refused to touch him and replied to the Pawnie: “It is not you or your people who have invited me to your lands. My father, he added, pointing to the superintendent, asked me to follow him, and I am; I do not accept your pipe of peace, for fear of deceiving you. Perhaps, as I speak to you, our brave warriors are seeking your nation's lodges. No, I don't want to deceive you, and know that there is no peace between us yet. I speak here without fear and clearly, I stand under the flag of my father. The 

Sheyenne's allusions did not seem to diminish the good harmony that seemed to exist; the dances, songs, speeches and feasts continued well into the night. Here are the names of the wild deputies. The Sheyenne deputies are: the White Gazelle, or Voki vokammast; the Red Skin, or Obalawska; the Man who climbs the clouds, or Voive atoish. The Rapaho deputies are: the Eagle's Head, or Nehunutah; the Tempest, or Nocobotha; Friday, or Vash. Of the nation of the Sioux; the Unicorn, or Haboutzelze; the Little Chief, or Kaive or nève; the Scaled Man, or Pouaskawit cah cah; the Doe on her guard, or Chakahakeechtak; the Goose, or Mawgah: the latter belongs to the Blackfoot Sioux band. The two Ottos with their wives, who joined us later, are: the Cerf-Noir; or Wah-rush-a-menec, with his wife the Eagle Feather, or Mookapec; the Black Bear, or Wah-sho-chegorah, with his wife the Singing Bird, or Hou ohpec. 

At Fort Kearny we separated from Colonel Mitchell and his retinue, who took the road to Table River. I joined Major Fitzpatrick and the deputies, and we took the southern route, which crosses Indian territory. 

The tract of country which lies between the borders of Missouri and the great Blue River, for the space of about two hundred miles, presents a great uniformity in all its chief characteristic features. This country offers, in general, beautiful undulating meadows, a very clayey soil, rich in deposits of vegetable matter. It is watered by innumerable rivers and streams, tributaries of the Kanzas, Nebraska, Arkansas, Missouri and Osage rivers. All these rivers, with a few rare exceptions, are well wooded; there are forests of oaks and walnuts of different species, maples, cotton trees, and a variety of trees found in the forests to the east. The coasts and hillsides, in several places, abound in beautiful fountains surrounded by superb groves arranged with as much order and taste as if they had been planted by the hand of man, while greenery and turf lush enamelled with fragrant flowers take the place of brushwood. 

The meadows, surrounded on all sides by forests which cover the streams of water, present to the view an ocean of verdure strewn with flowers, which one sees agitated by the winds and which perfume the air with varied odors. The water currents are clear; they flow over rocky beds between high banks and abound in fish. The Kanzas valley is wide, with brown, vegetal and deep soil; the same can be said of the valleys of the other rivers in this territory, which are all suitable for agriculture. The whole country presented the double advantage of being suitable for agricultural work and of containing an abundance of pastures, where millions of animals could be bred at little expense. 

Major Fitzpatrick had preferred the southern route, to give our friends the Indian deputies an opportunity to witness for themselves the progress which nations can make in agriculture and in the mechanical arts. He wanted thus to show them those labors and those fruits which gradually lead to happiness and ease, and to make them feel in a practical way that by adopting habits of industry, man need not prowl. and to travel in all places, often with uncertainty and in the greatest scarcity of provisions; but that he can easily create an abundance around himself, by persevering and well-regulated industry. 

We arrived at Sainte-Marie, among the Potowatomies, on the 11th of October. Monsignor Miége and all the other Fathers of the mission received us there with great cordiality and extreme benevolence. 

A quantity of vegetables and fruits, such as potatoes, carrots, turnips, pumpkins, parsnips, melons, apples and peaches, were placed before the Indians; they did it great honor. The thing had been concerted to give them the taste of work by the taste of vegetables. Also, one of the principal deputies, the Eagle's Head, said to me: “Today, Father, we understand your words. You told us in the camp that the buffaloes would disappear, after a few years, from our territory; that we had to take measures in time against scarcity; that then from the bosom of the earth we could wrest sustenance and abundance for all our children. When you spoke to us, our ears were still closed; today they are open, because we have eaten the products of the earth... We see here a happy people, well nourished and well dressed. We hope that the grandfather (the bishop) will also have mercy on us and our children. We will be happy to have black robes among us, and we will gladly listen to their word. The following day was a Sunday, and all attended high mass. The church was well filled; the choir, composed of mestizos and Indians, sang admirably the Gloria, the Credo, and several hymns. Reverend Father Gailland gave a sermon in the Potowatomy language which lasted three-quarters of an hour. The number of communicants was great. All this, together with the attention, the modesty and the devotion of all the listeners, some of whom had prayer books, and others rosaries, made a deep and, I hope, a lasting impression on the minds of our plains savages. For several days they never stopped talking about it and asking me about the doctrine that should make them happy and lead them to heaven. We found the mission in a very flourishing condition. Both schools are very popular; the ladies of the Sacred Heart have known how to win the affection of the girls and women of the nation, and work there with the greatest success. The Potowatomies nearer and nearer their abodes to the church and to “their good fathers; they resolutely began to cultivate and raise domestic animals. Every Sunday, the Fathers have the sweet consolation of contemplating a beautiful assembly of Indians gathered in the wooden cathedral, and of seeing there eighty to one hundred and twenty persons approaching the holy table piously. We spent two days visiting the mission; the savages left the establishment with hearts filled with joy and consolation and expecting to find a similar happiness one day in their own tribes. Ah! May this expectation finally come true! 

The weather was beautiful; in three days we went to Westport and Kanras, on the Missouri. 

On the 16th of October, we took our places on board the steamer Clara. Our Indian deputies had never seen a white village or settlement; apart from what they had seen at Fort Laramée and Fort Kearny, they knew nothing of house building. They were therefore filled with admiration, and when they first saw a steamer, their astonishment was heightened, though mingled with a certain fear when they went on board. A considerable time elapsed before they could accustom themselves to the noise and confusion which the hissing and escaping of steam, and the sounds of the bell, etc., occasioned. They called the boat "the fireboat" and rejoiced at the sight of another boat coming up the river with a "papoos," or small child, "skiff tied behind the helm." Since their apprehensions of danger had disappeared, their curiosity increased; they took the greatest interest in everything they saw for the first time. They had on their full suits and remained seated on the deck; as they approached each town and each village, they greeted them with cries of joy and songs. 

On October 22, we arrived at the port of Saint-Louis. 

A few days later, all the members of the Indian deputation were invited to a feast at our university. They rejoiced at the reception and above all at the encouraging words of the Reverend Father Provincial, as well as the hope he gave them of having black robes among them, a hope which would perhaps be realized before long. 

I enclose with this letter a view in the form of a table of the nation of the Sioux, &c., on the Upper Missouri, and the localities which they now occupy; it is made according to the best information that I could collect and that I drew mainly from the journal of Mr. Thaddée Culbertson, published in Washington. 

Please believe me with the deepest respect. I recommend all the poor savages to your good prayers. 

Accept, etc. 

P.-J. DE SMET, SJ 


PS - The word medicine is frequently found in the letters written on the religious ideas, practices and customs of all the savages of North America. It is necessary to make known the meaning that the savages themselves give to this word. 

The term Wah-Kon is used by the Indians to express anything they cannot understand, whether supernatural, natural, or mechanical. A watch, for example, an organ, a steamer, any other piece of machinery, the movements or construction of which are beyond the reach of their mind, are called Wah-Kon. God is called Wah-Kon-Tonga, or the Great Incomprehensible. The word tonga in Sioux means big or wide. 

The exact translation of this word is incomprehensible, inexplicable. It has been mistranslated by the whites who still render it as medicine; thus, for example, the word Wah-Kon-Tanga, or God, has been rendered by great medicine. 

Since then, the word medicine has been so universally applied to the different religious and superstitious ceremonies of the Indians, that all travelers use it in their writings on the natives of this country. 

However, the word medicine, applied to the religious and superstitious ceremonies of the Indians, has no relation to the treatment of bodily diseases. But this word having been universally adopted, I must use it in my dealings with the Indians. , etc.; as also bag of medicine, or bag which contains idols, charms, superstitious objects. 

My intention in giving this little note is to make the distinction between the word medicine used in the sense of medicine, and the same word, applied to charms, to religious invocations, to ceremonies.
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	Table of various Indian tribes in upper Missouri
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	Chart of the Siouse Nation in Upper Missouri.
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	Chart of the Siouse Nation in Upper Missouri.
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	1854 - letter 7 - Miscellaneous details about the mission.

	
AMERICA. LETTER FROM P. DESMET, of the Company of Jesus, Belgian missionary in Oregon and the Rocky Mountains, to a Father of the College Saint-Michel, in Brussels. 

St. Joseph's College, Bardstown. Kentucky, June 17, 1854. 
My Reverend Father, 

I have been very busy since my return to America, and having nothing very urgent to communicate to you, I have delayed writing to you until now. 

The beautiful statue of the Blessed Virgin, due to the chisel of M. Geerts, was in great danger of perishing on the journey from New York to New Orleans; but she arrived at Saint-Louis early enough to be placed on the altar intended for her on the first day of May. Everyone admires it, and I think I can assure you that it is the most beautiful statue of the Blessed Virgin that we have in the United States. 

The month of May was celebrated this year with extraordinary fervor in our churches in St. Louis and Cincinnati. Every day these temples were filled with people. There have been a large number of conversions. 

You will probably have learned that one of our cases, containing five chalices, three of which are very fine, as well as two fine monstrances, had been lost in the sinking of the Humboldt. Tell Father N... that the good Saint Anthony made us find him. After imploring his help, we wrote to New York to get information. Soon afterwards we learned that the crate had been saved from the shipwreck and found at customs. A few days later she arrived at the University of Saint-Louis. 

All the young Belgian and Dutch novices who accompanied me are doing well. They seem very content and very happy in their vocation. We hope that several candidates from both countries will be sent to us during the course of this year. A century from now, America will find itself in the greatest need of apostolic men. Emigration, far from diminishing, increases day by day; the number of emigrants arriving in the port of New York, from January 1, 1854, until the 1st of this month of June, exceeds 100,000; three quarters are Catholic. Although there is an increase in priests from year to year, the disproportion which there is always between the number of these ministers of religion and that of the Catholics who arrive, becomes greater and greater. The abandonment in which many European Catholics find themselves in this country is very fatal: they gradually lose their faith; which brings us many sighs and tears. Undoubtedly, a great good is done by zealous and pious priests: wherever they go and establish themselves, one sees the fervor of the Catholics returning and being revived, beautiful and fervent congregations being established all around the residence of the missionaries, and many Protestants and indifferent converts to our holy religion. But unfortunately! in places where these good priests are lacking (and this void is very vast; it is immense!) the defections are distressing: they can be counted in the thousands; what did I say? yes, without exaggerating, one can count millions of defections from the faith among the poor Catholics who have emigrated from Europe for half a century. The great abandon in which they find themselves in this country, joined to the license and indifferentism in matters of religion which reigns there, makes them lose the faith of their fathers. In Europe we are not, I fear, sufficiently aware of this great misfortune of compatriots and brothers in Jesus Christ who emigrate. But as this torrent is difficult to stop in the times in which we live, does not America have a kind of right to a just retribution from Europe, and to ask for priests filled with the spirit of their state and their vocation, in order to maintain European Catholics in the faith? Imagine fifteen hundred priests only for a country as vast as Europe and which contains 25,000,000 inhabitants, of whom 3 to 4,000,000 are Catholics! It is assumed, and with great probability, that before the end of this century the United States will have 100,000,000 souls. Dear Father, if the occasion arises, speak out and intercede on behalf of America, which is in the greatest need of fervent and zealous priests and religious. 

The anti-Catholic spirit continues to manifest itself more and more in the United States. The German and Swiss radicals, the red-refugees of France, Italy and Hungary, the atheists and infidels of all shades, the Scottish and English sectarians joined by those of America, all these elements diverse and destructive are coming together and want to band together under the same banner to stop the progress of our holy religion in the United States. 

A mob of several thousand madmen has just knocked down and shattered a church cross in Boston, amid wild applause and shouts from the crowd. Efforts are being made to arouse the masses in other large localities. Yesterday was in Boston; today it is in New York; it is also in Browklyn, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Buffalo, Cincinnati, Pittsburgh and elsewhere that the demonstrations take place and that the cries of extermination against the Catholic Church are heard. While awaiting the result of all the attempts of our enemies, we are quiet and we pray; the Church, as in all persecutions, will emerge glorious from the struggle. There will perhaps be martyrs; churches, convents, colleges will be pillaged, ransacked and burned; but when the law which promises freedom of conscience to all the citizens of the republic is in danger, all Catholics will rise up to defend it and to maintain it. 

Please tell Father Terwecoren, that I hope soon to be able to send him the itinerary of all my travels, which he asked me for publication. I work on it in my spare time. To the general itinerary I will add the narration of our last voyage from Belgium to Saint-Louis, especially the sinking of the Humboldt. The Précis Historiques are very popular in America. Please send me twelve copies of the entire Collection. 
......... 
Accept, etc. 

PJ Desmet, SJ

 

	
 

	1854 - letter 8 - Letter from the Assiniboin Grand Chief Bear.

	
America. - We have received from Fr. De Smet the following letter: 

College of St. Francis Xavier, Cincinnati, July 16, 1854. 

My reverend and very dear Father, 

I received your good letter of June 5 last. The portraits you mention remained in Saint-Louis; I will receive them later. The RNP. will, no doubt, have already received my letter of the 11th of the same month, and will have told you that I intended to send you the abridged itinerary of all my travels and all my missions among the Indians of the Great American Desert. I send it to you today. It was written hastily on the little notes I kept of all my journeys, but with all the exactness that I could put there as to distances and localities. According to the desire that you manifested to me, I add a copy of my letter to my brothers; an account of my last trip from Ghent to Saint-Louis; including our shipwreck on the Humboldt and all the little incidents of this long and dangerous journey. 

Vocations are, alas! still very rare; he us; European priests are needed to go to the aid of the unfortunate Indians, who for the most part live without guides and without pastors, and are always in the desire and expectation of obtaining them. - For this purpose I receive every year very pressing letters and invitations from the chiefs of the Indian tribes who inhabit Upper Missouri and the Rocky Mountains. Here is the faithful translation of a letter I received from the Grand Chief of the Assiniboine Nation. They inhabit the plains of Roche-Jaune and Missouri; the chief is called the Bear. He was part of the band of chiefs who accompanied me in 1851 to the great Indian council, held at the mouth of the Rivière-aux-Chevaux, in the valley of the Fourche-du-Nord de la Platte (1). He thus begins his letter 

"To the medicine man of the Whites. (This is the title they give to the priest.) 

"Robe-Black, our Father and Friend, 

"I had the pleasure of meeting you at Fort Union, in the summer of 1851; but I did not know then; in large part, the reasons for your visit among us; and, consequently, I could not open my heart to you and explain all my thoughts to you. At Fort Union you spoke to us; you have spoken to us of the Great Spirit and of his beautiful law; you have expressed your wishes to us; that is to say, to come and work to improve the sad condition in which our poor and unhappy tribes find themselves. If I am not mistaken, you then gave us the hope that perhaps, after two or three winters, some Black-Robes would come and settle among us, to show us how to live well and bring up our children well. Later we traveled together from Fort Union to the Platte. During this trip, and since my return to the Fort, I learned a lot and I heard about the beautiful word of the Great Spirit that you came to announce to us. Today I am convinced that the adoption of this word would change our unfortunate fate and make us happy. At the Grand Council, our grandfather (Colonel Michel, superintendent of Indian countries) told me that a few Black-Robes, if such were my wishes, would settle among us in the course of five years. Robe-Noire, five years is a long time to wait! In this long space, I and several of my children could have entered your region of souls. So take pity on us. The Black-Robes should not take so long to come. I'm getting old; before I die, I would like to see the good work begin, and then I will die happy. My country is quiet today and we are at peace with all the nations around us. Our old enemies, the Pieds-Noirs, are the only ones who inspire us with any fear; but we will know how to protect you. All my people are calling out loud to the Black-Robes and inviting them to come without delay. I still hope that we will not be deceived in our expectation. We know that the Blackrobes are devoted to the happiness and well-being of the savages. If, to hasten the project, pecuniary means were necessary, I would willingly employ part of the annuities of my nation to provide for it. 

“I realize that the buffaloes are decreasing every year. What will become of us without help? If our children are not educated in time, they will disappear with the game. I have heard the news that the Long Knives (Americans) have bought the lands from the Chippeways, Sioux and Winnebagoes up to Red River, and from the Pawnees, Omahis and Ottos on the Missouri. White is therefore approaching from the north and east; this is one more reason to hasten the arrival of the Black-Robes among us. I hope these words will reach you, that you will listen to them, that you will think of us and our unfortunate situation. Do this, Robe-Noire. at your friend's request. 
"The Bear, Great Chief of the Assiniboins." 
1 See the Précis historique, 40th issue. 

In a few days. I will send you a notice on the religious ideas of the Assiniboine tribe. 

At this moment thousands of whites are invading Indian country, from the mouth of the Kanzas River to Flowing Water. Two large and new territories have just been established by the Government of the United States, under the names of the Territories of Kanzas and Nebraska. We do not yet know what arrangements have been made to protect the various Indian nations that inhabit them. It is rightly feared that they will again be dislodged and relegated further inland. You can see what I said on this subject in my second letter written in January 1852 and published in the 40th issue of your Précis historique. 

The sect of Mormons is making extraordinary progress in the United States. I will do my best to send you details, original and new. I already take care of it. 

I have sent prospectuses from the collection of Précis historique to several printers and to our various houses. Please send me a dozen copies and add the first two years. The agitation and prejudice against our holy religion are so great in America, at this moment, that hardly the Catholic sheets of Europe can reach us; this is what largely prevents Catholics from taking out subscriptions. We are subscribers for six copies to the Civiltà cattolica, and for more than a year no issue has reached Saint-Louis. 

We are on the eve of the most serious difficulties. The anti-Catholic spirit grows day by day; all the enemies of our holy religion are in league against it. As in all persecutions. they seek to arouse the masses with atrocious lies and slanders. In the last few days three Catholic churches have been destroyed, and every gazette tells us of some new uprising in one or other part of the States. The European demagogues are working with all their might to establish on the free soil of America their maxims of intolerance and persecution. Of all tyrants, they are the most terrible and the most to be feared. 

I find myself crying right now in Cincinnati with the RP Provincial. We won't be back in Saint-Louis until next month. Address your letters there. 

Please remind me of the good memories of the RP Provincial and the Frs. of Saint-Michel College. In union with your holy sacrifices, I have the honor to be,
 
My Reverend and very dear Father, 
Your most devoted brother in J.-C. 
PJ DE SMET, SJ 

PS whom I had the honor of meeting through you .
 

	
 

	1854 - letter 9 - Religious opinions of the Assiniboins.

	
NINTH LETTER FROM P. DE SMET (*) 
(*) See the Historical Summary: 1853, livr. 40th, 44th and 45th; 1854, p. 437 and 462. 
Cincinnati, Saint-Francois-Xavier College, July 28, 1854. 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

In my last letter, dated the 16th of this month, sending you the translation of the speech of the Grand Chief of the Assiniboins, called Bear, I promised you a notice on the religious and superstitious opinions of this nation. I come today to fulfill my promise. 

In the table of the Indian tribes of Upper Missouri, which accompanies my 6th letter, inserted in your Historical Precis of the year 1853, 45th delivery, the reader can find notions on the number of lodges of the Assiniboin nation, their bands , the countries they inhabit and the language they speak. Here I will content myself with making known their religion. 

The Indian worship of the Assiniboins exists more or less in substance in most of the savage tribes which inhabit the plains and forests of upper Missouri. 

Shrouded in the darkness of idolatry, these people have no clear idea of their origin and destiny. On these serious questions: where did I come from? and what will be my future after this life? the conjectures are very varied among the tribes who have never received the slightest notion of the great truths of the Gospel. All the Indians admit the existence of a Great Spirit, of a Supreme Being who governs everything, decides on all the important affairs that occur in this world, and manifests his action even in the most ordinary events. 

The Indians have not the slightest true idea of the immutability of the Creator. They believe that they can obtain his favors in the accomplishment of their projects, whatever their nature, by gifts, by bodily macerations, by penances, by fasts, etc. Here is a proof of it: each spring, at the first clap of thunder, which they call the voice of the Great Spirit, who speaks to them of the clouds, the Assiniboins offer sacrifices to him; some burn tobacco, present to the Great Spirit exquisite pieces of buffalo flesh, which they throw into the burning embers; while others make incisions in the fleshy parts of the body and go so far as to cut off the phalanges of the fingers to offer them in sacrifice. Thunder is, after the sun, their greatest Wah-kon (*). They listen to him; after a thunderstorm; they sometimes see the effects of lightning on the trees, on the man, on the horses. Thunder is therefore an object of fear over which they have no power; therefore, they make sacrifices to him in order to be spared. 

(*) Means incomprehensible or medicine. - See the note I made on this word medicine, in my 6th letter inserted in the 45th issue of the Précis historique, 1853. 


It is rare that in the course of a year a family is not visited by some misfortune or accident. , such as illnesses, the loss of friends who die of natural death or victims of their enemies, the theft of horses, which are their greatest treasure, finally the scarcity of game, which subjects them to rigorous fasts, and even causes often starvation. At the slightest misfortune, the father of the family presents the calumet to the Great Spirit, and implores him, in his prayer, to have pity on him, his wives and his children. He promises to sacrifice some of his belongings when he raises his voice, that is, at the first thunderclap of spring, in the hope that they will find protection from all perils for the rest of the year. 'year. 

When a large assembly is possible, the different camps or tribes of the nation meet at the beginning of spring, around a spring, to offer their gifts and their sacrifices together. It is the religious ceremony par excellence; the Assiniboins attach the highest value to it. They speak of it much during the course of the year, long before the time, and see it coming with the greatest joy and with religious sentiments of respect and veneration. For this great solemnity, often three or four hundred lodges or families meet in a plain or in another place suitable for the different ceremonies. Only one individual is appointed high priest. He directs all the religious ceremonies of the holiday. A kind of room is built with about thirty lodges of buffalo skins. Each lodge is made up of twenty to twenty-four skins, spread over a great number of posts planted in the ground, at the height of seven or eight feet above the ground. To the top of the posts are attached poles placed across, several hundred in number; each individual attaches to it the object he wishes to offer in sacrifice. These objects consist of skins of different animals, superbly worked, adorned with seeds or pearls in porcelain and glass, embroidered with various feathers; in necklaces of different colors; in clothes and ornaments of all kinds, so as to display to the eyes of the savages a sort of great display, rich and varied. Vis-à-vis this room, to which they give the name of great lodge of medicine, they erect a high mat, to which all the chiefs and soldiers attach their bags of medicine containing the idols, their arrows, their quivers and the trophies. won over their enemies, especially the hair. The mast is a tree, from which the bark has been stripped, thirty to forty feet high. Men, women and children hasten, in a religious spirit, to put their hands on it to raise it and plant it in the ground, amidst the acclamations of the whole tribe. 

After all these preparations, the ceremony begins with a speech and prayers addressed to the Great Spirit by the high priest. He begs him to accept their offerings, to take pity on them, to protect them against diseases, accidents and misfortunes of all kinds, to grant them abundant hunting, lots of buffaloes, deer, deer, large -horns, goats, etc., and to want to help them in their wars and their excursions against the enemies. He offers the pipe to the Great Spirit, to the sun, to the four cardinal points, to water and to the earth, with words analogous to the benefits they obtain from it. He then passes the sacred pipe to the chiefs and warriors; everyone draws a few puffs, which each one directs with his breath towards the sky by raising the calumet. The day ends with the great medicine dance and a variety of dances in honor of the animals I have named; in these dances they imitate, as far as possible, the cries and movements of these animals. Only men attend. 

The second day is spent in performances. The jugglers or medicine men do their sleight of hand or sleight of hand; some seem skilful enough to impress those simple and credulous souls, who see the supernatural in everything they cannot understand; it is then, according to them, either the Small or the Large Wah-kon, depending on whether the thing seems more or less incomprehensible to them. Most of these representations consist of little tricks of skill, which in a circle of civilized people would hardly excite the least astonishment or the least hilarity. During the performance, the men and women accompany the jugglers with a kind of psalmody, which consists of a few words analogous to the occasion of the feast, which are barely distinguishable, and in different modulations of the voice. 

On the third day, dances and feasts take place, in which all participate. It is a very amusing thing to see this spectacle. Among the dishes, dogs especially are very numerous; large and small, roasted and boiled, whole or appaled, they are the main dishes of the Great Religious Feast. They also serve dishes of different kinds of meat, fruits and roots, wheat, corn, sugar, etc. One sees boiling on a long row of fires all the pots and all the cauldrons of the tribe, of all sizes and all shapes. The soldiers distribute these dishes with great order, giving each his portion. All the food soon disappeared with truly surprising speed. Everyone seems to attach some merit to giving ample credit to the Great Religious Feast. 

The Assiniboins have two kinds of dances for this holiday. Most of them dance a few rounds for fun, and stray from the circle at will; but a band of young people form the Great Religious Dance and make a wish at the thunder or Voice of the Great Spirit; they then perform various dances, which last, except for short intervals, for three days and three nights, without the slightest food or the slightest refreshment being taken. I have this fact from an eyewitness and trustworthy. This great ceremony is done in a spirit of penance, or rather of propitiation, to obtain from the Great Spirit successes in war. All the new garments purchased or prepared during the winter, from the helmet with eagle feathers to the mitasses, a kind of gaiters, and to the moccasins or shoes embroidered in variously colored feathers, adorn their bodies for the first time on this occasion. solemn, and make the whole meeting look really cheerful. The camp has taken on a new life. Those who are not, for the moment, engaged in religious observances, pass their time in games and often in very animated conversations. 

The Feast lasts about ten days. Before separating, each tears or cuts into pieces and destroys the object of his sacrifice, in such a way that no one can be tempted to seize it. It is the last act of the great religious meeting among the Assiniboins; the different bands then separate to go to their respective hunts. 

They also have a few other religious practices and ceremonies of which I was able to become acquainted during my visit among them, and which are singular enough to deserve to be reported. 

The sun is honored and worshiped by most Indian tribes as the author of light and heat. The Assiniboins regard it at the same time as the favorite residence of the Grand Master of Life. They show the sun a deep respect and deep veneration, but they rarely speak to it; it is in a low voice that they make their prayers and supplications to him in all great circumstances. Each time they light the pipe, they present the first fruits of it to the sun and direct the first puffs towards this star. 

The eclipse of the sun is always looked upon among the Indians as the harbinger of some great misfortune. If a juggler receives knowledge of the phenomenon some time before, through a white man, he is sure to take advantage of it to assert his supernatural knowledge or his Wah-kon. In these moments of eclipse, all the savages leave their lodges fully armed; they unload their rifles, shoot their arrows in the air, utter cries and howls, to frighten and put to flight the enemies of the Master of light. Their alleged success is followed by great rejoicings. 

The bear is the terror of the American Indians, by the serious accidents which it causes them, especially when they meet it in a thick forest. Almost every year, a few Indians die or are injured and crippled by the bear. So they also address prayers and invocations to him; they make sacrifices to him of tobacco, necklaces and other objects which they value; they celebrate feasts in his honor, to obtain his favors and to defeat him without accident. The head of a bear is often kept in the camp for several days; it is placed in a suitable place, adorned with small pieces of scarlet or red cloth, necklaces and colored feathers. He is presented with the pipe and asked for the favor of being able to kill the bears without danger to themselves, whenever they find the opportunity, so that they can rub themselves with his beautiful fat and feast on his tender flesh. 

The wolf is also more or less honored among the savages. Most women wouldn't want to bother working their skin at all. The only reason I have been able to discover for these oddities is that wolves are sometimes enraged, bite those they meet, and cause hydrophobia. It is doubtless in order not to be affected by this terrible disease and to avoid the destruction of the game, that the savages make him presents and that they address supplications and prayers to him. In other cases, he is little feared; it does little harm to man, but it is formidable to game and causes great damage in this respect, especially among buffalo calves, goats, roe deer, antelopes, wild rabbits, &c. 

The little medicine wolf is in great veneration among the Assiniboins. He usually approaches the camp at night; as soon as a savage hears his barking, he counts them with great care; he pays attention to whether the barks are brisk or slow, strong or weak, and from what point on the compass they come. These remarks then become a subject of discussion for medical men. What are the predictions? The little wolf came to announce to them, for the next day, either a visit from friends, or a visit from enemies, or a great abundance of buffaloes. One conjectures from which side will come these buffaloes, these enemies, these friends; what will be their number, etc. Very often the Indians regulate their movements and their marches on such ratios. And if, as sometimes happens, an encounter consistent with the explanation given for the barking takes place, a great feast is prepared in honor of the little wolf. 

The belief in the existence of spirits or ghosts is very deep and very common among the tribes of all these parts. Very often the savages told me seriously that they had met them, seen them and talked to them. They even claim that almost every night they can be heard near places where the dead have been buried. The noise they make, they say, is like whistling; sometimes they constrict the human face in all directions, as happens to persons attacked with epilepsy. Few men would have courage enough to enter a cemetery alone at night, unless there was some object of great value to be won; in this case greed prevails over fear of ghosts. A woman would never dare to go there. 

The Assiniboins are very fond of the religious custom of assembling once or twice in the course of the year around the tombs of their near relatives. These tombs are placed on a kind of scaffolding raised seven or eight feet above the ground. The savages call the dead by their names and offer them various well-cooked dishes, which they place beside them. They take care, however, to consume the best pieces themselves, in imitation of the ancient priests of the idols, who offered to their false divinities the heart, the blood, the nerves and pieces hard to digest, and did honor themselves to all that the sacrificed animal offered most delicately. The ceremony of the dead among the Indians ends with tears, macerations, cries, howls of all those who attend; we tear our hair out, we cut our legs; the pipe is finally lit: it is the alpha and omega of all their ceremonies. They present it to the ghosts of the dead and beg them not to harm the living. Often, in their feasts and in their travels, and even at great distances from the tombs, they send to the dead puffs of tobacco and burn in their memory a few small pieces of flesh in sacrifice. 

The Assiniboin cult still includes a large number of practices of a great variety, which it would take too long to set out in all detail. 

However, I will add one more noteworthy point. Each savage who considers himself chief and warrior has what he calls his Wah-kon or Medicine, in which he seems to place all his trust. It is either a stuffed bird, or the skin of a weasel, or the bone, the claw, the tooth of some animal; or any stone, or some whimsical figure represented by small rosary beads, or a small crudely painted picture, etc. These charms or talismans accompany them on all their expeditions: in war as in hunting, they never leave them. In all difficulties and in all perils, they invoke the protection and assistance of their Wah-kon, as if really these species of idols could preserve them from all misfortunes. If any accident happens to the idol or charm, if it is broken or lost, it is enough to stop the most intrepid leader or warrior in his expedition and to make him abandon the most important enterprise. in which he may be involved. They have, it is true, the conviction that all help must come to them from the Great Spirit; but as they can neither see nor touch him, it is through their tutelary and favorite idol that they invoke the Supreme Being. If it happens, although the case is rare, that an individual professes not to believe in any kind of Wah-kon, he is regarded among the Indians more or less as an infidel or an atheist is in a Catholic country. ; we point it out and avoid it. 

As to the future life, the Assiniboins believe that the souls of the dead migrate south, where the climate is mild, where game and especially buffaloes are very numerous, where the rivers are full of fish, where the plains and forests give an abundance of fruits and roots. Their hell is the other side of this coin: they live there in the middle of snow and ice, in complete destitution of all things. There are, however, among these Indians individuals who regard death as the cessation of all life and movement, and nothing beyond. Because of the uncertainty that reigns in the two systems, they do not seem to attach great importance to either. They talk about it little and rarely; they manifest their opinions to whites who inquire about them and in whom they have confidence. 

The moral principles of the Assiniboins are few in number. Their opinions on good and evil are very vague. They seem to respect, in some way, the social position established among them. Fear, on almost all occasions, governs and determines the action of the savage. If he suspects with any basis that another wants to attempt his life, he seizes the first opportunity to kill him, if he can without danger to himself. This case is not considered a murder, but rather a self-defense. The crime of murder, properly speaking, is unknown to them; they never kill except in quarrels, to take revenge or to defend themselves; custom among them justifies the act. To do otherwise and contrary to these received principles would be regarded as an act of madness. 

Theft, among the Assiniboins, is considered infamous and shameful only when it is discovered. Then shame and infamy are rather attached to the clumsiness of the thief, for having taken his measurements so badly. The old women are recognized as the most skilful thieves in the country; nevertheless it may be said that men seldom miss an opportunity of removing an object which may be of some use to them. 

Adultery is punishable by death in almost all cases. The seducer rarely escapes if the husband and his family have the strength and courage to carry out the law; which makes the crime quite uncommon. The woman is sometimes killed; she is always severely punished: the husband has her hair cut short, and has her smeared with a heavy coat of vermilion mixed with bear grease. She is then placed on a horse, whose tail and mane have been cut off, and which is also vermilion. An old man walks her around the camp and loudly proclaims her infidelity. He finally hands her over to his own parents, who receive the culprit with a good beating. It is the most degrading punishment a woman can be subjected to. 

An Assiniboin has no qualms about lying when he can turn it to good account; he will rarely lie in jest. In the matter of theft, lying, and adultery, the Assiniboins differ from the savages who inhabit the Rocky Mountains, especially from the Flatheads and Pend-d'Oreilles, who abhor these vices. I will observe that the Assiniboins have been in contact with the whites for many years. 

False oaths are very rare among the Indians, when offered with any solemnity. The object by which the Assiniboins swear are the rifle, the skin of a rattlesnake, the claws of a bear, the own Wah-kon of the savage being interrogated. The various objects are placed in front of him and he says: "In the event that my declaration is false, I desire that my rifle discharges and kills me, that the snake bites me, that the bear tears my flesh and devours me, that my Wah-kon always brings me misfortune.” The case where a false oath could save the life of the savage is the only one where he would be tempted to do so. In extraordinary and important circumstances, which require formal promises, they take the thunder to witness their resolution to accomplish the thing proposed and accepted. 

The whole vocabulary of the Assiniboine and Siouse language contains only one word which can be considered offensive or a kind of profane blasphemy; this word expresses the wish that the person or thing we are talking about "have an ugly appearance," as we would say in French: Le MONSTER, and in Flemish: Gy leelyke beest. The name of the Lord is never pronounced in vain, but always with all the marks of the greatest respect and the highest veneration. In this respect, the language of the poor Indian is much nobler and more dignified than that of a great number of the inhabitants of our great civilized nations, who always seem to have oaths, imprecations, blasphemies, or who mingle the name of the Lord in all their conversations. Such a man here would inspire horror; he would even be a subject of terror among the savages. 

The Sioux or Dacotahs, of which the Assiniboins are a branch, claim that thunder is a large bird, and that the dull sound of thunder is caused by an immense number of young birds. The great bird, they say, strikes the first blow, and the young birds repeat it; this is the cause of the long duration of the strokes which follow one another. The Sioux says it is the young thunders or young birds that do evil, like thoughtless youngsters who never listen to good advice; the old thunder or great bird is wise and good: he never kills and does no harm to anyone. 

The Assiniboins are very afraid of vampires and bats. If they fly close to a man, it's a very bad omen. 

The will-o'-the-wisp also excites their terror: the man who sees one during the night is persuaded that death will take away some cherished member of his family. 

They believe in dreams: according to them, good dreams come from a spirit that loves them and wants to give them good advice; bad dreams, especially nightmares, make them sad and melancholy, make them fear that misfortunes will befall them. 

Not a day goes by in an Indian family without someone seeing or hearing something ominous; which always excites much anxiety: their superstitious ideas and beliefs torment them. 

I have the honor to be, 

My reverend and very dear Father, 

Your most devoted servant and brother in Jesus Christ. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ 

PS I hope to be able to send you in a few days some ideas on the hunt of the Indians, and a description of the great buffalo hunt, made in an enclosure or park, among the Assiniboins; if it is possible, I will add a drawing to it to help you understand what I will try to describe to you. 

The Fahrenheit thermometer is here at 96° and even at 102°; I'm afraid my style will suffer a lot. The heat is such that a large number of people drop dead in the streets. 

I hope you have received my itinerary, my letter on the sinking of the Humboldt, and the speech the Bear, chief of the Assiniboins, sent to me. Please acknowledge receipt of all letters you receive from me.
﻿

	
 

	1854 - letter 10 - Indian Hunts.

	
Cincinnati, Saint-François-Xavier College, August 3, 1854. 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

According to my promise, I am going to talk to you about the Indian hunt. If I succeed in making my narration clear, I will rejoice and I will not regret having taken the time. 

To be a good hunter and a good warrior, these are the two qualities which constitute the great man par excellence among all the nomadic tribes of North America. I will confine myself to telling you about the first. 

The hunt absorbs all the attention of the savage. The knowledge he has acquired, through long experience, of the nature and instinct of animals is truly marvellous; he takes care of it from his earliest childhood, and as soon as the child is able to handle a small bow, it is the first instrument that his father puts in his hands, to teach him how to hunt small birds and to small animals. The young Indians are initiated into all the stratagems; they are taught with as much care to approach animals and to kill them as, in a civilized society, they are given to teaching children the elements of reading, writing, and arithmetic. 

A good Indian hunter knows all the habits and all the instincts of all the quadrupeds which are the objects of the hunt; he knows the places they prefer to frequent; it is essential to him to distinguish the species of food which an animal most seeks, and the most favorable time at which it leaves its shelter to obtain this food. The hunter must be aware of all the precautions necessary to evade the attentive ear and the instincts of his future victims; he must be able to appreciate the track of an animal which has passed, the time which has elapsed since its passage, and the direction which it has taken. The atmosphere, the winds, the rains, the snows, the ice, the forests, the water are the books which the Indian reads, which he consults and which he examines, when he leaves his lodge to go a hunt. 

The nomadic tribes subsist mainly by hunting: the flesh of the animals provides them with food and the skins provide them with clothing. Before the arrival of the whites, the manner of killing the different species of game was very simple, and usually consisted of stratagems and snares which the savages laid for the animals. They still have recourse today to their old method, especially in hunting large animals, when they have no horses capable of pursuing them, and they lack the powder and lead necessary to kill them. 

The trap prepared for bison in an enclosure or park is one of these ancient methods, and perhaps the most remarkable in its execution; it requires a great deal of skill and ensemble; it gives a high idea of the sagacity, activity and boldness of the savage. As on all important occasions, the jugglers are consulted and the hunt is preceded by a wide variety of superstitious practices. I witnessed one such scene, at the foot of the Rocky Mountains; it deserves, I think, to be reported in all its details; I will try to give you a faithful account of it. 

It is a well-known fact that bison roam the great plains of America in bands or herds of several hundred, and often several thousand. In several of my travels, I have often seen with my own eyes, as far as I could make out anything in these immense meadows, thousands and thousands of these noble animals moving slowly like one endless herd and in one direction, browsing the grass as they advanced. They had a frightening appearance; their hairy heads especially inspire terror in those who are ignorant of the pacific habits of these quadrupeds. Such is their timidity, that a single man can put to flight considerable bands, whatever their number. When they flee, the sound of their hasty steps and their bellowing, amid the columns of dust which they raise in their flight, resembles the dull murmur of a storm, mingled with thunder, whose blows slow down as they go. 'he moves away. The flesh of the American bison is highly esteemed and very nourishing, it is considered the daily bread of all the Indian tribes who inhabit the great plains. 

A tribe which has few firearms, few steeds to chase the animals, which lack provisions for food and robes to clothe themselves (and such was the condition of our Assiniboins), must employ the old method or primitive hunting, which has existed from time immemorial. 

The savages I saw at this hunt were encamped in a suitable place for the construction of a park or enclosure. The camp of which I speak consisted of about three hundred lodges, which represents two to three thousand souls. The camp had been chosen at the base of a chain of hills, the gentle slope of which presented a narrow valley and a meadow, where all the lodges were erected. Opposite the hills was a vast and beautiful plain. 

After the lodges are built, a grand council is convened; all the chiefs and hunters attend. They first choose a band of soldiers to prevent the hunters from leaving the camp, either alone or in detached bands, lest the bison be disturbed and forced away from the camp. The law is very severe in this respect: not only all the Indians of the camp must conform to it, but it also strikes travelers, even if they do not know the place of the camp or they do not know that a hunt or park should take place. If they cause the animals to get up or startle them by accident, they are also punishable; however those in the camp who transgress the law are punished more severely. Their guns, their bows, their arrows are broken, their lodges cut to pieces, their dogs killed, all their provisions and all their skins taken away. If they have the audacity to refuse the punishment, they are whipped with bows, sticks and clubs, and this torture often ends in the death of several unfortunate people. Anyone who set a fire in the meadow, either by accident or recklessness, or who helped to keep the animals away in any way, would not escape a severe beating. 

As soon as the law is promulgated, construction of the park or enclosure begins. Everyone works at it with ardor and with joy, because it is for all a matter of the highest interest, on which depends their subsistence for several months of the year. The park has an area of approximately one arpent of land; to enclose it in the form of a circle, the savages plant in the ground and firmly fasten posts, the distances of which they fill with logs, dry tree branches, large blocks of stone, earth, brushwood, in one word with anything they can find in the vicinity. The kind of palisade which forms this circle has only one opening which offers only a narrow passage. In front of this opening is a slope of fifteen to twenty feet, which extends between two hills; this slope widens as one moves away from the circle; at the two edges they still make long and strong enclosures which extend far into the plain ¹.
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	¹ Here is the plan of this construction, according to a watercolor drawing, sent by Fr. De Smet.

	

AB C. Park. 
A C. Opening. 
D. Slope. 
AE and. C F. Hillsides and fences. 
G. Medicine Mast. 

As soon as these preparations are completed, the savages choose the grand master of ceremonies and of the park. It is generally an old man, a distinguished personage, who belongs to the band of the Wah-kon or medicine, and who has made himself famous in the art of juggling, that the savages, as I have already observed , look like a supernatural science. He is considered to be the most capable of deciding the favorable moment to bring the bison into the trap, and he alone has all the power required to set the great hunt in motion. He plants the medicine pole in the center of the park and attaches to it the three charms which are to attract the animals in that direction, that is to say, a piece of scarlet cloth one or two yard long, a piece of tobacco and a buffalo horn. Every morning at daybreak, he beats the drum, intones his canticles of conjurations, consults his private Wah-kon and the Manitous, or spirits who guide the animals, to find out if the favorable moment has arrived. 

He has at his disposal four people, or runners, chosen from among the most active, who go every day to discover the bison and report faithfully to him the result of their observations: they say at what distance from the camp the animals are, what in is approximately the number, and in which directions the animals walk. These runners often go thirty to fifty miles in various directions. In all their journeys they take with them a ball of Wah-kon, which the grand master entrusts to them; it is made of buffalo hair and covered with skin. If the runners judge that the time for the hunt has arrived, they immediately send a man of their band to the grand master, with the ball and the good news. As long as this mysterious ball is absent, the master of ceremonies cannot take any food; he prolongs his rigorous fast for the duration of the park, touching no meat, no dish that is not found or does not come from any animal killed in the park itself. We sometimes remain a month or more waiting for the favorable moment to begin the great hunting operation; the grand master then finds himself reduced to very small rations, unless he makes arrangements with his conscience and eats stealthily during the night. This is probably what he does, because the grand master generally does not seem to fast any more than his colleagues in the camp. 

Suppose everything is ready and everything looks favorable for the hunt. The grand master of the park beats the drum and announces the news that “the bison are in large herds at the distance of fifteen or twenty miles. The wind is favorable and comes directly from where the animals are!” Immediately all the horsemen mount their steeds; the pedestrians, armed with bows and arrows, rifles, spears, take their positions, forming two long rows, from the extremity of the two fences which start from the entrance to the park and extend into the plain; they thus prolong the lines of this fence. When the pedestrians are placed at a distance of ten or fifteen feet from each other, the horsemen continue the same lines, which diverge more and more as they extend, so that the last hunter on horseback of the line is probably two or three miles distant from the park, and is about the same distance from the last hunter of the other line in a transverse direction. When men are lacking, women and even children fill places. 

After the formation of the two immense lines, a single Indian, unarmed, is sent on the best steed of the camp in the direction and to meet the bison. He approaches it, against the wind and with the greatest precaution; at a distance of about a hundred paces, he covers himself with a large buffalo robe, the hair outside, wraps his horse around as much as he can, and imitates the plaintive cry of a buffalo calf. As if by magic, this cry attracts the attention of the whole herd; after a few seconds, several hundred of these quadrupeds, hearing the plaintive cry, move towards the horseman or mocking calf. They walk slowly at first, then at a trot, finally at a gallop. The rider keeps repeating the cries of the calf and directs his course towards the parry, taking care to always keep the same distance from the animals that follow him. He alone, by this stratagem, leads the whole vast herd of bison over the entire distance that separates them from his companions, who are on the alert and burning with ardor and impatience to join the movement. 

When the bison arrive in the space between the ends of the two lines, the scene changes; everything becomes haste. The hunters on horseback rush from side to side at full bridle, and meet behind the bison. Immediately the wind of the hunters is communicated to the bewildered and frightened animals which try to escape in various directions; at the same time the pedestrians show themselves. The animals, seeing themselves surrounded and enclosed on all sides, except the single opening which gives entrance to the circular pen and which is in front of them, utter terrible bellows and bellows, and rush forward with all possible speed. Hunter lines gradually close as less space is needed; the mass of bison and the groups of hunters become more and more compact. Then the Indians begin to unload their guns, to shoot their arrows, to throw their darts. Many animals fall under the blows before reaching the park; the greater number, however, advance towards the entrance. They realize only too late the trap that is set for them; the most advanced try to retrace their steps, but the frightened crowd which follows them forces them to advance, and they rush pell-mell into the enclosure, amid the cheers and cries of joy of the whole tribe, and repeated discharges from the guns. 

As soon as the animals are in the park, the entrance is closed and they are killed with arrows, spears and knives. The men, women and children, overjoyed by the success of the hunt and the carnage of the bison, take part in the great butchery, that is to say, they begin to skin and cut. To watch them without disgust in this operation, one must be a little accustomed to their habits and their mores. While they cut and carve the flesh, the women and children especially devour the livers, kidneys, brains, etc., raw and still warm; they smear their face, hair, arms and legs with the blood of killed animals; on all sides one hears only confused cries; we speak with an open voice; some quarrel. It is a picturesque spectacle, a truly wild scene, a real pandemonium, difficult to describe in all its details. 

In the hunt which I have tried to describe to you and which I witnessed, more than six hundred bison were killed. 

After the butchery, the skins and the flesh are placed in different heaps, and these heaps divided between the families in a manner proportional to the number which composes them. The flesh is then cut into slices and dried; the bones are pounded and the fat extracted. The dogs also get their portion of the feast and devour whatever is left in the park arena. Two days after the hunt, all remnants of the carnage have disappeared. 

Before separating and leaving the park camp, the savages spent several days there together in feasts and rejoicings. One of yours from Keyser or Verboeckhoven should come to witness one of those lively scenes in our great deserts; he would find there a new subject for a large picture; the little drawing which accompanies my description can only give you a very faint idea of it. 

There is an ancient proverb that says, "Half the earth doesn't know how the other half lives." The savages of America, who live on what the soil gives them spontaneously, can well say as much: the innumerable herds of bison, which roam the vast plains, serve as daily bread to the numerous tribes of the great desert. 

The Soshocos are like the tiniest of races on this vast continent. The Americans call them the poor devils, and French and Canadian travelers distinguish them by the denomination of worthy of pity. They roam the deserted and barren beaches of Etuah, California, and the part of the Rocky Mountains which extends into Oregon. In my missions and in my travels, I met families of these poor Soshocos several times; they are truly pitiable. I had the good fortune to baptize several of their sick children before their death. 

While the savages of the plains, which feed on the flesh of animals, are tall, robust, active and generally well dressed in animal skins, the Soshoco, on the contrary, which feeds mainly on grasshoppers and ants, is a to be puny, weak, thin, scantily clad; he inspires feelings of compassion in those who pass through the barren countries he occupies. 

After having given you the description of the hunt in the enclosure which is in use among the Assiniboins, I will show you the other side of the medal, by making you acquainted with the great grasshopper hunt which is practiced among the Soshocos. This hunt is also, I think, worth mentioning, especially as a contrast to the other. 

Much of the Soshoco territory is sandy and barren, covered with wormwood and artemis, where grasshoppers swarm; these are especially the places that these poor Indians frequent. When there are enough of them, they hunt together. They begin by digging a hole ten or twelve feet in diameter by four or five feet deep; they then arm themselves with long branches of artemisia and surround a field of three or four acres, more or less extensive according to the number of persons engaged. They place themselves at a distance of about twenty feet from each other; their whole operation consists in striking the ground, frightening and raising the locusts. They drive them away by gradually approaching the center, where the hole was dug to receive the insects. The number is so considerable that often three or four acres provide enough grasshoppers to fill the hole or reservoir. 

The Soshocos stop in this place as long as this kind of provision lasts. They have their tastes like all other mortals: some eat locusts in soup or broth; others crush them and make a kind of pâté, which they harden in the sun or in the fire; still others eat them as appalas, that is to say, they take pointed sticks with which they thread all the biggest grasshoppers; then these sticks are stuck in the ground around the fire, and as the insects are sufficiently roasted, the poor Soshocos feast on them until there are none left. 

So they go from one place to another. Sometimes they encounter rabbits and capercaillies, but rarely a deer or other animals. 

The contrast between the Plains Indian and the Soshoco is striking; but poor as they are, they remain, like the Hottentots, very attached to their native soil. 

I will soon leave Cincinnati to go to Louisville in Kentucky and then to Saint-Louis. If time allows me, I will continue to bother you with my little Indian memoirs, according to the wishes you have kindly expressed to me. Among other things, I will give you the description of an expedition of bread, sent on behalf of the nation of Crows to the Blackfoot. I collected the facts on the spot, in my mission, in 1851. It is in the superstitious and religious ideas of the savages, in their expeditions of hunting and wars that one best discovers their character and their mores. I will give you this curious information as faithfully as I can. 

Please believe me, 

My reverend and dear Father, 

Your most devoted servant and brother in Jesus Christ. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ


 
﻿

	
 

	1854 - letter 11 - Shipwreck of December 5, 1853.

	
We remember that last year, on December 5, the Humboldt was shipwrecked in America. We have already given, on page 51, the account of this disaster; but our readers will again see it with pleasure in a letter addressed by Fr. De Smet to his brothers, MM. Charles De Smet, counselor at the Court of Appeal of Ghent, and François De Smet, justice of the peace, in Ghent, and which he allowed us to print in the collection. It contains, moreover, details which have not yet been published. 

University of Saint-Louis, January 1, 1854. 

My very dear brothers, 

I take advantage of my first moments of leisure to announce to you that we have fortunately arrived at the place of our destination, on the second day of Christmas. 

On the occasion of the new year, I wish you and your dear children much happiness and prosperity. I will pray to God every day to shower you with all his benefits and blessings. I will never forget the great kindness and the fraternal attachment of which I received so many proofs from you during all my stay in my homeland. 

Here is a little narration of my long and dangerous journey. As the task overwhelms me, I must write hastily, currente calamo. 

November 17, the day on which I bid you farewell, will not soon be erased from my memory. The next day I joined, in Paris, Mgr. Miége with his five companions. The eight young men who accompanied me had only two days to explore this great city, or rather this interminable fair; there they visited the beautiful palaces, the principal monuments, the public squares of the vast capital, and the palaces and gardens of Versailles. 

On the 21st we arrived at Le Havre, to embark there the next day. The whole day was spent collecting our cash boxes, which were in different offices in the city, and making all the preparations for our sea voyage. The American steamer was already in the roads, two leagues from the city; a small tug was to take all the passengers there. I had left my thirteen companions for an hour to go and claim three cases from customs and have them transported directly on board the Humboldt. When I arrived at the wharf, all the passengers were there, except my gang. I immediately sent a dozen people to look for them, who scoured all the quays and all the streets of Le Havre for six hours, without obtaining the slightest information about my traveling companions. And we were at the time of departure! Finally, a policeman, whom I had addressed as a last resource, and the surest after all, soon came to get me out of trouble and told me that the young gentlemen who gave me so much worry and anxiety had six o'clock on board the Humboldt, and because of my long delay, they too were very uneasy about me; in a word, they had made a mistake in this maze of quays at Le Havre, and thinking that they had not a minute to lose, they had hired two small boats to be taken to the boat. I hastened to join them, and I arrived just as they weighed anchor to reach the high seas. 

I found on the steamer some gendarmes who were looking for some suspicious individuals. It was said that these agents had received stern orders to examine all passports thoroughly. My companions were in order, except one, who had come to join me in Paris, with the consent of his parents. I was not without concern for him. Our young deserter, Mr. M..., had disguised himself as a ship's boy, or cabin boy, and played the role perfectly: he himself held the lantern to properly enlighten the police when these gentlemen visited the rooms and the lounges. All the passports were examined and the travelers reviewed; but the agents paid no attention to the handsome lantern-bearer who was still standing at their side, and thus quietly escaped their painstaking search. My concern for him, however, only ceased when I saw the gentlemen in hats move away from our side. 

Immediately two cannon shots announce that the Humboldt is ready: the officers, the pilot, all the sailors are at their posts. The whistling of the powerful steam engine is heard for the last time even within the walls of the city: it was the engineer's signal. Immediately the captain, through his megaphone, ordered the departure. The steamer takes the direction of Southampton and Lowes, between the Isle of Wight and the coasts of England, to pick up the mail coach and the English passengers. It was not until the evening of the 23d that he was directed to New York. 

For fourteen days the Humboldt had to struggle against a stormy sea and a violent westerly wind; Neptune received, on this occasion, a double tribute from all the new travelers who, at this time of the year, had dared to risk the passage of his vast domain. The sickest was Mgr. Miége, who constantly held the bed; next came the young Fortuné Hègle, from Brussels, whose stomach was too weak to ever make a good sailor; he bore this Neptunian misery without losing courage and without a word of regret at having left his peaceful household for a few years. Everyone else did pretty well. As for me, I held out during the whole trip and hardly felt seasick. several times the boilers threatened to blow us up in the air: the coal was of poor quality and began to run out on the twelfth day of our journey. They were forced to deviate from the ordinary course to fetch additional coal from Halifax, a Nova Scotia seaport. This negligence on the part of the Compagnie du Hâvre was very disastrous and fatal in its consequences. 

On the morning of December 6, about five leagues from the port, a fisherman came on board as a pilot and told the captain, who was asking him for his certificates, "that his papers were in his boat. or at his house." The captain took him at his word and entrusted him with the handling of the boat. Against the advice of the officers, the false pilot immediately changes direction; despite their remonstrances, he persists in his stubbornness. An hour and a half later, the Humboldt ran aground against the dangerous reefs called the Sisters, in the vicinity of Devil's Island. It was quarter past six in the morning; most of the passengers were still in bed. The shock was terrible. I was walking on the bridge at the moment. Soon discovering large pieces of wood floating on the surface of the water, I hastened to warn all my companions of the danger, most of whom, like the other passengers, were still in bed. I took young Hègle near me and kept him there as long as the danger lasted; I had a rope in hand to lower it into the first skiff that would be launched into the water; for this child had been confided to me by his father. Everyone got up with a start; terror and dread had won all hearts; as the water entered the ship like a torrent, fire broke out in it. They succeeded in extinguishing it, but not without great effort, a great deal of presence of mind and male energy on the part of the first engineer. As if everything were conspiring to ruin us, a fog rose so thick that it deprived us of our sight thirty paces from the ship. They employed all the force of the steam to reach the shore, which was still at a distance of two leagues or six miles. The boat didn't take long to lean heavily towards the port side where the leak had taken place, and it sank noticeably. We worked hard to launch the skiffs into the water. If not for the captain's presence of mind and his firm character, there would have been much tumult and disorder. It was a struggle over who would take possession first. Fortunately we did not need this means of rescue. While most thought all was lost -- and I was one of them, I thought I was at the end of my career -- the ship touched down again in a few fathoms of water and came to rest on a rock. We were saved! 

Immediately after the sinking, the fog lifted and we discovered then, for the first time and to our joyful surprise, that the shore was only a hundred paces from us. The sea was calm; the wind ceased and the sun rose majestically. It was the announcement of the return of the good weather which had left us at Hâvre de Grace: it then accompanied us to Missouri. 

We had the happiness and the time to save all our trunks, our travel bags and all our boxes. The pearl of the ship, with its cargo, is valued at nearly 3,000,000 francs. 

We had had as traveling companions Jews, infidels, Protestants of all shades. Some of these travelers were strongly imbued with prejudices against our holy religion and especially against the Jesuits. Some even attributed the shipwreck to our presence on the Humboldt; so they mischievously made the proposal "to force us to get away from them as soon as possible." 

A steamer from Halifax came to our aid a few hours after the sinking. The archbishop of this city, Mgr. Walsh, showed us much kindness and friendship; he insisted that Bishop Miége and I stay with him. 

The next day we had the joy of celebrating the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass in the cathedral; all my companions approached the Holy Table, to give thanks to God and to the Blessed Virgin for having saved us from the midst of so many perils, and especially from shipwreck, where our life had been exposed. Such circumstances are well suited to convince us that we are in the hands of the Lord, who protects us and preserves our life, or calls us when he wants before his tribunal. 

Halifax has about 25,000 souls, one-third of whom are Catholic. This city has three Catholic churches, two convents and four schools. 

On the 8th of December, the day of the Immaculate Conception, after having celebrated Mass, we were informed of the arrival of the ss Niagara, which operates between Liverpool and Boston, and on each voyage stops at Halifax for two o'clock. All the passengers of the Humboldt went on board, together with the English passengers; the number of travelers exceeded four hundred. 

Among the passengers of the Niagara was a little man, with a goat's beard, or the face of a monkey, who was called Francisque Tapon, of the country of Chez-nous, new apostle, sent to illuminate the universe! Francisque declares himself the sworn enemy of all religions, but above all of the Pope and the Jesuits. Leaving Liverpool, he had said aloud and openly, "that he would kill the first Jesuit he met on American soil." He was, in fact, so violent in his gestures and in his words during the first days of the voyage that the captain, out of prudence, had made him take off his carbine, his pistols and his daggers. I learned this beautiful story while taking my place in the Niagara; I advised all my young companions to avoid M. Tapon, and to pay no attention either to his words or his gestures. He proclaimed from the top of the bridge the program of his new gospel, "which must succeed all religions." Those who heard him shrugged their shoulders, and we whispered to ourselves: "This man is crazy." Upon disembarking in Boston, he performed several ablutions, much to the amusement of the passengers, stating "that he was washing himself with the last filth of Europe." M. Tapon then reached the city, and we lost sight of him fortunately, without firing a shot. 

He will be one fanatic the more for this country, which has already received many thousands from all parts of Europe. America feels it: these individuals begin to move, to speak, to want to change the Constitution of the republic, to make of the United States a country of proscription, especially against the catholics. Murders, burning of churches, persecutions against priests, and many other evils are increasing day by day. Freedom is over if European radicalism prevails on Washington soil. No country in the world could offer so much success to the radicals, and it is rightly feared that this beautiful republic, so happy at first, will soon be transformed, by the plots and intrigues of European libertines and demagogues, into an arena of divisions, which must bring about its downfall. Already the names of liberty, of people's rights, are becoming synonymous with crime and violence, and this liberticidal transformation disgusts honest, upright and sensible citizens. 

But let's go back to our travel diary. The whole day of the 29th was fine, and we had a happy crossing from Halifax to Boston, where we landed during the night. Our fathers received us there with open arms and with extraordinary kindness and charity, which all the parishioners, following the example of their worthy pastors, shared with them. I will add, especially to the praise of the fervent German congregation, served by these priests, that during the stay of our traveling band in Boston, they loaded our table with poultry, vegetables, cakes and fruit. This parish has about 3,000 Catholics, who stand out in the city for their zeal and piety. Boston has a Catholic population of 75,000 souls. For so many faithful, there are in all only fifteen priests and four or five schools. The Sisters of Notre-Dame de Namur have a very flourishing school there and do immense good there; their houses do wonders in America; also they are demanded from all quarters, especially in the big towns. These good Sisters teach, in Cincinnati, more than 2,000 children. 

I accompanied the young Fortuné Hègle, who had been entrusted to my care, as far as New York, to place him, according to the wishes of his parents, at the college of our Fathers at Fordham. No idea can be formed of the rapid and marvelous increase of this great metropolis of the United States, in respect of commerce and of its population. The number of its inhabitants already exceeds 700,000 souls; they are the descendants and representatives of all the nations of the earth. The number of Catholics is nearly 200,000. 

I was back in Boston on the 14th. The next day, in the morning, I left town with all my companions, already well recovered from the fatigue and anxieties experienced in the sea crossing. what they had seen and observed in this city, called the Athens of America. His trade is extraordinary; its population exceeds 150,000 souls. 

We ventured on the railroad through Buffalo, Erie, Cleveland, and Columbus to Cincinnati, a distance of about 770 English miles, covered in fifty-two hours, including all delays experienced at stations. We change cars six times on this trip. Don't be surprised that I use the word risk; for accidents on all the roads are very frequent and truly appalling. Today, it is a bridge that has been left open; a dazed engineer, drunk perhaps, pays no attention to anything; machine and tanks rush into the abyss; the next day, two trains on the same track, in opposite directions, rush into each other with all the speed and force that steam can lend them. In a word, there are accidents of all kinds. When they have arrived, the list of dead and wounded is given in the sheets, which is often very considerable; we make an inquiry, and a few days later, we will hardly speak of it again! 

At Cincinnati, our Fathers were overjoyed to see us arrive there with thirteen new and young companions, filled with a fervent zeal to work in this vast vineyard of the Lord. As I approached Saint-Louis, I breathed more freely; the worries occasioned by the dangers of the journey left me one after another; I had only one more step to take to be at my destination. However, this step still measures 700 miles, of which 530 were to be covered on the Ohio and 170 on the Mississippi river. Now these two rivers also give every year a very long list of accidents, which consigns a frightful number of victims. We set out on the Ohio on the 20th, by steamboat, and the next day we were the guests of our Fathers in Louisville, Kentucky. On the 22nd, we continued our descent, without encountering the slightest obstacle, as far as the mouth. 

My young companions continually admired the beautiful landscapes and the beautiful views which presented themselves, at every moment, on the two banks of this beautiful river; it is a chain of picturesque hills which from the rich lowlands, well cultivated and filled with large farms, rise to several hundred feet; it is a succession of flourishing towns and beautiful villages. 

The Mississippi is more dangerous than the Ohio; it requires, especially in winter, many precautions, because the river is then low, filled with sandbanks, snags, and it carries in its course a mass of ice cubes. Several times we found ourselves in the greatest danger: on three different occasions the steamer ran aground with such force that we thought it was lost. As we raced we saw the wreckage of five large boats, recently beached and torn to pieces. 

Five PPs. Vincentians, shipwrecked like us from the Humboldt, preceded us by a few days at Saint-Louis, after having been shipwrecked a second time, being in the water up to their necks. Finally on the 26th we arrived safe and sound at the University of Saint-Louis. I could not express to you the feelings of joy and gratitude towards the good God that I felt on finding myself with all my companions at the end of my long journey and in the midst of my brothers in Jesus Christ. An hour after our arrival, I had the happiness of offering the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass in thanksgiving for the protection and benefits we had received from Heaven on the journey from Ghent to Saint-Louis. 

Please believe me, 

My very dear brothers, 

Your very devoted brother, 

PJDE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1855 - letter 11 - The Indian Jean-Baptiste.

	
This little story is told to us by Father De Smet, in a letter dated December 6, 1854. 

...... If you have an empty corner, which you would like to fill without losing sight of our Indians, here is a feature that is hardly wild. I doubt that your Historical Summaries contain many more piquant ones. 

Among the Indian converts on the Canadian frontier is a certain Jean-Baptiste, whose family name I do not know. It will, no doubt, be a combination of sounds and consonants, forming one of those terribly long words which the English very significantly call jaw-breakers. 

Jean-Baptiste had, in time, slipped away. At the time of his conversion, the Robe-Noire enjoined him to return two piastres to the Calvinist minister of the neighborhood. Jean-Baptiste therefore presents himself to the minister, and the following dialogue begins: - "Well, what do you want?" said the preacher. - "I stole you!" Robe-Noire say to me: "Jean-Baptiste, return the stolen money." - "What money ?" - “Two piastres, stolen from you by me, you bad savage; me today good Indian; to have the water of baptism on the forehead; me child of the Great Spirit. Here, take your money. " - " It's good. Steal no more. Hello Jean-Baptiste. » - « Hello, not enough: I want something else. - "And what do you want?" - "Me want a receipt." " - " A receipt ! What do you need a receipt? Did the Robe-Noire tell you to ask? resumed the minister, astonished at this proposition. - “Dress-Black say nothing; it's Jean-Baptiste (pointing to himself) wanting a receipt." - "But why do you want a receipt?" You stole me and you give me back; that is quite enough.” - "Not enough; listen: You old, me young; you probably die first; me to die after you. Do you understand ? " - " No ! what does that mean ?" - “Listen again. This means a lot; that means everything. Me knocking at heaven's door; the great chief Saint Peter open and say: “It is you, John the Baptist; and what do you want?” - "My leader, I want to enter the lodge of the Great Spirit." - "And your sins?" - "Black-Robe forgiving me." - "But your flight to the Minister?" Did you return the money? Show me your receipt." - “Now you see the case of poor Jean-Baptiste, poor Indian without a receipt! obliged, to find you, to gallop through all hell. » 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1855 - Jean-Baptiste Smedts.

	
Father Jean-Baptiste Smedts, of the Society of Jesus, died in America, in Saint-Louis, Missouri on February 19. 

Born in Rotselaer, in Brabant, on April 11, 1801, he was part of the colony of missionaries who resumed, in 1823, on the banks of the Missouri and the Mississippi, the work of the old Jesuits, interrupted in the last century by the suppression of the Company. He had left Belgium, his homeland, in 1821, with some young Belgians, MM. Félix Verreydt, from Diest, Josse Van Assche, from Saint-Amand, and Pierre Jean De Smet, from Dendermonde; all were under the guidance of the worthy and venerable Mr. Nerincks, Belgian secular priest, distinguished missionary from America and apostle from Kentucky. As it was necessary to be on guard against a suspicious government, enemy of the Catholic religion and above all hostile to the missions, the departure was made as secretly as possible. For this reason, Fr. Smedts saw himself forced to make a painful sacrifice and to leave, like his companions, without having said a final farewell to what he held dearest in the world, his parents, his brothers, his sisters, his friends. They had had to beg, for the love of God and for the salvation of souls, the money necessary for the expenses of a long journey. Arrived in Amsterdam on July 27, he went from there to the island of Texel, to shelter himself from the searches of the Dutch government, which had just instituted proceedings. On the eve of the Assumption of the Blessed Virgin, he left the island and embarked in an open fishing boat, which took him on board the American vessel Colombia, which was waiting for the missionaries at a great distance from the coast. . 

On October 6 of the same year, Fr. Smedts began his novitiate at White-March, in Prince George's County, State of Maryland, where the Jesuits had had a mission for several years. He was still a novice when the Provincial, at the special request of Mgr. Du Bourg, bishop of Louisiana and of all the large territories west of the Mississippi river, sent him to Missouri with the five Belgians who had come with him, as well as Father Van Quickenborne, of Peteghem, master of novices, the P. Timmermans, from Turnhout, and three coadjutor brothers, namely: Pierre De Meyer, from the vicinity of Oudenaarde, Henri Rieselman, from Amsterdam, and an American. One can hardly imagine the fatigues he had to endure on this new journey of four hundred leagues, made on foot, through a country which at that time was still sparsely inhabited, and in heavy boats floating on the Ohio waters. 

The first years of his stay in Missouri were spent in a poor cabin serving as a novitiate, located near the small village of Saint-Ferdinand, about six leagues from Saint Louis. Ordained a priest in 1826, he spent several years in the missions, in the growing towns and villages of Missouri, constantly distinguishing himself by his great desire for the salvation of souls, and by an indefatigable zeal which made him overcome with joy all the fatigues attached to the missions of a new country, almost entirely devoid of priests. Later, for several years, he filled the important office of master of novices, until 1849. He spent the rest of his life either in the missions or in the functions of minister or spiritual father in the colleges. He had this last office in the University of Saint-Louis, and was spiritual director of a large number of students, when he was attacked by the disease of languor from which he died. 

His life had always been irreproachable and exemplary. Remote from the world, simple in his ways, patient in sufferings, he had, moreover; exhausted his strength in the service of the Lord. Death had nothing frightening for him; he saw her approach with great peace of soul and lively confidence in the divine mercies; he wanted to break his bonds and unite himself with his God. Let us hope that he went to join in heaven his first traveling companion, Fr. Elet, and all the troop of holy missionaries who preceded him in these missions of the New World (1). 

1 This notice was sent to us from America by Father De Smet. "I think," he said in his letter dated from Cincinnati on March 12, "that it would be agreeable to relatives and friends, as well as to old acquaintances of Fr. Smedts at the major seminary of Malines, if you could grant little place for this notice in your Précis Historiques, HE the Cardinal was Professor at the seminary when the deceased left; Msgr. De Ram, the Very Reverends MM. Bosmans and Van Hemel, etc., etc., knew him very well. The magnificent rector of the University of Louvain, my intimate college friend, even gave Fr. Smedts and me a step forward as far as Contich or Waelhem. It was there that he asked me for a souvenir; having nothing better on me, I bent a penny in half with my teeth and gave it to him. He still kept it in 1848. 

Letter - The Indian Jean-Baptiste 

This little story is told to us by Fr. De Smet, in a letter dated December 6, 1854. 

...... If you have an empty corner, that you would like to fill without losing sight of our Indians, here is a feature which is hardly savage. I doubt that your Historical Summaries contain many more piquant ones. 

Among the Indian converts on the Canadian frontier is a certain Jean-Baptiste, whose family name I do not know. It will, no doubt, be a combination of sounds and consonants, forming one of those terribly long words which the English very significantly call jaw-breakers. 

Jean-Baptiste had, in time, slipped away. At the time of his conversion, the Robe-Noire enjoined him to return two piastres to the Calvinist minister of the neighborhood. Jean-Baptiste therefore presents himself to the minister, and the following dialogue begins: - "Well, what do you want?" said the preacher. - "I stole you!" Robe-Noire say to me: "Jean-Baptiste, return the stolen money." - "What money ?" - “Two piastres, stolen from you by me, you bad savage; me today good Indian; to have the water of baptism on the forehead; me child of the Great Spirit. Here, take your money. " - " It's good. Steal no more. Hello Jean-Baptiste. » - « Hello, not enough: I want something else. - "And what do you want?" - "Me want a receipt." " - " A receipt ! What do you need a receipt? Did the Robe-Noire tell you to ask? resumed the minister, astonished at this proposition. - “Dress-Black say nothing; it's Jean-Baptiste (pointing to himself) wanting a receipt." - "But why do you want a receipt?" You stole me and you give me back; that is quite enough.” - "Not enough; listen: You old, me young; you probably die first; me to die after you. Do you understand ? " - " No ! what does that mean ?" - “Listen again. This means a lot; that means everything. Me knocking at heaven's door; the great chief Saint Peter open and say: “It is you, John the Baptist; and what do you want?” - "My leader, I want to enter the lodge of the Great Spirit." - "And your sins?" - "Black-Robe forgiving me." - "But your flight to the Minister?" Did you return the money? Show me your receipt." - “Now you see the case of poor Jean-Baptiste, poor Indian without a receipt! obliged, to find you, to gallop through all hell. » 

PJ DE SMET, SJ

 

	
 

	1855 - Francois Xavier d'Hoop.

	
Fr. François Xavier d'Hoop (1), of the Society of Jesus, died in America. Born in Meulebeke, in the diocese of Bruges, Belgium, on January 4, 1813, he successfully studied at the college of Thielt, in West Flanders, and then went to the college of Turnhout, founded by the venerable De Nef, whose name alone is praise. In this nursery of missionaries, which provided so many worthy priests and so many excellent subjects to the country, Father d'Hoop; following the example of a large number of others who had preceded him, took the generous resolution to devote himself to the American missions and to embrace religious life. In September 1837, he left his homeland and embarked for the United States, with four companions. On November 21 of the same year, he entered the Jesuit novitiate at St. Stanislaus, Missouri. After the two years of probation, he was sent, as sub-prefect, to the University of Saint-Louis and applied himself to acquiring the knowledge of the languages most in use in the country, especially English, French. German, French and Spanish. 

1 This notice is taken from a letter that Fr. De Smet was kind enough to send us. It is addressed to Fr. Vanderhofsladt, of the college of Tournai, and dated from Louisville, in Kentucky, March 29, 1855 

. one of your former disciples, Fr. François Xavier d'Hoop. I did not expect, when I arrived in Louisville, that I was going to witness his last moments. You will remember that he was part of the little band that I led to America in 1837. 

Father d'Hoop died young and much regretted by all who had the good fortune to know him. He did a lot in his short life, and this unfortunate country lost in him a fervent and zealous missionary. He leaves in pain a large number of children in Jesus Christ, Protestants converted to the faith, lost sheep that he recalled and brought back to the fold of the good Shepherd. These faithful will all continue, I dare to hope, to bless the cherished memory of their father; and he, from heaven, will intercede so that they persevere in the faith... 

As you know Fr. d'Hoop's family, and as I have proof of your great charity, I have taken the liberty to address myself to you, to ask you to communicate to them the news of his death. The details that I give in the short notice that follows, will help to console their pain. 

He was then sent to the college of Saint-Charles, at Grand Coteau, in the State of Louisiana, where he taught rhetoric and physics for several years with great success. He. was ordained a priest by Mgr. Blanc, Archbishop of New Orleans on August 29, 1845. From that time until his death he fulfilled faithfully and as a good religious, either in the colleges or in the missions and residences, all the offices entrusted to him by his superiors. The cities of St. Louis, Cincinnati, Chillicothe, Bardstown, and Louisville have successively witnessed his zeal and labors. Although suffering for several years from a painful ache in both legs, he always discharged the duties of his office faithfully, and his zeal even seemed to increase with his sufferings. 

Father d'Hoop attracted all hearts by his religious simplicity, by his charity and his zeal. 

He contracted the disease which took him from us, while returning from a mission given to Maddison, capital of the State of Indiana. Filled with confidence in the Lord and giving evidence of complete submission to the divine will, he returned his beautiful soul to his Creator, at Louisville, in the State of Kentucky, on March 23, 1855. The following day was celebrated 

at the cathedral a solemn mass, at which Mgr. the bishop and most of the city clergy attended. His Majesty himself officiated at the funeral, and eulogized the deceased with his usual eloquence. His nightshade remains were interred in St. Joseph's College Cemetery in Bardstown. 

Father du Pontawis, vicar general and parish priest of Maddison, has written us a very consoling letter. I learned, he said, of the death of Father d'Hoop, when I was putting on priestly robes to celebrate Holy Mass on Passion Sunday. - I forgot my text; your letter had taken its place. I spoke on his death. - But I fear that I have not edified as much as I should have; for my voice was interrupted by sobs. - I will add that all my large audience was in tears. 

“At the holy altar, I remembered the happy moments of his presence. - It was here that he celebrated; - it is in the pulpit of truth that his words so eloquent and so edifying were heard; words that have converted so many sinners, given tranquility and peace to so many souls hitherto in trouble, wrung so many tears of joy and happiness. My heart escaped, so to speak, through my eyes. 

I will never forget the moments he spent with me in my house. I can still hear the consoling words so full of wisdom that his lips uttered. As a man of God and as a scholar, one found in him an inexhaustible treasure of varied and extensive knowledge. Ah! the idea of his death began to overwhelm me when I thought that it was to me that he gave the last days of his active life! But after a moment of reflection, joy succeeded my pain. 

-The Father was ripe for heaven, and it was in my parish that he came to make his last effort to obtain the immortal crown, and it was my people who received their last farewell!!! Kneeling at the foot of the high altar, he pronounced the words of consecration to the Sacred Hearts of Jesus and Mary, for the pastor and for his flock, etc.
 
﻿

	
 

	1855 - letter 12 - The War of the Crows.

	
University of Saint-Louis, September 6, 1854. 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

I spoke to you in my last letter, inserted in the delivery of the Précis Historiques of December 1, 1854, p. 617, of animal hunting among the Indians of the Great Desert; I come to speak to you today of some general observations on their wars, and especially of what I learned of an unfortunate expedition of peace, during my last visit among the Crows. 

It can be said that success in war is the ultimate glory of a savage. The ambition to become a great warrior absorbs all his attention, all his talents, all his bravery; she is often the voluntary object of all her sufferings. His long fasts, his long journeys, his penances, his macerations, his religious observances, have principally this sole purpose. To wear the eagle feather, the emblem of the savage warrior, is for him the greatest honor, the richest and the most beautiful ornament; for it is a mark that he has already distinguished himself in war. Generally at the age of sixteen to eighteen, after the first fast and after having chosen his manitou, or tutelary spirit, the young Indian joins the war parties, which are formed of volunteers only. 

A leader or partisan who intends to form a war party presents himself in the middle of the camp, a puzzle in hand and painted with vermilion, the symbol of blood. He sings his war song; these kinds of songs are short. The partisan emphatically proclaims his high deeds, his patriotic and military ardor, the feelings and the motives which lead him to revenge. Its song is accompanied by the drum and the sischiquoin, or gourd filled with small pebbles. The follower strikes the earth hard with his foot, as if he is capable of shaking the universe. All the young people listen to him with the greatest attention, and whoever rises to join him becomes a volunteer for his party; in turn, he also sings his war song, and this ceremony is a solemn engagement, from which a young man cannot honorably escape. Each soldier arms himself and provides himself with everything he will need during his expedition. 

All the force of public opinion among the Indians seems to be concentrated on this important point. The narration of their adventures and deeds of bravery, their dances, their religious ceremonies, the speeches of orators in public assemblies, whatever may serve to inflame ambition in the mind of the savage relates to the idea to distinguish themselves one day in war. 

It remains for me to tell you about the Ravens. This nation is considered the most warlike and valiant of all the tribes of Northwestern America. It has about four hundred and eighty lodges, with ten people per lodge, and covers the entire Roche-Jaune valley, mainly the regions at the base of the first row of the Montagnes-au-Vent, or Côtes Noires. , and the Rocky Mountains. It is one of the most beautiful races of the desert; they are tall, sturdy and well formed, have piercing eyes that betray boldness, aquiline noses and teeth white as ivory. If they are considered superior in intelligence to all their neighbors, they also surpass them in their Wah-Con, that is to say in those superstitious ideas and ceremonies which preside over all their movements and all their actions. Here's a trait I like to add; it clearly proves my last assertion. I myself have been innocently the cause and the occasion, without knowing it and without even suspecting it. 

In 1840, I met the Ravens for the first time, in the valley of the Grosse Corne river, a large tributary of Roche-Jaune. In my quality of Robe-Noire, they received me with all the demonstrations of the greatest respect and the most sincere joy. I had with me a good supply of phosphoric matches, which I used from time to time to light my pipe and the calumet used in the Grand Council. The effect of these matches surprised them greatly; they had never seen one. It was talked about in all the boxes, like a mysterious fire that I carried. I was immediately regarded as the greatest medicine man who had hitherto visited the tribe. All respect was shown to me; they listened to me with the greatest attention. Before my departure, the chiefs and principal warriors, assembled in council, begged me to leave them some of my matches. Unaware of the superstitious ideas they attached to them, I hastened to distribute them to them, and reserved for myself only what was necessary for my trip. 

I visited them again in 1844. The reception they gave me was most solemn. I was lodged in the largest and finest lodge in the camp. All the chiefs and the warriors dressed in their best with moccasins, or Indian shoes, mitasses, or gaiters, shirts of gazelle skins, all adorned and embroidered with crystal seeds, porcupine feathers; helmets of eagle feathers adorned their heads. I was paraded with great ceremony from one box to another, to participate in the feasts; I had my band of eaters to honor the dishes and eat for me. One of the great chiefs in particular showed me a very special friendship. - "It is to you, Robe-Noire, he said to me, that I owe all my glory in the victories I have won over my enemies." - His language surprised me a lot, and I asked him to explain himself. Immediately he removed from his neck his Wah-Con, or medicine, wrapped in a small piece of goatskin. He unrolled it for me, and I was surprised to find in it the rest of the matches I had given him in 1840. - "I use it," he added, "every time I go to war." If the mysterious fire shows itself at the first touch, I swoop down on my enemies, for I am sure of victory. - I had difficulty in destroying in their minds this singular superstition. As you see, it takes very little among the savages to make one's reputation: with a few phosphoric matches one passes for a great man among the Crows, and one receives great honours. 

The Ravens were surrounded by their enemies for several years: in the north, by the Pieds-noirs; on the east, by the Assiniboins and the Criks; to the south, by the Sioux. Each of these invading nations being more numerous than the invaded nation, the Crows were necessarily engaged in continual wars, sometimes with one, sometimes with the other of these tribes. Also, the last ten years offer a great decrease in their population: it is more than four hundred warriors. They now form approximately the number I have just assigned. 

From time to time the Ravens have had peace with bands of Blackfoot, Sioux, Banacks, Assiniboins, etc. It is a rather remarkable fact that they were never the first to violate a concluded peace, except the case which I am going to tell you about. 

In 1843, the great chief of the nation was called Tezi Goë, a word which sounds very bad, since it means Rotten Belly. He was renowned as much for his bravery in war as for his wisdom in council and for the patriotic love he showed to his entire nation. Seeing with sorrow the great losses which the incessant incursions of so many enemies were causing his tribe, he resolved to conclude a solemn peace, if not with all, at least with a great part of the Blackfoot nation. He made all his arrangements and summoned his council to deliberate on the most prompt and effective means to achieve his great purpose. All the warriors hastened to attend. After discussing the various points, it was unanimously decided that a party of twenty-five soldiers would proceed to the Blackfoot camp to offer them the peace pipe. 

The guide chosen to lead the band was Pied-noir by nation, taken prisoner by the Crows a few years earlier and held in captivity until then. To bind him more securely to the good cause, the Ravens granted him his freedom, with the title of brave and permission to wear an eagle feather helmet. He was further laden with presents, consisting of horses, arms, and ornaments of every kind. Having received his instructions, he departed joyfully and with marks of gratitude, fully resolved to neglect nothing to obtain and consolidate an honorable and lasting peace between the two nations. A place had been designated where the two tribes could meet as friends and brothers, to celebrate the great event together. The deputation therefore set out for the camp of the Pieds-noirs. It consisted of four hundred lodges, and was led by the great chief, called the Cerf Pommelé, who was then encamped in the valley of the Maria river, a considerable tributary of the Missouri, in the neighborhood of the Great Falls. 

About a month before the departure of this expedition, two Crows had been killed, near their camp, and their hair removed by a Blackfoot war party. The two brothers of these unfortunate victims took their usual fasts and oaths together; the oaths consisted of swearing that they would each kill a Pied-noir as soon as a good opportunity presented itself. They communicated this resolution to no one. The bravery and determination of these two men was well known; they were chosen to form part of the band of deputies, and ostensibly promised to forget, for the public good and advantage, all private revenge; but in secret they renewed their first designs, anticipating that this excursion would afford an opportunity to avenge the double murder of their brothers. 

The party advanced slowly; he used many precautions, and redoubled as he approached the camp of the Pieds-noirs. Arrived within a day's distance from the camp, they separated into bands of two or three to scour the countryside and make sure that there were no Pieds-noir parties outside the village. In the course of that day, the two Raven brothers, armed as usual, stood together and discovered two Pieds-noirs, returning from hunting with several horses laden with buffalo meat. Having with them the handle of a calumet, the emblem of peace, they advanced boldly towards their enemies and presented them with the pipe, according to their custom on such occasions. The Blackfoot accepted the pipe and were informed that a large deputation sent on behalf of the Crows was going to their village with peaceful intentions. They acted with such skill that after a few moments the Pieds-noirs were entirely reassured, did not entertain the slightest suspicion, did not have the slightest anxiety. One presented his rifle to one of the Ravens, and the other his horse to the second Raven. They walked together in the direction of the camp; but the path led them through a deep and solitary ravine. It was there that the ruse was discovered: the two Pieds-noirs suddenly received mortal blows and were cowardly murdered by the Raven brothers, who removed the hair of their victims. They then killed the horses with their arrows, which they hid with the corpses in the middle of the brushwood. The two hairs were put carefully in their lead bags. They removed all traces of blood from their clothes and rejoined their companions, without letting anyone know of the cruel act of private revenge which they had just consummated in secret and contrary to all accepted usage among them. The day after this atrocious crime, all the Crows made their solemn entry into the camp of the Blackfoot, and were received there, by the chiefs and the warriors, with the greatest cordiality and with all the respects of hospitality. 

The Pieds-noirs showed themselves favorable to peace. They received with joy the proposals made to them by the Crows through their interpreter and guide, who was formerly the prisoner Pied-noir. All the politeness and all the attentions of which a savage is capable were lavished on them on this occasion: the deputies were invited to a large number of feasts, amusements and public games given in their honor, and which continued well into the night. . They were then distributed among the lodges of the principal chiefs, there to take the necessary rest after their long journeys and their extreme fatigue. 

The inclination to steal is very common among the women of several Indian tribes in the great desert. Blackfoot women especially have this bad reputation. One of these thieves, under cover of the darkness of the night, slipped noiselessly into the boxes where the Crows slept peacefully; she lightened their traveling bags of anything that might have any value for her. In her research, she put her hand on a wet and hairy object and realized immediately that it was a hair. She seized it, left the box in the greatest silence, and, by the light of a fire burning in the middle of the camp, she examined the bloody trophy. It is difficult to move a savage and surprise him, for they are accustomed to seeing very strange things. Such an event would excite the greatest alarm among the whites, while it only tends to make the Indian more circumspect and more prudent in the measures he wishes to employ. The Blackfoot woman, after reflecting for a moment, went to the lodge of the great chief, awoke him and whispered softly in his ear the important discovery she had just made. He lit a pine torch to examine the hair; at first glance he recognized her, with a few tufts of gray hair mingled among the others, as belonging to a young hunter who had not returned from hunting. 

The chief immediately took his measurements. He made a sign to the woman to follow him, recommended her to retire to her own box, because nothing could be done before daylight, forbade her to communicate the secret to anyone and to raise the slightest suspicion. He feared that, in the trouble, and under cover of the darkness of the night, some of the Crows might escape. 

The Dappled Deer then walked alone and noiselessly around the camp. He awoke, by touching them, his principal warriors, to the number of twenty or thirty, and all those whom he wished to consult in this circumstance. They followed him without questioning him and were led to a solitary place in the vicinity of the camp. There, forming a circle and lighting a torch, the chief fanned out the hair and told them of the woman's adventure. 

The youngest of the councilors wanted to take revenge on the Ravens at once; but the chief represented to them that the night was an unfavorable time; that having smoked the calumet of peace together, to kill them when they slept in their lodges and in their camp would be contrary to all their practices and all their usages, and would draw upon them the contempt of all nations. He then ordered them to be ready and well armed for daybreak. 

The Ravens got up early. They were somewhat surprised to see their lodges surrounded on all sides by a band of four or five hundred armed warriors, mounted on their best steeds, and whose looks were far from benevolent as the day before. But the Indians are not easily fazed; they awaited the result in silence. As soon as daylight had illuminated all the objects around the camp, the Dapple Deer summoned his high council and ordered all the Crows to go there. They immediately obeyed and went to take their places in the middle of the circle formed by their enemies, who already breathed only vengeance, but with that air of indifference so peculiar to savages; their indifference even seems to increase as their situation becomes more critical. When all were seated, the Dappled Deer stood up and addressed the following words to them: - “Strangers, it was yesterday that you arrived in our camp. You have announced yourselves as the deputies of your great chiefs, to conclude with us, who have been your enemies up to this day, a strong and lasting peace. We have listened to your speeches. Your words and remarks seemed reasonable and advantageous to us. All our boxes have been opened to you, to make you participate in our feasts and our hospitality; you have joined in all our amusements. Yesterday we intended to be even more liberal towards you today. But before continuing, I have only one question for you, Ravens! I need an answer, and it will decide if peace is possible or if we must continue the war to the death between the nations. - He then removed the hair from his lead bag, and, unfolding it in their eyes, he exclaimed: - "Tell me, Ravens, to whom does this hair belong?" Which of you is claiming the trophy?” - Those of the Ravens who were unaware of the circumstances looked on in surprise and astonishment; they thought the Blackfoot were looking for a reason to quarrel. No one answered. The chief resumed again: - "Will no one answer me?" Shall I call a woman to interrogate Raven warriors?" And beckoning to the thief of the hair to approach, he said to her: "Show us to whom of these great braves the trophy belongs." - Without hesitation, she pointed to one of the two Raven brothers. All eyes were on him. The Pied-noir chief, approaching the murderer, said to him: - “Do you know this hair? Did you take it away? Would you be afraid to tell us at this hour?" - With a single leap the young Crow places himself in front of the Pieds-noirs, exclaiming: - “Cerf Pommelé, I am fearless. I took that hair out. If I tried to hide it, I did it with the desire to hurt you even more. You ask me whose hair is this? Look at the hairy fringes of your shirt and your mitts: I ask you in turn whose hair is? Is it the hair of my two brothers, killed by you or your people, barely two moons ago? or do they belong to the parents of either Raven here? It was revenge that brought me here. My brother has in his bag the companion of this hair. It was our determination, before leaving the camp, to throw these bloody clumps in your face, as well as our challenge. This 

language seemed to determine the Pieds-noirs on the party they had to follow. - “Young man, you spoke well, replied the Dapple Deer; you are valiant and you do not fear the death which must strike you, you and all your companions, in a few moments. However, we smoked the peace pipe together, it is not fitting for the land where the ceremony took place to drink your blood. Raven, look at the high hill in front of us; it is the path that leads to your lodges. Until then, we allow you to go. As soon as you achieve this goal, we will go after you. Take the lead and leave us. 

The Crows left this place at the same time and headed towards the indicated place, determined to sell their lives dearly in this unequal fight. The enemies on their side, mounting their steeds, waited impatiently for the order to follow them. 

As soon as the hill was reached, the terrible battle cry, the sassaskwi, resounded throughout the camp. The Pieds-noirs, burning to avenge themselves for the outrage received, rushed forward with the greatest impetuosity. The Crows, after running for a few moments, encountered a deep ravine in the plain, hollowed out by the flow of the waters; judging the position favorable, they took refuge there and remained there for some time. As soon as, in their first ardor, the Blackfeet approached the ravine to dislodge them, a general volley of guns and arrows from the Raven party killed eight men and wounded a greater number. This discharge confused them and forced them to move away. The Blackfoot left their steeds, and there were several skirmishes between them and their enemies; but all were to the disadvantage of the Pieds-noirs; for the Crows were sheltered in the hole and only showed their heads when necessary, while they were exposed in the meadow. A good number of Pieds-noirs lost their lives in these various attempts and the Ravens did not suffer the slightest loss. The Dappled Deer, seeing the danger and the needless loss of so many warriors, appealed to his braves; he proposed that they put themselves at their head and rush together on their enemies. His proposal was accepted; the battle cry resounded again; they fell en masse on the Crows, and, after having discharged their guns on them and shot their arrows, armed only with their daggers and their puzzles, they rushed pell-mell into the ravine and did, in a few minutes, instants, a horrible massacre of all their enemies. It should be noted that in this last attack no Pied-noir lost their lives. 

After the fight, the hair was removed by the warriors who had distinguished themselves most in the affair; the women cut the corpses into such small pieces that one could hardly recognize any trace of a member of a human body. All this hair and all these shreds of flesh were then attached, as trophies, to the ends of spears and poles, and carried in triumph to the camp, amid songs of victory, cries of rage, howls and vociferations against their enemies. At the same time there was great affliction, caused by the loss of so many warriors, fallen in this unfortunate encounter. 

The war between these two nations has continued unabated ever since. 

It was on the battlefield itself that this horrible story was told to me, in 1851, by a chief who had been present. 

I recommend, in a very special way, to your good prayers and your holy sacrifices these poor Indians who have been asking for fourteen years to have some of our Fathers to come and announce to them the consoling truths of the Gospel. We can truly say of them, with the Holy Scriptures: “Panem petierunt et non erat qui frangeret eis. They asked for bread, and no one broke it for them.” In my short visits among them, I was touched by their affability, their benevolent hospitality, the attention and respect with which they listened to me; I augur very favorably of their good dispositions, and I am convinced that two or three missionaries, fervent and zealous, would reap in the midst of these barbarians very consoling fruits for religion. Since my last interview with them, in 1851, I have received several invitations from them. 

Do not forget me either in your good prayers, and please remember me in the good memories of the Fathers and Brothers of the College Saint-Michel. 

I have the honor to be with the deepest respect and esteem, 

My reverend and dearest Father, 

Your very devoted servant and brother in J.-C., 
PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1855 - letter 13 - The future of the Indians.

	
The article published on page 364 of the previous issue brings this letter up to date. We therefore hasten to insert it, although it bears a later date than that of another letter which we will soon publish. Moreover, we have already noticed that, in this correspondence, the date indicates the time of the sending and not that of the events. 


University of Saint Louis, December 30, 1854. 

My Reverend Father, 

The Indian question has been much agitated in the United States during the course of this year. Two large territories, Kanzas and Nebraska, will now be part of the large confederation. They embrace the entire Great Desert, from the borders of the State of Missouri to the 49th degree of north latitude, and extend in the west to the summit of the Rocky Mountains ¹. 

¹ See in the Précis Historiques for the year 1853 the six letters of Fr. De Smet, containing the account of his Voyage to the Great Desert. (Editor's note.) 

Questions about the future of the Indians have often been proposed to me by people who seem to take a great interest in the fate of these poor unfortunates. Knowing the affection and the interest that you have for them yourself, I propose to give you today my views and my apprehensions with regard to them; these are the ones I have had for a long time. I said a few words about it in a letter written in 1851 and inserted in the 40th issue of your Précis Historiques, pages 22, 23, 24, 25. During the same year, I received a letter from a very respectable man from Paris, who begged me to give him some details on the present condition and state of the Indian tribes of North America. I will give you here the questions of this correspondent and my answers. I will add what has happened since, especially the resolutions taken and the treaties concluded since 1851, until December of this year, 1854, between the American government and the aborigines. 

First question. Do you think that the aborigines will be exterminated west of the Mississippi, as they were east of this river? In other words, will the Indians west of the Mississippi share the fate of their brethren to the east? 

Answer. The same fate which the Indians had east of the Mississippi will also reach, at a not long time, those who are to the west of the same river. As the white population, or of the European race, advances and penetrates into the interior of the lands, the aborigines will gradually withdraw. Even already (in 1851) we see that the whites are looking with avid eye to the fertile lands of the Delawares, Potowatomies, Shawanons and others on our borders, and are planning the organization of a new territory, Nebraska. I would not be surprised if, in a few years, negotiations were started for the purchase of these lands and the displacement of the Indians, who would have to withdraw further west. The great outlets opened up to emigration by the definitive settlement of the Oregon question, as well as the acquisition of New Mexico, California, and Utah, have alone prevented, up to the present, that 'Efforts were not made to extend Indian title or rights to the lands immediately west of the State of Missouri and to those lying on the south side of the Missouri River between the Kanzas and Plate Rivers, and probably as high as the Niobrarah or the river called running water. 

Second question. In the event that the Indians, having made a constitution for their own government, should find themselves in the. territory of an American state, would it not be to be feared that these nascent communities were treated with the same barbarism and the same injustice as the Cherokees who, contrary to all rights, were deprived of their territory by the State of Georgia and transported to the upper lands of Arkansas? 

Answer. I answer in the affirmative. It is very probable that within a few years (1851) treaties will be concluded with these tribes for reservations, that is, portions of their lands which are set aside for their future residences. But though the letter of the treaty guarantees them such reservations, you may rest assured, however, that as soon as the supposed needs of a prosperous white population demand these lands, the whites will find pretexts for dispossessing the Indians. This is accomplished, either by negotiation or nominal purchase, or by making their situation so painful that they find no other alternative than displacement or emigration. 

Third and fourth question. When the territory of Oregon is incorporated as a state in the Union, could not the missionaries of this region organize the converted tribes into distinct districts and counties, populated by American citizens, although of Indian origin? Then the property of the Indians would become inviolable, and the missionaries would have time to persuade them to leave the nomadic and hunting life, to embrace the pastoral life; later they would cultivate the soil, untroubled by the pretensions of the whites. 

Answer. When Oregon takes its place as a State in the Union, it will follow the same policy as has hitherto been followed by the other States, that is to say, it will subject all inhabitants to its jurisdiction. and state laws. The policy of the United States has always been to remove the Indians from each new state as soon as that state is admitted into the confederation; and in the case where some portions of tribes remain on their lands, as happened in the States of New York, Indiana, Michigan and Ohio, the situation of the Indians is very disagreeable, their progress very slow. Comparing themselves to the whites who surround them and whom they see as so enterprising and so industrious for the ordinary, they experience a feeling of inferiority which overwhelms and discourages them. The Stockbridges (Mohegans and Iroquois), who for many years enjoyed all the rights of citizens in the State of Wisconsin, have begged the authorities to discharge them from their obligations as such, and earnestly request the government to grant them an abode, either in Minesota or west of Missouri. Even those who live on reservations, beautiful stretches of land granted to them and secured by special treaties in Illinois, Michigan, Indiana and Ohio, finding themselves as strangers on native soil, have all sold their possessions and joined their own tribes in the west. The neighborhood of whites had become intolerable to them. When the lands of the Indians cease to have any value, and the whites can and will do without them, then only the Indians will enjoy the privilege of retaining them. 

Fifth question. Here is an excerpt from a law of September 27, 1850: "To each inhabitant or occupant of public land herein, including American Indian Half-breeds, over eighteen years of age, citizens of the United States, or having makes a declaration of his intention to become a citizen, or who will make such declaration on or before December 1, 1851, etc.” Note that this law proves two things: the first that there are half-breeds in Oregon, the second that the half-breeds have all the rights of white citizens. Do you not think that one day in the future, suppose in the course of a century, Oregon will be peopled by a heterogeneous race with striking features of a mixed race of Indian blood and white blood, and a remains of aborigines in the folds or valleys of the mountains, similar to the Celts of Scotland and the Americans of Chile? Then Oregon would fall into the category of all the Spanish states south of America, where the Redskins, far from being exterminated or dying out, have, on the contrary, made efforts to assimilate into the white race. 

Answer. I answer this last question only in case the missionaries should unite the half-breeds with the more docile Indians in the districts or counties, under the aforementioned territorial law of Oregon, and give the youth an education both religious and agricultural, the result would be a greater mixture of Indian and white blood, and thus the future population of Oregon would be somewhat heterogeneous. 

The future of the poor Indian tribes is very sad and very dark. Placed as they are, under the jurisdiction of the United States, surrounded on all sides by whites, their ruin seems certain. These savages disappear imperceptibly, as the emigrations of whites follow one another and advance. In fifty years, we will no longer find, in the west of this hemisphere, only a few traces of the natives. What has become of those powerful tribes who, at the beginning of this century, inhabited the great and beautiful. region shared today between the western states? You only find a few remnants scattered here and there on our western borders. Today, the same causes are at work and produce the same effects. For the past four years especially, the great European emigrations have only been cooperating there. These emigrations multiply more and more today (1851) and follow one another like the waves of the sea. They must find a way out; this exit is the west. 

Such are the answers I gave in 1851 to M. Denig. In the space of about three years, what was an opinion became a fact. My answer to the second question has been verified to the letter. 

During this year, 1854, treaties were concluded with the Omahas, Ottoes and Missouris, Sancs, Missouri Foxes, Jowas, Kickapoux, Shawanons and Delawares, as well as with the Miamis, Weas, the Piankeshaws, the Kaskaskias and the Piorias. By these treaties, these different tribes cede to the United States the largest and most advantageous portions of their respective territories, and retain, as we have already said, only a narrow and small territory, called a reserve, for the needs of each particular tribe, and for their future residences. 

We notice daily in the sheets that a great number of emigrants are already spreading over the ceded territories; however, the preconditions of several treaties between the government and the tribes expressly prohibited whites from going there before the lands were surveyed and put up for sale, for the benefit of the Indians. Despite these conditions, the whites established their colonies there and even challenged the authorities to prevent them. 

The new organization of the territories of Kanzas and Nebraska has just repealed the protective laws or intercourse laws. By this she has overthrown the feeble barrier which opposed the introduction of strong liquors, which the inhabitants so expressively call the fire-water of the savages. In a few years these small reserves, or Indian settlements, will be surrounded by a white population; these Whites, for the most part vicious and corrupt, will soon introduce and supply liquors in abundance, to satisfy the depraved taste of the Indians. In all this, the only object is to rob these unfortunates of all that remains to them in land and in money. In this state of things, I cannot conceive how the Indians could be protected against the dangerous influences which will surround them on all sides. Within a few years, perhaps towards the end of 1856, delegates from the Kanzas territory would be knocking at the door of Congress asking for admission into the United States Confederation. If this request is once granted, we can say goodbye to the independence of the Indians and the maintenance of their reserves. The new State immediately establishes its jurisdiction over all the inhabitants who are within its limits. Although the Indians would appear to be protected by general stipulations granted by the government itself, constant experience shows that they could not exist within the limits of a state unless they became citizens of it. Witness the Creeks and the Cherokees in the State of Georgia, who in time were on the point of bringing about a conflict between the State and the General Government. The policy followed at all times by the Americans towards the Indians is to keep them away from each new state and to make their situation disagreeable and impossible. 

In several of the later treaties to which I have referred, the Indians have renounced their permanent annuities, and in exchange have consented to accept rather considerable sums for a limited number of years and in installments at fixed terms. However large the annuity, the Indian never sets anything aside for his future needs; it is his character. He lives from day to day; everything is spent during the year in which the payment is made. Suppose then that the sum of the last payment has been paid, what will be the condition of these tribes thereafter? Here, I think, is the solution to the problem: they must either perish of misery, or sell their reserves, or join the nomadic bands of the plains, or cultivate the soil. But mark it well, they will be surrounded by white people who despise them, hate them and who will demoralize them in a short time. If one asks: To what must be attributed the short-sightedness of the tribes, who neglect to exchange their permanent annuities for sums at limited but larger terms? The answer to this question lies in the disparity of the parties who make the treaty. On the one hand you find the clever and mischievous government officer; on the other, a few ignorant chiefs, accompanied by their Métis interpreters, whose integrity is far from being proverbial. 

Adding to these facts the ravages wrought each year in a large number of these tribes by smallpox, measles, cholera and other diseases, as well as the divisions or incessant wars which tear them apart, I think I can repeat the sad forecast that, in a few years, there will remain only very weak vestiges of these tribes in the reserves which are guaranteed to them by the last treaties. At this time the agents continue to make new treaties, by which the government proposes the purchase of the lands of the Osages, Potowatomies, and several other tribes. 

Since the discovery of America, the system of removing and relegating the Indians further inland or in the interior has been exercised assiduously by the whites. In the early days, we went there little by little; but as the European colonists multiplied and gained in power, the system was pushed with more vigor; today this same policy is advancing by leaps and bounds. Resistance from the natives could only hasten their downfall. The population drama has therefore come to its last stage, east and west of the Rocky Mountains. In a few years the curtain will fall on the Indian tribes to hide them forever; they will only exist in history. The whites continue to spread like torrents throughout California, in the territories of Washington, Utah and Oregon; in the states of Wisconsin, Minesota, Iowa, Texas, New Mexico and, lastly, in Kanzas and Nebraska ¹. In recent times and since I have lived in America, all these states and territories were still the exclusive domain of the Indians. As the whites settle and multiply there, the natives disappear and seem to die out. The immense regions which I have just named contain several millions of square miles of land. 

¹ On August 1, 1854, there was in the territories of Kanzas and Nebraska, neither town nor village of whites; by December 30 of the same year, thirty to forty sites had already been chosen to immediately build villages and towns. It is already being worked on at full speed in a large number of places; houses are built, farms are established. Everything is life and movement in these virgin territories. 

Rev. Félix Martin recently wrote to me from Canada the following lines: “The wild missions are almost reduced to nothing. They follow the movement of these sad populations which are no longer what they once were. It's like a body that gradually collapses on itself. It loses its grandeur, its strength, its primitive forms. They have lost the character of nations; they are individuals with some old memories, and their traces are gradually being erased. 

If the poor and unfortunate inhabitants of the great Indian territory were treated with more justice and good faith, they would cause very little trouble. They complain about the bad faith of the whites, and no doubt this is with good reason. They are taken away from their native country, from the tombs of their fathers, to whom they are religiously attached, from their former hunting and fishing grounds; they must seek elsewhere what is taken from them, and build their huts in another climate and in countries which are unknown to them. No sooner have they found a bit of ease there than they are pushed away a second and a third time. After each emigration, they find their lands more restricted, their hunting and fishing less abundant. However, in all the treaties, the agents promise them, on behalf of the government, whom the Indians call their grandfather, protection and privileges which are never realised. Is it any wonder then that savages call white people forked tongues or liars? They say that the Whites “walk through crooked paths to arrive at their goal;” that their declarations of friendship, however beautiful and favorable they may appear, "have never entered their hearts" and always pass with the same facility, "from the tip of their tongues;" let them approach the Indian "with a smile on their lips," take him by the hand to gain his confidence, deceive him more easily, intoxicate him and corrupt his children. “Like serpents,” said Black Rank in his famous speech, “they have slipped among us; they have taken possession of our homes; the opossum and the deer disappeared as they approached. We are dying of hunger and misery. The mere touch of white people had poisoned us.” 

These sorts of complaints and lamentations have been repeated a thousand times, but in vain, in the speeches of Indian orators, when the agents of the American government try to make them offers for the purchase of land. There still remains a faint glimmer of hope for the preservation of a large number of Indians, if the bill introduced by Senator Johnson is passed in good faith by both sides, by the government and by the Indians. . Mr. Johnson proposes to the Senate to establish three Territorial Governments in the Indian Territory inhabited by the Choctaws, Cherokees, Creeks, Chickasaws and other Indian tribes, with the expectation of later admission as separate members of the confederations of the States -United. On November 25 last, Harkins, chief among the Choctaws, addressed a speech on this subject to his nation, meeting in council. Among other things he said to them: "I ask you: what will become of us if we reject Senator Johnson's proposal?" Can we hope to always remain a people apart? The thing is not possible. The time must come, yes, the term draws near when we will be swallowed up. And this despite our rights and just claims! I speak with confidence. It's a done deal: our days of peace and happiness are gone forever! On our part, no opposition could stop the march of the people of the United States to greatness and power, nor prevent the entire occupation of the vast American continent. We have neither power nor influence over the slightest project of this government: it looks at us and considers us as little children, as wards placed under its tutelage and protection; he does with us as he sees fit. Could the Choctaws change this state of affairs? - If the desire for life is not extinguished in our hearts, if we want to preserve among us the rights of a people, only one means remains to us: it is to instruct and civilize the youth, promptly and effectively. . Fellowship day has arrived. We must act together and with one accord. Let us carefully consider our plight and the path that remains for us to follow at this time. A single false step could be disastrous and fatal to our existence as a nation. - I therefore propose that the council take this matter into consideration and appoint a committee to discuss and deliberate on the advantages and disadvantages of the proposal made to the Choctaws. "Is it just and wise for the Choctaws to refuse a liberal and favorable offer, and expose themselves to having to follow the destiny of the Indians of Nebraska?" 

According to news recently received by a newspaper which publishes in Indian country, the chief's speech caused a deep sensation and was highly applauded by all the councillors. All intelligent Choctaws approve of the measure. The Protestant missionaries, a species of political speculators, opposed the passage of the bill and employed all their tricks and all their influence to prevent its success. Harkins proposes, their expulsion. "It's our money," he exclaimed, "that these mercenaries have come to seek among us. - Surely our money will be able to get us better instructors. - Let us therefore try to obtain missionaries with whom we can live in good harmony and intelligence, who will give us the assurance that their doctrine is based on that of the apostles and of Jesus Christ.” 

The Chickasaws are portrayed as contrary to Senator Johnson's measure. However, we dare to hope that the majority vote will be favorable and that the three territorial states will be established. It is, in my opinion, a last try and a last chance of existence for the sad remnants of the poor native Americans. “It is, I will say, if I may be allowed to repeat again here what I wrote in my second letter inserted in the Précis Historiques of the year 1853, it is the only source of happiness which their remainder; humanity and justice seem to demand that they get it. If they were driven back again and relegated further inland, they would inevitably perish. The savages who refuse to submit or to accept the final arrangement and the only one favorable to them, should resume the nomadic life of the plains, and end their sad existence as the buffaloes and other animals, which feed them, disappear. .” 

I have the honor to be, 

My Reverend Father; 

Your very humble and very devoted servant and brother in J.-C., 
PJDE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1855 - letter 14 - History of an Assiniboine chief.

	
University of Saint-Louis, December 10, 1854. 

My Reverend Father, 

You have received the speech of the Bear or Matau-Witko, the present leader of the Assiniboins. This play has made known to you the favorable dispositions which animate this leader with regard to our holy religion. I have spoken to you of their hunts, of an expedition of peace and war sent from the Crows, or Absharokays, to the Pieds-noirs or Ziazapas ¹, their inveterate enemies; I have spoken to you of the Assiniboin worship, which, in respect of ceremonies, superstitious practices, and various points of belief, resembles all the other worships in use among the different Indian tribes who inhabit the plains of the upper Missouri. These details will have given you an idea of the depth of darkness in which these poor nations are still buried. How much they are to be pitied and worthy of Christian pity, devotion and charity! What a noble mission to go and snatch the spirit and the heart of this unfortunate people from the base superstitions and the infamous cruelties to which they abandon themselves; to sow mustard seed in this barren land, and to make the unfortunate taste the sweet and consoling fruits of the truths of the Gospel, which alone can make man happy on earth! 

¹ The Blackfoot nation, in the northern United States, is one of the most powerful in the new territory of Nebraska. It has about ten thousand souls. Their hunts and races extend to the 52nd degree of north latitude, and include all the upper region of the upper Missouri and its tributaries, from the Rocky Mountains to the 103rd degree of longitude. 
I have given in my sixth letter, published in the Précis Historiques of the year 1853, 45th delivery, the Table of the different Indian tribes in the upper Missouri, and the Table of the Sioux nation, as well as notions on the bands, the countries they occupy, their languages, their Indian names, their principal chiefs, and the explanation of the word Wah-Con or medicine. 

Some of our Fathers are engaged in this noble career. It is to be hoped that a greater number will join them before long, to carry the torch of the faith to all the nations which desire it and do not cease asking for Black-robes with insistence. I speak with knowledge when I say that most nations; of the Great Desert express the desire to be instructed and willingly listen to the word of the Lord. 

To initiate you further into the knowledge of Indian manners and customs, I thought it would be pleasant for you to receive a little insight into the life of the most renowned chief among the Assiniboins. He was a cunning, cunning, and cruel man; a savage villain in the fullest sense of the word; his life was filled with horrors. For forty years he led his people in the desert. At the beginning of his career, he had over 3,000 men in his band. He led them from war to war, sometimes with success and often with reverse. Diseases have ravaged them; poisons and battles have made them wither and melt like snow in the sun. When they were down to a handful of men, he saw the sad remnants of his fair band disperse and seek asylum in a stronger and more numerous camp. He died as he had lived. Whether fear, jealousy or hatred, he had recourse to poisons to get rid of all those who thwarted him; haunted by remorse and despair, he used the same means to end his own life. He died in the most terrible convulsions. This story will teach you that the savages also had their Nerons and their Caligulas. 

All the reports that I have read on the statistics of Indians show that their numbers are always decreasing. To what is this remarkable decadence principally attributed? The story of the Assiniboine tribe, led by the wicked chief, is more or less the story of the decline of the other tribes. Ambitious chiefs and followers keep up incessant wars in their tribes, and diseases, the nature of which is unknown to them, ravage them. Next comes the neighborhood of the whites; the Indians easily learn and adopt the vices and excesses of the pioneers of our civilization. The strong liquors, which they present to them in abundance, much more terrible than wars, reap them by the hundreds, and they disappear, leaving behind them only sad mounds by way of tombs, which one meets here and there in the plains, as well as, on the high slopes which skirt the rivers. The plow finally comes to level them. 

If time permits, I will later give you some information on the present condition of the Indian tribes, which are under the domination of the great republic. The government intends to organize in the western desert two new territories, Kanzas and Nebraska ¹. They embrace an area which has, neither more nor less, than between five and six hundred square miles; they will then be divided into several States, and each of these States will be larger than all of France. The Whites go there at this moment by the thousands and hasten to seize and take possession of the best sites. The law has barely been passed, the measures to protect the Indians have not yet been taken, and already about fifty new towns and new villages are under construction; barns, farms, mills, etc., rise on all sides as if by magic ². I did not think then that the time of the invasion was so close. 

¹ The territory of Nebraska extends to the northern limit of the United States, at the 49th degree of northern latitude; to the south, it extends to the 40th degree, which separates it from the territory of Kanzas; to the east, its limit is the Terre-Blanche River and the Missouri, which separates it from the territory of Minnesota and the State of Iowa; to the west, its limits are the Rocky Mountains. 
The territory of Kanzas extends three degrees, or two hundred and eight miles, more towards the south; to the east is the state of Missouri; to the north, the 37th degree separates it from the Reservation or territory of the Cherokees; to the west, its limits are the Rocky Mountains. 
These two territories contain over 500,000 square miles, or forty times the whole extent of Belgium. 

² See my second letter, in the Précis Historiques for the year 1852, delivery 40th. 

The story I come to tell you about today is well known in the country where the scenes took place. I have it from two sources of the best authority, that is to say, from a man of proven probity and veracity, M. Denig, of the Compagnie de Pelleteries de Saint-Louis, and from a worthy Canadian performer. They both resided for a great number of years among the Assiniboine tribes, they knew the hero in question well, and were eyewitnesses to many of his deeds. 

This hero is Tchatka or the Gaucher, the Assiniboin chief. He wielded, during his long career, more power over the band or tribe he led and ruled than any other savage Nestor whose history I have been able to learn. He had received several names; but the name of Gaucher is that by which he was known among travelers ³ and traders in furs. His other names were Wah-Con-Tangka, or the Great Medicine, Mina-Yougha, or He Who Holds the Knife, and Tatokahnan or the Cabri. These names had been given to him at different periods of his life, because of some remarkable action by which he had distinguished himself, as we shall see later in this narrative. 

³ I use the word travelers, a Canadian term adopted by the English to designate the white hunters of the desert, a very special race of men. 

Tchatka's family was very large and had a lot of influence. As the members had intended to choose him as their leader and conductor of the camp as soon as he came of age, he attracted the attention of traders in the north, in Upper Canada or Hudson territory. The close connection which he formed there among the whites, joined to the natural shrewdness or skill which he possessed to a high degree, made him acquire several skills which distinguished him, on his return, in the midst of his own people. He had also obtained, through a white man, a quantity of poison; which he knew and learned to use. Tchatka was a man without principles, without confession, deceitful, cunning, cowardly. Although young and vigorous, he always stood aloof in danger; while the warriors were fighting in the valley against their enemies, he usually sat on a high hill or some other place from which he could observe everything that was going on. He had been initiated into the deceptions of jugglers; he only gave himself up to his incantations and his juggling, always having at his side a good steed on which he sprang in case of defeat; he was always the first to escape, leaving the fighters to their own discretion, and dodging as best he could. As we shall see later, he became chief of two hundred and fifty to two hundred and eighty lodges, or about twelve hundred warriors. The great confidence they had in their leader appears to be the cause of his great successes in the war against the Blackfoot and other enemies of the nation. 

As soon as Tchatka had reached the required age, he made every effort to achieve his goal and satisfy his ambition. He calculated the advantages and the ascendancy he would obtain over the people, by being initiated into the great band of medicine men ¹ or jugglers, and he claimed the gift of prophecy. A second reason for being initiated into it was that he could better hide his lack of bravery, a quality absolutely required in a leader. A great number of remarkable stories are told of him about the accuracy of his predictions, and of which the simplicity of the savages could not account. 

¹ The Wah-Cons or Medicine Men among the American Indians, and the Panomoosi of North Asia belong to the same class. In both hemispheres, these sorts of charlatans claim to cure the sick by spells; they predict the events of battles and the success of hunts; they say they are, in all cases, inspired by manitous, divinities or spirits; they ordinarily withdraw into the depths of the forests, where they claim to fast for several days and often practice very rigorous penances, consisting above all of bodily macerations; then they beat the drum, dance, sing, smoke, shout and howl like ferocious beasts. All these preparations are accompanied by a host of furious actions and bodily contortions so extraordinary that one would take them for possessed. These jugglers are visited secretly during the night by supporters of their deceit and hypocrisy, who transmit to them all the news of the village and the surrounding area. By these means, the jugglers, leaving the forest and returning to the village, easily impress the credulous. The first part of their predictions consists in making an exact account of all events since their departure from the village, marriages, deaths, returns from hunting and war, and all other noteworthy news. 

Tchatka was not unaware that there were several personages in the tribe whose influence was great, who were older than him and who had acquired, by their bravery in combat and by their wisdom in councils, real titles. to the dignity of great leaders. In order to arrogate to himself all the government of the camp, he conceived the dreadful design of getting rid of his competitors. He put all his cunning and all his deceit into the execution of his horrible project. I have already alluded to the poisons he possessed. By secret experiments he had assured himself of their strength and range. He gave or caused to be given so adroitly, sometimes to one, sometimes to another, that no one could entertain the slightest suspicion. His role as a prophet came to his rescue: he predicted to his victims, often several weeks or several months before the event, that they had no longer to live, according to the revelations he had received from his wah. -con and his manitous or spirits. The fulfillment of these sorts of predictions establishes his reputation; he obtained the title of strong in medicine or juggling. The poor savages looked at him with fear and respect, as a being who could dispose of their lives as he pleased. Several made him presents of horses and other objects, so as not to appear on the list of his fatal predictions. 

The most influential and courageous personage of the Assiniboine tribe, the main obstacle to the ambition of the Gaucher or Tchatka, was his own uncle. Tall in stature, he combined bravery with a boldness and violence that no one dared oppose. It bore the name of the traveling Arc or Itazipa-man. He was renowned for his great deeds in combat. His robe, his helmet, his clothes, his spear, his brain-breaker, and even the bridle and saddle of his steed, all were adorned with hair, trophies won from his enemies. He was surnamed One-eyed or Istagon, because, in a battle, an arrow had gouged out his eye. 

Chatka was jealous of Istagon's power and the influence he wielded over the whole tribe. So far he had made no attempt on his uncle's life; as he feared her wrath, he wanted to make sure of her protection. He needed it as long as those lived who might have opposed his ambitious march, the success of which was so undeserved on his part: no feat of arms; no trophy won from the enemy could authorize him to set his claims a little high. By his consideration and his flattery, by assiduous attention and feigned submission to the slightest wishes of the chief, the cunning young man had succeeded in winning his uncle's friendship and confidence. They saw each other more often than usual; they gave feasts where the greatest harmony seemed to reign. One evening Tchatka presented his host with a poisoned dish; the latter, according to the custom of the savages, ate it all. Knowing from experience that after a few hours the ingredient would take effect, Tchatka summoned all the principal braves and soldiers of the camp to come to his lodge, announcing that he had a matter of the utmost importance to communicate to them. He placed his wah-con in the cleanest and most visible place in his dressing room. This Left-handed wah-con consisted of a stone painted red and surrounded by a small fence of small sticks about six inches long. She kept a short distance from the fire that was burning in the middle of the box, and opposite where he was sitting. For several years, she had occupied this place. 

As soon as the whole assembly was assembled, Tchatka introduced him to his wah-con. He told them that thunder, during a nocturnal storm, had hurled this stone into the middle of his lodge; that the voice of thunder had told her that she possessed the gift and the spirit of prophecy; that the wah-con stone had announced that a great event was about to take place in the camp, that this very night the most valiant and brave chief of the tribe would struggle between the arms of death, from which he would not escape point, and that another, more favored than him by the manitous, would take his place and be proclaimed great chief of the camp; that the very instant the chief expired, the wah-con stone would also disappear to accompany the spirit of the deceased to the land of souls. 

A mournful silence followed this strange declaration. Astonishment, mingled with superstitious fear, was painted on the faces of all those who formed the assembly. No one dared to contradict Tchatka's speech or question his words. Moreover, on many occasions already, his predictions had come true at the appointed time. The one whose death was predicted without being named was present. As several occupied more or less the same rank in the camp and shared power in concert with Istagon, the latter did not at first apply exclusively to himself the announcement of death which had just been made so mysteriously. He did not yet feel the effects of the poisoned dish and had not even the slightest suspicion about it. Each retired to his own box; but dark apprehensions troubled their minds and agitation seized their hearts. Who will be the announced victim? 

Around midnight, the Gaucher was informed that his uncle and friend was very ill and absolutely wanted to speak to him. The uncle suspected his nephew's perfidy and had resolved to lay him dead at his feet, while he still had the strength to do so. The crafty Tchatka replied to the envoy: 
“Go and tell Istagon that my visit would be useless to him. At this moment I could not leave my dressing room and my wah-con.” 

Meanwhile, a great tumult and great confusion arose throughout the camp; consternation was general. In his horrible convulsions, and before they had deprived him of the use of speech, Istagon declared to the brave men who had come first to his call, that he suspected Tchatka of being the cause of his death. They immediately threw cries of rage and revenge against him and rushed to his lodge to follow up on their threats. Tchatka, apparently moved and sad because of the unfortunate fate of his uncle, and trembling with fear at the sight of the puzzles that were about to befall him, begged these avengers of Istagon to suspend their vengeance and to want the listen. “Relatives and friends,” he said, “Istagon is my uncle; the same blood runs through my veins; he has always showered me with signs of his friendship and confidence. What harm could I do to him? Only a few moments ago you saw him healthy and strong; there he is on his deathbed, and it is on me that you come to vent your anger! What did I do to deserve it? I predicted the event! Could I help myself? Such was the decree of my great wah-con! 
Come closer and observe it closely, because I announced at the same time that my wah-con was going to disappear to accompany the spirit of the leader in the land of souls. If my word comes true and my wah-con stone disappears, isn't that a sure sign that Istagon's death is more the decree of the bosses than treachery on my part? Wait and be the judges yourselves. -- These few words had the desired effect: they sat down as sentinels around this mysterious stone. Neither calumet nor dish made the rounds in this apparently silent circle, but tumultuous at bottom, for their hearts were agitated by various movements, which the speech of the perfidious Tchatka had given birth to. 

During the approximately two hours that this scene lasted, the fire gradually subsided and ended by throwing into the box only faint lights, which were reflected from time to time on these dark and sinister figures. In the intervals, runners came to announce the progress of the disease. -- "Istagon is in terrible convulsions and utters only cries of rage and despair against his nephew... The convulsions are weakening... His speech is beginning to fail him... Hardly can he hear... He is in his agony... Istagon is dead. - Cries of distress accompanied this latest news. At the same instant the mysterious stone shattered into a thousand pieces, with a sound of thunder which struck terror in all those present. As it shattered, it filled the lodge with ash and fire, and seriously injured those closest to it. Stunned and terrified, all fled and moved away from the scene of this marvelous scene. The indignation and revenge which animated them a moment before against Tchatka gave way to a fear mixed with terror and respect for him, and they no longer dared approach him. The supernatural power of the wah-con stone was recognized, and the one who received the thunder guard from it was honored throughout the camp with the title of Wah-Con-Tangka, meaning the great medicine. 

Here is the explanation of this supposedly supernatural affair: the wily savage had long been prepared for the part he proposed to play. He had drilled the stone a few days before and loaded it with about a pound of gunpowder. A trail of powder, carefully covered, ran from where he sat to the hole in the stone, about six to eight feet away. He seizes a favorable moment to light a piece of tinder or wood with a wick, and at the very moment when the death of the One-eyed is announced, he sets fire to the trail, and the stone bursts. 

All these means of cunning and perfidy of the Gaucher must appear very simple in the civilized world, where poison and powder are so often employed for all sorts of crimes and crimes; but among the savages the case was very different; they were still unaware, then, of the destructive use of these two objects. It is therefore not surprising that they saw only wah-con, that is to say the supernatural and the incomprehensible. 

At his death, Istagon left a large number of friends; especially among the warriors who were sincerely attached to him, because of his bravery. Several of them, perhaps less credulous than the others, cast stern and threatening glances at Tchatka each time he appeared in public. But as he lived very withdrawn and rarely left his lodge, their disdain and dislike for him was little noticed. Besides, he was not without support, as I have already observed, his relationship was numerous: the members of his family united with the partisans on whom he could count, formed a fourth part of the whole camp, or about eighty lodges. 

Tchatka was quite convinced that a big blow was still necessary to win over the undecided, the discontented and the incredulous. Circumstances lent themselves to this blow; it had to be resorted to while the wonders of the mysterious stone were still fresh in memory. It happens moreover quite commonly that on the death of a chief, a considerable camp is divided into different bands, especially when a disagreement existed there previously. Tchatka therefore shut himself up in his box for several days, without communicating openly with anyone. The camp was expecting some other great wonder; the causes and motives of this long retreat were discussed; one lost oneself in conjectures; all were nevertheless persuaded that a new demonstration, either good or bad, would be the result. On the fifth day of this retreat from Tchatka, a rather general malaise manifested itself among the savages, and they spoke of splitting up. 

This famous Tchatka, this Great Medicine, the hope of some and the terror of others, what was he so secretly busy with in his box? Nothing else than to make a drum or tchant-cheega kabo, of such dimensions that never a savage had conceived the idea of constructing one like it. Some time before, in the premeditation of his exploit, he had secretly sawed off a piece of a large holed tree, very suitable for his purpose. Its height was about three feet, by two wide; it looked like a churn. One of the extremities was covered with a kid's skin; the other had only a wooden bottom. He spent several days slicing, cutting, scratching the inside of this famous instrument, to make it lighter. On the outside of the tchant-cheêga kabo, he painted the figures of a gray bear, a turtle and a bull-buffalo, three great geniuses from the catalog of Indian manitous. Between these three figures, the whole space represented human heads without hair, about eighty in number. A Pied-noir chief, without hair, was represented in black and smeared with vermilion, on the skin of the drum. 

He had finished all his work and made all his preparations. In the middle of the night, Tchatka's voice was heard, with the dull sound of her chant-cheega, which resounded throughout the camp. As if coming out of an ecstasy, he made his thanksgiving aloud and his invocations to the Great Spirit and to all his favorite manitous, to thank them for the great favors with which they had once again showered him and whose effects would reverberate throughout the tribe. Everyone obeys his call; we go to his lodge. According to custom, the counsellors, the chief among the brave and soldiers enter first and soon fill his dwelling; while hundreds of onlookers, old and young, gather and besiege themselves outside. Curiosity is at its peak; one burns to learn at last the denouement of the mysterious news; one waits with keen impatience mingled with uneasiness. 

As a preliminary, Tchatka sings, to the sound of the drum, a beautiful war canticle without paying the slightest attention to the multitude that crowded around him. As a great man of medicine, he had swan's down on his hair; his face and chest were smeared with different colors and figures; his vermilion lips indicated that he was bloodthirsty and breathed war. When he perceives that the whole band is gathered outside around his box, he rises, and in a Stentorian voice which is heard throughout the assembly: 
"I dreamed," he said, friends and warriors, I dreamed!... For five days and five nights, I was admitted into the land of souls; alive, I walked among the dead... My eyes have seen frightful scenes;... my ears have heard frightful complaints, sighs, cries, howls!... Will you have the courage to listen to me?... Could I allow you to become the victims of your most cruel enemies? Because, know it, the danger is near, the enemy is not far. An old man, whose white hair announced about seventy winters, great councilor of the nation and juggler, replied: “A man who loves his tribe hides nothing from the people ; 

he speaks when danger is near; when the enemies show themselves, he goes to meet them. You say you have visited the land of souls. I believe in your words. I too, in my dreams, have often conversed with the spirits of the dead. Though still young, Tchatka has given us great proof of his power...Istagon's last hour was terrible...but who would dare rise up to blame you?...You only predicted the two events: the chef is dead and the wah-con stone is missing. I did wonders too when I was younger. I am old today; but although my legs are beginning to fail me, my mind is still clear. We will listen to your words carefully, and then we will decide which way to go. I talked." 

The old man's speech had a favorable effect on the whole assembly. Perhaps he was in on Tchatka's secret. All the speeches that followed showed a rapprochement towards the murderer. The latter, reassured about the dispositions towards him, continued his story with firmness and showed great confidence in his plans for the future. 

“Let those who have ears for me hear me: for those who have none, there is still time to withdraw!... You know me: I am a man of few words; but what I say is the truth, and the events I predict are happening. For five days and five nights in a row, my spirit was transported among the spirits of the dead, especially those of our close relatives and friends. Our friends, whose bones whiten in the plains and whom the wolves lead to their lairs; our friends, who hitherto have not yet been avenged, wander here and there in marshy places, in ice and snow, in barren and abandoned deserts, which produce neither fruits, nor roots, nor animals of no species to feed them. It is a place of darkness, where the rays of the sun never penetrate. They are subject to all kinds of deprivation: cold, thirst and hunger. It is we, their friends, their parents and their brothers, who are the cause of their long sufferings and their dreadful misfortunes. Their complaints and their sighs were unbearable; I trembled in all my limbs; the hair stood on end on my head; I thought my fate was fixed in the midst of them, when a beneficent spirit touched my hand and said to me: 
“Tchatka, return to the place you left. Return to your body, for your time to come and dwell in the land of souls has not yet come. Return, and you will bring good news to your tribe. The ghosts of your dead parents will be avenged and their deliverance draws near. In your dressing room you will find a drum painted with figures, which you will soon get to know. -- The spirit leaves me at the same moment. Coming out of my dream, I found my drum painted as you see it here. When my body revived, I realized that it had not changed position. For four days and four nights, I had the same vision, sometimes varied, but always accompanied by complaints and reproaches about our recent defeats vis-à-vis the Pieds-noirs. The fifth night, a manitou spoke to me again and said: "Tchatka, in future the tchantcheêga will be your 'wah-con... Get up... Follow the path of the war that leads to the Pieds-noirs. At the sources of the milk-river, thirty lodges of your enemies are encamped. Leave immediately, and after five days' march you will arrive at the camp. On the sixth day, you will cause great carnage there. Each head painted on the drum represents a hair, and all these hair won will appease the ghosts of your deceased relatives and friends. Only then will they be able to leave the dreadful abode where you see them, to enter the beautiful plains where abundance reigns and where sufferings and privations are unknown... At this very moment a Blackfoot war party is prowling in the vicinity of the camp. They spied the favorable moment; but, having failed, they departed to seek a weaker enemy. So leave without delay; you will find an easy victory, you will only meet old men, women and children in the pied-noir camp.” “Such were the words of the manitou, and he disappeared. I returned to my body; I came to my senses; I have told you everything¹.” Thus spoke this extraordinary man. 

¹ Several of our Indian tribes celebrate, towards the end of winter, the Festival of Dreams. The ceremonies often last ten to fifteen days. They might rather be called Bacchanals or Carnival, to which the savages themselves apply the name of Feast of the Insane. These are days of great disorder where everything they dream or claim to have dreamed must come true. Dances, songs and music form the main ceremonies of the festival. 

Before continuing the strange story of Tchatka and his strange predictions, it is necessary to point out that he knew how to win and attach to his cause and to his person several active young people and the best runners in the camp. It was from them that he learned in secret all the news and received all the information they could gather, in their long journeys, either on the hunt, or on the proximity, number, position of the enemies. a juggler, as soon as he is up to speed, performs his medicine or his incantations, and then prophesies to the people; the latter does not suspect the deceit and finds only the supernatural in everything that comes out of the mouth of the impostor. 

(To be continued.)
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University of Saint-Louis, December 10, 1854. 

Let us continue. Tchatka's speech (we will still call him by this name throughout the rest of this story, although he received the title of Wahcon-tangka, or Great Medicine) had produced the desired effect on all his audience. These savages nourished a mortal hatred against the Pieds-noirs; this hatred had been transmitted from father to son and increased by continual attacks and reprisals. We can get an idea of the inclination which the savages have for war, by reflecting on the significant expression which they use to designate it: they call it the breath of their nostrils. Each family in the camp had several relatives and friends massacred by their formidable adversaries. Tchatka's speech had therefore awakened in hearts the most violent thirst for revenge. The sassaskwi, battle cry, was the unanimous response of all the warriors of the camp. Everywhere bonfires were lit; groups were formed around them to sing the hymns of invocation to the manitous, to perform their hair dances. Then everyone examined their weapons, and the scene changed to a large workshop. The soldiers were busy sharpening axes and double-edged daggers, sharpening the steel points of spears and arrows, vermilioning clubs and jigsaws, bridling and saddling horses; while the women mended and prepared the moccasins ¹, the mitasses, the traveling bags and the provisions necessary for the excursion. As they would do on the occasion of the grand gala, everyone smeared their face with several colors, according to their fancies, and adorned themselves from head to foot with their most beautiful ornaments. Never had such lively and at the same time unanimous enthusiasm manifested itself in the tribe. It was because everyone had full and entire confidence in the promises of Tchatka and confidently counted on victory. The warriors congratulated themselves that they had finally found the opportunity to erase the shame and the opprobrium that the defeats had inflicted on the nation, and to go and avenge the death of their parents. Everything in the camp breathed nothing but war. The man who had set everything in motion stood aside alone. Quiet in his box, beside his big drum, he wanted neither to take part in the public festivities nor to join the singers and the war dance. 

¹ The moccasin is the Indian shoe. 

When the war party was formed and ready for departure, several old men and soldiers were deputed to Chatka, to beg him to place himself at the head of the warriors and lead them there in person. He answered them: “A few days ago, I predicted two great events in the camp; you were the witnesses of everything that happened, of the hatred that I attracted from many people. I am young; I am not a warrior; choose a man of greater experience and older than myself, to lead the brave into battle. I will stay here. Leave me to my dreams and my drum. The deputies 

reported the reply to their comrades; but the latter again insisted that Tchatka should take part. A new deputation, this time made up of the closest relatives of Istagon, came to find Tchatka in the name of the whole camp, and announced to him that henceforth he would be their war chief, that he would lead the camp, that all promised him respect and obedience. After some hesitation, Tchatka went to their entreaties and said to them: “Friends and relatives, I forget all the wrongs I suffered. If you see the fulfillment of my predictions, if we find the pied-noir camp that I have indicated, if we tear from our enemies as many hairs as there are bald heads marked on my drum, will you believe in the future to my great medicine? If I tell you that, the second day after our departure, we will see the trails of the war party which passed near our camp, if we kill on the field of battle the great chief of the Blackfeet, and that you see him as it is represented on my drum, without hair and without hands; if everything is done to the letter, will you listen to me and answer my call in the future?” -- They accepted these conditions at will. 

Tchatka immediately got up, intoned his war song to the sound of the drum and the acclamations of the whole tribe. He then rejoined his band, but unarmed, not even bringing a knife. He ordered his drum to be tied to the back of a good horse, which he had led by the bridle at his side by one of his faithful spies and runners across the plains and forests. 

To make the event better understood, a brief word about the Indian chiefs will not be out of place. Each nation is divided into different bands or tribes, and each band has several villages. Each village has its chief, who is respected and obeyed insofar as his personal qualities inspire respect or terror. A leader's power is often only nominal; sometimes his authority is absolute, and his name and influence go beyond the limits of his own village; so that the whole tribe to which he belongs recognizes him as general chief. This was the case among the Assiniboins of Chatka times. Courage, skill and enterprise can raise any warrior to the highest honors, especially if his father or uncle has been chief before him, and he belongs to a large family, ready to maintain his authority. and to avenge his quarrels. However, when he achieved the dignity of chief and the elders and warriors installed him with all the required ceremonies; let no one imagine that he then arrogates to himself the least outward appearances of rank and dignity; he knows only too well that the place he occupies hangs only on a weak thread which breaks easily. He must either come to terms with uncertain subjects, or know how to restrain them through fear. A large number of families in the village are more well off than the chief, dress better; are richer in weapons, horses and other possessions than he. Like the Teutonic leaders of ancient times, he wins the confidence and attachment of his soldiers, first by his own bravery and more often by gifts, which only serve to impoverish him further. If the leader fails to win the favor of his people, they will despise his authority and leave him at the slightest opposition they encounter from him; for the customs of the Indians admit of no conditions by which he could enforce or reinforce his power. 

It seldom happens among the western tribes that a chief can achieve great power unless he is the head of a very large family. I have often met whole villages, composed of relatives and descendants of the chief; these sorts of nomadic communities have a certain patriarchal character, and are generally the best settled and the most peaceful. The chef is less a master than a father in the middle of a large family, and he has nothing else at heart than the happiness of his children. One can say in general of the Indian nations, that peoples, little united among themselves, torn even by discords and jealousies, could have in their hands but little power and very little force. 

Let's go back to Chatka, the elected grand chief of the main band of the Assiniboine nation. He was at the head of more than four hundred warriors. They marched the rest of the night and throughout the next day, with the greatest precautions and in the best order, to prevent any surprise. A few single launches scoured and scoured the surrounding countryside, leaving in their path signals or rods planted in the ground and inclined in such a way as to indicate the route which the little army had to follow. Towards evening, they entered a thick point of wood, on the edge of a small stream, hastily erected there a kind of parapet or defense with the trunks of dry trees, and spent a quiet night there. On the morning of the second day, they found themselves in the midst of innumerable herds of buffaloes, and stopped there for a few moments to renew their provisions. 

¹ I have often spoken to you of the bison or buffaloes improperly said, without letting you know the great advantages which the savages derive from these interesting animals. They get almost all the necessities of life from it. The skins serve them as lodges or dwellings; of clothing, bedding, bridles and coverings for their saddles; vases to hold water, skiffs to cross lakes and rivers; with the hair, they make all their ropes; with sinews, they make the strings of the arcs and all the wire necessary for the clothes; as well as the glue they use; the scapula serves them as a spade and a pickaxe. The bison is like their daily bread, their main food. The droppings of this animal, called cow wood, provide them with plenty of heat. Last year one hundred thousand buffalo skins were sent from the desert to the stores of Saint-Louis; with the proceeds, the savages procure weapons and everything they need. 

Towards evening, one of the faithful stars returned and communicated in secret with Tchatka. After marching for several more miles, the chief, to the sound of his drum-wahcon, assembled all his warriors, and pointing to a high hill some miles away, he told them that they would see there the trace of the party of Blackfoot war, which he had dreamed of before leaving the camp. Several riders left immediately to reconnoitre the enemy. At the place indicated, they found the path traced by about eighty to a hundred horses. All the warriors redoubled their zeal, ardor and confidence in their new leader. The next two days offered nothing remarkable. They stopped again on the evening of the fifth day, without the slightest vestige indicating their proximity to the enemy camp they were looking for. The launches had gone, during the day, in different directions without bringing back the slightest news, except the one who had communicated the discovery to Tchatka in secret. Several of the oldest warriors murmured aloud, saying "that the day foretold by the chief, in which they would assuredly see the enemy, had passed." 

But Tchatka stopped them short and told them: “You still seem to doubt my words. The time has not passed. Say rather, the time has come. You still seem very young in experience, and yet many winters have begun to whiten your hair. Where do you think you will find the lodges of your enemies? Is it in the open plain or is it on the top of a hill from where, at a single glance, one perceives all that is there, that you claim to discover them? And this, at a time when those who should protect their wives and children are far away? The bear and the jaguar hide their young in their dens or at the bottom of impenetrable forests; the wolf hides them in a hole; the deer and the goat cover them with hay. When you go deer hunting, don't you look through the trees and brush? When you go hunting badgers and foxes, you are looking for their roosts. Someone will examine the small point of wood near the large rock at the end of the plain where we are. 

Immediately many of the bravest and most experienced in the wiles of war were sent out to find out. Under cover of the darkness and with all the necessary precautions, they entered the little forest and made all their observations without being seen. Around midnight, they brought the news to Tchatka and their companions: “that they had discovered the pied-noir encampment in the place indicated by the chief; that the lodges were mainly inhabited only by old men, women, and children; that they had only been able to distinguish the voices of a few young people; that all the horses were gone.” This news filled these barbarous hearts with joy. The rest of the night was spent in songs and war dances to the sound of the big drum, in juggling and invocations to the manitous who had inspired Tchatka during his five days and five nights of dreams, and who had led his spirit to the land of the souls. 

At daybreak, the four hundred Assiniboin warriors surrounded the thirty feeble Blackfoot lodges. The cry of war and of revenge which they made resound at the same time, like so many furies thirsty for blood, awoke and filled with frightful terror these unhappy mothers and these unhappy children, who were there without the slightest protection. According to their expectation, the Assiniboins found but few men in the camp; all were in the war party of which I have mentioned. The small number of young Pieds-noirs who were there defended themselves bravely and desperately; but they could not resist so many enemies for long. The fight was short; the bloody and dreadful carnage. Old men, women, and children were easy prey for the cruel Assiniboins to destroy. Only two young Pieds-noirs escaped this horrible butchery. An Assiniboin who was in the fight related it to Mr. Denig and declared that by his own hand he had killed fourteen children and three women. Mr. Denig asked him if he had killed them with arrows. - “A few, he replied, but lacking arrows, I had recourse to the jigsaw and the dagger. He added, at the same time, that they tore from their mothers' arms and kidnapped a great number of little children, and that on the way, in their songs and dances of hair, they amused themselves by skinning them alive and to pass pointed sticks through their bodies, to roast them alive in the fire. The piercing cries of these little creatures were to the ear of these barbarians, in the midst of their cruel orgies, the sweetest and most agreeable melody. All that a pitiless and inhuman heart can invent of cruelty, was put into practice. The Assiniboins declare that they satiated themselves with cruelties, to satisfy the ghosts of their deceased relatives; their implacable hatred and their long desires for revenge against the Pieds-noirs, their greatest enemies. The number of hairs won far exceeded the number of heads represented on the great drum. 

Returning to their country, at the first encampment they made, one of the warriors remarked to his companions, and loud enough for Tchatka to hear him, "that the Pied-noir chief had neither been seen nor killed." » The chief answered:-- “Our work is therefore not yet finished: we shall therefore have another meeting before returning to our homes. The Pied-noir chief will die. I saw him without hair in my dream; such it was painted on the drum by the manitous. It will be taken from him with his own knife.” 

A light rain had fallen during the night; a thick fog darkened the sky during the morning; which obliged the whole band of warriors to hold together, so as not to lose their way. After marching for a few hours, shots fired from the front of the line informed those who formed the rear guard that an attack had begun. Everyone hurried to join the combatants. It was the meeting of a troop of twenty or thirty Pieds-noirs whom the fog had separated from their companions. Notwithstanding all of Tchatka's maneuvers to keep out of harm's way, he found himself enveloped in the middle of the fight, not knowing which way to turn. The Pieds-noirs defended themselves courageously, but they had to yield to such a superior number of adversaries. Several escaped under cover of the fog which hid them from view. 

In the fray and a little apart, Tchatka's horse was killed under him; the horseman and his steed rolled in the mud. At the same moment a Blackfoot, of tall stature and prodigious strength, threw his spear at him, which only shaved his enemy's head and went trembling deep into the earth. He then attacked him knife in hand. Tchatka got up quickly from his fall and, cowardly as he was, he lacked neither strength nor skill. He seized the armed arm of his terrible adversary and made great efforts to seize the knife. As the fighting had ceased at the front of the line, the Assiniboins, perceiving the absence of their leader, returned in search of him. They found him prostrate and still struggling against this mighty enemy. The disengaged Pied-noir was already raising his arm to plunge the knife into Tchatka's heart, when he received a blow to the head from a brain teaser which stretched him unconscious next to his vanquished adversary. The latter, in turn, seized the murderous instrument and finished off the Pied-noir. As he got up, he exclaimed: “Friends, here is the Pied-noir chief, for his medal announces him and makes him known. I hold in my hands the knife of the Mâtau Zia (Bear's Foot), whose exploits you know and who for many years was the terror of our nation. -- With the bloody knife he took off her hair and cut off both her hands, to fulfill the last point of his great prophecy, which will be repeated from father to son among the Assiniboins, down to the last generation. In this circumstance, Chatka received his third name, the name of Mina-yougha, or "he who holds the knife." 

The whole tribe gave way to a delirium of joy that it would be impossible for me to describe, on the return of the expedition which returned with so many trophies won over their greatest and cruelest enemies. The dances and the incantations to the sound of the mysterious drum, and the public rejoicings which generally accompany the hair, were renewed a hundred times during the space of a moon or a month. The glory of Tchatka and his bosses was sung throughout the camp. He was acclaimed the Mina-yougha and the Wahcon-tangka par excellence, whom nothing could resist. He did not lose the advantages which he had known how to gain in public opinion by his profound and cruel ruse. All power in the tribe was entrusted to him, and never chief among the Assiniboins had before him attracted so much respect and fear. 

As a true pasha or modern Mormon, he chooses three wives at a time, without even consulting them. Two of these had already been engaged to two very influential young warriors. In spite of their complaints, the parents thought themselves very honored to belong to the family of the Grand Chief, by the choice he had made of their daughters, and they led them to the lodge of Tchatka. To keep the peace in his new household and put the discontented in a good mood, by making them lose all hope, he ordered one of his occult supporters to secretly poison the two suitors. He therefore left for the hunt in order to better shelter himself from all suspicion. On his return, he was told the news of their death; he contented himself with saying "that those who are able to thwart him in the least of things, or who despise his power, are in the greatest danger of dying." 

(The end in the next number. )
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Saint-Louis University, December 10, 1854. 

This is how the main henchman, associated with Tchatka to carry out his numerous poisonings, fulfills his mandate. We must say a word about the relationship that these two criminal men had together. The occult follower was a close relative of the leader. His height was about five feet; his body was very strong. He had lost an eye in a quarrel with a young man; above the other hung a large magnifying glass, starting from the middle of the forehead and extending to the jaw. He had a flattened nose, thick lips, a wide gaping mouth that showed two good rows of white, oval teeth. He lightly hid his ugly headpiece under thick, grimy tufts of black hair, glued together with gum and resin mixed with vermilion. For several years that he visited Fort Union, at the mouth of the Yellow Rock, he was the terror of all children, for it was impossible to meet a more hideous and disgusting human figure. Undoubtedly, the marks of contempt which he received everywhere on account of his exterior, gave birth to in him the inveterate hatred which he bore to his own race. Tchatka the crafty, perceiving the advantages he would derive from a man of this nature for the execution of his frightful designs, had associated with him for a long time. He always treated him kindly, gave him presents, sought his confidence on many occasions, and flattered his vicious inclinations. He could therefore always count on his man in the execution of his plans, especially when it was a question of doing wrong to his fellow man. He had so adroitly administered the poison to the two young warriors that no suspicion fell on him or on Tchatka; on the contrary, in the opinion of the tribe, one more jewel was added to the great reputation of Wahcon-tangka, who, at a distance as well as near, seemed to dispose of the lives of his subjects at will. 

During the first years that Tchatka found himself at the head of his tribe, success generally crowned all his undertakings, and his renown passed on to all the neighboring tribes. However, it sometimes happened that his warriors were defeated. On these occasions, as I remarked at the beginning of my letter, he was always the first to take flight; giving his comrades the excuse that his Great Medicine (his drum) took him away in spite of himself. He had to be taken at his word, otherwise the reckless who dared to doubt it would no longer easily escape the sudden and mysterious death that seemed to quickly reach all his enemies in his own camp. 

In 1830, after predicting success, he suffered his first major defeat from the Blackfoot, leaving on the plain beyond sixty warriors killed, and about the same number wounded. From this dates the beginning of his fall; the prestige which hitherto had surrounded his name and actions began to fail him. Around this time, the Compagnie de Pelleteries had just supplied Fort Union, where it stands today. It had been provided for two years with goods for the trade among the Indian nations in Upper Missouri. 

In the hope of repairing in some way the great loss he had just sustained, of reviving the dejected courage of his soldiers, of "covering the dead," that is to say, of putting an end to the mourning in the families who had lost close relatives in the last fight, Tchatka confidently promised them “that he would make them all rich and load them with spoils in such abundance, that all the horses of the tribe would be unable to carry them. He had once again had a big dream; a dream which will not deceive them, provided that they enter into its designs and that they are faithful in the execution of its orders. He had formed a bold plan to capture Fort Union with a band of two hundred chosen warriors. Tchatka presented himself there; he affected a great friendship for the whites; he tried to convince the superintendent, MM..., that he was on his way with his band to the country of the Minataries or Gros-Ventres of Missouri, their enemies; that they needed some munitions of war; that they intended to continue on their way at daybreak. Hospitality was kindly extended to them. The chief had played his hypocritical part so well that the usual precaution of disarming the guests and locking up their arms was neglected on this occasion. The plan that Tchatka had developed to his warriors was to withdraw into the various rooms of the fort, and to massacre while they slept, at a given signal, all those who were there. By a happy incident, a few days before this enterprise, all the Canadian employees, to the number of about eighty, had come to seek goods at Fort Union in the trade with the Ravens and the Blackfeet. In spite of this great reinforcement, the savages might have succeeded in their perfidious design, if an even more favorable event had not happened to betray them and expose their project. An Assiniboin soldier had a sister married to one of the northern traders. Anxious to save his sister's life and protect her from any danger at the time of the melee which was to take place, he communicated to her, under the greatest secrecy, the chief's intentions, inviting her to come and pass at night in her room, so that he could better protect her. The woman promised to follow him; but she immediately went to warn her husband of the danger which threatened him, as well as all the whites of the fort. The husband announced the news to the superintendent and to all the gentlemen in charge. 

Employees, one after another, were called without arousing the slightest suspicion. They quietly left their apartments, were armed in the blink of an eye, took possession of the two bastions and all the important points of the fort. When all the precautions were taken, Tchatka and the principal braves of his band were invited to go to the salon of the commander, who openly reproached them for their dark treason. Despite their protests, he gave them the choice, either to leave the fort without firing a shot, or to be chased out at the mouth of the big guns (cannons) which were leveled against them. Tchatka, without hesitation, accepted the first proposal and immediately withdrew, confused and grieved at having lost a great opportunity to enrich his tribe, at having failed in his promises and missed the fulfillment of his pretended dream. 

Tchatka had exhausted all his medicine bag, or supply of poisons. His old friends in the north had refused to provide him with more. However, he absolutely wanted to get some; for poison was his only means of getting rid of those who might oppose his ambition and thwart his plans. He struck with so much skill and so secretly that the savages were firmly persuaded that their chief had only to will to put them to death. Hence their abject submission to his slightest whim. This people, once as free as the birds that flit in the air, were reduced, for a great number of years, to the condition of vile slaves to the most cowardly and pitiless tyrant. 

In the course of 1836, Tchatka again presented himself at Fort Union, at the head of a band of hunters. They went there to sell their pelts, their skins of buffaloes, beavers, otters, foxes, bears, hinds, deer, big horns, in a word, the fruits of their hunts, in exchange tobacco, ornaments, woolen blankets, guns, ammunition, knives, daggers and spears. A large part of the pelts belonged to Tchatka; he offered them to the merchant for a small quantity of tobacco, secretly telling him “that he absolutely needed, at all costs, a good quantity of poison, and begging him to procure it for him; otherwise, the charm which surrounded him in the midst of his people would abandon him irrevocably. His proposal was listened to with the greatest horror. He received, for only answer, severe representations on the wickedness of his request and on his infamous and frightful proceedings; but they had no effect on that hard, perverse heart, hardened by an astonishing series of unheard-of crimes. He left the fort giving obvious signs of displeasure for having been frustrated in his expectation. 

During the two years that followed, Tchatka led several war parties, sometimes with success and sometimes with reverse. It was noticed that he was getting old, that his manitous and his wah-con were less faithful to him than before; that his predictions were no longer coming true; that those who found fault with his arrangements lived in spite of him. Many even dared to challenge his power. 

In the spring of 1838, smallpox (it is unclear from what cause) spread to the Indian tribes in Upper Missouri. The ravages of this terrible disease completely changed the position Tchatka had had until then among his people. My intention is not to enter here into all the details of the disasters which this scourge has caused among the savages. The fine camp of Tchatka, composed of twelve hundred warriors, was reduced, in this season alone, to eighty men capable of bearing arms. Other tribes went through even tougher trials. This scourge counted more than ten thousand victims among the Ravens and the Pieds-noirs; the Minataries or GrosVentres were reduced from one thousand to five hundred; the Mandans, the noblest race of Indians in Upper Missouri, numbered six hundred warriors before the disease; they found themselves reduced to thirty-two, others say only nineteen! A very large number killed themselves in despair, many with their spears and other implements of war, but most of them by throwing themselves from a high rock which is on the edge of the Missouri. 

In the course of the following year, Tchatka formed the plan to seize, by stratagem, the great village of the Mandans ¹ and to carry off all the horses and all the effects they found there. The village was then permanent and located in the vicinity of where Fort Clark stands today. About five miles below were the Arrikaras, new allies and friends of the Mandans, who numbered about five hundred warriors and had escaped the contagion, because they were away hunting when the scourge ravaged their country. The Arrikaras formerly belonged to the nation of the Pawnies, on the Nebraska or Plate River. 

¹ In several of my letters I have mentioned the Mandan and some of their traditions. (See the Oregon Missions, pag. 283.) Their Indian name is Sec-pohs-ka-nu-ma-ka-kee, which means pleasant. They have a remarkable tradition on the flood. A high hill exists in their territory; there, they say, the big boat (the ark) stopped. Each year, when the first leaves of the willow unfold, they celebrate this event with great feasts and noisy ceremonies. Their tradition says “that the branch that the bird brought back to the big canoe was that of the willow and was full of leaves. The bird they refer to is the dove, and according to their religious code it is forbidden to kill it. 

Tchatka was unaware of the circumstances of the position of the Arrikaras vis-a-vis the Mandans, and had scarcely thought of the proximity of the two tribes. Having collected the sad remnants of his warriors, he communicated to them the design he had formed; Here it is: "We will go," he said, "to offer the pipe of peace to the Mandons." They will accept it with joy; for they are weak and have the hope of finding in us protection against the Sioux, their bitterest enemies. As soon as we are admitted into the village, under these appearances of friendship, we will scatter among the different inhabited lodges; then, by a simultaneous movement, we will lay hands, with our daggers and our cutlasses, on all that still remains of Mandan. They cannot escape us; everything they have will be ours.” -- The plan appeared to them practicable. Desiring to do something that might ameliorate their condition, the Assiniboins eagerly accepted their leader's proposal. 

The secret of this expedition was communicated to no one. They passed by Fort Union to procure gunpowder, as well as the necessary bullets and a few pounds of tobacco for smoking peace. Arrived in sight of the village, they stopped and made the signals of friendship to the Mandans, begging them to come and join them. Tchatka placed himself on a high hill, from where he could easily observe all that was happening around him, and, drum beating, he sang his invocations to his manitous. He deputed twelve men of his band, carrying a small flag and the peace pipe, with orders to smoke it halfway, that is to say, between him and the village. Fortunately for the Mandans, some Arrikaras, friends and allies, on returning from their hunt, had stopped among them. Of all the nations living in Upper Missouri, the Arrikaras are considered the most cunning and treacherous. Tchatka, without expecting it, found himself caught in his own net. He had come to strike the little Mandan band, and then return home laden with spoils and hair; he fell into the trap he had set for others, and finally found himself at the mercy of worthy emulators. 

After the Assiniboin deputies had assembled at the Mandans to smoke the pipe together, the Arrikaras left in haste to go and announce to their chiefs this meeting so sudden and so unforeseen. The occasion was favorable. Immediately the battle cry resounded throughout the arrikara camp. A few moments sufficed to saddle the horses and arm themselves. They obviously had the greatest advantages over their opponents. Hidden by a point of forest in the low valley, or bottom of the Missouri, they sped silently and unnoticed towards the village of the Mandons. 
The ceremony of smoking the peace pipe usually lasts for several hours. There is first a familiar exchange of news on both sides, a conversation in which each one makes his high feats of arms prevail, or the blows he has dealt to his enemies, a statement whose purpose is to excite the admiration of the opposite party. They then move on to speeches, in which the points in question are discussed. If the pipe is accepted and passed from mouth to mouth, it is the ratification of all that has been resolved, and peace is concluded. 

They are showing off so much and we were getting ready to enter the village together, when suddenly the Arrikaras present themselves and sound their war cry. At the first volley of rifles and arrows, the twelve Assiniboin deputies lost their lives. Their hair is immediately removed and their corpses horribly mutilated. It was a matter of a moment. About three hundred Arrikaras, uttering their cries of victory mingled with imprecations, march with the greatest impetuosity towards the hill, to continue the massacre of the Assiniboins. At the first signal of the attack, Tchatka rushes on his steed and flees. Most of the Assiniboins, being on foot, were easily overtaken by their mounted enemies, and soon fell under their blows. Several of them, however, defended themselves bravely; in spite of their great inferiority in number, they killed three Arrikaras and, although wounded, they had the happiness of reaching the forest and escaping the carnage. 

After this fight, the corpses of fifty-three Assiniboins lay here and there in the unburied plain to be devoured by wolves and vultures. But the great chief, the leader of the great Assiniboine tribe, what had become of him? where was he during the fight? This famous Tchatka, this Wah-con-tangka, this Mina-Yongha, the hero with the great drum, had taken to flight first, mounted on an excellent steed; but the Arrikaras had fresher ones and they rushed in pursuit. As they approached him, they unloaded one after the other and killed his horse beneath him. Chatka gets up immediately. The forest is in front of him and very close; if he can reach it, he still has a glimmer of hope for his life. He rushes in that direction at full speed; fear seemed to lend him wings; old as he was, he took the lead and gained the end of his course before his fiercest foes in pursuit could reach him. Some of his own soldiers, witnesses of this famous hunt, gave him the name of Tatokahnan or the goat, the most agile animal of our plains. 

Tchatka joined his soldiers in the forest. Thirty only had escaped the puzzle and scalp of the Arrikaras; most were wounded, and a few mortally. These were the weak remnants; the last of a formidable band of twelve hundred warriors. Tchatka lowered his head and hardly dared to look at them. All his people had disappeared. Two of his sons had just fallen in this last battle. His tchantcheega-tangka, or great drum, was in the hands of his enemies; his favorite horse had been killed. He himself was old; its days of glory and fame were over. He no longer had to lead a band over which he could henceforth exercise his influence and accomplish his execrable designs of poisoning. 

After this defeat, the Tchatka band having become too weak to form a separate camp, they reunite with the people of the north, as they are called in their language, and who form another large branch of the Assiniboine nation. From then on Tchatka ceased to meddle in public affairs. He continued, however, to pass for a great man of medicine, and was even sometimes consulted, especially on great and dangerous occasions. He did not cease until his death to inspire in all those who approached him a certain respect mixed with fear and terror. 

Like life, like death, says the old proverb, that's pretty ordinarily the case. The end of this wicked leader was no less remarkable than the life he had led. Here is what an eyewitness report. I cite the authority of M. Denig, an intimate shelter and a man of complete integrity, from whom I hold all the information I have given you on the Assiniboins, and who for twenty-two years has resided among them. 

In the fall of 1843, people from the north went to Fort Union to trade or trade their pelts. The first who presented himself at the entrance of the fort to shake M. Denig's hand was old Tchatka, who, laughing, said to him: "My brother, I came to the fort to die among the whites. . ". “M. Denig adding no importance to these words, the old man repeated them to him again. - “Did you understand what I said? This visit to the fort is my last. I will die in this place!” M. Denig then inquired about the state of Tchatka's health, if he had experienced any illness. He told other Indians about it. But they all assured him that Tchatka was in good health as usual; they added, however, that before leaving the village, he had predicted to them "that his last hour was approaching, and that before the sun set the next day, his spirit would soar to the land of souls." The gentlemen of the fort, informed of this news, called Tchatka to question him on his strange declaration. They still feared some trick on his part, and remembered all the trickery and cruelties he had practiced against his tribe, as well as his dark treachery and his odious plots against the people of the fort, in 1831. He declared to these gentlemen that he was well; that he had experienced no harm; he added: "I repeat it to you once again, my time has come;... my henchmen are calling me;... I saw them in my dream;... I must go... Yes. , tomorrow, the sun will not set, before my spirit flies away to the land of souls. -- In the evening, he took a good supper and then slept peacefully, while the other Indians watched and enjoyed themselves all night. The next day Tchatka presented himself again at M. Denig's office, and spat a little blood. They wanted to induce him to take some remedy, but he refused, saying: “Everything is useless. Now life is unbearable to me. I want and I must die, I told you. -- Shortly after, he left the fort with the other Indians, and went to the banks of the river. He soon had a second attack, more violent than the first. They placed him on a sledge to transport him to the Indian camp; but he died on the way in the most terrible convulsions. It was, to all appearances, the same great medicine which he had given on a host of occasions to his unfortunate victims, during his sad and long administration as chief, which finally ended his sad career. 

The inanimate body of this too famous savage was carried with great ceremony to the Indian village, twenty-two miles from the fort. The whole tribe attended his funeral. The corpse, after having been painted, adorned with the richest ornaments and wrapped in a scarlet blanket and a beautiful buffalo skin embroidered in porcupines¹, was finally lifted up and tied between two branches of a large tree, amid cries of and the lamentations of the multitude. 

¹ This expression is in use among Canadian travellers. The long quills or thorns look like uncut feathers, from which the savage women draw a kind of thread, which they use to embroider their clothes. 

Such was the ascendancy which his name and his actions exercised in the minds of the whole Assiniboine tribe, that the place where his mortal remains rest is still today the object of the highest veneration. The Assiniboins never pronounce the name Chatka except with respect. They believe his ghosts guard the sacred tree; that he has the power both to provide them with abundant hunts of buffaloes and other animals, and to drive these animals away from their country. This is why, each time they pass through these parts, they offer sacrifices and presents; they present the calumet to the tutelary spirits and to the ghosts of Tchatka. He is, according to their calendar, the Wah-con-tangka par excellence, the greatest man or genius that has ever appeared in the nation. 

The Assiniboins never bury their dead. With ropes made of raw hides, they tie the bodies between the branches of large trees; more often they place them on scaffolding to shelter them from wolves and other ravenous animals. These constructions are high enough that the hand of man cannot reach them. The feet are always turned towards the sunrise. We let them die there. When the scaffolding or the trees that hold the dead fall into disrepair, then the relatives of the deceased bury all the other bones and place the skulls in a circle on the plain, the face turned towards the center. They keep them there carefully, as objects worthy of a tender and religious veneration. There are usually several buffalo heads there. In the center is planted a medicine pole, about twenty feet high, to which Wah-cons are attached to guard and protect the sacred deposit. The Indians call the cemetery the village of the dead. They go there at different times of the year to talk affectionately with their deceased relatives and friends, and they always leave a few presents there. 

The Assiniboins give their name to the Assiniboine River, the great tributary of the Rouge-du-Nord River, in the English possessions of the Hudson-Bay territory. The word Assiniboin means people who bake stones. This tribe had formerly, in the absence of better utensils, the custom of boiling their meat in holes dug in the ground and lined with raw skins. Water and meat were put together in these holes; then big hot pebbles were thrown into it, until the meat was cooked; hence the name of people who cook the stones, or Assiniboins. This practice is almost abandoned today, especially since they were able to obtain boilers from the whites. They no longer have recourse to the old custom except on great occasions or medicine feasts. The Assiniboine language is a dialect of the Dacotah or Sioue language. They separated themselves from this great nation for a trifle: a quarrel between the wives of the two great chiefs. A killed buffalo had been found by these women; each of them stubbornly persisted in having the animal's heart entirely; from words they came to blows, and in their rage they used their nails and their teeth. The two great leaders had the folly to take up the cause of the lacerated faces of their sad and dear halves; they joined in the quarrel and parted dissatisfied. Since that time, the two tribes have always been at war. 

I provide your poets, by this story, with the material for a new Iliad. Here are two great leaders whose names are more sonorous, no doubt, than those of Achilles and Agamemnon; you can continue the reconciliation. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1855 - letter 14 - State of Oregon Missions.

	
AMERICA. -- OREGON MISSIONS.-- That portion of America, known as Oregon, which extends from the Rocky Mountains to the Pacific Sea, between the 42nd and 49th degrees of latitude, is divided today in two territories, that of Oregon and that of Washington. For spiritual jurisdiction, they are submitted, the first to Mgr. François Blanchet, Archbishop of Oregon-City, second to Mgr. Augustin Blanchet, Bishop of Nesqualy. The seat of Walla-Walla is vacant. The districts of Colville and Fort-Halle, situated in the Rocky Mountains and inhabited only by numerous tribes of Indian savages, are served by the Fathers of the Society of Jesus. 

Father De Smet, who currently resides at the University of Saint-Louis, is regarded as one of the main founders of these missions. Animated by a burning zeal for the salvation of the infidels and by a fearlessness which surmounts all obstacles, on April 30, 1840, he crossed the limits of the civilized States, crossed forests and unknown plains, climbed the Rocky Mountains and arrived at the July 14 of the same year among the Indians of Oregon. God amply blesses the hard work of his servant. The Flatheads, the Coeurs d'Alêne, the Calispels, the Shuyelpies listened to the good news of the gospel, and many neophytes were not long in rejoicing, like budding flowers, this uncultivated land. From their foundation to the present day, these missions have never ceased to pay, with abundant fruits of salvation, for the labors of the missionaries. The many mountain tribes today have three central missions, each of which is served by two Fathers of the Society of Jesus, whose names are as follows: Frs. Joseph Jozet, Alois Vercruysse, Belgian, Ad. Hoecken, P. Menetrey, Grég. Gazzoli and Ant. Ravalli. 

Father De Smet, in a letter addressed to the editor of the St-Louis' Leader' and of which he kindly sent us a copy, gives interesting details on the present state of these missions. Here is the translation of this letter: 

"Saint-Louis, June 19, 1855. 

" Sir, 

"I learn, with the greatest joy, by a recent letter which reaches me from the Rocky Mountains, that the Catholic Indians continue to to respond to the zeal of their missionaries, by their piety and their fervor in the observance of the practices of our holy religion. Father Jozet writes to me that the sacrament of Confirmation has just been conferred on a large number of Indians converted to the faith. 
This special grace, he says, will not fail to further increase the firmness of their good resolutions. The arrival of Msgr. Blanchet, Bishop of Nesqualy, he continues, was not notified to us until a few hours before the arrival of the prelate and when a large number of Catholics were absent for the buffalo hunt. Immediately they set to work and prepared the faithful, who remained in the mission, to receive confirmation worthily. More than six hundred participated in this happiness. The prelate expressed in warm terms the deep emotion he felt at this enchanting solemnity. "Never," he said, "have we seen more zealous and more edifying believers than these children of the desert." 

Despite the small number of missionaries, conversions are numerous. Among the Shuyelpies alone, says Fr. Jozet, we baptized this year one hundred and sixty-three adults. 

The Father further informs me that, by order of Mr. Stevens, Governor of the Territory of Washington, a Lieutenant of the American Army has just visited the various missions of the Rocky Mountains. This officer was very surprised at the regularity of morals and the good conduct of the Catholic Indians, and showed the liveliest satisfaction. The governor himself, in a report to the president of the United States on the state of the savages in his territory, heaps praise on our neophytes, and recommends them earnestly to the protection and subsidies of the government. “They are,” he says, speaking in the same report of the Flatheads, “the best Indians in the territory; they are honest, courageous and docile. It only takes a little encouragement to make them good citizens. They profess Christianity, and I am assured that they live according to the maxims of the Gospel. » 
» I am, etc. 
» PJ DE SMET, SJ » 

HA



 

	
 

	1855 - letter 14 - Massacre of the Sioux.

	
AMERICA. - A letter addressed to us by Fr. De Smet, dated October 5, contains the following details: 

About eighty Sioux, among whom there are many women and children, have just been massacred by American troops , in the vicinity of Fort Laramée, on the Plate River. One of the witnesses present on the battlefield and probably an officer, announcing this news, wrote these sad words: “It was the most beautiful scene I have seen in my life. The fun business has actually begun.” Gold; this is how these poor people have been deceived. The Indians were asking for peace; the Sioux chief was in talks with General Hearny. The latter held him back until the dragoons, which were not seen by the Indians, had cut off their retreat. Then the signal for carnage was given. 

I see that the French newspapers and others render the expression Know-Nothing by the word ignorant, sans savoir, etc. The English term does have this meaning in general; but when one wants to designate the American party thus called, Know-Nothing indicates the answer agreed between the affidés to answer the interrogations of the non-initiates; somewhat like a man who, strictly bound to secrecy, would be questioned about what had been confided to him, would reply: I don't know. The Know-Nothing thus make the ignorant on all that concerns their party. So they are now called the Knights of the Deaf Lantern, to allude to the darkness in which they envelop themselves. 

The movements of this party in America give rise to fears that in a few days there will be an attempt in Cincinnati, reminiscent of the dreadful scenes in Louisville. Both sides prepare for attack and defense. 

The Dublin Tablet of September 15 tells the truth about the sad and unhappy position of Catholics in this country. 

Sunday, October 7, is to begin the first provincial council in Saint-Louis. The bishops who must attend are: Mgr. Pierre-Richard Lenrick, Archbishop of Saint-Louis, the metropolis; Msgr. Loras, Bishop of Dubuque, Iowa; Msgr. Miles, Bishop of Nashville, Tennessee; Msgr. Henni, Bishop of Milwaukee, Wisconsin; Msgr. Cretin, Bishop of St. Paul, in the Territory of Minesota; Msgr. Lamy, Bishop of Santa Fe, New Mexico Territory; Msgr. O'Regan, Bishop of Chicago, Illinois; Msgr. Miége, SJ, vicar apostolic of the Kanzas and Nebraska territories. The episcopal see of Quincy, Illinois, is vacant. There is talk of the erection of three other dioceses for the needs of this ecclesiastical province. 

(Special correspondence of PH)
 
 
﻿

	
 

	1855 - letter 15 - History of Watomika and the Delawares.

	
Cincinnati, St. Francis Xavier College, March 15, 1855 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

I am sure you will like to meet Watomika, that is to say, the light-footed man or celery. He is the son of a warrior renowned for his bravery, chief of the nation of the Delawares or Lenni-Lenapi, who formed one of the most powerful Indian tribes at the time of the discovery of the American continent by Christopher Columbus. I will tell you about his early years later; today I will tell you about his conversion to the faith. 

Watomika received her education in a Presbyterian or Calvinist college. He embraced this sect in good faith. Naturally inclined to piety, he spent whole hours every day in meditation and contemplation of celestial things. He regularly fasted one day every week, taking no food until sunset. This life was not to the liking of Calvin's disciples, and Watomika often found himself the plaything and the target of sarcasm and laughter from his young college companions. 

After his course of studies, he decided to devote himself to the ministry. He prepared for it with great diligence, prayed more, fasted more often. As he sought to know and deepen point by point the doctrine of Calvin, there arose in his soul doubt upon doubt, at the same time as a greater vagueness, which neither his prayers nor his fasts could calm. . Often, in all the sincerity of his heart, he conjured the Lord to enlighten his mind with heavenly truths and grant him the grace to understand them. He asked her fervently; he knocked at the door with courage, and sought with perseverance, like the widow of the Gospel, the lost treasure. The ways of the Lord are marvelous and we never invoke his help in vain. Watomika was sent as a preacher to Saint-Louis, to replace. an absent confrere in one of the churches of the sect. One day he took a short excursion or walk to get some fresh air; Chance, let's say Providence, led him to the street where our church is, and that at the time when a large number of children were going to catechism. He only knew the name Catholic from having heard it mixed up with the most vague and absurd doctrines, which the sectarians insinuate with so much malice, audacity and presumption, not only in the little books of rudiments where children learn to spell and read, in geographies, in stories, but they slip them into their theologies and even into their books of piety and prayers. Watomika therefore knew Catholics only through prisms, only through lies and slander. Either curiosity or the attraction of novelty, he enters the church with the children. A certain respect seizes him; he cannot explain it. The altar, the cross, the image of the Virgin and the saints, the emblems of faith, everything spoke to her eyes. The Holy of Holies who rests in the tabernacle and whose mystery he did not know, this good Shepherd secretly touched the heart of the lost sheep and inspired him with the respect due to the house of God. He attended the catechism of the children with the greatest interest and the liveliest attention. The instructions from the RPD.... revolved around several points in which Watomika had long and sincerely sought to clarify. He returned home happier and amazed to have found in a Catholic church part of the treasure he had been looking for for a long time. He then had the courage to overcome his prejudices and his repugnance, and to have recourse to a priest, even to a Jesuit. He proposed to this monk all his doubts, perplexities and worries. In short, Watomika, the child of the forests, a worthy descendant of a powerful American race, abjured his errors, embraced our holy religion, and, some time later, enlisted in the militia of the children of Saint Ignatius. His scholasticate is coming to an end as I write these lines; Watomika will soon receive the holy orders after which he aspires with holy ardor. Enough of me on the light-footed man; let us now listen to his own exposition of the religious ideas, traditions, manners and customs of his tribe. 

The name Delawares, which the savages of his nation bear, was given to them by the whites. It derives from the name of Lord Delawar, one of the first governors of the English colony in America. Among themselves these Indians are called Lenni-Lenapi, or the first people. They formerly inhabited a large country west of the Mississippi. With the five nations so renowned in the Indian history of this continent, they came to seize and occupy a large territory southeast of their ancient domain. In the course of this long emigration, the Delawares split into three great tribes, called the Turtle Band, the Turkey Band, and the Wolf Band. In the time of William Penn, they occupied all of Pennsylvania and stretched from the Potomac River to the Hudson River. As the white population began to increase, fortify and spread over these vast territories, the Delawares, like all other tribes, found themselves under the necessity of penetrating further into their lands and make way for their conquerors or invaders. While a large part of the nation was settling in Ohio, on the Muskingum shores, the others were returning to the shores and forests of the father of the waters, or Mississippi, whence, according to their traditions, their ancestors were gone. When the colonists of European race came to take possession of this beautiful and great river, which the famous Father Marquette had discovered the first and to which he gave the name, today so sublime and so consoling, of the Immaculate Conception, they again drove back the Delawares, and the government granted these savages a small territory south-west of Fort Leavenworth, on the Missouri River. In the course of the year which has just passed (1854), the Delawares ceded to the United States this last pied-à-terre. 

These savages had received from the President of the United States, whom they call their grandfather, the most formal assurances that their rights would be respected, and that all the conditions of the treaty would be faithfully observed. that is, the lands would be sold to the highest bidder and exclusively for the benefit of the nation. It was therefore to their great astonishment that the Delawares, immediately after the conclusion of the treaty, saw themselves invested on all sides by whites, who, without regard to the clauses of the treaty, seized all the favorable sites for building cities. , villages, farms, mills, and declare that they will only pay a dollar and a quarter per acre! Will the government back down? We think so. 

You will read with pleasure, my Reverend Father, what tradition relates to the origin of the Delawares, or Lenni-Lennapi, as well as curious details of their festivals and their sacrifices. I have therefore proposed to make it the subject of a letter which you will soon receive. 

Please accept my respectful homage and believe me 

Your most devoted servant and brother in J.-C., 

P.-J. DE SMET. SJ
 

	
 

	1856 - letter 16 - Origin of the Delawares.

	
¹ We will continue to publish, in 1856, the series of these precious letters. They make known well the tribes of the countries traversed by the missionary. 
The Chroniqueur de Fribourg, in its number 131, of last November 1, said, on the occasion of the fourteenth letter, published in our collection: "It contains the moving pages that Father Desmet collected on his apostolic journey, evangelizing the American Indian peoples. This is better than the cold novels of Cooper; that has all the interest of Ferry's picturesque tales; and you do not even notice that it is a Jesuit and a missionary who initiates you into these bloody dramas. 
(Editor's note.) 

To the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of St. Louis, March, 1855. 

My Reverend Father, 

In a letter dated the 13th of this month, I promised you some notions on the origin of the Delawares. I will fulfill my promise, bringing you the tradition. 

The Delawares, or Lenni-Lennapi, believe that the Great Spirit first created earth and water, trees and plants, birds and fish, animals and insects; lastly, he created the first Lenap or Delaware. He placed a cochlea on the edge of a beautiful large river that had its source in a distant mountain, about sunrise. After twelve moons or months, the cochlea produced a man with red skin. The latter, dissatisfied with his solitary condition, made a bark canoe and went down the river, to go in search of a company with which he could converse. On the third day of the journey, at the moment when the sun was seeking its rest behind the mountains which rise at sunset, he met a beaver, who asked him the following questions: "Who are you? where do you come from? are you going -- The man answered: -- "The Great Spirit is my father." He gave me all the earth with its rivers and lakes, with all the animals that roam the plains and forests, the birds that flit in the air and the fish that live in the waters. The beaver, surprised and irritated by such audacity and presumption, imposed silence on him and ordered him to leave his domain without delay. A lively and noisy quarrel took place between the man and the beaver, who defended his freedom and his right. The only daughter of the beaver, terrified by this noise, immediately left her lodge and placed herself between the man and her father, ready to tear each other apart, conjuring them with the sweetest and most conciliatory words to cease the argument. . 

As the snow melts at the approach of a scorching sun; as the turbulent waters of waterfalls and cataracts continue their peaceful and clear course; as calm follows storm, so, at the voice of the young child, the anger of the stranger and the wrath of his adversary gave way to a deep and eternal friendship; they kissed affectionately. In order to make the union more lasting and more intimate, the man asked for the beaver's daughter as a companion. After a moment's reflection, the latter presented it to him, saying: “It is the decree of the Great Spirit, I cannot oppose it; take my darling daughter under your protection, and go in peace. --The man, with his wife, continued his journey to the mouth of the river. There, at the entrance to a meadow studded with flowers and surrounded by fruit trees of all tastes, in the midst of animals and birds of all kinds, he chose his abode and set up his lodge. From this union, a large family was born; they were called the Lenni-Lennapi, -- that is, the primitive family or ancient people, now known as the Delawares. 

The Delawares believe in the existence of two Great Spirits, which they call Wa-ka-Tanka and Wa-ka-Sheeka, i.e. the good Spirit and the evil Spirit, to which all Manitous, or Inferior spirits, either good or evil, owe homage and obedience. 

According to their religious code, there is a future life. It consists of a place of delight and rest where the wise in the councils, the brave and fearless warriors, the indefatigable hunters, the good and hospitable man, will obtain an eternal reward; and a place of horror for the wicked, for the forked tongues, or liars, for the cowards and the indolent. They call the first place Wak-an-da, or Land of Life, and the other, Yoon-i-un-guch, or engulfing and insatiable chasm that never yields its prey. 

They say the land of life is an island of ravishing beauty and of great expanse. A high mountain rises majestically in the center, and on the top of this mountain is the abode of the Great Spirit. From there he contemplates at once the whole extent of his vast domain; the courses of the thousand streams and rivers, clear as crystal, which extend there like so many transparent threads, the shady forests, the plains enamelled with flowers, the tranquil lakes, which ceaselessly reflect the beneficent rays of a beautiful sun . Birds of the most beautiful plumage fill these forests with their sweet melodies. The noblest animals, buffaloes, stags, roe deer, goats, big horns, graze peacefully and in innumerable herds in these smiling, these beautiful, these abundant plains. The lakes are never agitated either by the winds or by the storm; the mud does not mix with the limpid waters of these rivers. Aquatic birds, otter, beaver and fish of all kinds abound there. The sun always lights up the land of life; an eternal spring reigns there. The blessed souls who are admitted there regain all their strength and are preserved from disease; they do not feel tired from hunting or other pleasant exercises that the Great Spirit grants them, and they never need to seek rest. 

The Yoon-i-un-guch, on the contrary, which surrounds the land of life, is deep and wide water; it presents at the same time a frightful series of cataracts and chasms, where the incessant noise of the waves is terrible. There, on an immense and rough rock, which rises above the highest and most turbulent waves, is the dwelling place of the evil Spirit. Like a fox on the lookout, like a vulture ready to pounce on its prey, Wa-ka-Sheeka watches over the passage of souls, which leads to the land of life. This passage is such a narrow bridge that only one soul at a time is able to cross it. The evil spirit presents itself, in the most hideous form, and attacks each soul in turn. The cowardly, indolent soul immediately betrays its baseness and prepares for flight; but, at the same instant, Sheeka seizes her and hurls her into the open chasm, which never lets go of its victim. 

Another version says that the Great Spirit hung a cluster of beautiful red berries about the middle of the Bridge of Souls; to test the virtue of those who cross it on their journey to the land of life. The active and indefatigable savage in the hunt, the courageous and victorious savage in war, is not attracted by the sight of the bunch; he continues his walk without noticing it. The lazy and the coward, on the contrary, tempted by the beauty of the berries, stops and stretches out his hand to seize them; but immediately the beam which forms the bridge sags under his feet; he falls and is lost forever in the abyss opened to receive him. 

The Delawires believe that the existence of the good and the evil Spirit date from so remote a time that it is impossible for man to conceive of its beginning; that these spirits are immutable and that death has no empire over them; that they created the Manitous, or inferior spirits, who, like them, enjoy immortality. They attribute to the good Spirit the existence of all the benefits they enjoy on earth: light, the heat of the sun, health, the varied and beneficial productions of nature, their success in war or hunting, etc. .; it is from the wicked Spirit that all annoyances and misfortunes come to them: darkness, cold, bad success in war or in the hunt, hunger, thirst, old age, sickness and death. The Manitous cannot by themselves do them either good or harm; for they are only the faithful mediators of the great spirits, to carry out their orders and their designs. 

They believe that the soul is material, though invisible and immortal. They say that the soul does not leave the body immediately after death, but that these two parts of man descend together into the tomb, where they remain united for several days, sometimes even for weeks and months. After the soul has left the tomb, it delays its departure for some time longer, before it is able to break the bonds which have bound it so intimately to the body on earth. 

It is because of this great attachment, this union so intimate of body and soul, that the Indians carefully smear and adorn the body before burying it, and that they place provisions, arms and utensils in the tomb. This usage is not only a last duty of respect rendered to the dead, but at the same time a profession of their belief that the soul will appear in the same form in the country of life, if it is lucky enough to achieve it. They are convinced that the utensils, the weapons, the provisions are essential to the soul to travel the long and dangerous journey that leads to the island of Happiness. 

Watomika, of whom I spoke to you in my letter of March 13, assured me that he placed a favorite dish on his father's tomb every day, for the space of a whole month, convinced, each time that the food had disappeared, that the soul of the deceased had accepted the dish. He did not cease repeating this last testimony of filial love and sonship to the ghosts of his father, whom he had tenderly loved, until a dream assured him that this soul so dear had entered the land of life. and in the enjoyment of all the favors and advantages which the Great Spirit bestows so liberally on those who have been faithful to their duties on earth. 

I need not point out to you here the striking points of resemblance to several ancient traditions of religion. Although fabulous in several circumstances, this Indian narration contains notions on creation, on the terrestrial paradise, on heaven and, on hell, on angels and demons, etc... In a next letter, I will speak to you about their worship, their superstitious ceremonies, their feasts, their sacrifices. 

Please accept my respectful homage and believe me 

Your most devoted servant and brother in Jesus Christ, 

P.-J. DE SMET. S.J.

 
﻿

	
 

	1856 - letter 17 - Biography of Mgr. Jacques Van de Velde, Bishop of Natchez.

	
Saint-Louis, December 1, 1855. 

My Reverend Father, 

It is with a feeling of deep sorrow, which will be shared by all our brothers in Belgium and by the many friends of the worthy Prelate, that we announce the death of Mgr. Van de Velde, Bishop of Natchez. 

Although the worthy Pastor was advanced in age and despite the length of an apostolic career whose hard work the United States had admired Mgr. Van de Velde never interrupted, everything gave hope that he would carry the burden of the episcopate for a long time to come. His unexpected death appalled all who knew him. It is an immense loss, we would almost say that it is an irreparable loss for the diocese of Natchez. 

Msgr. Jacques-Olivier Van de Velde was born on April 3, 1795, near Dendermonde in Belgium. At that time, the country was very agitated by the partisans of the French revolution. Very young still, he was entrusted to the care of a pious aunt, in the village of Saint-Amand in Flanders. A confessor of the faith, a worthy priest of France, escaped the persecution which afflicted his native country, had found a retreat in the same family. It was he who directed the education of young Jacques; he spared neither care nor labor to form the mind and heart of his pupil. Jacques soon became the favorite child of the clergy of Saint-Amand. He showed from his earliest childhood a strong desire to one day embrace the ecclesiastical state. In 1810 he was placed in a boarding school near Ghent, where his talents made him stand out among a large number of fellow students. At the age of eighteen, he taught French and Flemish in Puers for two or three years. 

While he was teaching, the political and religious situation in the country changed. Following the Battle of Waterloo, the Congress of Vienna unites Belgium with Holland, under William I, Prince of Orange, a Calvinist relentless against the Catholic religion. Like many others, the young professor, impatient of the oppressive yoke under which his native country groaned, formed the project of retiring either to England or to Italy. For this purpose, he studied the language of these two countries. But his former benefactor and confessor, the Very Reverend M. Verlooy, director of the Minor Seminary of Mechelen, encouraged him and suggested that he accept a class of Latin, French and Flemish in his new institute, and that he be brought at the same time on the list of pupils of the archiepiscopal major seminary. It was there that he perfected himself in the direction of the Latin classes and studied the elements of logic and speculative theology. 

However, as the intention of leaving his country was still present in his thoughts, his pious and zealous director advised him to devote himself to foreign missions. For this purpose he was introduced to the Reverend Charles Nerinckx, a famous missionary from Kentucky, who, on his return from Rome and some time before his departure for the United States, had come to Mechelen. After he had taken information on the state of the missions and that we had deliberated on the continuation of his theological studies, it was agreed that he would accompany M. Nerinckx, and that after having finished his studies at the seminary of Msgr. Flaget, he would devote himself there to the exercises of the holy ministry. But Providence arranged otherwise. M. Nerinckx left Europe on May 16, 1817, accompanied by several young Belgians, destined for the novitiate of the Society of Jesus at George-Town, and among whom was the young Van de Velde. But the latter, before the arrival of the ship in the port of Baltimore, fell during a storm and broke a vein. Having lost a lot of blood, he had to be transported to the seminary of Sainte-Marie. Even after recovering, he was still unable to continue his journey to Kentucky. The Reverend M. Brulé, who was then president of the seminary, endeavored to induce him to remain in Baltimore; Father Nerinckx, on the contrary, strongly advised him to follow his traveling companions as far as George Town and to stay there with them in the novitiate of the Society of Jesus. He was received there with great kindness and charity by Father Kohlmann, then superior of the missions of the Society of Jesus in America. 

After two years of novitiate, he was admitted to simple vows, according to the custom of the Society, and appointed prefect of classes. At the same time, he applied himself assiduously to the study of poetry, rhetoric and philosophy. His progress was such that he was appointed professor of literature. 

In 1827, at the age of thirty-three, he was ordained a priest in Baltimore, by Mgr. Archbishop A. Marshal. During the two years that he applied himself to the study of moral and polemical theology, he exercised the functions of chaplain of the convent and boarding school of the Visitation, at George Town. In 1829 he was put in charge of the Rockville and Rockereck missions in Montgomery County, Maryland. During the autumn of 1831, his superiors sent him to Saint-Louis, where a college had just been erected and was in full activity, under the direction of the members of the Society of Jesus and the patronage of Mgr. Rosati. He was received there by his brothers with the greatest joy and the frankest cordiality. Soon after, he was appointed professor of rhetoric and mathematics. In 1833, he fulfilled the office of vice-president and procurator of the college, which had just been elevated to the rank of university. He retained this office until 1837, when he was admitted to solemn vows. He was appointed procurator of the vice-province of Missouri, without ceasing to be vice-president of the University. In 1840, he became president of the University of Saint-Louis. The following year, being chosen to represent the vice-province in the congregation of procurators, he left for Rome, where he had several audiences with the Sovereign Pontiff Gregory XVI. On his return to St. Louis, he continued his functions as president of the University ¹, until September 1843, when he was appointed vice-provincial in Missouri. Under his administration, several churches were built, as well as a more spacious house to serve as a novitiate; colleges and missions continued to flourish. In 1848 he again had the office of procurator of the vice-province and socius of the provincial RP, and accompanied his superior to the council of Baltimore. 

¹ On July 4 of each year, the United States celebrates the day of its independence, proclaimed in 1776. In 1841, Fr. Van de Velde was invited to give the commemorative speech, which was published under the title: Oration delivered on the day sixty-fifth anniversary of the proclamation of the independence of the United States of America, 5th July1841. By the Rev. J. Van de Velde, SJ President of the St. Louis University. Saint Louis; printed at the Argus Office, Olive street, 1841, in-8e. (Editor's note.) 

Several prelates had known him for several years. His talents, his zeal and his piety caused him to be proposed by them to the Pope for the vacant see of Chicago. In November of the same year, he received his bubbles. It was only on the advice of Mgr. the Archbishop of St. Louis and three theologians, who had decided that the documents from Rome contained a formal command from the Sovereign Pontiff, that he wanted to accept his appointment. He was consecrated bishop on Sexagesima Sunday, February 11, 1849, by Mgr. the archbishop, PR Kenrick, assisted by Mgr. Loras and Msgr. miles. Msgr. Spaelding gave a speech analogous to the consecration. This ceremony took place in the church of Saint Francis Xavier, attached to the University. 

Msgr. Van de Velde first visited the part of his vast diocese which is in the vicinity of Saint-Louis. He did not arrive in Chicago until Palm Sunday, the day on which he assumed his episcopal see. 

Msgr. Van de Velde had suffered for several years from rheumatic pains; he soon realized that the cold and damp climate of Chicago was very detrimental to him. The Roman Revolution prevented the Prelate from addressing the Sovereign Pontiff; as soon as order was restored there, he wrote to the Holy Father, begging him to accept his resignation and allow him to return among his former colleagues. He received a reply from Cardinal Fransoni, who encouraged him to bear the burden of the episcopate with patience and resignation. Some time later, on the occasion of troubles and difficulties which arose in the diocese, and which influenced his bodily afflictions, Mgr. Van de Velde wrote again to Rome, begging the Holy See to accept his resignation. The matter was submitted to the decision of the first national council which was to take place at Baltimore, in the spring of the year 1852. This council resolved to create a new diocese of Quincy for the southern part of Illinois; but he decided that, for the benefit of Chicago, Msgr. Van de Velde would not be transferred. 

The bishop had intended to visit France and Belgium after the council; he took the resolution to push his journey as far as Rome and to carry his supplications in person to the throne of the Holy Father. Appointed bearer of the decrees of the council, he arrived in Rome on June 22. Pius IX received Mgr. Van de Velde with the greatest affability. After two audiences, the bishop received the desired answer, namely, that he would be returned to the Society of Jesus, even as a titular bishop, and that he would be transferred to another see in a milder and more favorable. Msgr. Van de Velde left Rome on September 16. After having visited some parts of France, Germany, Belgium, he attended in Liège the consecration of Mgr. from Montpelier. He embarked at Liverpool on November 17, and arrived at New York on the 28th of the same month. 

Since his return to Chicago, he once again made the episcopal visitation of his diocese. It was during this tour that he received from Rome his writ of appointment to the vacant seat of Natchez, to which he himself had asked to be transferred. The majority of the clergy and faithful of Chicago received with the deepest regret the news that they were to be deprived of the presence of their excellent and worthy bishop, who had labored with such zeal and ardor for their well-being, and had done so much to spread our holy religion in the flourishing State of Illinois. Under his administration, seventy churches had been started and most of them completed. He had built two asylums for orphans, not to mention several other establishments and important works. 

Msgr. Van de Velde was compelled for some time to remain on the spot as Administrator of Chicago and Quincy, because the Most Reverend Mr. Melcher, appointed Bishop of Quincy and Administrator of Chicago, had not accepted his appointment. It was only on November 3, 1853, after having bought a beautiful piece of land to build the future cathedral of Quincy, that Mgr. Van de Velde left his many friends in Chicago and went to Natchez. He arrived there on the 23d of the same month, and was received with the greatest joy by the clergy and by all the people. His high reputation had preceded him there. On December 18, after attending the consecration of Mgr. A. Martin, in New Orleans, and after having made a retreat at the college of Spring-Hill, he took possession of his new diocese. 

The bishop undertook with new zeal the administration of his new office, and set himself to extend the cause of religion in the State of Mississippi. He immediately visited the different congregations, to know all the needs of his diocese, made efforts to provide apostolic workers for this part of the Lord's vineyard, established two schools and took his measures to finish the cathedral of Natchez and erect a college. For this purpose, he bought a beautiful site in a suburb of the city. But the Lord, in his inscrutable designs, called to him the good bishop, before he could realize all his plans conceived for the good of religion and the instruction of the flock entrusted to his care. 

His death had, in its causes, a most distressing character: he had the misfortune, last October 23, to break his leg in two different places, falling from a staircase. This sad news quickly spread among the Catholic population. The faithful went en masse to the episcopal house, to express their affliction to their beloved Pastor and bring him all the consolation and all the assistance of which they were capable. The inflammation of the leg first caused a slight fever, which soon passed to the state of yellow fever, and provoked, for several days, spasms of dying. Throughout his illness, one noticed in the bishop an astonishing patience, complete resignation to the will of the Lord, a truly Christian calm, and that in the midst of the harshest trials and the most painful sufferings. Having received the last consolations of the Church, with the greatest devotion, he returned his beautiful soul to his Creator, on November 13, at seven o'clock in the morning, the feast day of Saint Stanislaus, in whose honor he ended a novena. 

The exposure of the body of the venerable deceased and the funeral service offered the most solemn and imposing spectacle. The body, covered with episcopal ornaments, placed in a rich metal sarcophagus, was placed, in the episcopal residence, on a catafalque in the form of a cross, to which one had given a slope, so that the body appeared as if half upright. It remained thus exposed throughout the night following death. A very large number of people, from all ranks of society and different creeds, visited the mortal remains of the venerable Prelate. These visits continued well into the night. A gentle smile seemed to animate the features of the deceased; to see his half-open eyes, one would have thought that he was listening attentively and with pleasure to those around him, and that he was preparing to answer their questions. The spectators could hardly believe that he was no more. It took effort, especially on the part of Catholics, to separate themselves from their worthy Father and good Shepherd. 

The funeral took place on the 14th, at nine o'clock, in the cathedral of Sainte-Marie, in the midst of an immense crowd of people, running to pay their last tribute of respect and attachment to their venerable bishop. 

The solemn mass was sung by Mgr. Antoine Blanc, Archbishop of New Orleans, assisted by Reverends MM. FX Leroy, F. Grignon and Pont. Father Tchieder, of the Company, delivered the funeral speech. After the service, the coffin was placed in a vault prepared for this purpose under the sanctuary of the cathedral. 
We recommend the soul of Mgr. Van de Velde, our venerable colleague in Jesus Christ, to the holy sacrifices and prayers of all our dear Fathers and brothers in Belgium, and to the pious memory of the many friends of the deceased. 

I have the honor to be, with the deepest respect, 

My Reverend Father, 

Your most humble and devoted servant, 

P.-J. DE SMET. SJ
 

	
 

	1856 - Red Jacket Iroquois orator.

	
Father De Smet was kind enough to send us this article taken from a French gazette from Saint-Louis. 

A man of character and action, Jaquette Rouge' had a great force of eloquence to defend his Catholic faith against the Protestant missionaries, who wanted him to apostatize. His example deserves to be taken into consideration and quoted everywhere. It withers that detestable cowardice which results from the weakening of character, the bleeding wound of our time and the shame of youth. 

Onomatcho, whom Americans nicknamed Red Jacket because he constantly wore a jacket of this color, was the sachem of the Seneca tribe, which was part of the Iroquois confederacy. Eloquent like Demosthenes, valiant like Themistocles, his irresistible word determined the Iroquois to espouse the cause of the States of the Union when they rose against the metropolis, and the history of the war of independence is full of the traits of his bravery and skill. On August 17, 1813, at the head of three hundred of his compatriots and two hundred Americans, he was surprised in broad daylight; a body of English and Indians who fought under the colors of England. The battle cry of the latter was so well imitated by a platoon of Seneca that the English took them for their friends, and did not realize their error until they saw themselves surrounded on all sides and made it impossible to to defend oneself. 

The Iroquois Onandagas indulged in every vice. Red Jacket advised by way of correcting them; he sent his brother to them as a prophet and reformer. Guided by the advice of Jaquette Rouge, the new Mahomet acquitted himself of his mission so well that the Onandagas considered him a true saint and all his wills became laws for them. He took advantage of his ascendancy over these naive minds to suppress gambling, extirpate drunkenness, theft, and correct the other vices which savages have in common with civilized men, although in an inferior degree. When the prophet died, the Iroquois realized that they had been deceived; their indignation was turned against Jaquette Rouge: they accused him of imposture and witchcraft and brought him before the Iroquois parliament, sitting at Buffalo. Redjacket defended himself. His speech lasted three hours; he struck down his accusers and disarmed his judges. He was acquitted amidst enthusiastic acclamations, and returned home in triumph: his eloquence had saved his life. 

When he visited the city of Washington, he was shown, in the Palace of Congress, a bas-relief representing the first pilgrims landing in America and an Indian chief offering them an ear of wheat as a sign of friendship. - “Ah! he said, it was good; they were sent by the great Spirit to share the ground with their brethren. » - But when he saw Penn negotiating with the natives: 
- « Ah! he exclaimed, now all is lost! 

In 1784, a general congress of Indian peoples took place at Fort Skuyler, attended by Jaquette Rouge and Lafayette. Jaquette Rouge drew most of his compatriots into the party of the United States. His speech produced an electric effect throughout the assembly; the warriors stampeded their feet, gnashed their teeth, brandished their battle-axes or rose convulsively at each sentence that fell from the speaker's lips. When he had finished his harangue, all the Iroquois swore hatred to the English and friendship to the Americans. It was in this memorable session that Jaquette Rouge uttered this famous word: You must not bury the tomahawk! meaning that it was necessary, for the honor of his country, that the Iroquois take part in this great war, in which they played such a brilliant and terrible part. Forty-one years later, La Fayette returned to Buffalo. All the notable personages of the country came to pay homage to him. Among the number was Red Jacket. The French general, who had not forgotten the magnificent session of 1784, asked what had become of the young Iroquois, whose eloquence he had admired. - "He is in front of you," - said Red Jacket coming out of the ranks and holding out his hand to the hero of the two worlds. The latter observed that time had changed them both since their first interview. - "He mistreated me more than you," replied the sachem; he left you all your hair, but me, - look. - And taking off his Indian headdress, he showed the general his entirely bald head. 

Washington once asked Jaquette Rouge why the Iroquois did not adopt European customs. - "Aren't we all brothers?" he added. - “Yes, answered the sachem, the Indians are brothers of the English as the wolves are brothers of the dogs; but the dog gets used to the yoke and the chain; the wolf prefers his freedom. The Protestant missionaries made the greatest efforts in vain to convert Jaquette Rouge ; 

he persisted until death in the religion of his fathers. The first time the missionaries came to preach in his tribe, he listened to them to the end with the deepest attention; then he took the floor in his turn, and this is what he said to them: 

- “Brothers, listen to me. There was a time when our fathers alone possessed this great island. THE. Grand Esprit had made it for the use of the Indians. Their empire stretched from sunrise to sunset. The Great Spirit had created the buffalo and the deer to feed them; he had created the bear and the beaver to clothe them; he had spread these animals all over the country and had taught us how to hunt them; he had done all this for his red children, because he loved them. But a bad day dawned on us; your ancestors crossed the great waters and landed on our island; they were few in number, they found only friends here; they told us that they had left their country to escape the wicked and to practice their religion freely; they asked us for a small piece of land. We had pity on them, we granted them what they asked of us, and they settled among us. We gave them corn and meat: they gave us in exchange poison (brandy). They wrote to their compatriots overseas; other white men landed on our island. We did not 
reject them: we did not suppose any malice in them; they called us their brothers! we believed them and gave them another portion of ground. Finally, the number of white men always increasing, they needed our whole island. Our eyes were opened then, our hearts became restless. 

“Wars broke out; we paid Indians to fight the Indians, and we tore each other apart for you. 

Brethren, formerly our empire was very large and yours very small; you have become a mighty nation, and we have scarcely room on earth to spread our blankets there; you have taken over our country, you have imposed your laws on us. But that is not enough for you; you want to impose your religion on us. 

Brethren, you tell us there is only one right way to worship God. If so, why don't you agree among yourselves on this simple worship? 

Brethren, we don't seek to destroy your religion or take it away from you; we just want to keep ours. 

Brethren, you told us that the white men killed the son of the Great Spirit. We have nothing to do with this crime; he only looks at you; it is up to you to do penance for it. If the son of the Great Spirit had come among us, far from killing him, we would have treated him well. 

Brethren, you told us that you preached to white people in this country. These whites are our neighbors; we know them. We will wait to see what effect your lessons will have on them. If we find that they have benefited them, that they have made them honest and less inclined to deceive the Indians, we will come back to your proposal. 

Brethren, you have just heard our response to your talk; that's all we have to tell you for now. As we are about to leave you, we will shake hands with you, hoping that the Great Spirit will accompany you on your journey and bring you back safely among your friends. 

Then the chiefs approached the missionaries to shake hands with them; but these refused this testimony of sympathy and declared that there could be nothing in common between the children of God and the children of the devil. This reply, which was translated to the Indian chiefs, made them smile, and they quietly resumed their way to their lodges. 

Jaquette Rouge died around 1824, within his tribe, revered and admired throughout America. His life had been that of a hero, his death was that of a sage. 

Are there in Europe many orators whose talent has this power and whose heart this virtue ?
 

	
 

	1856 - Indian Tribes.

	
Father De Smet wrote to us on January 25, Saint-Joseph College, Kentucky 

: in the Great Plains region east of the Rocky Mountains. The savages had gone there to attend a council of peace, held by order of the government of the United States. LP Hoeken had gone there, at the express request of the governor of the territory of Washington, Mr. Stevens, who testifies to the Fathers the greatest benevolence, and whose, reports sent, to. President of the United States manifest his keen interest in improving the material condition of all the Indians entrusted to our care. 

The Blackfeet, the Crows, the Flatheads, the Pends-d'Oreilles, the Koetenays and a great number of chiefs of different tribes attended this council. It is to be hoped that the stipulations of this new treaty will be ratified by the government. On the one hand, the savages promise to keep peace among themselves; on the other, the whites and the government offer to come to their aid, by subsidies, for the education of their children, and, by means of agricultural instruments, to encourage them to leave the nomadic life and to settle in a suitable place, on their own land. It is to be desired that the council succeed in realizing the laudable object which it proposes. 

Father Hoeken informs me that the Indians of our missions situated to the west of the Rocky Mountains, the Flatheads, the Pends-d'Oreilles, the Coeur-d'Aleines, of Koetenays, the Shuyelpies, or people of the boilers, continue, by their conduct, regular and religious; to give their missionaries many consolations. He also speaks of the good disposition in which he found the Crows, the Blackfeet and others, east of the Mountains. These savages insistently ask for our missionaries. Colonel Cummings, Superintendent of Indian Affairs, who presided over the Indian High Council, assured me, on his recent return to St. Louis, that all the tribes in Upper Missouri are very devoted to us. He would gladly use all his influence with the government for the success of our missions among these tribes. Before leaving for the council, he had expressed to me his desire that I accompany him to attend the granite meeting of the savages. 

In a letter that I received from Father Congiato, dated Sainte-Claire, last November 29, this superior of the mission of California and Oregon speaks of his visit to the missions of the Mountains. It lasted three months. Here is an excerpt from his correspondence: 

“The Fathers are doing much good in this remote region. Like his venerable brother, who died on the Missouri River in 1851, good Father Hoeken did the work of many. He succeeded in bringing together three nations and a part of the Flatheads, to live together under his spiritual direction. 

Everything was going wonderfully in this territory when I left Oregon; today everything is on fire. The savages who live on the banks of the Columbia River, from Walla-Walla to the Dalles, have united with the Indians of northern California, to make war together against the Americans or whites, and commit great depredations. One of the PPs. Oblates, Fr. Pandory, was massacred. The latest news I have received from St. Paul's Mission at Colville informs me that your Indians, while expressing their aversion to the excesses committed by the savages, show themselves in no way disposed to take part in this Indian war. Pray for our confreres in Oregon.” 

Several newspapers in the United States have announced that the first causes of this Indian war are the cruelties exercised by a few whites against a good number of peaceful and quiet Indians. I do not think that the Indians of our missions take the slightest part in these difficulties which have arisen between the Americans and the savages of the Columbia River. They will doubtless follow the advice of their missionaries, who will divert them from such a sad misfortune and such a great danger. Besides, they are far from the place where the war is going on at the moment and they have never or very rarely had contact with the hostile tribes. 

In a letter dated from St. Francis Xavier; February 4; Father De Smet writes the following lines to us: 

“Do not forget me in your prayers and pray a lot for the poor and unfortunate savages. I have just received a second letter from Father Hoeken, written from the village of Saint-Ignace among the Flatheads. He brought together several nations. The conversions made among the pagans have been very consoling and very numerous during the course of the last year. 

In the name of all the savages who are east and west of the Mountains, he asks me to come and see them again. The Blackfoot, Ravens, Assiniboins, Sioux and others cease to implore our help. These nations are still very numerous: they number over 10,000 souls. Religious must above all be children of obedience. This is the business of our superiors. We will never stop helping them with our prayers and recommending them in a very special way to the fond memories of pious souls. (1)» 

(Private correspondence of the PH) 

(1) Father De Smet is currently building a church in honor of Saint Anne, in the vicinity of Saint-Louis, where the Company will be able to establish the scholasticate of the vice- province .

 

	
 

	1856 - letter 18 - Biography of Father Jean Antoine Elet, SJ

	
University of Saint Louis. 

My Reverend Father, 

Here is a short biographical note on our compatriot Father Elet, of the Society of Jesus. This monk has done much good, and his memory is blessed. 

Jean-Antoine Elet was born in Saint-Amand, in the province of Antwerp, on February 19, 1802. Having made his first studies at the college of Mechelen, with great distinction, under the direction of the worthy and venerable M. Verloo, he entered at the major seminary in the same town. These two establishments, which gave educated men to Belgium, were always very dear to his heart: until his death, it was for him a subject of consolation and happiness to learn news of them and to 'talk about. 

At the age of nineteen, in 1821, he took the generous resolution to leave his country, under the leadership of the apostle of Kentucky, the very Reverend Mr. Nerinckx, to devote himself to the abandoned missions of America. North. 

He began his novitiate in Maryland on October 6, 1828. Before the end of his two years of probation, he was sent, with several Fathers, Brothers and novices, all Belgians, with the exception of an American Brother, to Missouri, to establish a mission there in the midst of the old French colonies, new colonies of Americans and wandering tribes of savages, scattered over this vast territory. 

Father Elet completed his studies in philosophy and theology under the RRs. PP. Vanquickenborne, Dutch, and de Theux, Belgian, and was ordained a priest in 1827, by Mgr. Rosati, Bishop of Saint-Louis. 

He had the consolation of seeing the mission, so small and so weak at first, set itself up as a vice-province, extending into Ohio, Kentucky, the country of the Illinois, Louisiana, the Great Indian Territory, today Kansas and Nebraska, and to throw, beyond the Rocky Mountains, into Oregon, into Washington and California, the nucleus of a new mission, which promises soon to equal the most flourishing. He himself had contributed a great deal to these successes. 

Fr. Elet, one of the first founders of the University of Saint-Louis, was in charge of the rectorship of the university for several years. 

In 1840 he was sent to Cincinnati, capital of Ohio, to take charge of the college of St. Francis Xavier, which the most worthy and venerable bishop of that city, Mgr. Purcell (now Archbishop), had just entrusted to the Society of Jesus. Father Elet also had a free school built there, large enough to soon admit four or five hundred poor children. 

Msgr. Flaget, the first and for a long time the only bishop of the whole immense valley of the Mississippi, which extends from the western part of the Alleghany mountains to the eastern part of the Rocky Mountains, invited the Jesuit Fathers to come to Kentucky, and offered, through his worthy coadjutor and successor Mgr. Spaelding, its fine college of St. Joseph, situated at Bardstown, thirteen leagues from Louisville, one of the oldest and most renowned houses of education in this part of the great American Confederacy, and which has produced several illustrious bishops and a large number of eminent men in the clergy and the state. Fr. Elet was then vice-provincial. He opened, shortly after, a house of education in Louisville. 

It was during his provincialship that he suffered a very painful loss in the person of his brother, Father Charles-Louis Elet, who, having come in 1848 to unite his labors with his, died at the college of Saint-Joseph, the March 23, 1849, at the age of 37. He felt a sharp pain at this death, not only because it caused him to lose a brother, but also because it snatched from the provinces a zealous priest, in the prime of life, from whom so much could still be expected. eminent service. However, this pain was mingled with a great consolation. His brother had left in Belgium the memory of a life always exemplary and always devoted to the good of others; during his short stay in America he had been a model of a fervent and charitable religious. A holy death crowned such an edifying life. Msgr. the bishop of Louisville, who had visited him in his last moments, announced his death to the provincial RP, by a letter as honorable to the beautiful soul of him who wrote it as to the pious feelings of him whose death it deplores. loss. Here is the translation. The letter is dated Bardstown, March 23, 1849: 

“My dear Father Elet. Allow me to join my voice to that of so many others in expressing to you the part I take in an event which you will doubtless learn from today's letter: it is the death of your most holy and very kind brother. 

Providence has allowed me to be here at this moment. I had the pleasure of visiting it twice. On this occasion, I gave him, with all my heart, the episcopal blessing. He piously kissed my pectoral cross, which contains the relics of the Holy Cross. He has edified me beyond what I can say, by his sweet tranquility in the midst of the most painful agony. He gave all the marks of an elect of God; and if God loved him more than you loved him yourself, leave him willingly in his hands. Isn't it better for you to have a brother in heaven than to have one on earth?... 

" I hope to attend his funeral and I will offer the holy sacrifice for the rest of his soul. 

In the midst of the affliction caused by this sad and mysterious decree of Providence, I have reason to rejoice that Kentucky possesses the treasure of the mortal remains of your good brother. 

Very sincerely lamenting the loss you have just suffered, I am, etc. 

“MJ SPAELDING, bishops etc.” 

Father Jean-Antoine Elet did not long survive his worthy brother. He had never enjoyed strong health, and had spent about thirty years in America in continual labors. When still young, he had given alarming symptoms of a kind of consumption. It manifested itself again, with more violence, towards the end of 1850, during a trip he made to Louisiana on Company business. However, he continued to fulfill the office of vice-provincial until about the middle of the following year, when he retired to the novitiate of Saint-Stanislas to prepare for death. He saw her approaching rapidly; but, far from fearing her, he desired her with all his heart. Not that he wanted to be delivered from the sufferings of the earth; but because her love for Jesus Christ made her wish to unite herself with the divine Saviour. Then his piety, which had always been eminent, took a new impetus, and, like the evening of a beautiful day, it cast the brilliant reflections of the virtues which he had practiced during his life. A few days before his death, although he could hardly support himself, he dragged himself a last time to the domestic chapel and remained there for a considerable time, prostrate before the altar in deep adoration. On the 1st of October, the eve of the feast of the Holy Angels, at the moment when the Holy Viaticum was brought to him and these words were pronounced: "Domine non sum dignus," he was heard to repeat distinctly: "Non sum dignus, Domine, non sum dignus. (I am not worthy, Lord; I am not worthy.)" -- To a prayer in honor of the Immaculate Conception of Mary, he added aloud these words: "-- Credo, credo, Domine I knew. (I believe, I believe, Lord Jesus.)” -- He then expressed a strong desire to die on the feast day of the Holy Angels. God, whose wishes he had so faithfully fulfilled, was pleased to grant the desires of his servant. The next day, around midnight, as they proposed to give him the last absolution: "Yes," he said, "this is the moment." -- A few moments later, a beautiful prayer of Saint Charles Borromeo was recited. When we arrived at the place of this prayer where the saint confesses "that he has sinned, but that he has never denied the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit," Fr. Elet exclaimed with effort: -- "Never, never!" -- After having kissed the crucifix for the last time with affectionate devotion, at precisely midnight, while the absolution was being renewed, he expired peacefully, like someone falling into a sweet sleep. 

Father Elet had had a special devotion to holy angels. Each year, during his rectorship, on the feast of the Holy Angels, he asked all the Fathers to offer Mass in their honor, in order to obtain special protection for the whole house. He had also introduced in several places the devotion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus, which is observed on the first Friday of each month, encouraging the pious practice of receiving Holy Communion on that day and performing an act of reparation at the Sacred Heart. which a priest recited aloud before the altar, ending the pious service with the blessing of the most Holy Sacrament. It was pointed out that he expired precisely at the time when the feast of the Holy Angels ended and began on the first Friday of the month. 

Father Jean-Antoine Elet had been loved and respected wherever he had been known; he was universally regretted after his death. In the United States, in a territory almost as large as the whole of Europe, where evangelical workers are so few that they would barely suffice for a single Belgian diocese, the death of any good priest leaves a significant void in rows. The loss of Father Elet would plunge many Catholics into complete dejection, if one could not hope that, from the height of Heaven, he would intercede for unhappy America, much more powerfully than he could have done in the midst of from U.S. 

DOM 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1856 - letter 19 - Situation of the tribes of the Western United States.

	
University of Saint-Louis, 1855. 

My very dear and very reverend Father, 

I send you a copy of a letter which was intended for the Annals of the Propagation of the Faith, to follow four others, published in this collection in volume XXII , number 134, July 1850. This letter is unpublished and may find a place in your Précis Historiques. 

To the Directors of the Work for the Propagation of the Faith. 

University of Saint-Louis, June 10, 1849. 

Gentlemen, 

To complete the outline which I had the honor to present to you in my last letters, on the tribes of the western United States, I propose to relate certain facts touching the present condition of the Indians of the Upper Missouri and the Rocky Mountains. 

These facts - such at least is my opinion - clearly reveal the sad future which, at a not distant time, awaits these savages, if effective means are not employed to prevent the misfortunes with which they are threatened. My visits to several savage tribes, and especially that which I last made to the great nation of the Sioux, have only confirmed the unfortunate forecasts which the experience acquired by a long stay among these abandoned children. These same views, I have communicated them, in substance, to an honorable agent of the United States, who works with ardor and constancy for the betterment of the condition of the Indians, and who joins, as far as is in his power, the employment of means to the laudable desires of his heart. 

I have repeatedly crossed the vast plains watered by the Missouri with its principal tributaries, such as the Plate or Nebraska, the Roche-Jaune, the Mankizita-Watpa, the Niobrarah, the Tchan-Sansan, called by the whites the Jacques River, the Wassecha, or Vermilion, and the three great upper forks which give rise to the Missouri, that is to say, the Jefferson, the Galatin, and the Maddison. Skirting the North Branch and the South Branch of the Saskatchewan, I penetrated three hundred miles into the interior of the forests and plains which border the Athabasca. Everywhere the whites, mestizos and natives who inhabit these regions agree that the buffalo, the deer and the deer, the moose or the American fallow deer are decreasing in an alarming manner, and that, in a few years, these breeds of animals will have completely disappeared. The territory through which the Athabasca passes provided, a few years ago, abundant hunting for the greater part of the Cree nation and for a tribe of Assiniboins, who, some sixty years earlier, had broken away from the main body of their nation. Well, on this vast expanse of ground, I met, in one of my journeys, only three families, namely: an old Iroquois with his children and grandchildren, thirty-seven in number; a half-breed family, consisting of seven people; and a Sioux, with his wife and children. It is because the Cree and the Assiniboins, formerly the inhabitants of this desert, have been forced to follow in the footsteps of the buffalo, and are beginning to encroach on the territory of the Blackfoot. I spent a long time among the Flatheads and the Kalispels; I have visited, at different times, the Koetenays, to the north, and the Soshonies, or Serpents, to the south. Their vast territories, which are watered by the principal branches of the upper Colombia and the western Rio Colorado, were formerly abundantly provided with every species of game, which furnished them with clothing and food. 

But today that the buffalo has disappeared from these regions, the poor Indians are forced to spend a good part of the year east of the Rocky Mountains in search of their only means of subsistence. Often also, pursuing their prey, they are dragged into the interior of the country of the Crows and the Blackfoot, and obliged to make their way there, arms in hand. The Yantons and the Santies, Siouse tribes, begin to encroach on the hunting country of the Brûlés, part of the Sioux nation. The Ponkahs often find themselves in the need to go hunting on the lands of the Sioux and the Scheyenne. Formerly the Jouwas, the Omahas and the Ottos subsisted mainly on the product of their buffalo hunting; today one sees them reduced to the most pitiful state, having for only food a very small quantity of roe deer, birds and wild roots. Their misery is such, that they are forced, to get the necessary, to scour the countryside in all the places and by small bands; very happy if they escape the ambushes of an enemy more powerful than themselves, and who often massacres old men, women and children. It is not rare here to have to deplore similar cruelties. Each year sees an increase in the number of these revolting scenes, sad harbingers of an approaching and tragic outcome. 

The Pawnies and Omahas are in a state of almost absolute destitution. Surrounded by enemies, where will they go to pursue the wild animal that often misses them and emigrates to other parts? It is true that for quite a long time it has been the custom among them to cultivate a little field of pumpkins and corn; but often too, when the harvest seems to respond to their expectations and to their labors, the enemy suddenly comes again to snatch from them this sad and last resource. 

I said the buffaloes are dwindling every year and disappearing on the upper plains of Missouri. This does not, however, prevent us from seeing them still grazing, in very numerous herds, in certain localities; but the circle of ground through which these animals roam shrinks more and more. Moreover, they never stay long in the same place and constantly change pastures according to the seasons. Hence the incursions made by the Sioux into the territories of the Riccaries, Mandans, Minataries, Ravens, and Assiniboins; hence also the mutual invasions of the Crows and the Blackfoot in their respective hunts. These kinds of depradations are committed by all the nomadic tribes of the desert and give rise to dissensions and incessant and cruel wars, which, each year, are renewed and multiplied to the great detriment and misfortune of all these tribes. It is therefore not surprising that the number of these savages is diminishing. In the plains, there are wars and famine; on the frontiers of civilization, it is the vices, the liquors and the diseases which reap them by the thousands. 

I have visited the Pieds-Noirs, the Ravens, the Mandans, the Assiniboins, the Riccaries; the Minataries, etc., who own the whole upper Missouri region and its tributaries. The condition in which all these savages find themselves, far from the influence of all religious principles, makes them almost similar to one another, ejusdem farinoe. In all one encounters the same cruelty, the same barbarism, the same laziness or indolence, in short, the same base and revolting superstitions, pushed to the limits where the human spirit, abandoned to itself and under the empire of vile passions , is able to drive. 

A fairly common observation, and I myself have heard it made by several people, is that the religious state, as well as the social state of the Indians of these countries, is in no way susceptible of improvement. I am far from sharing this opinion. Let us remove the obstacles that come from the very part of people who call themselves civilized; that one prevents, above all, the importation of strong liquors, destroying scourge of the savages; that missionaries be sent to them, whose zeal has for motive only the love of our divine Master, and, for object, only the happiness of the poor souls who will be entrusted to their care, and I dare say that soon we will have the consoling spectacle of a sensible improvement among them. My personal observations serve as the basis for these hopes. I have had frequent talks with the Blackfoot, Ravens, Assiniboins, Riccaries, and Sioux; they have always paid the most assiduous attention to all my words; they always listened with the greatest pleasure and the liveliest interest to the holy truths that I announced to them. They begged me, with touching ingenuity, to have pity on their misery, to establish myself in their midst, promising me to join exact practice to the knowledge of the truths that I would like to announce to them. Among the Indians of the great American desert, I have never found a single one who dared to make fun of our holy religion. 

Put an end to the cruel wars that are decimating these nations; to snatch so many souls from the disastrous consequences of the idolatry in which they are buried; prevent the total destruction of these tribes already so unhappy and redeemed, they too, of the precious blood of Our Lord Jesus Christ, is this not an enterprise capable of inflaming the zeal of a minister of the Gospel? ? is this not a work worthy of claiming the effective co-operation and assistance of a government as powerful as that of the United States? 
As for agriculture considered as a means of civilization, its introduction will always be difficult among the Indians, so long as there remains to them any hope of procuring buffaloes and other wild animals. It would be, in my opinion, a chimera to claim, at first glance, to introduce agriculture among them on a somewhat large scale. We know, however, by experience, that, although unaccustomed to the fatigue of assiduous work which agriculture demands, some tribes have already tried to cultivate their small fields. This first step taken, each year, as the abundance would increase, one could extend the limits of these fields. Like their brethren who dwell west of the Rocky Mountains, they would attach themselves more and more to the lands, the product of which would be the fruit of their sweat. Their nomadic habits, the wars which often result from them, would imperceptibly give way to a more peaceful and gentler life. The domestic animals they raised would replace the buffalo whose memory they would soon lose thanks to the abundance in the midst of which they would live. 

For ten years a great part of the funds available from the vice-province of Missouri have been employed for the welfare of the Indians. The liberalities of the Association of the Faith established in Lyons, and those of our friends, have powerfully aided us in converting and civilizing the tribes beyond the Rocky Mountains. Many of our confreres still pursue the same work of charity there; several of our Fathers and Brothers wish to visit the tribes which I myself visited last year. A settlement founded in the midst of these tribes, east of the mountains, would be very desirable; but the pecuniary help which they have at their disposal is very far from answering the work which they meditate. The lively interest you take, gentlemen, in the salvation and civilization of so many thousands of unfortunate men in the desert inspires me with enough confidence to dare to address myself to your generosity, which alone can provide us with the means to carry out good end to such a vast and eminently Catholic undertaking. 

There are among these Indians several hundred children of mixed race, to whom their parents would like to be able to procure the benefits of instruction. This would require schools and agricultural establishments where many pure-bred children could also be received, whom the heads of families wished to entrust to the care of the missionaries. A short statistic will give an idea of the good that could be done among these Indians. Among the Pieds-Noirs, Father Point and I baptized more than 1,100 children; among the Gens du sang, a Pied-noir tribe, M. Thibaut baptized 60; the RM Belcourt, of the Red River, visited Fort Berthold on the Missouri and baptized a good number of Mandan children: all the savages presented their children to him for baptism; Fr. Hoeken, in an excursion fleeing among several tribes in Missouri, baptized over 400 people; Mr. Ravan, who visited some tribes of Sioux, in 1847, and pushed on as far as Fort Pierre, was listened to everywhere with consoling avidity, and baptized a large number of children; in my last trip to the Sioux, the Ponkahs, etc., I baptized over 300 children and several adults. 

From all these facts, can we not conclude, with sufficient foundation, that these poor souls seem ripe for a sweeter life and a better eternity? 

I have the honor to be, etc. 

Gentlemen, 

Yours, etc. 
PJ DE SMET, SJ

 

	
 

	1856 - letter 20 - Sacrifices of the Delawares.

	
University of Saint-Louis, July 1855. 

My Reverend Father, 

This letter follows the one I wrote to you on the origin of the Delawares ¹. You will be able to form an idea of the vast field which the missionaries would find to clear, if you consider, even in a single tribe, all that is absurd in the worship, the ceremonies, the festivals, the sacrifices. 

¹ See Historical Summary; 97th delivery, fifth year, 1856, p. 11. 

The Lenni-Lennapi offer two kinds of sacrifices, namely: to the Good Spirit and to the Evil Spirit, that is to say, to the Wâka-Tanka and the Wâka-Cheêka. 

One of these ceremonies is performed in common, and the whole tribe or village takes part in it; the other is done in private, and only one or several families attend. The Solemnity of the General Sacrifice takes place in the spring, once every year. It is done to obtain the blessings of the Wâka-Tanka on the whole nation, so that it makes the land fertile in fruits, the hunts abundant in animals and birds, and that it fills the rivers and lakes with fish. The particular sacrifice includes all the sacrifices that take place in certain circumstances and in certain seasons of the year. They are offered either to the Good or to the Evil Spirit, in order to obtain personal favors or to be preserved from all accidents and misfortunes. 

Before the great feast, or the annual sacrifice, the great chief convenes his council. It is made up of lesser chiefs, former warriors who have won hair in war, and jugglers or medicine men. We deliberate on the proper time and on the suitable place for the sacrifice. The decision is proclaimed by the speakers, the whole tribe gathered. Immediately each individual begins to take his measures and make his preparations to attend the feast with dignity and to give luster to the ceremonies. 

About ten days before the solemnity, the principal jugglers, to whom the arrangements for the ceremony have been entrusted, blacken their foreheads with powdered charcoal mixed with grease: it is their mark of mourning and penance. They retire either to their lodges or to the most remote and inaccessible places in the neighboring forests. Alone, they pass the time there in silence, in juggling and superstitious practices, observe a very rigorous fast, and often pass the ten days in complete abstinence, without taking the slightest food. 

In the meantime, the medical lodge is erected in large dimensions. Each one brings there what he has that is most beautiful and most precious, to serve as ornaments on this great occasion. 

On the appointed day, early in the morning, the chiefs, followed by the medicine men and all the people, all in full dress and carefully smeared with different colors, go in procession to the lodge and take part in the religious feast, prepared for the haste. During the meal, the orators make the usual speeches: they mainly cover all the events of the year which has just passed and the successes obtained or the misfortunes experienced. 

After the feast, a fire is lit in the center of the lodge. Twelve stones, each weighing two to three pounds, are placed and reddened in the fire. The victim, who is a white dog, is presented to the jugglers by the great chief, accompanied by all his grave advisers. The priest or master of ceremonies attaches the animal to the medicine post, consecrated for this purpose and painted with vermilion. After having made his supplications to the Wâka-Tanka, he immolates the victim with a single blow, tears out his heart and divides it into three equal parts. At the same instant, the twelve red and wave stones are removed from the fire and arranged in three heaps, on each of which the priest places a piece of the heart, wrapped in sheets of kinekinic ¹ or vinegar. While these pieces are consumed, the jugglers raise their Wah-kons, or idols, with one hand, and holding with the other a calabash filled with small pebbles, they beat time, dance and thus surround the smoking sacrifice. At the same time, they implore the Waka-Tanka to liberally grant them benefits. 

¹ The Kinekinic, or Sasakkomenah of the Ojibbewa, is a shrub that belongs to the genus Rhus. The Indians generally use the leaves of the staghorn to mix them with the tobacco they smoke. 

After the heart and leaves are entirely consumed, the ashes are carefully collected on a beautiful fawn hide, beaded and embroidered in porcupine quills, and presented to the high priest. The latter immediately leaves his box, preceded by four masters of ceremonies wearing the skin, and followed by the whole band of jugglers. After haranguing the multitude in the most flattering terms, he divides the ashes of the sacrifice into six parts. He launches the first towards the sky and begs the Good Spirit to grant them his benefits; he spreads the second over the earth, to obtain from it an abundance of fruits and roots. The remaining four parts are spread towards the four cardinal points. “It is from the east that daylight (the sun) is granted to them. The west sends them the greatest abundance of rains which fertilize the plains, the forests, and maintain the waters of the fountains and those of the rivers and lakes which provide them with fish. The north, with its snow and ice, facilitates their hunting operations: hunters can then, with greater ease and safety, follow the trail of animals. In spring, the gentle zephyrs of the south bring greenery, flowers and fruits to life; it is the time when all the wild animals give birth to their young, to feed on the fresh grass and the tender branches of the trees and the brush." The priest asks all the elements to be favorable to them. Finally, he addresses the men of medicine, thanking them for all they have done, on the occasion of the festival, to obtain the aid and favors of Waka-Tanka during the course of the year. The whole assembly then utters high cries of joy and approval, and retires to the boxes to pass the rest of the day there in dancing and feasting. The white dog is carefully prepared and cooked. Each member of the brotherhood of jugglers receives his portion in a wooden dish and is required to eat everything except the bones. This meal ends the great feast and the annual feast. 

The difference between the particular sacrifice and the general sacrifice consists in the fact that the heart of any other animal can be offered to the Good Spirit by a single juggler and in the presence of a single individual, or of one or more several families in whose favor the offering is made. 

When some misfortune befalls one or more persons, one or more families, one immediately addresses the chief of the jugglers, to inform him of the afflictions and difficulties. This communication is made in the most submissive terms, to obtain his intercession and help. He immediately invites three individuals among the initiates to deliberate together on the matter in question. After the usual incantations and juggling, the chief stands up and announces the causes of Wâka-Cheêka's anger. They then go to the lodge prepared for the sacrifice, light a great fire there, and continue according to the ritual of the great sacrifice. The jugglers try to make themselves as hideous as possible, by smearing their faces and their whole bodies, and by wearing the most fantastic accoutrements. No doubt they want to look more like, at least outwardly, the ugly and wicked master they serve, and thus obtain his favors. 

The unfortunate suppliants are then introduced into the lodge and present to the priest the entrails of a raven, as an offering. They take place vis-à-vis the jugglers. The red-hot stones are placed in a single heap and consume the entrails wrapped in kinekenic sheets. The chief secretly pulls from his juggling bag, which contains his idols and other superstitious objects, a bear's tooth and hides it in his mouth. Then he covers his right eye with his hand, utters groans and piercing cries, as if he were in the greatest suffering and the most painful anguish. This game lasts a few moments. He pretends to pull the tooth out of his eye, and presents it in triumph to his gullible clients, making them believe that Wâka-Cheêka's anger has been appeased. If the affair is very important, the jugglers often receive several horses or other valuables, and all retire happy and happy. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1856 - Chronicle.

	
AMERICA. - UNITED STATES. - We learn from the Saint-Louis Republican that the savage Indians, who roam the vast plains and forests of the United States, east of the Rocky Mountains, threaten with a cruel struggle the troops sent by the government of Washington to avenge the death of a lieutenant that these hordes killed. Nearly 3,000 warriors of different tribes, especially those of the Sioux and the Sheyenne, stand like birds of prey around the American forts. Not long ago they took with them eighty-five horses belonging to Fort Laramie, and the next day twenty-seven mules belonging to the inhabitants of Fort Kearney. 

Sensible people, says the New York Freeman's Journal, speaking of the same facts, advise the government to give up this difficult war and to appoint a commission composed of men known for their influence on these savages. Among the people capable of pacifying them, we propose, in the first place, our compatriot, Father De Smet. His authority over the Indians is not ignored in Washington. It is to be feared that the agitation of the Know-nothing will hinder the accomplishment of such wise advice. 

The Redskins, from the first days of colonization, were unworthily wronged by the Whites; they saw themselves dispossessed of their inheritances by mercenaries or licentious soldiers. Society has advanced upon them like one of those drying winds which bring desolation to a fertile country. It has enervated their strength, multiplied their illnesses and grafted on their original barbarity the degrading vices of civilized and corrupt man. Thus the Indians constantly driven back to the desert, prey to an ever more precarious existence, cannot help feeling that the whites are the usurpers of their former domains, the cause of their miseries and the destroyers of their race. Their exasperation is formidable. Everyone knows their natural treachery and cruelty to the vanquished. Such are the dispositions of all the savages of these countries, excepting a few thousand who, on the borders of Kansas and Neosho, have the happiness of knowing and professing the true religion under the spiritual government of Mgr. Miége, Apostolic Vicar of this country. 

The Indians, says the New York Daily Tribune, continue to cede their territories. The Omahas have just ceded 600,000,000 acres; the Missourians, 3,000,000; the Shawnees, 1,600,000; the Sacs and the Foxes, 455,000; the Kickapoos, 768,000; the Delawares, 275,000; the Kaskaskias and others, 94,000; the Miamis, 325,000 .
 

	
 

	1856 - letter 21 - Location of Kentucky.

	
My Reverend Father, 

Here is a copy of a letter which I wrote to my nephew, Charles De Smet, lawyer in Antwerp. 

Louisville, Kentucky, May 27, 1855. 

My dearest Charles, 

I have received your kind letter. I read it with inexpressible pleasure and with the greatest consolation. I seize my first moments of leisure to satisfy your request, by giving you some ideas on America and on the State of Kentucky, where I am at the moment and of which I have just traversed a good part. 

The United States would truly be the wonder of the world if the moral state of the country corresponded to the marvelous development of its material resources, the upward progression of the number of its inhabitants, the immensity of its territory, the ever-increasing prosperity of his trade. Scarcely seventy years ago the whole country west of the Alleghany Mountains, a country now so populous, was nothing but a vast desert, where a few feeble savage tribes wandered hither and thither, decimated by wars and disease. On the waters of those rivers which water the whole middle of the continent, and where today rumble hundreds of large and beautiful steamers, full of passengers, overloaded with goods, one could only see then the solitary canoe, made of a trunk of tree, descending the river, or trudging up the current with his little band of savage warriors, crowned with the feathers of eagles and vultures, and armed with bows and crude clubs. Now along these waters rise, as if by magic, hundreds of towns and villages. Everywhere cultivated fields with their farms and their barns full of grain; everywhere herds of oxen and horses, grazing on the hills and in the plains, formerly covered with thick forests. Railroads and paved roads lead to countless settlements scattered in the interior of the country. The English, the Irish, the Germans, the French, emigrants from all the countries of Europe came here in the hope of finding an easy condition which they did not find in their overpopulated native country. But the moral state of these parts is very different from the picture that is made of its material prosperity. Here all the vices and all the crimes of Europe are found, with the same odious shades, or rather with a greater blackness. Revolutionary emigrants, criminals released or escaped from justice, vagabonds from all countries seek refuge here and increase the moral disorganization which American Protestantism, in all its different phases, has already only too fomented by its destructive principles. 

One might have hoped that, in this country which boasts of unparalleled tolerance and freedom, the Catholic religion would have been, if not protected, at least sheltered from persecution. But it is no longer so. A party has arisen under the name of know-nothing, which one might call rude, ignorant. One of the main objects of their efforts is to annihilate, if possible, our holy religion in the United States. It is a secret society whose members are bound by abominable oaths. It extends its ramifications especially the territory of the Union. In general, all the ministers of the different Protestant sects belong to this society. Their fury has already been signaled by the burning of churches in several places; by insults hurled at priests and nuns; by vexatious ecclesiastical property laws which they have made in several states and threaten to establish wherever they come to power. 

Kentucky, of which I promised to give you a brief description, manifests a more conservative and more truly free spirit than a large part of the other States. Its material prosperity, the fertility of its soil, the beauty of its sites, its natural curiosities, its interesting history, place it among the states most favored by nature. 

The name of Kentucky, given to the country by the savages, signifies in their language a dark and bloody land. It is that formerly this territory was the theater of murderous wars between various tribes of the desert. 

There were great herds of buffaloes, deer and roe deer, wandering over plains and meadows covered with long, nourishing grass, dotted with wild roses. The Indians did not make their usual home there. Every season, at hunting time, they came there from all the surrounding countries to stock up on their winter provisions. Enemy tribes met there; their hereditary quarrels, poisoned from generation to generation by reciprocal reprisals, led to frequent combats. 

In 1769, advanced in this dark and bloody ground the famous Daniel Boone, whose name makes suppose a Belgian family emigrated in America. This courageous man was the first to establish his solitary hut in the midst of these immense forests, having no other help to defend himself against the attacks of the savages than his foresight, his coolness and his bravery. His adventures, which he divulged in a trip he made to the populated districts on the shores of the Atlantic, drew around him numerous families from Maryland and Virginia. They formed two main colonies, fifteen miles apart, and thus became the nucleus of the flourishing state of Kentucky, which today has more than a million inhabitants. 

For several years, until 1797, the settlers were subject to frequent attacks by the savages, who invaded their hamlets, burning and ransacking everything they encountered in their path. Now hardly any traces remain of these superb masters of the desert: the face of the savage, his piercing and terrible war cry, which once struck terror in all the plains and in all the forests, are hardly today better known in Kentucky than in European countries. The savages have been exterminated or driven back to the plains beyond the Missouri. 

However Boone, seeing the number of civilized inhabitants increasing around him, soon began to perceive that the country was too crowded, that the population was too cramped, that he needed a new loneliness, a freer country. He therefore withdrew, with his family and his herds of domestic animals, beyond the Mississippi, into a remote region where the white settlers had not yet penetrated. There he found himself again alone to fight, by his talents and his courage, against a wild and uncultivated nature, against numerous hordes of bloodthirsty warriors, jealous of the invasions made there by white emigrants. 

The state of Kentucky extends north along the Ohio for a distance of about a thousand English miles; it is separated from Missouri to the west by the Mississippi and ends in the east at the foot of the Cumberland Mountains, which separate it from Virginia. The soil produces in abundance wheat, corn, tobacco, hemp, and most of the fruits of your latitudes. It abounds in scenic spots. Nothing is more pleasant, in the spring, than to navigate on the Ohio, on board a steamer, along these banks formed sometimes by steep rocks, sometimes by beautiful plains covered with wheat, sometimes by wooded hills. where oaks of various species, poplar, beech, sycamore, wild vine, chestnut and walnut meet, mingle, cross and intertwine their thick branches, offering the aspect so grand and so free of the forests virgins. From distance to distance, in the middle of this beautiful nature which earned Ohio the name of the beautiful river given to it by the first French travelers, new towns rise as if by magic and display to the eyes all the fruits of civilization. active in the most commercial cities of Europe. 

The eastern part of Kentucky and the borders of the Ohio possess rich mines: large beds of a white stone, fit to be cut or converted into lime, are found, a few feet underground, in almost all parts of the north. Near Lexington, the first town founded in Kentucky, mummies have been discovered which are said to resemble the mummies of Egypt. Towards the north of this city, on the banks of the Blue-Lick, are found great quantities of petrified bones, among which are noticed the bones of the ancient mammoth or mastodon, an enormous animal whose species is extinct, of the elephant, which is no longer found in America, and a species of bison, unknown today. 

In the vicinity of our college of Saint Joseph, at Bardstown, which I visited last April, the surface of the ground is covered with different kinds of petrifications. Trillabite, terebratula, spirifer, etc. fossils are found there in abundance. (I use American geological names), as well as several others. Limestone is also very abundant there; it generally belongs to that class designated in geology by the name of lower limestone of the second formation; it is mixed with a large quantity of ferruginous particles, and the layers are so thick and colossal that they would suffice to build entire towns. 

At a distance of about seventy miles from the college, to the south, is the famous cave called, on account of its enormous dimensions, Mammoth cave or the Monster cave. It attracts thousands of visitors, coming from all parts of the United States to admire its wonders. It is, without a doubt, one of the most astonishing curiosities in the world, or rather, it is a whole subterranean world, with its mountains, its precipices, its rivers, its steep banks, its enormous domes which seem like temples built by the hands of nature and defying art to equal the boldness of its high and immense suspended vaults without columns. The cavern has several aisles or galleries, like the catacombs of Rome. No one would dare to enter it without a guide; it is quite probable that we would never find the entrance, because of the innumerable detours of this natural labyrinth. 

In this cave reigns a remarkable equality of temperature: the cold of winter hardly penetrates it and the heat of summer leaves there a soft and moderate air. Descending into these places, one enters a retreat as dark as Virgil's Tartarus. No ray of the sun penetrates there. Everyone carries a torch in their hand. This pale light, which sheds only half-light, adds to the sublimity of the place, especially when one encounters a spot encrusted with stalactites. There, the reflection of the torches seems to change the vaults and walls of the cavern into a continuous mass of precious stones. The main gallery, the one usually followed, leads to a distance of eleven miles underground. Sometimes it stretches out like the corridor of a palace; sometimes it lowers its vault in such a way that it is necessary to pass through it by crawling, and that it even forms a passage so narrow that it is called the misery of the fat man; elsewhere the gallery spreads out in immense rooms and raises its vaults to three hundred feet in height; then soon, stopping before a mountain composed of broken rocks, or opening into a precipice, it sinks into new depths, threatening to lead you to the center of the earth. In these large halls, nature seems to have taken pleasure in designing, in order to embellish them, the most fantastic shapes resembling works of art, fields, vines, trees, statues, pillars, altars, forming as many sculptures in stalactites produced by the action of water, whose filtration through the rocks, continued for long centuries, formed all these marvelous works. In crossing this great gallery, one passes, twice, a deep and rapid river, which flows in these places; we know neither its source nor its confluence. It nourishes white fish and crayfish, the species of which are found in almost all our rivers, but which here are entirely devoid of eyes and evidently created to live only in this underground river. There is a place where you have to navigate for about ten minutes before reaching the other side, because the river follows the course of the gallery, which it has made its bed. There is a beautiful vault, perfectly placed to prolong and redouble an echo. The Magnificat, sung by a few voices, had an effect which the most numerous choir and all the music of a cathedral could not produce, so much do the echoes increase the volume and soften the harmony of the sounds. The sublime silence of these places, the torches reflected in the underground waters, the beat in time of the oars, the idea of a world suspended above your head and so different from the one where you are, all produced on the soul an impression that cannot be described. 

Returning to the entrance of the cave, one experiences, if one visits it in summer, an effect similar to that caused by a journey by sea when one approaches the port: although one has passed underground only the most of a single day, the scent of flowers and plants can be smelled from afar. The impressions produced by these subterranean marvels are so profound that the sight of the greenery of the fields, the brilliant rays of the sun, the varied plumage of the birds which sing on the trees, make one believe that one is entering a new world. 

Let's go back to the college of Saint-Joseph. Bardstown, where it is located, was the first episcopal see erected west of the Alleghany Mountains. It is from there that Mgr. Flaget, the first bishop, governed his immense diocese with such holy zeal. Today that the seat has been transferred to Louisville, the cathedral of Bardstown belongs to the college and has become a parish church. The college has about two hundred pupils, mostly boarders; Msgr. Flaget, before his death, had placed it under the direction of the Society of Jesus. Bardstown is like the center of a circle of religious houses around it. On one side you have the PPs. Dominicans, at the convent of Sainte-Rose, near the town of Springfield; on the other, the Trappists, established for some years near New Haven. There are several establishments of nuns, Lorettines, Sisters of Charity. 

The town forms nearly the middle of the district, where are found nearly all the Catholics in the diocese of Louisville. They number about 70,000. 

It is also in these surroundings that at the beginning of this century the very reverend M. Nerinckx, Belgian, distinguished himself by his apostolic works and left among the people the impression of his zeal and his virtues. In 1812, he founded the congregation of nuns known here as the Soeurs de Lorette or Lorettines. This edifying society is the most beautiful monument of his charity and his ardor for the service of God. It is already widespread in different parts of the states of Kentucky and Missouri, in the Kanzas Territory, among the Osage Indians and in New Mexico. 

I have to cut it short. Time is running out: I only have a few moments to get going. I'm leaving for Chicago and Milwaukee. Farewell, don't forget me. 

My very dear Charles, 
Your very devoted uncle, 
PJ DE. SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1856 - letter 22 - Religious situation of Saint-Louis and Saint-Ferdinand - Death of Father Bax - The Osages.

	
DEATH OF FR. BAX. - OSAGES. 

My Reverend Father, 

Here is a copy of a letter I wrote to Canon De la Croix in Ghent. If this worthy ecclesiastic permits its publication, it may follow those which I have addressed to you directly. 

Saint-Joseph College, in Kentucky, April 16, 1855. 

Monsieur le Chanoine, 

I have just learned, by a letter from one of our Fathers in Belgium, that he has been authorized by you to announce a good alms to us on the stipend from the Propagation of the Faith of Lyons, to aid the Society in its labors in Missouri, which now extend into several other States and Territories, situated to the west of that vast republic. I thank you for it, in the name of the Provincial Reverend, with the most sincere feelings and the liveliest gratitude. 

Since the time of your departure, there have been many changes in the area that you came to evangelize one of the first. I think I will please you by entering into a few details on the towns of Saint-Louis and Saint-Ferdinand, which you knew so well, and on the nomadic Osage tribe, of which you were the first apostle. 

In 1823, Saint-Louis had 3,000 to 4,000 inhabitants. There was only one poor Catholic church, and two schools; today its population exceeds 120,000 souls; it has a beautiful cathedral with eleven other churches, a seminary for the secular clergy; a large and magnificent hospital run by the Sisters of Saint-Vincent de Paule, a college of 150 interns, 120 day and day boarders, and 300 to 400 children admitted free of charge. There is a boarding school for children from good families, run by the Brothers of the Christian Schools; the Ladies of the Sacred Heart, the Sisters of the Visitation and the Ursulines have beautiful and vast boarding schools there for young ladies. Five asylums for both sexes contain more than 500 children; there is also an asylum for foundlings. A retirement home is open to penitents and young girls in danger. Eleven or twelve schools for boys and girls are run by monks and nuns. I regret not knowing the statistics of the fructus animarum (fruit of souls) in all the churches of the city; it must be very consoling, for all the churches are very busy. 

The fervor of Catholics everywhere responds to the zeal of their worthy pastors. The union and the good harmony which reign in all the clergy, secular and regular, under the paternal administration of our venerable archbishop, contribute much to propagate our holy religion and to maintain fervor among the faithful of Saint-Louis. Faith goes hand in hand with the rapid and marvelous growth of our flourishing city, which you have seen in its cradle. 

Here are some details about the spiritual fruits that the Church of St. Francis Xavier can enjoy. During the past year, communions there exceeded 50,000. Each year, the conversions of Protestants to the Catholic religion there amount to 60,000 or 80,000. The two sodalities of the Holy Virgin have more than 400 members, belonging to all ranks of society; lawyers, doctors, bankers, merchants, clerks, artists are among them; all approach the holy table once a month and wear the miraculous medal of our good Mother. The archconfraternity has 5,000 to 6,000 members; the Brotherhood of the Sacred Heart, 2,000. The Sunday school, attached to the church, is attended by nearly 1,000 children. 

From Saint-Louis to Saint-Ferdinand or Florissant, a distance of 15 miles, there is a continual succession of fine farms and pretty country houses. You, Canon, would find it difficult to recognize yourself there. The convent of which you are the founder has been enlarged since your departure and has passed into the hands of the Lorettines, who form a branch of the house of Lorette of Kentucky, instituted by the venerable M. Nerinckx. The old Bishop's farm has been greatly enlarged. Of the old cabin that you lived in and of the crèche that served as your bed, only an edifying memory remains; our Brothers have replaced them with a novitiate and a scholasticate, built of hewn stone; these two establishments contain today a community of nearly sixty religious, of whom forty are novices; among the latter are a good number of Americans. 

You will no doubt learn with pleasure some news of the mission of B. Hieronymo among the Osages, where you yourself were the first to prepare the ways and announce the great consolations of the Gospel. The seed of salvation, which you sowed and which was then abandoned, was not sterile. You know the difficulties of the Osage mission. Being near the frontiers of the United States, these savages easily learn and adopt all the vices of the whites, without adding any of their virtues. They forget the frugality and simplicity that once distinguished them, to indulge in the intemperance and perfidy of civilized countries. However, each year a considerable number of adults enter the bosom of the Church; a greater number of children receive baptism, and as they often die very young, there are so many innocent souls who go to intercede in heaven for the conversion of their unfortunate parents, buried in the grossest superstitions of paganism. 

In the spring of 1852, an epidemic disease, which caused great devastation, was for many, while weakening the forces of the nation, a happy occasion of salvation. The violence of this disease, against which the savage cannot easily be brought to take the necessary precautions, the sufferings of the whole tribe, the universal fear, the pain, all these miseries presenting themselves under a thousand different forms, heartbroken the hearts of the missionaries; the idea that Providence would cause so great a scourge to benefit souls was alone capable of consoling them. 

During this unhappy year, and when the greatest violence of the disease had ceased, we would like to deplore the loss of Father Bax, who fell victim to a truly heroic charity, exercised towards the poor savages, to relieve their sufferings and win their souls to God. Father Bax was born on January 45, 1847, in the village of ***, near Turnhout, in Belgium. The evil, which had started among the children of the mission, had spread rapidly to all the villages of the tribe. Father Bax, for his knowledge of medicine and for the cures he effected, was renowned throughout the nation. The savages came in troops from all sides to call him to their camps. It would be difficult to form an idea of all the fatigues he had to endure. In the morning, after having given some relief to the children of the mission school, he went about the surroundings, from hut to hut, carrying consolation and joy all along his way. He then proceeded to the other camps of the nation, there to spread the same benefits. It was necessary to employ several days and to endure very great fatigues to cover them. The zealous religious administered the last sacraments to the dying, baptized the dying children, instructed the catechumens, exhorted and often succeeded in converting the most obstinate. He was simultaneously the office of doctor, catechist and priest. He returned to the missionaries' house, exhausted with fatigue, only to begin the same works of charity and zeal the next day, braving the bad weather of the season, the frequent rains of spring, the sudden and immoderate heat of summer, the sudden cold which follows the heat in these parts at this time of the year. 

All this devotion did not prevent the malice of some enemies, let us rather say, the rage of hell irritated at the sight of so many souls which escaped it. The demon invented against the good missionary and against the whole mission a calumny, very ridiculous, no doubt, in the eyes of civilized people, but entirely in accord with the prejudices, superstitions and credulity of the American savage. It was spread everywhere in the Indian camps that the whites were the authors of the scourge; that the Black-Robes, that is to say the Fathers, had a magical charm, commonly called medicine, which killed savages; that this charm was a certain book in which they inscribed the names of the Osages, and that by it they obtained power of life and death over all those whose names the mysterious book contained. He was talking about the baptismal register. It is a superstitious belief among them that whoever owns a book has absolute sway over the lives of those whose names are inscribed in it. Calumny spread from village to village, to all the huts; as it spread, it grew darker and darker in detail. Malicious people were going everywhere, urging their companions to attack the mission, and saying that they could stop the disease, if they could destroy the terrible magic spell, burn the enchanted book, held by the missionaries. This absurd tale was enough to induce several parents to withdraw their children from the mission school. 

Fortunately, the Black-Robes had powerful friends among the leaders of the nation. We didn't go any further. By reasoning with the most intelligent Indians, all the rage and all the malevolence were appeased. The Lord, who allows the storm to arise, also knows how to appease it when it seems good to Him. 

Heaven bestowed its blessings on the efforts of Father Bax and his confreres in this painful ministry. Of the approximately 1,500 savages who were swept away by the epidemic, all, with the exception of a small number, had the happiness of being provided with the last sacraments of the Church before dying. Seized at last by the symptoms of the disease himself, Father Bax continued his ordinary labors and dragged himself to visit the sick and the dying. His zeal did not allow him to pay any attention to it. His strength soon failed him entirely. He himself was almost dying when he was still working. He finally had to agree to allow himself to be transported about forty miles from the mission, as far as Fort Scott, a military post where one of the most skilful doctors in the army of the United States resided. It was too late: all the doctor's care was useless. The good religious, the indefatigable missionary was ripe fruit for heaven. After two weeks he died as he had lived. His last aspirations still showed his ardent zeal for the conversion of his dear savages. 

During the five years he had spent in the missions, he brought back to the faith a great number of half-breeds, who, formerly baptized in the Catholic Church, had been, for lack of priests and instructions, unfortunately perverted by ministers. Protestants; in addition, he baptized more than 2,000 Indians, both children and adults and of all ages. He instructed his neophytes with the greatest care and assiduity. His charity had won hearts so well that all these savages only called him by the beautiful word of the Osage language, which signifies a father who is all-hearted. 

His death left deep regrets. His confreres, who cherished him, had never ceased to be edified by his example and his virtues in his religious life; the whites whom he visited on the frontiers of the States, whom he fortified and encouraged in the abandonment where they found themselves, loved him as a protector; but his loss was especially felt by the tribe he evangelized with so much constancy, ardor and success. 

A few days before his death, Father Bax wrote to me: 
“The contagion is spreading among the Indians, and the mortality is very high. The difficulty will be to reassemble our scattered herd; however, I have the consolation of being able to say that never before, whether among negroes, or among whites, or among religious or people of the world, have I witnessed so much fervor and piety in bed. of death. These are very edifying deaths, those of which our young neophytes have given the example. Some, on their own initiative, asked to hold the crucifix in their hands; they squeezed him without leaving him, for more than two hours. The statue of the Blessed Virgin was to be placed near their pillow. Imploring help from their good Mother, they fixed dying eyes on her image. They already enjoy, I have the firm hope, the presence of God. The Lord seems to want to collect in his heavenly barn the little that we have sown here below. What can be the designs of his Providence for the future of our mission? We cannot and we do not dare to conjecture it. May his holy will be done.” 

This is the last letter I had the good fortune to receive from Father Bax. 

The Osage nation, like most of the other tribes of the Great American Desert that were once so numerous and flourishing, is rapidly dwindling in numbers. It is now reduced to about 3,000 souls and divided into twelve villages located in different areas around the center of the mission. Ordinarily the Osages live or camp in the valleys on the banks of the rivers, or near some source of pure and abundant water. They live there, for the most part, as in primitive times, on the roots and the spontaneous fruits of the earth, and on the animals which they kill in hunting. 

There are only two Fathers to visit these different villages, located at distances of fifty to seventy miles from each other. The labors and fatigues of the holy ministry are very great there. It is necessary to instruct catechumens, support neophytes, visit the sick and the dying, and make continual efforts to convert obstinate adults. In the midst of so many obstacles, so many privations and difficulties, the missionaries also find sweet consolation in the fruits that the Lord deigns to bestow on their labors. Each year they baptize among the Osages about two hundred and fifty people. 

The missionaries also visit neighboring tribes, such as the Quapaws, who number only 350, and of whom 130 adults and children have been baptized in the past two years. Entire families received baptism, among the Piorias and the Miamis. The Senecas, Cherokies, Cricks, Shawanous and other nations, lying south of the mission, two hundred miles distant, can only be visited once or twice a year. Despite the opposition of Protestant ministers, there are Catholics among all these tribes. A large number of European Catholic families live scattered on the borders of the states of Missouri, Arkansas and Texas, which border the Indian territory called today the Kanzas. From time to time they receive visits and spiritual help from one or other of the Mission Fathers of B. Hieronymo. The sight of a priest, the happiness of hearing mass and of approaching the holy table wring tears of joy from these good children of the Church. Without these visits, they would be entirely abandoned. The lack of priests in the United States is one of the main causes of the defection of thousands of Catholics who are gradually losing their faith. 

Two schools have been established in the Osage mission: one for boys, under the direction of a Father and several Brothers; the other for the girls, under the direction of the Lorettines, who came from Kentucky. These two schools usually contain more than a hundred Indian boarders. It teaches the elements of letters, with the principles of civilization, at the same time as it excites piety in hearts. These schools give hope that one day these savage tribes can be changed into communities of Christian and civilized Indians. It will be difficult, especially in these parts, to lead the adults to this mode of existence: they are too accustomed to the wandering and nomadic life, to the life of the forests and the plains, too proud of their savage independence and often addicted to to the infamous vices of the whites, to the immoderate use of the strong leaguers, which they easily obtain by their commerce with the latter and in their frequent visits to the frontiers of the States. Every sincere and lasting conversion in these parts is a miracle of grace. 

The government of the United States grants the Osages, for the upkeep of their schools, an annual subsidy, coming from the sale of their lands. This aid being insufficient, and in order to give a striking testimony of attachment and friendship for the Black-Robes, all the chiefs of the nation have obtained, by treaty, from the government an increase in the funds intended for the support of the schools; plus a liberal donation to provide for other mission necessities. She owns a farm which helps defray the expenses. Despite all this, it can be said that the missionaries are still forced to lead a poor and hard life, in the midst of many privations. However, the mission of the Osages is established on a fairly solid footing. Here is an extract from the annual message of the President of the United States, of 1854. The agent of the Osages, in his report to the government, speaking of this nation, says: "The schools, under the direction of the Fathers of the Company 
of Jesus, among the Osages, are very flourishing. These Fathers deserve great praise for their efforts to improve the lot of the nation. I had the good fortune to attend the examination of their pupils; I willingly add to others my testimony in favor of the method followed in these establishments. I doubt whether there are any other schools in the Indian Territory which exert such a salutary influence on the minds of the Indians and which could be compared with these. The students are making rapid progress in their studies, are well fed and well clothed, and appear happy and content. 
The Catholic establishment as well as the whole nation of the Osages suffered an irreparable loss by the death of the reverend and indefatigable Father Bax. The harshest season could never prevent his visits to the remotest portions of the nation, when it was a question of bringing succor and consolation to the sick, and performing the duties of his ministry.” 

One cannot without groaning cast one's eyes over the immense Indian territory, which extends as far as the Rocky Mountains. There a great number of nations still continue to wander. There is only a faint glimmer of hope for spiritual help. It is not that the field is sterile: it has already been covered by Fathers Hoeken and Point, both of the Society of Jesus, and by the Reverends Messrs. Belcourt and Bavaux. I myself walked it several times in all its extent. All the missionaries declare, as if with one voice, that everywhere in their visits they were received by the Indians with the greatest kindness; that all showed them the liveliest interest in our holy religion. Several thousand children and a large number of adults, especially among the Blackfoot, the Crows, the Assiniboins, the Sioux, the Poucahs, the Ricaries, the Minataries, the Sheyennes, the Rapahos, have already been regenerated there in the holy waters of baptism. The personnel and the material means have so far been lacking to start lasting establishments there. Each year the savages renew their invitations. We will continue to address ourselves to the Master of the vineyard, so that he sends us auxiliaries to extend our missions in this vast region. Messis quidem multa, operarii vero pauci. 

From a letter recently received from the Rocky Mountains and written by Father Joset, I learn that the Indians of our different missions in Oregon continue to give many consolations to their missionaries, by their zeal and their fervor in the holy religious practices. 
“I hope,” Father Joset wrote to me, “that the confirmation they have just received will give even more stability to their good resolutions. Although the arrival of Mgr. Blanchet had only been announced a few hours earlier (because there is not yet a post in these parts) and that only half of the neophytes could have been gathered, the Prelate nevertheless gave confirmation to more than six hundred faithful. The Pastor was delighted with our missions and our neophytes. 

In these different missions, the conversions to the faith each year are very consoling. 
Our new establishments in California are going well; our college of Santa Clara has nearly a hundred boarders. 

Please, Canon, present your very humble homage of respect and esteem to Mgr. the bishop of Ghent, to the president of the major seminary, to MM. Canons Van Crombrugghe, De Smet, Helias, De Decker, to our Reverend Fathers. 

Recommend me, please, to the prayers of your good nuns and allow me to recommend myself especially to your holy sacrifices, in union of which I have the honor to be, Mister Canon, Your most 

humble 

and very obedient servant, 

PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1856 - letter 23 - The four Blackfoot tribes.

	
GROS-BELLIES, PEGANES, BLOOD PEOPLE AND DIRECT BLACKFOOT. 

(Sending a letter from RP Point.) 

University of St. Louis, October 28, 1855. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

In some of my letters of 1846, I spoke of my visit to the four tribes of the Foot- Blacks, among whom I stayed for about six weeks, and where I had the happiness of regenerating in the holy waters of baptism several hundred children and a few adults. In the month of October, after bidding farewell to RP Point, who proposed to spend the winter in the Indian camps to sound out more of their religious dispositions, I left the country of the Blackfoot to go to Saint -Louis where the affairs of the missions awaited me. During the stay that Father Point made among these Indian populations, he collected many interesting traits on the character and manners of these savages; he was kind enough to communicate them to me. I sent a copy of his report to our superiors in Europe; but I don't know that it was ever published. In the hope that it will please you and that you will deem it worthy of your attention, I thought it my duty, albeit late, to send you the principal extracts. 

In 1847, Father Point wrote to me: 
........ 

"I think I can say, to the glory of the unique Author of all good, that with his holy grace I have not lost my time among the Blackfoot. I gave 667 baptisms, of which all the acts are in order; I have taken all the notes which seemed to me appropriate either to interest the curious or to edify pious souls. During the winter, I used to give three instructions or catechisms each day, proportioned to the three classes so different from my listeners. I need not say that the prayers were all translated into Pied-noir and learned in Fort Louis and in the camp of the Péganes, and that there is hardly any other camp of the Pieds-noirs where the Sign of the Cross is in veneration and even in practice, at least among individuals who have had some connection with the missionary. 

Of the twenty-five to thirty camp directors or chiefs who have visited me or whom I have visited, there is not one who has not given me less unfavorable ideas of his people than those has it commonly, and, of course, among the whites who inhabit Indian territory as elsewhere. Between the different camps, there is a kind of emulation; it is to whom will have the Robe-Noire, or rather the mission in his lands. On this article, I did not comment on anything; I only told them that, in the event that a reduction were formed, it would be built on the site which would bring together the most advantages for all the united tribes. All of them found the thing reasonable and promised that they would do their best to please the Black-Robes. 

The Gros-Ventres of the plains seem to me to have the advantage over the others of being more skilful, more docile, braver; but they are more attached to their old superstitions or medicines, and are terrible seekers; -- it is the name that the engaged Canadians give here to shameless beggars; -- fortunately, if you refuse them, they don't mind. The Pegans are the most civilized, but the most thieves. Blood People are well-made, of good blood, and generally less dirty. The direct, or proper, Blackfoot are said to be the most hospitable. 

Such are the salient features of these four nations, for so long at war with almost all their neighbors, and sometimes with each other, at least partially. Since they have the proof that true prayer makes a man more valiant, happier, and generally makes him live longer, -- three advantages which they put above all others and which they thought they saw gathered among the Flatheads, -- medicine bags or idolatry, among many, have fallen into discredit. 

Several strokes of divine justice against those who had shown themselves less docile in following our counsels, and on the contrary, several strokes of striking protection in favor of those who had followed them, have greatly aided in the admirable change which we notice. already in their minds. That doesn't mean they're saints; no: theft and even murder are not yet, in the eyes of young people especially, without offering some attraction; which means that, despite the peace concluded with the Flatheads and the inclination of great men to maintain it, there have been many depredations committed this winter to their detriment. But, let us say it to the praise of the chiefs, the whole was disapproved of by them; nine or ten thieves have received from the hand of the Pends-d'Oreilles what they deserve. This pacification, so desirable from the point of view of humanity and even of commerce, is the sine qua non condition for the conversion of the majority of these poor Indians, unless there is a miracle which has hardly been seen except among the Flatheads. 

For about six weeks I followed the fifty lodges of Péganes under the leadership of Chief Amak-Zikinne ou le Grand-Lac. This camp is one of the seven or eight fractions of the Peganes tribe, amounting together to about three hundred lodges. This tribe is one of four known under the generic name of Pieds-Noirs. I have already said something about it. The Pegans are the most civilized because of the relationship of some of their people with the Flatheads. If the Big Bellies were less intrusive, I would gladly call them the Flatheads of Missouri. They have something of their simplicity and their bravery. They are improperly classified among the Pieds-noirs: besides the fact that they are not native to the country, they do not speak the language and differ from it in almost every respect ¹. 

¹ The Plains Gros-Ventre are a branch of the Rapaho, who roam the plains of New Mexico and those of the waters of the Plate or Nebraska River. They have been separated from the nation for about a century and a half, because of the disputes and disputes that existed between the chiefs. That's what the Gros-Ventres told me. (Note from Fr. De Smet) 

say count ten thousand souls. It is not half, we are assured, of what they were before the contagion of the smallpox which the whites brought to them. I think women make up more than two-thirds, if not three-quarters. This inequality, fatal to morals, is due to the war. During my visit to the Gros-Ventres, divided into two camps, I counted two hundred and thirty lodges. I visited or received a visit from several factions of Pieds-Noirs, in addition to an entire camp of Men of the Blood; and all of them, I found them in such dispositions, that it only took me a word to baptize, with their approval, all the non-adult children, including those of a day that the mothers brought themselves. same. I could have baptized a large number of adults; they even seemed to desire it ardently; but these desires were not yet sufficiently imbued with the true principles of religion. I could not content myself with the persuasion generally existing among all these savages, that when they have received baptism there is no enemy whom they cannot defeat. It is the courage and happiness of the Flatheads that inspired them with this belief. This explains to me why the unfortunate, who sought only to kill their fellows, were the first to express the desire to be baptized. All say they would be happy to have Black-Robes; but why do most want them? Because it seems to them that, if they had any, all the goods they imagine would come with them: not only the strength to fight, but also all the remedies to be well. The Gros-Ventres brought me a hunchback and a myope so that I could cure them. I said that these sorts of cures were beyond my powers; which did not prevent other similar requests. But finally, by dint of repeating to them that the Black-Robes can indeed heal the souls, but not always the bodies, some ended up believing it. They also think that we can give illnesses, make thunder roar when we are not happy. Quite recently, there was an earthquake at Gros-Ventre, and immediately the rumor spread that it was I who was shaking the earth, "that this tremor meant that the tingle was going to come back to the country, etc.,” that all this happened because the savages did not listen enough to the Black-Robe. A disease which is said to be fatal is currently reigning among the Pegans whom I have visited, and which, in fact, has already carried off a few people. As this disease begins with an earache, they believe themselves justified, much more than the Gros-Ventre, in saying "that this punishment only came to them because of their hardness in hearing the word of the Great Spirit." » For me, what seemed more striking to me was the sudden death of a dozen people, who had arrived either in their lodges or at war, but at the time when they were further deviating from the right path. The most striking feature of this kind is the death of a Pied-Noir, who had stolen three mules from me: he died the day after his arrival at his house, and after seeing himself stripped of his capture, brought me back. This death did not fail to cause people to say: "Woe to him who steals the Black-Robes!" So in one way or another, divine Providence prepares the way for the conversion of these poor idolaters. 

Coming back to the Pegans, with whom I lived about six weeks, I would say that those among these savages who call themselves the Great Men would be willing to listen to us in everything, if we could capitulate with them on the article of the plurality of women; that the young people, in their turn, would willingly surrender if we could immediately turn them into great men; but as the thing is hardly possible, all the reasonings of the wise have great difficulty in diverting them from brigandage. If they can steal fast and much from the enemies of their nation, they do not fail to do so; but if the theater of their legitimate flights is too far away, it is not uncommon to see them seek among friendly tribes, for example, the Pends-d'Oreilles or the Flatheads, which they would have too much difficulty to be found elsewhere. A few days ago, the three brothers from Grand-Lac, one of whom des Têtes-Plates have spared his life three times, came with good and beautiful horses taken from the Pends-d'Oreilles, who had just lost the lives of two of their people. Already twice before, after similar misdeeds, the Grand-Lac, despite my strong complaints, had not had the courage to blame them. It is because, among the Blackfoot, the rich people, who take it into their heads to blame the wicked who own nothing, have nothing to gain and everything to lose. As there is neither legitimate authority among some, nor conscience among others, a second robbery or a gunshot is not uncommon. 

In these thefts, however, there is one thing which excuses, up to a certain point, the silence of the chief of whom I have just spoken: it is the theft of two horses made to his detriment by a young Flathead; but this prior act certainly cannot justify reprisals; for, apart from the fact that restitution had been promised to him, he well knew that the thief in question was as if rejected from his tribe; that it should not be imitated; that one should take example only from the good ones who all wish to live in peace with the Pieds-Noirs, &c. But no matter how much we tell them and remind them, we feel that these reasons find it difficult to enter their heads and even less into their hearts, which have neither the righteousness nor the generosity of their allies. Apart from these miseries and a few false maxims that come from the whites, the rest and even the efforts that hell tries to recapture a prey that escapes it, everything that is being done at the moment in this country announces that the day of its regeneration is not far off. What is still very consoling for us is that this regeneration, if things continue, will be largely due to the conduct, today exemplary, of the fort. 

Every day, after mass, I teach the children the prayers; every evening, the men remind each other of them; at six o'clock in the evening they pray together in my room; after which I give them an instruction; then comes the turn of the women. Now these women, baptized and legally married or preparing for baptism and marriage, make their husbands, who have almost all approached the sacraments, say: “My God! What a difference! " -- This difference, in fact, is so perceptible that it is obvious to all the savages, who flock to the fort and do not return until they have come to assure me "that they too want know and follow the way to heaven, since it is only there and in heaven that true happiness is found.” -- What do they say when they return to their families? New visitors, better disposed than ever towards the fort and about prayer, say it enough. 

It remains for me to give you some very consoling news. Along the way with the camp of the Peganes, I was able to baptize fourteen little children of the nation of the Crows, so much I found well disposed part of their people who went to the Gros-Ventres. They want to see you back among them. In this hope, they will come to meet you next spring. Far and near, my Reverend Father, I will never cease to wish for the success of an enterprise in which it had pleased the divine goodness to associate me from the beginning. I will always be allowed to do, by my prayers, what I will no longer do by my works. 

"I am, etc." » N. POINT, SJ» 

The project of going to the aid of these poor unfortunates has never been abandoned. Each spring they send urgent invitations to the Black-Robes to come and settle among them, in order to instruct them in the way of the Lord. In the course of this year we have received invitations from the Blackfoot, Crow, Assiniboin, Sioux, Ponka and Omaka, along with several other tribes; the number of these Indians exceeds the figure of 70,000. A large number of children and several adults received baptism. The vast desert they inhabit doesn't have a single priest right now! For fifteen years they have been asking for pastors! 

Allow me, my Reverend Father, to ask for the help of your holy sacrifices and your prayers, and please commend the poor savages to the good memory of the pious souls of your acquaintance, so that the Lord may deign to hear these unfortunate people and send worthy and good shepherds in this vast vineyard, so long abandoned and which promises a very ample harvest. 

In union with your holy sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be with the deepest respect and esteem, 

My reverend and dear Father, 

Your most devoted servant and brother in Jesus Christ, 

Fr. -J.DE SMET, SJ

 
﻿

	
 

	1856 - letter 24 - The Flatheads (See 39th letter).

	
(Sending a letter from Father Adrien Hoeken.) 

University of Saint-Louis, April 1856. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

I am sending you a letter from Father Adrien Hoeken, brother of Chrétien, whose death you announced in your volume of 1853, p. 394. 

Fr. Adrien Hoeken was one of my first traveling companions in the Flathead missions. He has always worked there and still works there with the greatest zeal and the most abundant fruits. 

In this month of April, I sent him a whole cargo by a steamer which was to go up the Missouri. It consists of tools, clothes and provisions of all kinds. The boat will cover a distance of 2,200 miles or 700 leagues; then the effects will be transported on the barge which will have to make, to pass the fast current, approximately 600 miles or 200 leagues; There remains then a hundred leagues by land with waggons, through the defiles of the mountains; so that the objects dispatched in April cannot arrive among the Flatheads until the month of October. 

It is hoped that other evangelical workers will soon join Fr. Hoeken. The savages ask for missionaries. This mission of the Flat Heads and the Pends-d'Oreilles is still flourishing, as we will see from the letter. 

"Camp of the Flatheads, in the country of the Blackfoot, October 18, 1855. 

" My reverend and very dear Father, 

"You bless the Lord with me for what, at the prayer of Mary, he has developed with such a consoling way the missions begun by you in these distant lands. If, during the long years that I spent among the Kalispels, my work was difficult and my trials multiplied enough, the good Lord made me find in abundance the consolations of the missionary in the lively faith and sincere piety of our neophytes. 

We found the means to build a magnificent church, which Lieutenant Mullen, of the United States Army, could not see without admiration. This church is big enough to hold the whole tribe. When, on Sundays and feast days, our Indians have adorned it with the ornaments that the woods and the meadows furnish, with green boughs and wild flowers; when, with admirable fervor, they make the accents of their pious canticles resound there during the holy sacrifice, many parishes, old in the faith, would find there an example and a subject of edification calculated to revive their zeal. We generally admire, among our neophytes, a very tender devotion to Mary, an evident sign that faith has cast deep roots in their souls. Every day, morning and evening, the families gather in their respective lodges to recite the rosary together; every day they ask the Blessed Virgin to thank the Great Spirit for them for having called them from a life of ignorance, rapine and bloodshed, to the bliss of true religion and its immortal hopes. 

The Kalispels suffered a great loss by the death of their pious chief Loyola, whose euphonic name you know well: Etsowisg-simmegee-itshin, or the standing gray bear. From the day you baptized him, this excellent leader has remained constantly steadfast in the faith. We saw him daily advancing in virtue and fulfilling, with ever-increasing fervor, the practices of our holy religion. He was truly the father of his people, firm in repressing disorder, full of zeal in recommending obedience to the lessons of the missionaries. In the midst of the severe trials to which divine Providence subjected his virtue in the last years of his life, when, in a short space of time, death deprived him of his wife and three of his children, he was seen to bear this terrible blow with the edifying resignation of a true Christian. In his last illness, which lasted several weeks, he seemed much more occupied in maintaining and increasing still further, by new means, the piety of his people, than in procuring some alleviation of the violence of his own pains. His death, which happened on April 6, 1854, was mourned by the Indians with the unequivocal marks of a pain which I had never before witnessed. One did not see on his tomb that hypocritical mourning and those commanding tears which custom, it is said, makes the Indians shed over their deceased chiefs; their tears were those of deep affliction, those of truly torn hearts, as if each had lost the best of fathers. Their regrets for the good Loyola have not yet calmed down. I would never have supposed our Indians capable of such an attachment. 

As Loyola, contrary to Indian customs, had not appointed his successor, it was necessary, after his death, to choose a new chief. All prepared for the election by prayer, in order to obtain a good choice. The ballot ended, the votes were almost unanimous on a brave hunter, named Victor, whom you knew so well and who has always been remarkable for the generosity of his dispositions. It was inaugurated with noisy rejoicings. The warriors, in full costume, proceeded to his wigwam or hut, ranged round it, and fired a volley of musketry. After which, all approached the chief in line to promise loyalty and show him their affection by a cordial handshake. Throughout the day, many bands came to our house to express to the Fathers how satisfied they were to have a leader whose kindness had long won all hearts. Victor alone seemed sad: he dreaded the responsibility of command and considered himself incapable of maintaining the good wrought in the tribe by the excellent chief Loyola. 

The following winter, a great dearth -- one might almost say a famine -- was felt among the Kalispels. Victor gave a very touching proof of his generous and disinterested charity: he distributed his own provisions in the camp, barely reserving the bare necessities for the support of his life. On his return from the annual hunt, and when he was still at a considerable distance from the village, he fell exhausted with weakness and had to be carried by his companions, to whom, that very day, he had distributed all the food that it had been sent to him for his own use. 

The Indian is often described as a being entirely devoid of human feelings, incapable of recognition, breathing only savage hatred, vengeance and cruelty; but there is really in his uncultivated and untamed nature as much generous impulse as in an individual of any other race. He lacks only the civilizing influence of the Catholic religion, to produce abroad the most touching expressions of his heart. This fact needs no other evidence than the grateful remembrance of the Indians for their last chief Loyola, the generous character of Victor, and the affectionate feelings of all the converted tribes for their missionaries, and for you especially, my Reverend Father, whom they regard as their great benefactor, because you were the first to bring them the good news of salvation. 

Among our dear Flatheads, Michel Insula, or the red feather, or, as he is commonly called because of his small size, the little chief, is a very remarkable example of the power that the Church has to sow and to develop the loveliest virtues in the heart of the fierce Indian. He brings together in his person, with the greatest bravery, the most tender piety and the most agreeable manners. The red feather he wears distinguishes him from his warriors. His approach sufficed to put to flight the wandering bands of Crows and Blackfeet, who so often infested Flathead territory. He is very well known and very fond of the whites who have had the opportunity to deal with him. Everyone esteems him as a man of sound judgment, strict integrity, a fidelity which can be blindly trusted. Endowed with an exquisite penetrating spirit to discern characters, he likes to converse particularly with the whites, distinguished by their fine qualities, who have come to see him. He often mentions with pleasure the stay made in his tribe by Colonel Robert Campbell, of Saint-Louis, and Major Fitzpatrick; he adopted them for his brothers, in conformity with ideas of Indian politeness. He has retained, to this day, all the fervor of devotion that you know him to have. One rarely enters his box, either in the morning or in the afternoon, without being found, his rosary in his hands, completely absorbed in prayer. He keeps the fondest memory of you and of the day he was baptized; he longs to see you once more before he dies. Only yesterday he asked me when and by what route you would return. This language, moreover, expressed the desire of all our Indians, who are all equally saddened by your long absence. 

“It was proposed to me, during the summer of 1854, to begin a new mission, in the territory of the Flatheads, not far from the lake which bears their name, about 190 miles north-east of Kalispels, and 50 miles from the former mission of Sainte-Marie. A suitable site had been pointed out to us there by Chief Alexander, your old friend, who was often the companion of your apostolic journeys in the Rocky Mountains. 

I left the mission of Kalispels on August 28, 1854, and arrived on September 24 at the designated place. I found it just as it had been described to me: a magnificent place of undeniable fertility; a lake, a river, woods, meadows form a variety not less pleasant than useful. A girdle of mountains, whose whitish crests bound the horizon, crowns this delightful situation, which is, moreover, sufficiently provided with game and fish. No, I will never forget the emotions of hope and fear that filled our hearts when, for the first time, I celebrated mass in this solitude, in the open air and surrounded by a large band of Kalispels who looked at me, after God, as the author and guarantor of their spiritual and temporal happiness in this new abode. 

This place was completely uninhabited; but at a distance of a few days lived several tribes of Indians, whom you formerly visited and where you conferred baptism on a great number, the others still remaining attached to paganism. I conceived the hope of gathering around me these scattered Christians. God deigned to bless, beyond my expectation, this enterprise begun for his glory. In a few weeks, we had erected several frame constructions, a chapel, two houses, carpenter's and blacksmith's shops. At the same time, the wigwams had risen around in great numbers and as if by magic. Morning and evening you would have heard the sound of axes and hammers, and you would have seen new friends at every moment come and place their modest lodges together. About Easter time of the present year, the population of this new village amounted to more than a thousand. 

At the news that the Robe-Noire, so long the object of their wishes, was finally in their vicinity, a large number of Indians from all the neighboring tribes, Hauts-Kouteneys, Arcs-à-Plat, Pends-d' Ears, Kalispels of the mountains, Flatheads, had arrived successively during the winter to fix their residence here. All these Indians have hitherto shown the most excellent disposition. Without counting a large number of children baptized in the course of the year, I had the good fortune, before Christmas and Easter, to regenerate more than one hundred and fifty adults, Kouteneys and Arcs-à-Plat. These Indians have a truly admirable docility and ingenuity of character. They have told me that since your visit to them a few years ago, they have absolutely given up the habit of gambling, as well as their other vices; that they have always, since that time, nourished the hope of being instructed one day in the religion of the Great Spirit. 

“Our good Brother McGean, at the beginning of spring, cut about eighteen thousand palis or poles, and made an immense cultivation enclosure, which promises an abundant harvest. Lieutenant Mullen, who spent the winter among the Flatheads of Sainte-Marie, lent me, in the establishment of this mission, a very valuable assistance, and constantly took a keen interest in the prosperity of the 'business. I don't know how to pay my debt of gratitude to this worthy officer; poor missionary as I am, I can only pray the Lord to reward the kindness and generous assistance of Mr. Mullen with all the blessings of time and eternity. 

» It is true, many articles, I do not say only important and useful, but of an absolute necessity to consolidate this new mission, we are still missing. I have the confidence that the poor Indians will find friends who will be happy to contribute, by a small alms, to this work of charity. We will be infinitely obliged to them, and our good neophytes, on whose behalf I make this appeal, will not cease recommending to God, in their prayers, their generous benefactors. 

Please make arrangements with the American Fur Company to transport the articles sent to me via Missouri to Fort Bentor. I can send them from there, on wagons, through the mountains, to the residence of the missionaries. 

“When Msgr. Magloire Blanchet, Bishop of Nesqualy, made his first visit to us at the mission of Saint-Ignare, near Lake De Boey ¹, although His Grandeur was not expected and a large number of families had left for their hunts, he however, had to confirm more than six hundred Indians among the Kalispels, the Coeurs d'Alênes and the Skoyelpies. Monsignor intended to give confirmation here next summer, and I was eagerly awaiting the arrival of this pious prelate: he had done so much good already among our neophytes, by the fervent exhortations he had addressed to them. to strengthen them in the faith. It was already decided that a party of Indians would go to meet him as far as the village of Sacré-Coeur, at the Coeurs d'Alênes, about one hundred and fifty miles from the mission of Saint-Ignace, when our plans were complete. suddenly disturbed by a message from Governor Stevens, calling all our Indians to a council which was to be held at a distance of about thirty miles in the Valley of St. Mary, or Valley of the Bitter Root, at a place called Gate of 'hell. 

¹ Name of a benefactor of the missionaries, resident of Antwerp, who died there. 

From there, a considerable number of chiefs and warriors were to accompany the governor to a great council of peace, in the country of the Blackfoot. I was visiting our Brethren among the Coeur d'Alênes, the Skoyelpies and other tribes, when I received an invitation from the governor to attend the two councils myself. 

I had, during my visit, found all our missions rich in conversions and good works, although very poor in the goods of this world. All the Fathers and Brothers enjoyed very good health. Father Joset, among the Skoyelpies, at the Columbia Falls, called the Boiler Falls, had baptized a great number of children and adults. 

At the last return of the smallpox, hardly anyone died of this disease among our neophytes; we had previously vaccinated almost all of them. The Spokanes, on the contrary, and other unconverted Indians, who said: -- "The medicine of the Fathers (vaccine) is a poison which they use to kill us," -- were reaped in large numbers. The contrast naturally had the effect of increasing the credit of the missionaries. 

» Moved by the feelings of pleasure and sorrow which caused me, in turn, the spectacle of so much good wrought and the distressing death of so many men redeemed at the price of the blood of Jesus Christ; grateful, moreover, for the benefits of God and subject to the impenetrable judgment of his Providence, I left, accompanied by my neophytes, to return to the country of the Blackfoot. The high council was held in the vicinity of Fort Brenton. Our Indians had persuaded themselves that they would find you there with Colonel Cummings and Major Culbertson. Judge what their disappointment must have been! 

The Blackfeet, although they are abandoned to brigandage and have committed, last spring, more ravages than ever, are very anxious to see you and to have missionaries among them. 

Governor Stevens, who has always shown himself a true friend and father to our Indians especially, has expressed a determination to do all in his power to promote the success of the missions. The establishment of a mission among the Blackfeet would be the best, or rather the only means of making them observe the treaty of peace which has just been concluded. While waiting for missionaries to be sent to them, I propose to visit them from time to time, to do them all the good of which I am capable and to prepare the way for the conversion of the whole tribe. I hope that the establishment of a mission will soon be realized among them. 

This new settlement is absolutely necessary, both for the Blackfeet themselves and for the benefit of our converted Indians, who occupy the western part of the Rocky Mountains. 

From all that I have seen and all that I have learned in this last tour, I can safely say that the Ravens, the Assiniboins and all the upper Missouri tribe, as well as the various bands of Pieds-Noirs, where so many children have been regenerated in the holy waters of baptism by Your Reverence and by Fr. Point, really desire to have the Black-Robes established among them permanently, and to learn the beautiful prayer of the Great Spirit. The harvest seems ripe and seems to be waiting only for the reapers. Let us pray to the Lord that he will soon send zealous workers to these distant and long-abandoned regions. 

» Chef Kalispel Alexandre, Chef Michel Insula and the other chefs of Têtes-Plates and Pends-d'Oreilles; the leaders of Kouteneys and Arcs-à-Plat, with all our neophytes, ask for a memory in your prayers. They, on their side, never forget to pray for you. Please also remember me, 

“Your most devoted brother in Jesus Christ. 

» ADRIEN HOEKEN, SJ »
 

	
 

	1856 - letter 25 - The Sioux.

	
(Delivery of four letters from Reverend Christian Hoeken.) 

Paris, November 17, 1856 

My reverend and dear Father, 

I see again with pleasure, in your delivery of the 15th of this month, the letter full of interest that Reverend Adrien Hoeken sent to me. had written from the camp at the Têtes-Plates, and which I had sent to you from Saint-Louis before my departure for Belgium. 

Here are four letters from his brother, Reverend Christian Hoeken, written in English. I think they deserve to be translated, and that they will interest as much as that of RP Adrien. 

In a few days, I will see you again in Brussels. 

FIRST LETTER OF RP CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN. TO RP DE SMET. 

"Pays des Sioux, at the Vermillon post, December 11, 1850. 

"My Reverend and very dear Father, 

"You will have learned, no doubt, from the letters of Father Duerinck, that I left, last June, for the country of the Sioux. The season was quite favorable when I left Kanzas. I had a little cold weather crossing the States of Missouri, Iowa and Minesota, until I arrived at the post of the American fur company, called the Vermilion post. The impossibility of finding a good guide to take me to Fort Pierre, which is the great post in Missouri, caused me to lose five days of excellent weather. 

At last I succeeded in procuring a companion who had passed and repassed almost all the plains of the west, the mountains, the forests and the meadows, during the space of thirty-three years. I set out the day before the weather changed. On the third day, the snow reached us. When we reached the Jacques River, we found it impassable: the water was too high and too cold to get our horses through. We were forced to go up to seek some fordable place. We traveled for eight or nine days without finding any place or means to pass. The north wind was beginning to blow with such violence that we were in danger of perishing from the frost. We ended up going down the river valley again; but scarcely had we advanced five or six miles when evening overtook us, and we were obliged to encamp in a place which scarcely afforded enough wood for the night. Hardly had we encamped when the north wind began to blow with horrible violence; the snow was falling in such abundance that one would have said that the clouds were breaking through the middle. You can imagine our position and how we looked at each other with pity. There was no way to sleep. The next morning we broke camp. The snow and the wind continued to rage with the same fury for two days and two nights. In some places there was six, fifteen and even twenty feet of snow. Imagine, if you can, the state we were in, traveling along the Jacques river, which flows between two mountain ranges, where there are deep ravines, close together . 

We were almost at the end of our little provisions, quite alone, in a sad desert where nothing could be seen but snow; we had no one to encourage us, except the spirit of divine charity, at whose voice I had undertaken this painful journey. The snow was piling up and rising in heaps; our horses no longer wanted to advance. The sad idea that we would never be able to cross the Jacques River constantly broke our courage; but I found consolation in remembering these words of divine Wisdom: "It has been to your advantage that you have been tried by temptation." To add to the misery, rheumatism took hold of both my knees, to the point that I could not place one foot in front of the other. One of our two horses became lame and did little better than myself. Also, the north wind froze my ears, my feet, my nose and my companion's feet. The poor man complained of violent pains in his stomach, no doubt caused by fatigue and lack of food. The elements seemed to conspire against us; it is only by a particular assistance of the sky that we did not perish in these sad circumstances: - “I never saw such a thing. I lived, wandered, traveled for thirty-five years in all the countries of the Upper Missouri; but never, never have I found myself in a situation like this.” “Such were the frequent exclamations of my guide. As for me, I was forced, by a sad necessity, to walk against my will, or rather to drag myself along as best I could. I gathered up what little courage I had left; I walked in the snow from morning to evening, weeping and praying in turn, making wishes and resolutions. The aspirations of the prophets and apostles were the subject of my communications with heaven: -- "Strengthen me, Lord, at this hour... Reprove me not in your wrath, and chasten me not in your wrath." -- This is what I repeated almost every moment. When I sank up to my waist in the snow, I cried out: "Have mercy, Lord, have mercy on us... It is for you and for yours that we have come at this hour. . Send us the help of your arm to lead us. Lord, we are perishing." 

However, we plodded on through the mountains of accumulated snow, until the night invited us to pitch our tent, which consisted, by the way, of a square room of a small skin house. . We set to work with courage, brushing aside the snow, lowering the framework and the wood necessary for the heating of the night. The fire is lit; we finished our evening prayer; we only have to eat a small piece. Now then, rest for a few hours. Impossible: sleep has fled our eyelids; the smoke blinds and suffocates us almost every moment; it was necessary to cough; my traveling companion said that he was unable to distinguish one object from another, because the smoke had made him blind. How to sleep when wolves are prowling and howling around us? Snow and sometimes rain with hail fell on us every night. Often, when I was attentive to noise, the prayer: “From all danger, from rain and hail, deliver us, Lord! escaped my trembling lips without my will. Thank heaven! the Lord heard our humble plea: every day he gave us good weather, although very cold. What I feared most every morning was that my companion would bring me the sad news that our horses had died of cold or starvation, in these barren and shelterless fields. If we had experienced this loss, our misfortune would have been complete. I placed myself and all that belonged to me under the special protection of our good and lovable patroness, the holy and immaculate Virgin Mary, and I often reminded her with filial confidence that we had been entrusted to her foot guard. of the cross. 

From day to day, my guide made more entreaties to abandon the lame horse, so as not to expose us to being frozen for him. We had to waste a considerable amount of time during the day unloading it and reloading it, because it fell with almost every step on this slippery snow. However, by dint of care and trouble, fatigue and patience, we arrived, with our two horses, at the Vermillon post. Starved and almost dying as we were, having had nothing to live on for ten days but a little bread and a heather hen, which my companion had pulled by chance; Sleep deprived and exhausted to death, we reached Vermilion on December 8, the feast of the Immaculate Conception of the Blessed Virgin Mary. To express the joy which flooded my heart on this happy day, I should use tears instead of ink, and one would see my feelings marked much more clearly than by means of the pen. I was at the end of hunger, cold, snow, rain, hail, races and blasphemies which filled me with horror each time my companion vented his anger against his horse or against the evils that we were experiencing. I took him back several times and begged him to refrain from doing so, but in vain; the poor man always had his excuse: "It was second nature to him, and he had no bad intentions." "- Wretched excuse! I suffered more from his inappropriate talk and his murmurings than from all the other miseries put together. My prayers, mingled with hope, fear and anguish, were now succeeded by hymns of gratitude and faith. Instead of my ordinary aspirations: -- "It is enough, Lord, it is enough!... Command the winds, and there will be a great calm!... Lord, you said: ask and you will receive ; give us this day our daily bread,” -- and so on; now I exclaimed: “We praise you, Lord; great is your power, O Lord, God of hosts, etc.” 

M. Charles Larpenteur, who has often shown hospitality to you when you have traveled through the desert to visit the Indian tribes, is now in charge of the post, and he received us with all the kindness of a father. He gave us everything he could. May the Lord bless him, for he deserves it. - “The man of the Gospel, he remarked very appropriately, took care of the Samaritan and poured oil and wine into his wounds... Sir, he added, welcome. I offer you everything I have; I want to treat you as well as possible.” -- The dignity and the price of charity are never better felt than on such occasions and by beggars such as ourselves. 

I will spend a few days instructing and baptizing about twenty people who live here in the vicinity. I will try to recover from my extraordinary fatigue before leaving. In the meantime, the snow will melt, the roads will get better, and I will resume my journey. 

“Receive the assurance of my respect. Be the interpreter of my feelings with all the Fathers and the Brethren, and please believe me, 

"My reverend and very dear Father, 

"Your devoted servant and brother in Jesus Christ, 

"CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN, SJ" 

You see, my Reverend Father, by this letter from Father Hoeken, may the consolations of heaven mingle unceasingly with the desolations of earth. It is the support of the workers in the vigil of the Lord. 

I came to Europe to look for missionaries. Belgium has already provided a lot. Saint Francis Xavier asked for Belgians. Will I be happy enough to bring some? Could I not count as much on my country as on Holland, on France, on Italy, etc.? ? 

(The other three letters coming soon. )
 

	
 

	1856 - letter 25 - The Sioux.

	
SECOND LETTER FROM RP CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN, TO RP ÉLET. 

“Territory of the Plate, December 28, 1850. 

“My reverend and very dear Father Provincial,
 
"In accordance with the formal promises I made in my letters, I am writing to let you know the places where I have been and what I have been doing since my departure from the Kanzas river, until my return from upper Missouri. 

I traveled the Weston road, penniless. I was therefore obliged to trust entirely in divine Providence. A ten-dollar bill, drawn on Father De Smet, enabled me to provide for the necessities of the trip. I would have shot wider; but that was all they could give me. 

On the way, I met some old friends, whose liberality did not turn out to benefit my poverty. I arrived at Saint-Joseph, at the foot of the Serpent Noir hills. My mount could not bear the fatigues of the journey; I was supported by M. Scanlan, among others, who had the kindness to offer me an Indian horse to travel to Bellevue, and to undertake the care of my own horse himself. I accepted his obliging offers. It was not two days that I was completely disappointed. The horse was extremely lazy and weak all at the same time. I changed him, at the great Pacoa River, for a good horse whose outward appearance promised better success in the long journey I wanted to make. I gave the individual a ticket on MPA Sarpy to pay the difference. 

On arriving at Bellevue, I learned from M. Sarpy that MM. Bruyere and Ayot had left the previous day and that it would be easy for me to reach them, that he had no guide for me and did not know that there was one in the vicinity. I bought the necessary utensils, a small pot, pewter vessels, provisions, etc., and I set out in pursuit of the gentlemen whom I have indicated, and who live about thirty miles below the Vermilion post, at the mouth of the great Siouse. I reached them the following day, at the River Boyer; I traveled in their company for seven days, until we arrived at the great Siouse. 

I spent three days there instructing the people, and I baptized fourteen people. They treated me with much kindness and expressed their extreme satisfaction at the thought of seeing a mission established among the Sioux. They promised to pay for their children's board. They are not only full of good will, but they are also able to act. For the mixed race of the Santies (Siouse tribe), they receive from the government about a thousand dollars a head, under the treaty made last year at the St. Peter's River in Upper Missouri. So you understand, my Reverend Father, that if we delay establishing a mission among them, they will send their children elsewhere. Do not imagine that the number of these poor children, all baptized by Father De Smet and others, is insignificant. You find the mixed race everywhere in large numbers, with thousands of Indians. Must all these children, many thousands of whom have already been baptized, perish for lack of instruction? Are they doomed to sit in the shadow of death? Could I not announce to them all the precious news of the vocation to grace? I hope from the mercy of God that the day of their deliverance is near; that they will soon see the help of the Savior God. May their waiting and their frequent appeals finally see an end! This is what I ask every day in my prayers and especially at the altar. 

I forgot to say that on arriving at Linden, a village situated eight miles below the Nishnebatlana river, I found Major Matlock very dangerously ill; suffering from blood flow. He recognized me at once and exclaimed: “Father Hoeken, I am extremely happy to see you. I have desired you for a very long time; but I am so tired at the moment that I could not talk to you. Could you come back a little later? - "Very willingly," I replied; I'll see you soon." -- An hour later, I returned to his room in the hotel; I found him half asleep. He heard my voice, and after having dismissed all those who were with him, he began to speak to me of his religious convictions. He told me that he had been brought up in the sect of the Methodists, but that he did not believe in it, and that his most ardent desire was to be received into the bosom of the Catholic Church. He made his confession to me; after which I baptized him conditionally. He seemed perfectly content and resigned to death. I have since learned that he did not long survive his baptism. May he rest in peace! 

Remember me in your prayers and in your holy sacrifices. 

» RP Provincial, 

» Your very humble servant, 

» CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN, SJ» 

*********************************** **************** 

THIRD LETTER FROM RP CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN, TO RP ELET. 

" Saint-Joseph, January 3, 1851. 

" My Reverend and very dear Father Provincial, 

" I had to wait to settle my account with MPA Sarpy, who was absent when I arrived at Council-Bluffs. This time was not wasted; I had the good fortune to baptize a large number of children from the Omaha tribe, and I met the young chief Logan Fontenelle. He is a spiritual child of Father De Smet. He is very worthy of the jobs he performs in his tribe; he will do everything in him to convert his people and bring them to our holy religion. 

¹ He died in 1855, in combat against a great war party of the Sioux (Note by Fr. De Smet.) 

» I left Council-Bluffs on the 27th of December. I arrived on the Mishnebatlana river, at a place called the French village. It is occupied almost exclusively by the Canadians, by the mixed race and by a mixture of Indians united among themselves. I was received with much kindness and I used Saturday and Sunday to strengthen them in the faith. 

They had no sooner learned of my arrival than they assembled on all sides to procure for the children the grace of baptismal regeneration. You can imagine what a consolation it was for me after the difficulties of the journey. As I surveyed the state of things, I found it necessary to instruct these people in the sacrament of marriage. They listened to me with deep attention, and they followed my advice on this point. I baptized sixteen persons, among whom were a converted Mormon and a Siouse; I gave the nuptial blessing to three couples. In the midst of a meeting held in a house, the conversation fell on the construction of a church in the village; each offered his services and promised to approach the holy sacraments. 

How great and plentiful is the harvest! but unfortunately! how few workmen there are to collect it! We must repeat with truth, but with sadness, these words of Jeremiah: "The children ask for bread and there is no one to break it for them." What a vast field for those of whom it is said in the scripture that "their feet are beautiful on the mountains and their voice is eloquent to announce the message of peace and the glad tidings of salvation!" A month's journey through the desert where this people still bereft of instruction wanders would give our missionaries greater experience of the evils of ignorance and superstition than several years spent studying them in books and writings; and an hour's conversation would inspire in Christian hearts sentiments of more real compassion, than all the speeches of rhetoric and all the artifices of eloquence could ever produce. If those Catholics in civilized countries, endowed with all the advantages that civilization procures for the soul and for the body, could, for a single week, experience all that one experiences in the midst of the ravages and violences of this poor Indian country, their hearts would be opened to feelings of a truly active compassion, and they would stretch out a charitable hand to relieve the misery and soften the bitterness of this unhappy and distressing condition. There are marks of degradation in human life which, at first sight, excite the tender sentiments of a Christian heart; there are interior sorrows, sadnesses which only need to be told to excite charity towards those who suffer. Such, my dear Father, are the pains and sufferings of our savages. Deprived of a civilized society, devoid of all the advantages of social life, ignorant even of their first individual duties, they are a prey to external disappointments, to illusions within, and their days are numbered by overwhelming evils and misfortunes too. numerous as the hours that mark its duration. But when it pleases wise Providence to allow them to be further visited by other ordeals, as has happened among the Potowatomies, who have lost their harvest, then their evils increase a hundredfold, and nothing but the consolations of the Gospel is only capable of softening the harshness of barbarism and the anguish of ignorance. Deign to inspire in a great number of worthy ministers of his Church a zeal conformable to the heart of God, and to fill a great number of Christians with that charity which covers the multitude of sins, so that they may come to their assistance in the midst of sorrows they are enduring at this moment!... 

” My respects to all. 

“Reverend Father Provincial, 

” Your very humble servant, 

“CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN, SJ” 

*********************************** ***************** 

FOURTH LETTER FROM RP CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN, TO RP ELET. 

“Bellevue, December 23, 1850. 

My Reverend and very dear Father Provincial, 

“I left the Vermilion post on the third Sunday of Advent; I went down the Grande-Siouse river to its mouth. There I met Major Halton, who is the Upper Missouri Agent. 

He used all his eloquence to persuade me to accompany him to Fort Pierre, which is the post of little Missouri. He will probably stop there until the middle of January. God knows what time we'll have then. He presented us with a beautiful buffalo robe, and he told me that if we wanted to establish a mission in these parts, he would contribute to it, for his part, by giving one hundred dollars annually. Another gentleman added: “I have three children whose education is to be done; I want to provide three hundred dollars a year, and be sure, continued he, that all the whites in this place who have a mixed-race family (and there are a very large number of them) will best assist you. they will be able, one in one way, the other in another, each according to his means. The Brûlés, the Jantons and the other tribes of the Sioux, meeting in council, said: "The missionaries will not perish of hunger among us: 'We will bring them buffalo meat and robes in abundance, so that they can buy clothes for the children who will be entrusted to their care.” 

“For the love of God and souls, I beseech you, Reverend Father, delay no longer. All that Father De Smet and the others have produced by their visits and their work on the spirit of these peoples will be lost and forgotten, if these Indians are deceived in their expectation. They weigh the character of men in the balance of honesty; in their eyes whoever does not fulfill his promises is guilty; they do not consider whether he differs with reason or whether he finds himself unable to perform. Some have sent their children to Protestant schools, and they will continue to do so until we establish ourselves among them. 

From all this you can easily conclude to apostasy and all the evils it brings with it. Immortal souls are precious in the eyes of God. You know my arrangements, arrange everything according to your good will. My only desire is to endure fatigue and suffering, as much as I can with the grace of God and as long as I live. I have deposited my hopes in the bosom of my God; I expect my reward from his goodness, not in this life, but in the next. 

» Your, etc. 

“CHRÉTIEN HOEKEN, SJ” 

These four letters from Father Hoeken show enough, my reverend and very dear Father, the spiritual needs of these tribes and their desire to be helped. Apostasy is more common than is generally thought in Europe. Oh! if the zealous priests of the continent knew what we know, if they saw what we have seen, their generous hearts would transport them beyond the seas and they would dedicate their lives to a ministry fruitful in the fruits of salvation. Time is running out, sectarians of different shades are already preparing to penetrate further into the desert, and will deprive these unfortunate tribes of their last hope: that of knowing and practicing the only and true faith. Will they finally get these Robes-Noires, which they have been waiting for and calling for for so many years? 

Accept, my Reverend Father, the assurance of my sincere friendship. 

PJ DE SMET.
 
﻿

	
 

	1856 - letter 26 - Tributes of admiration paid to the Flatheads - Pater and Ave in Osage language.

	
PATER AND AVE MARIA IN OSAGE LANGUAGE. 

We owe the communication of this letter to the kindness of the Superior of the Servants of Mary of the Erps boarding school. 

To the Reverend Mother Superior of the convent and boarding school of Erps-Querbs, located between Brussels and Louvain. 

Brussels, Feast of Saint Francis Xavier, December 3, 1856 

My Reverend Mother, 

Today's feast renews in my mind the memory of the beautiful day I spent in Erps on Monday. 

I must once again thank you for the kind welcome I received in your community and boarding school. 

The repeated invitations that you had made to me, since my return to Belgium, through the intermediary of Father Terwecoren, who took me there, had made it my duty to go there. Besides, I owed this visit to you, my Reverend Mother, to you personally, in consideration of the ties which have always existed and which still exist between your family and mine. This recommendation had already been made to me at Dendermonde. It was pleasant to me to see you again, after an interval of thirty-five years, and above all to find you consecrated to God by the vows of religion. During my long peregrinations through the world, it is in religious houses that I have always found the greatest amount of happiness to which man can aspire here below. 

But even if this personal reason would not have existed, the boarding school of the Servants of Mary would still leave me with very fond memories. I shall never forget this little family celebration, these words so charitable and so Christian which were addressed to me by one of your boarders in the name of her companions; the sustained attention these children gave to my stories, and the prayers they promised me for my poor savages; that beautiful canticle sung in honor of Saint Francis Xavier, the patron saint of missionaries; the happiness of these little girls from the village gathered in the day school, where their hearts learn to love God and to serve him through work; the respectful deference of all the nuns and of the Director. 

I therefore thank you, my Reverend Mother, for this warm welcome; and in the name of the savages, I particularly thank you for the alms which the convent has been good enough to charge me for them, and for the altar ornaments which you are preparing for them. The savages pray for their benefactors; they will pray very especially for the Servants of Mary and for their young pupils, when I have been able to talk to them about it. 

As early testimony of their gratitude, and so that the memory of this day may be preserved, that your community always prosper, that your boarding school flourishes more and more, that your young ladies, when they leave this house of the Lord, treasure the invaluable gift of piety and the pure radiance of all the virtues, I propose to give to the first little savage girls that I will baptize after my return, the first names of the nuns and of the pupils whom I have seen gathered together, so that they pray for these benefactresses. Please therefore have a list drawn up and sent to the RP Terwecoren, who takes care to collect all that is offered for the mission. 

I add to this letter a copy of the tributes of admiration paid to the nation of the Flatheads, as well as the Pater and the Ave Maria in the Osage language. It's a little souvenir for the Erps-Querbs boarding school. 

I. Tributes of admiration rendered to the nation of the Flatheads, by an officer of the army of the United States, sent, with Governor Stevens, to explore the valley of Sainte-Marie, &c. These lines are taken from a report published recently by order of the government. (Explorations etc. from the Mississippi river to the Pacific Ocean. Page 308.) 
Lt. Mullan says, 
“When I arrived at the camp, with my guide, three or four men came to meet us and invited us to enter into the chief's lodge. With great eagerness, they took care of our horses, unsaddled them and watered them. As soon as the camp was informed of the arrival of a white man among them, all the principals of the tribe assembled in the chief's lodge. 

All being assembled there, at a signal given by the chief; they prayed aloud. I was struck with astonishment; because I did not expect such behavior from them. The whole assembly fell to their knees. In the most solemn manner and with the greatest reverence they worshiped the Lord. I wondered: Am I among Indians?... Am I among people whom everyone calls savages?... I could hardly believe my eyes. The thought that these men were imbued with such beautiful and profound religious sentiments fills me with admiration. 

I cannot speak enough of those noble and generous hearts in the midst of which I found myself. They were pious and firm, men of confidence, full of probity, imbued at the same time with a lively and religious faith to which they remained faithful. 

They never took their meal without imploring heaven's blessing. In the morning on rising, and in the evening before going to bed, they addressed their prayers to God. 

The tribe of the Flatheads is, among the Indians, the object of the highest esteem; everything that I myself have witnessed justifies this advantageous opinion.” 

Here is another testimonial. It is from the Honorable Isaac J. Stevens, Governor of Washington Territory. Giving his orders to Lieutenant M...., he said to him: 
"Tell these good Flatheads that the words of Fr. De Smet in their favor have been received by their Grandfather, the President of the United States and that all honest people are devoted to them. I would like to rebuild the village of Sainte-Marié. Let them know that I am attached to them and that I am ready to help their former benefactors for their well-being. That would be the most enjoyable thing for me.” 

He wrote to the Indian agent: 
“You already know the character of the Flatheads. They are the best savages of the mountains and the plains. They are honest, courageous and docile. They only need encouragement to become good citizens. They are Christians, and we are assured that they live according to the Christian code.” This passage is taken from the reports made to the President in 1854. 

You see, my Reverend Mother, the praise I gave of the Flatheads at Erps is also in American mouths. It is the same with many other savages. The nuns and the students will therefore be able to count on the prayers of gratitude of the little girls who will bear their first names. May these children of the desert have the same means of salvation as the children of Belgium!
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	II. Pater and Ave Maria in the Osage language.

	
Accept, my Reverend Mother, this small tribute of my gratitude, and please offer the expression of it to the Director, to the community and to the students. 

Your servant in AD 
PJ. FROM SMET
 

	
 

	1857 - letter 27 - The Potowatomies.

	
Turnhout, December 16, 1856. 
M 

I find myself today in the town which for a long time lived one of the most zealous benefactors that the foreign missions have ever had, the late M. De Nef. From here I will leave for Holland, and I count on meeting you in Brussels, please God, during the month of January. 

The copy of a letter which I addressed to my excellent mother in 1838, and which you found at Erps, during our pleasant excursion to these pious Servants of Mary and their edifying pupils, is incomplete. However, I gladly agree to your desire to publish this fragment, as I rely on you for all the other pieces that might come to hand when you go in search of manuscripts ¹. 

¹ The original letter is probably not lost. In this case, we hope to receive communication and to be able to print the whole missive in the third volume of the Letters of Father De Smet, which we are publishing at the moment, for the benefit of the missions. To this end, the letter should be sent to us immediately after receipt of this issue of the Précis Historiques. 
(Editor's note.) 

Nation des Potowatomies, Saint-Joseph, July 1838. 

My very good Mother, 

I received your letter of March 13 with all your good news from Dendermonde, even "dat Charles Geyzel koster geworden is." Ongetwyfelt zal het eenen goeden koster zyn. All your communications have given me great pleasure and given me much consolation. I do not forget my native place. So continue to send me the finer details very often. You know that a Termontois by birth remains such by preference. Everything he can learn from this beautiful little spot on the globe, even when he finds himself in an American desert, two thousand leagues away, in the midst of savages and among ferocious beasts, is always very pleasant to him: the reception of your letter was a real day of celebration for me. 

What can I tell you, Mother, about everything you tell me about the current state of your house and the good Marolles that the Lord intends to take care of so many poor and miserable people, under the direction of your very worthy regent? Ah! I assure you, I thank God for it in the sincerity of my heart. If he deigns to answer me, he will hold you all, your little orphans and your little orphans, your old men and your poor children, under his powerful and holy grace. This is the fervent prayer that I offer daily at the altar. I am very grateful to you, as well as to the mistress and the children, that you do not forget me, especially in your prayers; I set great store by it. You will continue, I hope, to implore the Blessed Virgin, Queen of Heaven, so that she will deign to protect our poor missions and obtain for us from her divine Son, who can refuse her nothing, the graces and the strength necessary to overcome the many obstacles which separate the savages from the way of salvation. 

You are no doubt waiting for a little story from the depths of my desert. Well, I'll show you the white and the black. It is right that you, who pray so much for us, know approximately where our affairs stand. Your prayers will become all the more fervent, I am sure. 

I will tell you first of the great loss we suffered towards the end of April. Our superior sent us from Saint-Louis effects for the value of 2,500 francs, in church ornaments. A tabernacle, a bell, provisions and clothes for a year. I had been without shoes for a long time, and since Easter we had been without food. The whole nation was in dire need, having only acorns and a few wild roots for food. Finally, around April 20, we were told that the much-desired ship was arriving. We could already see it from the highest of our coasts. I immediately procured two carts to go to the port to fetch our luggage. I arrived there in time to witness a very sad scene. The ship had run into a snag ¹ on the surface of the water, had broken and was sinking in the waves. The confusion was great in the boat. Luckily no one lost their life. The total damage was assessed at 40,000 piastres, beyond 200,000 francs. All the provisions which the government sends to the savages were there. From our belongings, four items were saved: a plough, a saw, a pair of boots and some wine. Providence was favorable to us: with the help of the plow, we were able to sow a good field of maize: it was the season for plowing; the saw we use to build ourselves a better house and to enlarge our already too small church; with my boots, I can walk, in the meadows and the woods without fear of being bitten by the snakes which swarm there; and wine enables us to offer the most holy sacrifice of the mass to God every day; happiness of which we had been deprived for a long time. So we went back with courage and resignation to acorns and roots until the 30th of May. That day, another steamer arrived in port. It is by this same ship that I received your news, as well as a letter from my family and from the good Teresian Mother. 

¹ Tree whose roots are held in the mud of the river, and whose branches extend on all sides. 

Our meeting is already up to about three hundred. At Easter we had about fifty first communions. I recommend, in a very special way, to your good prayers these poor Indians, so that they may maintain their fervor. The dangers and scandals which surround them are very great. I said in one of my previous letters that one of the main obstacles to the conversion of Indians was drink. The last boat brought them a large quantity. Already fourteen of them have been hacked to pieces in the most barbarous manner, and are dead. A father seized his own child by the legs and crushed him, in the presence of the mother, against a post in the lodge. Two other individuals murdered in the most cruel way a wild woman, our neighbor, mother of four children. We live in the midst of the most disgusting scenes. The passion of savages for strong liquors is inconceivable. They give horses, blankets, everything, in a word, to have a small quantity of these mind-numbing liquids. Their drunkenness only ceases when they have no more to drink. Some of our neophytes could not resist this terrible torrent and let themselves be carried away. I wrote a strong letter to the government against these abominable traffickers. Join your prayers to our efforts to obtain from heaven the grace to succeed in abolishing this dreadful trade, which is without a doubt, I repeat it again, the greatest obstacle to the conversion of the savages, and which causes their misfortune in all respects. 

I often visit the Indians in their lodges, either as a missionary, if they are willing to listen to me, or as a doctor to see the sick. When I find a small child in great danger and realize that the parents don't like to hear about religion, I spread out my vials; I highly recommend my medicines to them; I first wash the child with a little camphor; then, taking baptismal water, I baptize him without anyone suspecting it, and I thereby open to him the gates of heaven, of which a great number have already taken possession, in spite of the tricks of hell for him. 'to prevent. 

During the winter, a chief of a neighboring nation brought me his child suffering from a very dangerous disease; he had only one breath of life left. The father asked me for medicine; I gave him to understand that the child could no longer recover, but that I had the means of making him, after his death, the happiest of his nation. I explained to him the favors of the sacrament of baptism. The chief, quite delighted, offered me his son to assure him of this happiness, and the child died the next day. 

I could cite a large number of other consoling traits with which the sky favors us, but my sheet is too small and does not allow me to do so. 

I will devote this last page to giving you the principal incidents of my excursion one hundred and twenty leagues further into the savage lands, through the country of the Omahas and into the immense country occupied by the Sioux, a nomadic nation who everywhere follow the buffaloes. , bison and deer, from which they make their food and clothing. The object of my journey was to procure the benefit of baptism for a few children, to give the adults an idea of our holy religion, and to establish, in the name of the Potowatomy chiefs, a lasting peace advantageous to both nations. Our savages had lived for two years in great fear of this numerous and warlike nation. Recently, two of our people had been massacred. 

I embarked on the Missouri, on April 29, in a steamer. I met there, to my great joy, two old friends: one a French mathematician, M. Nicollet, a very learned and pious man; the other, a German, Mr. Gayer. These gentlemen are making a scientific excursion of 1,500 leagues in the Indian country. The water in the river was very low; the very numerous sandbanks and snags that are difficult to pass; strong and contrary winds. Our progress was slow. We had many opportunities to take walks in the woods and meadows, going in search of minerals, which abound in these deserts, and of rare and curious plants, among which we made beautiful discoveries. I thought of you, my dear Mother, when I found myself in these beautiful beds. I even imagined for a moment that you were there with all your grandchildren. I heard towards exclamations: “-- Potten, potten, kinderen! Wel, wel!... Dat zyn schoone bloemen! Wie zoude het konnen gelooven?... Maer ziet, maer ziet!...” -- “Komt hier, moeder; hier heb ik een schoone,” etc., etc. Indeed, it was indeed the most beautiful sight that one could see and desire. When the bell called back to the ship, I left these flowery floors with great difficulty. I have collected many of these plants; I keep them in my herbarium. We walked through several places where there were only onions; round and large like large marble marbles which are used for children's games, but excellent for eating. In another place, we picked a large amount of thumb-sized asparagus. All the passengers of the ship feasted on it for four days. 

I won't tell you anything about our little encounters with wolves and snakes; dat zoude het spel verbrodden. Along the way, I instructed and baptized in the ship a lady with her three children, and heard the confessions of a large number of Canadian travelers, who were going to the Rocky Mountains... PJ DE SMET 

.
 
﻿

	
 

	1857 - letter 28 - The Osages.

	
(Sending a letter from Father Bax.) 

Brussels, December 1, 1856. 

Reverend Father, 

I will send you three letters from the late Father Bax. The first two, dated June 1 and 10, 1850, were published in part in the Annales de la Propagation de la Foi, in May 1852; the third has not been published as far as I know; it is the last letter written by Mr. Bax. 

You know the merit of this man of God, too soon removed from his labors. I have given his biographical note in my twenty-second letter, inserted in the Précis Historiques for the year 1856, page 419. 

FIRST LETTER FROM RP BAX. TO RP DE SMET. 

» Mission of St. Francis of Hieronymo among the Osages. June 1, 1850. 

» My Reverend and very dear Father, 

« It has been three years since we began the work of our mission. I will tell you nothing of the embarrassments inseparable from such an enterprise; you yourself know this ground too well, and you also know that to clear it requires all the courage that Christian charity alone can inspire. I will therefore not dwell on the obstacles, the fatigues of all kinds, which we have encountered on our way. Today the burden has been lightened, the affairs of the mission extend and offer a more favorable aspect, especially since the arrival of a professor and several Brothers, of whom we so urgently needed. 

I take advantage of my first free moments to satisfy the desire that you have expressed to me several times to have details of our dear Osage mission. I hope in this way to give you a slight testimony of our gratitude for the interest you take in all our work and all our successes. These signs of attention on your part, my Reverend Father, give us the assurance that, if for the moment other work keeps you away from your dear Indians, your heart nevertheless continually sighs for our children of the desert, poor and isolated. . 

You know, no doubt, that the mission was first, for many years, in the hands of the Presbyterians. They had to abandon it in the autumn of 1845. These gentlemen were obliged to take this step by the very resolution of the Indians, who were determined never to embrace the doctrine of Calvin. In the course of the same year, Major Harvey, superintendent of the Indian tribes, having assembled in council the different tribes of the nation of the Osages, explained to them, in the brightest colours, the advantages of a good education; he added that, if such were their will, their grandfather, that is to say the President of the United States, would send them missionaries to instruct their children. To this proposition the great chief replied in the name of his whole council: 
“Our grandfather is good; he loves his red-skinned children. Listen to what we have to say on the subject in question. We don't want those missionaries like we've had for many years; because they have never done us any good. Send them to the whites; they might do better at home. If our grandfather wants us to have missionaries, you will tell him to send us Black-Robes, who will teach us to pray to the Great Spirit in the manner of the French. Although many years have passed since they visited us ¹, we will always remember that visit with gratitude, and we will always be ready to receive them among us and to listen to their word.” 

¹ The Very Reverend M. De la Croix, currently a canon in Ghent, had visited the Osages in 1820. Father Van Quickenborne visited them several years later, as well as the Reverend M. Lutz. 

The superintendent, a just and liberal man, had only the well-being of the savages at heart. Although a Protestant, he communicated this reply to the government and supported it with his own remarks and observations. According to his advice, the president had recourse to the superiors of our Company, asking them to undertake this mission. 

At first the RP Provincial made some difficulties, knowing that no one had yet succeeded in improving the lot of this nation, under the double relation of the spiritual and the temporal. In the meantime, the Indians were in the most painful uncertainty, not knowing whether the grandfather would grant them or refuse them the object of their request. But they were soon satisfied: our Company accepted the mission. 

In the autumn of 1846 the Father Schoenmaekers left St. Louis to go to the Osages, intending to retrace his steps after examining the state of things, houses, &c. He returned to Saint-Louis in the heart of winter. His second departure was delayed until the following spring. 

After Father Schoenmaekers had left them, the poor Indians counted the days and hours until spring, when he had promised them to return; but they waited in vain. The year passed; they lost all hope of seeing him again. Nevertheless, they were determined to accept only Catholic missionaries. 

When all our preparations were completed, Father Sehoenmaekers, myself and three Coadjutor Brothers left Saint-Louis on April 7, 1847, and arrived at the edge of the Neosho River, a tributary of the Arkansas, located at 130 miles from Westport, Missouri state line town. 

"For you, my dear Father, who have several times crossed the Great Western Desert in all its extent, from the States to the Pacific Sea, who have traversed the Rocky Mountains and their valleys, our pains and our fatigues must seem insignificant to you. But this test was really painful for us, who were entering for the first time the immense prairies of the Indians, which we had hitherto only measured according to the deceptive images of our imagination. Admittedly, the reality seemed very different to us. We endured it, the thirst and the cold. For a fortnight we were obliged to pass the nights under the stars, in the wettest season of the year, each having, for a bed, only a buffalo hide and a simple blanket. 

About 100 miles from Westport we had a panic. Arrived at a place called the Walnut Grove, we saw in the distance a large troop of Indian horsemen, who turned towards us. Unaccustomed to such sights, we were seized with great uneasiness, which soon gave way to real fright; for we saw these savages, on approaching us, spring from their horses with extraordinary agility. They immediately seized our carts and wagons, which we believed for a moment to be pillaged. They examined our trunks and our luggage as minutely and with as much coolness as do old and skilful customs officers. Fortunately we got off with fear. We presented them with a few tobacco torquettes. They shook hands with us as a sign of friendship. Soon after, we lost sight of them, congratulating ourselves on having escaped them at such little expense. An idea, however, occupied us: they might repent of their benevolence towards us, attack us and steal our horses during the night. We therefore left the ordinary road and went to camp long before in the plain. These savages, as we learned later, belonged to the nation of the Sauks, who had paid a friendly visit to their Osage allies. 

On April 28, we arrived at our destination, to the great surprise and joy of the Indians; for, as I pointed out to you, they did not expect to see us again. It would be impossible for me to express to you the enthusiasm with which we were received. They considered us as men whom the Great Spirit had sent to teach them the good news of salvation, to show them the way to heaven, to bring them abundance and happiness here below. 

At the first sight of these savages, and finding myself surrounded by these children of the desert, I could not overcome the pain that seized me. I saw their sad condition. The adults had only a light garment that covered the middle of their body; little children, up to the age of six or seven, had nothing to cover themselves with. Half serious, half laughing, I thought that a very wild portion of the Lord's vineyard had been given to me to cultivate; but I did not lose heart. The object of my desires and the subject of my prayers for many years had been to become a missionary among the Indians. This grace was obtained. I felt content and happy. 

On our arrival, we found the houses unfinished, very inconvenient and much too small for a large number of children; they were also very badly located, as they were by no means central to the many villages that made up the whole mission. This resulted in more numerous and more difficult occultations for us. 

The population of the tribes comprised under the name of Grand Osages and Petits Osages is about 5,000 souls, of whom 3,500 live on the banks of the Neosho, and the others on the Verdigris, a river smaller than the first, although the valleys and the meadows it waters are preferable for cultivation. 

The Osages who live on the banks of the Neosho are divided into several villages. The small Osages form a population of 1,500 souls and are 22 miles from the mission. The village of Nanze-Waspe contains 600 inhabitants, at a distance of 12 miles; the Bifchief village is composed of 300 souls, 4 miles; the Weichaka-Ougrin, 500, 3 miles away; Littletown has 300 inhabitants and is 30 miles distant; Bifhill or Passoi-Ougrin, situated on the Verdigris, has a population of 600 souls, 40 miles away; les Chêniers, or Sanze-Ougrin, number 700, 55 miles away, le Chien-Noir, or Skankta-Sape, a village 60 miles away, has 400 inhabitants. There are also other small villages scattered at a great distance from us. The two rivers on which they are established flow into Arkansas. The lowlands are generally marshy; but the plain of Neosho is sandy. 

Formerly the Osages were represented as cruel and perverse men, addicted to the most degrading vices; slander portrays them as thieves, murderers, and drunkards. 

To this last reproach, it is painful for me to say, they gave occasion: they are passionate about strong liquors. The effects became so terrible that on our arrival whole tribes were almost destroyed. In the spring of 1847, in one small village alone, thirty young people, in the prime of life, fell victim to drink. I met men, women and children in a state of utter intoxication, crawling around their dressing rooms like so many animals. This sight, my dear Father, caused many tears to be shed and many sighs to be drawn from those who had been chosen and sent to work for the happiness and salvation of these unfortunate people. It was really painful to see these children of the desert, ignorant and savage, delivered to the enemy of God and men. Thanks to the Lord, the evil has been cut at its root; the advice of a good and worthy agent of the government, and our own efforts, have succeeded so well that drunkenness has been almost completely banished. Daily prayers are offered so that this crime and all the miseries that follow it will no longer appear among us. Now the Indians themselves understand the need for temperance. Several of them often come to tell me with the greatest simplicity that they will no longer fall back into this vice. These savages show, in their stoic resolutions, a courage which should make many white people blush. 

Those who call them thieves and murderers have slandered them. Bands of robbers, going from north to south, cross the settlements of the Osages, as well as those of the whites who inhabit the frontiers. It is their job to steal everything and take everything away, and in such a way that the Osages are accused of these thefts. The same can be said of the looting committed on the road to Santa Fe. 

From my own experience, I am convinced that there are few nations in this country so affable and affectionate to white people as the nation of the Osages. In fact, it seems natural for them to live in perfect friendship with everyone they know. Peace and harmony reign among them; never harsh words come out of their mouths, except when they have drunk to excess. Now they are at peace with all tribes except the Pawnies-Makas, whose dealings with them would inspire aversion in civilized peoples as well as savages. Scarcely had the Osages left for the hunt than the Pawnies, who were waiting for this moment, threw themselves on the defenseless villages, plundered the wigwams and stole the horses. The Osages have often made peace with this nation; but hardly had the treaties been ratified than the perfidious enemy recommenced his attacks. 

I have been trying for a long time to put an end to the cruel mania for removing the hair of the dead and wounded. In this project, as in many others, I was thwarted by bad advice and bad examples from white people. I would like to be able to tell the savages with whom I am responsible to imitate the whites, and it would be very sweet for me to offer them models worthy of imitation; but my words would produce no effect. Here, as formerly in Paraguay, the Indian derives no advantage from the neighborhood of the whites; on the contrary, he becomes more cunning, plunges deeper into vice, curses his God in a foreign tongue, finding no blasphemous words in his own. 

To show you the bad effects produced by the proximity of whites, I will cite a little anecdote. The incident took place nearly a year ago. I was doing an instruction in a village called Woichaka-Ougrin or Cockle-Bird. The subject was intemperance; I spoke of the bad consequences of this passion, of its effects on health, of the rapidity with which it leads men to the tomb or separates them from their wives and children, whom the Great Spirit had entrusted to them. I added that the pleasure of the drink was short-lived, while the punishment would be eternal. As I was finishing speaking, Shape-Shinkaouk or Little Beaver, one of the principals of the tribe, stood up and said to me: -- “My Father, what you say is true. We believe your words. We have seen many of them buried because they loved and drank the water of fire. One thing surprises us. We are ignorant; we don't know the books; we have never heard the words of the Great Spirit; but the white people, who know the books, who have intelligence and who have heard the commandments of the Great Spirit, why do they drink this water of fire? why are they selling it to us? or why do they bring us, when they know that God sees them?” 

I will now go into more specific details about our mission and our work. Immediately after our arrival, in the spring of 1847, our first care was to prepare a school. It was opened on May 10. The schoolchildren were few in number at the beginning: a few mestizos and three Indians were the only ones who showed up. Parents, full of prejudice against a school, gave the excuse that the children who had been entrusted to the first missionaries, the Presbyterians, had learned nothing, had been whipped every day, worked continuously, and finally had run away. These reports spread far and wide. The most effective correction a father could use against a child was to threaten to send him to school. I had evidence of this shortly after our arrival. On one of my visits to a village of the Small Osages, called Huzegta, having an interpreter with me, I entered the lodge of the first chief. As I introduced myself, I shook my hand as proof of my friendship. - "Who are you ?" --he told me. - "A tapouska or missionary," -- was the answer. For a few moments, he lowered his head without saying a word. Then, raising his eyes, he said somewhat ill-humored: "Missionaries have never done our nation any good." -- The interpreter replied that I did not belong to the class of missionaries he had seen; that I was a French tapouska, a Robe-Noire, who had come at their request and that of their grandfather. Then serenity reappeared on the chief's face, and he exclaimed. - "This is good news." 

"He immediately gave me his hand, called his women, and ordered them to make me some buffalo soup, wanting to celebrate my arrival. He asked me several questions relative to the manner in which I would bring up the children if they sent me; he declared to me that he did not approve of the whipping of children; finally he asked me if we instructed the elderly. When I told him that we had come to teach everyone, to announce the word of God to the whole nation, he expressed great joy and gratitude. As soon as he knew us and learned the object of our visit, his prejudices and apprehensions disappeared. 

During my first visits, the children did not want to approach me. I dispelled their fears by giving them biscuits or marbles, which my pockets were always full of. They became familiar, and in a short time they became very attached to me. The first who came to school, being very happy, expressed their satisfaction and happiness to their parents, praising the care of the Black-Robes to instruct and feed them. This news spread. Since the children beg their parents to let them go to the mission; the parents never refuse him, because the Indian is always full of indulgence for his children. 

Before the end of the year, those who were accepted and those who wished to be accepted exceeded the number we could accommodate. We have been overcrowded so far. In a house made for only twenty people, we had to accommodate fifty children. To take action, the nation assembled and asked the agent to plead with their grandfather to increase and enlarge the houses of the mission. The government acceded to this request. 

The chiefs could not be praised enough for the good example they set for the nation and the ardent desire they showed for the education of their daughters. When they made this request to me, I found myself singularly embarrassed as to the means of realizing such a laudable project. Father Schoenmaekers resolved to interest a community of good and fervent nuns in the daughters of the Osages. For this purpose he went to Saint-Louis; but he knocked in vain on the doors of several convents of this city, for the enterprise frightened everyone. He was not discouraged. Finally, he succeeded in obtaining the good and Charitable Sisters of Lorette in Kentucky, for the education of the girls of this distant mission. In the fall of 1847, four nuns arrived to share our labors. Their sufferings, their trials and their privations were very great. They were forced to sleep rough in the open air. This did not prevent two other Sisters from joining them soon after in this heroic enterprise. Their patience, kindness, courage and perseverance won everyone's esteem, affection and love. They succeed; they have already produced considerable change and done great good. The talents displayed in running their school and the rapid progress of the children are admired by all foreigners who visit this community. 

So as not to exceed the limits of a letter too much, I will put off the rest for another time and send it to you in a few days. 


“In the meantime, my reverend and very dear Father, I commend myself to your holy sacrifices and to your good prayers. 

“Your very devoted brother, 

“J.-J. BAX, 
” of the Society of Jesus. ”


 

	
 

	1857 - letter 29 - The Osages.

	
(Sending a second letter from Father Bax.) 

Holland, January 1857. 

Reverend Father, 

Here is the second letter from Father Bax which I promised you in my missive of December 1, 1856. 

SECOND LETTER FROM Father Bax. TO RP DE SMET. 

“Village of St-François de Hieronymo among the Osages. June 10, 1850. 

" My Reverend and very dear Father, 

" In my last letter, I was, in spite of myself, obliged to give you an overabbreviated description of the truly prosperous state of our schools. 

Nothing astonishes the whites who visit us more than the extraordinary progress of our little Osages in the different branches taught to them. Such are: reading, writing, arithmetic, geography and grammar for boys; reading, writing, geography, needlework, embroidery and drawing for girls. To these dispositions, all add a very pronounced taste for music, and they find great pleasure in singing pious hymns. They are, moreover, very polite, docile and obedient. As soon as they see a white man, their first move is to go and present their hand to him. The delicacy of their feelings and their good dispositions have many times alleviated the pain we felt when our means did not allow us to provide for their needs. 

If it happens that one of the Fathers is absent for three or four days, they are on the lookout for when he is expected. As soon as they see him, which sometimes takes place at a distance of three or four miles, nothing can prevent them from running to meet him and exclaiming: “Father, how are you? how are you?" -- 

” The greatest number of them are remarkable for their truly admirable feelings of devotion. Religion is thus the most effective means of correcting ordinary faults at this age. -- The strongest rebuke we can give them is to ask them: "My child, when you were baptized, did you not promise God to be wise?" -- Of a good number, one notes great progress in the catechism. About forty made their first communion. The latter visit the Blessed Sacrament with as much regularity and devotion as the most fervent faithful. 

This, my Reverend Father, is what gives the most consolation. Barely two years ago, these little neophytes ran naked through the woods and the plains, addicted to every kind of vice and having no knowledge either of their Creator or of the end of their creation. Never has the goodness of Providence been more manifest to me; never have I seen its divine influence more generally felt and better appreciated; never, before that day, had I been so intimately convinced that the Lord offers to all nations, to all families and to each individual, the means of saving themselves and uniting themselves to the Holy Church. 

What happened to us on the first day of our arrival here serves as a powerful confirmation of this truth. We were told that an Indian had just died in a village four miles away. I expressed the pain that this misfortune caused me to the person who brought me the news. He told me that another man, in the same place, was about to die. Hoping to arrive early enough to baptize him, I left immediately. Arrived at the place where the Neosho divides into two branches, I found the waters so swollen that it was impossible to pass them from there for several days. 

On the fourth day -- it was a Sunday -- a mestizo crossed the river in a tree trunk to come and hear mass. I asked him about the patient's condition. He had been in agony for four days; he had consistently behaved well; he had manifested a keen desire to see the Black Robe who had come to announce the word of God to the nation. I immediately mounted my horse, with some apprehension that my guide might delay my arrival. In this I was mistaken: he arrived faster on foot than I on horseback. 

I found my Indian very ill; it was quite obvious to me that he was taking great strides towards eternity. As soon as I entered the box, he greeted me with joy and affection. I made him understand, with the help of an interpreter, that I had come to speak to him of the Great Spirit and to instruct him in the truths necessary for salvation. -- “I thank you, Father; your words are good and consoling; my heart rejoices in seeing you. “Such were the words he addressed to me in a dying voice. I spoke to him of the provisions required to receive baptism, and told him, among other things, that he should renounce all evil deeds he had done, be sorry for them, and never do evil again, even when that he would heal; that if he were sincerely disposed to do so, the Great Spirit would forget all the sins of his life. "Father," he replied, "I have always wanted to be good." I never stole; I never got drunk; I have never killed. However, if I have offended the Great Spirit, I repent. I want to please him so that, if I die, he will take pity on me and grant me the grace to be admitted into his presence. --Weary of the effort he had made to speak, he remained silent for a few moments; then, opening his eyes again, he said: “Father, if you think that I am worthy to receive baptism, you will grant me a great favor and many blessings! -- Fully satisfied with the strong desire he showed, I administered the sacrament to him. Hardly had he been regenerated in the salutary waters of baptism than he breathed his last, to go and enjoy the happiness reserved for the children of the Church. 

The consoling death of this Indian was followed by the most heartrending scene. I had never seen demonstrations of such deep pain. The men emerged from that stoic indifference which seems to be natural to them, uttered deep groans and shed torrents of tears; the women, with disheveled hair, uttered piercing cries and gave all the signs of a despair that reason can no longer dominate. I buried the Indian the following day, according to the rite of our holy Church. The whole village was present at this ceremony. It was with the deepest gratitude that those present saw the care and respect we show for the dead. 

Since that day, we have always assisted the sick in their agony. The time to instruct them is often very short, and their ideas on religion are more than imperfect; but, on the other hand, they have all the simplicity and good will of a child, and their dispositions are most consoling. 

“A few days ago, I baptized the oldest in the nation. Impossible to tell you the impressions I felt when I poured holy water on this head whitened by the years. Baptism is one of the sacraments of our holy religion which the Indian understands best, and it is that of all which he is most desirous of receiving. 

Incidents which some would call providential and which others would content themselves with calling accidental, have contributed much to increase, in this tribe, the faith in the efficacy of this sacrament. I will give you just one example. 

One evening -- it was in the fall of 1848 -- an Indian arrived at the mission. Pain and trouble were painted on his face. As soon as he saw me, he said to me: “Father, come without delay, for my wife is dying. Everyone is in despair, and I already consider her dead. You told us to call you when someone was sick and in danger of death. I want her to learn the word of the Great Spirit before she dies. That's why I came to call you." -- I had just arrived from a village called Cawva-Shinka, or Little-Village, situated thirty miles from the mission; I was exhausted with fatigue. But how can you resist such a pressing invitation, and especially in such a serious circumstance? After a moment of rest, I left with my man. Arrived at the village at midnight, I found the lodge filled with women and children, shouting and singing the wild song of the dead. I begged them to finish these lugubrious accents and approached the patient, stretched out on a buffalo skin and barely covered with a few old shreds of blanket. She was unconscious. As she seemed unlikely to come to herself anytime soon, I determined to stay until morning. An Indian was kind enough to lend me his blanket; I wrapped myself in it and tried to take a few hours' rest. But it was in vain; I have never had a more miserable night. The women and children resumed their dreadful uproar; the dogs of the lodge passed and repassed over me with such continuity that it would have been impossible for me to count the number of their visits. Towards dawn, the patient began to give some signs of life; but she could not yet speak. As soon as she had completely recovered her senses, I gave her some exhortation. She was attentive and gave signs of genuine joy. I baptized her and left. Two hours after my departure, she was perfectly recovered. She got up, took her child and nursed him. 

I returned shortly afterwards to the same village, and found myself immediately surrounded by men, women and children, shouting in a unanimous voice: “Komkai. We are very happy to see you. -- This is their word of cordial reception. After telling me about the incident and the healing of the sick woman, they brought me twenty-five children to be baptized. “Father,” they said to me, “we believe your words. We know that baptism comes from the Great Spirit. We are poor ignoramuses; we cannot read the book which contains the word of the Great Spirit; but you explain it to us and we believe you.” -- I had very evident proofs of the sincerity of their good intentions and of their firm resolution not to offend God after baptism. 

About a month ago I stopped for a few moments in an Indian wigwam. Those who lived there had been unable to go big hunting because of the illness of their little girl. His mother told me that they were starving and hadn't eaten meat for a long time. She added that she had indeed seen an ox lost in the forest and belonging to a white man, and that she would have killed it if she had not remembered the promise she had made, at her baptism, to die rather than do what is wrong; that she preferred to suffer the hunger due to offending the Great Spirit; and that, if she had killed the ox, the Great Spirit would no longer have had pity on her in misery. This little story pleased me and edified me. I couldn't help thinking how different the state of the world would be from what it is, if all Christians remembered their baptismal promises as faithfully as that poor Indian girl. 

We have baptized over 500 people so far. One hundred adults and children had the happiness of receiving the sacrament of regeneration before they died. When these Indians are well educated, we have little to fear for their truly exemplary conduct. The biggest obstacle for us is in the difficulty we have in learning their language. It has only a few words, often not very suitable for expressing abstract ideas. These brave people have some confused ideas of a Supreme Being, of the immortality of the soul, of the happiness and punishments of the future life; but these ideas are mixed with material and superstitious notions. Here is an example. They believe that those whom the Great Spirit admits into his happy abode receive there an abundance of buffalo, deer, elk, and corn; that when a person dies, his soul continues to inhabit the place where he left his body; that souls sometimes return from the other world to take and lead other souls there. This is the reason why they are so afraid of traveling in the dark, especially when someone is dangerously ill; they think that then a spirit flutters in the surroundings. Some of their Vigkontah (jugglers or medicine men) claim, on many occasions, to have the power to cast out this spirit and save the life of the sick person. When there is danger of death, the most superstitious often have recourse to these jugglers; a horse, a mule, or even several must pay for these services. I know one of these impostors who, by this trade, won, in a single spring, thirty-two horses. Their efforts tend mainly to persuade the poor Indians not to call us in their illnesses. They say, in the most assured tone, that they will nullify the effectiveness of our power. 

Last spring, I went to pay a visit to the Petits-Osages. On the day of my arrival, I baptized three dangerously ill people; they died the next day. A few days later, a malignant fever broke out and claimed a large number of victims. The jugglers attributed the cause of the plague to my presence, claiming that I had caused them to lose their power to chase away spirits. It is distressing, but also a bit amusing, to see these jugglers struggling to make this hunt. They make themselves as hideous as possible, equip themselves with all their instruments, unload their guns, wave their clubs and sticks, beat the drum, and resort to anything that can make noise; in a word, they use all conceivable tricks to deceive these poor Indians. But their power, which was once very great, is beginning to decline. Every day sees the esteem that the savages had for them diminish. The Indians are attached to us, above all, as they say, because we have neither wives nor children. - "If you had any, they say, you would do like the missionaries (the Presbyterians) who preceded you: you would think too much of your families and you would neglect the red-skinned man and his children." - 

“I often go to visit them in their villages, and I am always received with the greatest kindness. A crier precedes me to announce my arrival. When they are all assembled in a large lodge, or under the shade of some large tree, I begin my instruction. They listen with keen interest. When I have finished speaking, the chief rises, gives his tribe some paternal advice, and repeats or comments on what the missionary has said. 

One Sunday, a chief named Pai-nonpashe, from the village of Grande Colline on the Verdigris River, came to see his two children who were boarding with us. A short instruction which I gave after mass produced such an impression on his mind that on returning home he said to a half-caste with whom he was accompanied: "I am now beginning to see what must be done to be agreeable to the Great mind. I am afraid for myself, but I rejoice for my two children; for they have all the ease of knowing the Great Spirit and of becoming happy in this life and in the next. » 

» The good health enjoyed by all the children who attend our school amazes the parents. In fact, the disease is unknown among them; not a single one has died since we've been here. This contributes greatly to increasing the confidence that the Indians have in us, and dispels all their fears during the season of the great hunts, when they must go away for several months. 

When the frightful ravages which cholera had wreaked along the Kanzas River, at Westport, and other places, became known here, the frightened Osages immediately resolved to seek their salvation on the plains. Some wanted to bring their children; but the majority opposed it in the firm belief that they would be safe under the guard of the Black-Robes and under the protection of the Son of God and his holy Mother. So they retired to the plains and left their children with us. They had been only a short time in their new abode when the cholera manifested itself in the most terrible manner, and carried off a great number. Realizing the mistake they had made in fleeing from the mission, they hastened to return to camp, as they said, very close to the good Fathers. So they returned, and with such haste that they made no provision, and traveled day and night. As they approached their country, the violence of the scourge diminished. The latest case of death arrived 15 miles from the mission. 

The greatest difficulties are made for us by the mestizos, almost all of whom are of French origin. They have nothing of the Catholic except baptism, and an inviolable attachment to their faith, of which, for lack of education, they know almost nothing, and which they practice even less. They have repeatedly proved to Protestant ministers that their efforts to make them change their religion were perfectly useless. 

Another difficulty for us is the kind of life that the Indians are obliged to lead, in order to obtain the provisions necessary for their subsistence. They generally spend six months of the year hunting; which obliges them to distance themselves from us, and exposes to the greatest dangers the morality of those who would like to live as good Christians. I hope this state of affairs will change; because many are already convinced that they will no longer be able to rely on game and that they should have already started cultivating their land, if they had the necessary means to do so. 

A deputation from the nation, consisting of the first chief, five warriors and an interpreter, went to pay a visit to their grandfather. President Taylor received them with the greatest kindness, and encouraged them to begin cultivating their land. I cannot express to you the gratitude that I myself feel when I think of the truly paternal care lavished on my dear savages by their grandfather and by all the officers employed in the stewardship of the Indians. The savages were extremely flattered. I am convinced that it will result in great good. 

This, my Reverend Father, is a very imperfect description of the state of our mission, in which we hope to reap many fruits of salvation, please God that we may remain there. Financial difficulties have often put us and still put us in a rather critical position; but, my Reverend Father, the help we receive from time to time from the Propagation of the Faith, from some generous hearts and friends of the savages, comes to relieve us. We hope in divine Providence for everything and in everything. "God is faithful." Recommend us to the prayers of your pious congregation and your good community of Saint-Louis. 

"My reverend and very dear Father, 

"Your very devoted Brother in J.-C., 

"J.-J. BAX, 
" of the Society of Jesus."
 
﻿

	
 

	1857 - letter 30 - The Osages.

	
(Sending of a third letter from Father Bax.) 

Brussels, January 25, 1857. 

Reverend Father, 

Here is the third letter from Father Bax that I promised you. It's the last one he wrote. I gave you an excerpt from it in my twenty-second letter, sketching the biography of this zealous missionary, who fell victim to his devotion in the disease whose ravages he recounts here. 

THIRD LETTER FROM RP BAX. TO RP DE SMET. 

“Mission among the Osages. Saint-François de Hieronymo, April 18, 1852. 

» My reverend and dear Father, 

« I wanted to write to you earlier; but we have been for some time and we are still in a terrible crisis. I have never seen anything like it. Fiat voluntas Dei. May the will of God be done! 

About three weeks before the great solemnity of Easter, forty-five children at our boarding school fell ill in the space of three and a half days. At first, we could not discern the nature of the evil. It began with a severe cold, accompanied by a high fever. After four or five days, the measles appeared. At first the alarm was not very great. But the measles disappeared and a putrid fever took its place. On Passion Sunday, the saddest of my life, we had two corpses on display and about twelve of our children in grave danger. Eleven of our schoolchildren died in a very short time, and two will perhaps follow them closely. We are obliged to interrupt school for a while, until this terrible visit is over. The contagion is spreading among the Indians; mortality is very high. It will be difficult to reassemble the scattered herd. However, I can say that never before, whether among colored or white people, or among religious or worldly people, had I witnessed so much fervor and piety on the deathbed as showed our young neophytes. They can serve as an example. Some, on their own initiative, asked to be able to hold the crucifix in their hands, and held it, without wanting to let go, for more than two hours. The statue of the Blessed Virgin was to be placed near their pillow; they implored the help of their good Mother and fixed their dying eyes on her image. They already enjoy, I have the firm hope, the presence of God. 

The Lord seems to want to collect in his heavenly barn the little that we have sown here. What may be the designs of Providence for the future? We cannot and we do not dare to conjecture it. We have lost many of our best students, and those on whom we had placed our greatest hopes. 

"My reverend and dear Father, 

"Your most devoted servant and brother in Jesus Christ. 

"T.BAX, SJ"
 
﻿

	
 

	1857 - letter 31 - Kistalwa and Maria parents of Watomika.

	
Namur, January 30, 1857 

My reverend and dear Father, 

I told you, in one of my letters, of the conversion of Watomika, the light-footed man, and his vocation to religious life. A short note about his parents will interest you. 

Watomika was born in the village of Muskagola, Indian Territory. His father, called Kistalwa, or the man who walks the mountain path, was grandson of Hobokou, the tobacco pipe, chief and distinguished warrior of the Delawares tribe, or Lenni-Lennapi, who figures worthily in the Indian history of the United States. Ketchum, his cousin, is the current leader of the Delawares and the successor to Kistalwa. 

During the last fifteen years of his life, Kistalwa exercised the functions of high chief. On many occasions he proved, by his boldness in hunting bears, tigers and buffaloes, and above all by his bravery in war, that he was worthy both of the high position he occupied in his nation, and the title of descendant of a long line of illustrious chiefs and warriors. Raised in paganism, Kistalwa was unaware of the Christian religion. He saw in the whites who visited his tribe only usurpers of the lands of his ancestors, who constantly pushed them back into unknown regions, only agents of a government which, little by little and as it extended his vast empire, would eventually exterminate the entire Indian race. He saw men entering their midst who, with an appearance of friendship, stretched out their hands to them, addressed to them sweet and flattering words, encouraged the Indians to drink the water of fire, like these call liquors, intoxicated them the better to deceive them in their infamous business, and fomented the most abject vices. He witnessed the fatal influences that these perverse and hypocritical men exercised in the tribe. Is it then surprising that he hated not only these individuals, but even the religion to which they claimed to belong, even the name of Christian they dared to bear? Like old Amilcar, father of Annibale, Kistalwa never ceased to inspire young Watomika with eternal hatred against the perfidious white race. 

Watomika's mother was of French descent. According to the story of this woman, her parents came from the province of Auvergne, and, after crossing the ocean, they settled in a beautiful and rich valley on the banks of the Rio-Frio, a tributary of the Nueces River, Texas, then part of New Mexico. Green plains, with which the valley abounds, served as pastures for innumerable herds of wild cattle and thousands of brown horses. The Comanche, no less savage and brown, came there from time to time to hunt animals and provide themselves with those fiery steeds which make him the terror of his enemies in war. It is in this place and at a time far removed from any civilization, that Maria, mother of Watomika, was born. She had a brother, named Louis, three years older than her, born in France. 

Days, months, even years had passed without the peace having been disturbed in the solitary cabin of the intrepid Frenchman, as he was called. He had no other neighbors than savages, nomads who, at certain seasons of the year, visited him, showed him much friendship and attachment, and brought him their pelts and provisions, receiving in exchange items that could best suit and please them. This little family, so peaceful, so happy in the desert, sheltered from these political commotions, these furious storms which rose up and sowed terror, disorder and ruin in the most beautiful provinces of their native country, the beautiful France; the Bucheur family had moved away from these tragic and bloody scenes, and believed they had found rest in solitude, far from the upheavals and vicissitudes which they had witnessed in their own country towards the end of the last century; but unfortunately! the dreams of life are very deceptive and often very short! The visions of man's imagination here below are illusory, uncertain; passing for the most part with the speed of lightning, they can only dazzle for a moment. The intrepid Frenchman counted on a long series of happy years. Eight years had already passed, and peace and happiness had reigned in her small household. The savages seemed to be sincerely attached to him; he was their friend, their benefactor; he believed himself assuredly safe from all danger on their part. 

Suddenly, an unforeseen event came to destroy his best hopes. A small party of Comanche hunters had been massacred by Spaniards on the Rio Grande. Immediately the cry of war and revenge resounded in all the camps of the tribe. Indian warriors are already scouring the plains and forests in search of white hair and eager to drink blood. They had searched in vain for several weeks, when the memory of the loner from Rio-Frio comes to the mind of a soldier of the band. He proposes the shot; it is accepted. In their frenzied rage they forget the benevolence and friendship of which they had ceaselessly received proofs in the cabin of the honest Frenchman and his faithful companion; they even forget the innocent caresses of the two little children. 

Under cover of the darkness of the night, they approach this peaceful abode. While the whole family was plunged into a deep sleep, the battle cry of these barbarians who surrounded them disturbed him. Armed with clubs, the aggressors rush forward and break down the doors. Before the family had time to recover from their panicky terror, they grabbed the father, mother and children. They are led a short distance from the house, so that they themselves may be sad witnesses to the destruction by fire of all that the savages could not remove. 

This was only the beginning of their misfortunes. Indian anger and revenge, inflamed by all the insults received from the whites, were to descend on these innocent victims, in the absence of the true culprits. They loaded them with reproaches and overwhelmed them with cruelties. After a hasty and painful march, continued for several days, almost without their being able to take the slightest rest and with very little food, they arrived at the village of the great Comanche chief, a close relative of the hunters massacred by the Spaniards. 

The camp had been warned in advance of the approach of the warriors. They were received there with all the honors of a real triumph, consisting of hair-dances, songs and feasts, as if these wretched warriors had really distinguished themselves by heroic action and pitched battle. While the council was in session in the lodge of the chief, to deliberate on the fate of the prisoners, these were led around the village, in the midst of the most atrocious insults which every barbarian had the right to inflict upon them. The chief finally proclaimed the sentence to the acclamations of the whole multitude. The post was immediately erected in the center of the camp and surrounded by fagots. The Frenchman and his wife were tied there together to perish in the flames. The wild dances, the frenzied gestures, the cries, the vociferations and the horrible howls of these furious barbarians still increased the deep anguish and the frightful agony of their unfortunate victims. The father and the mother did not cease, until the last sigh, to conjure their cruel executioners to have pity at least on their poor and innocent children. Little Louis and little Maria were spared because of their young age; the first was ten years old; the girl was only seven. They were, however, forced to witness the inhuman sacrifice of their dear parents, whom they could neither help nor console. They trembled in every limb, shed torrents of tears, called their father and mother by the sweetest names, and begged, but in vain, these cruel and merciless hearts to save their lives. The moans of the father, in the midst of his terrible tortures, and the agonizing cries of the dying mother tore the tender hearts of the children. In their despair, they would have thrown themselves at their feet, through the flames, if the monsters around them had not stopped them. 

Immediately after this tragic and appalling scene, the two unfortunate orphans were subjected to a new ordeal, no less hard and distressing in the sad circumstances in which they found themselves. Until then they had spent the happy and innocent days of their childhood together; they had had all their amusements together and done all their shopping; today that their tender hearts desired to share together the deepest bitterness, they were pitilessly separated never to see each other again. Maria was torn from the arms of her brother, the only object of tenderness that remained to her on earth. The only son of a chief present had recently fallen in the war. This chief asked for Louis to take the place of his son, put him on a fine steed and took him to his country. We have not heard of him since that time. If he is still alive, he probably replaces his adoptive father today as Comanche chief, and roams, with his nomadic and red-skinned brothers, the vast plains of Texas, New Mexico and the Great Desert. 

Maria was adopted into the family of a great Comanche warrior, who treated her like his own child and immediately returned to his country, located in northern Texas. She had been with this family for about seven years, when she accompanied her Indian parents to a trading post, established on the upper Red River. There they met a large party of Delawares, led by the brave young Kistalwa, son of a Buckongahela chief. The two parties immediately exchanged the usual compliments between Indians and together smoked the calumet of peace and brotherhood. 

Maria caught the attention of the Delaware party, especially Kistalwa, who sought to interview her. She consented to accompany him to the lodge at Buckongahela, provided her adoptive parents gave their approval. Kistalwa hastened to propose the business to the old Comanche. This one surprised rejected the proposal with severity and positively refused to hear about it. He even took measures to prevent any interview between the young Delaware and his adopted daughter. Kistalwa had character; he was not easily intimidated, and this first refusal only served to encourage him to persist in his request at all risks. The story of the young white girl had deeply touched his heart. He absolutely wanted to take her back, to snatch her, if necessary, from the hands of one of the executioners of Maria's unhappy father and unhappy mother. He therefore returned to the charge with such determination and with such positive arguments that the Comanche began to reflect on the consequences of a second refusal and to fear for the safety of his entire family. The affair took on a new aspect: the old savage lent a more attentive ear to the discourse of the young warrior. Kistalwa noticed it; he immediately put his calumet and tobacco at his feet. According to Indian customs, if the opposing party pays no attention to the pipe, it is a sign that he refused to make any arrangement. But the Comanche, to the great satisfaction of his host, hastened to light the pipe and offered it to the Great Spirit and to all the bosses of his calendar, as a mark of his sincerity. The calumet then passed from one mouth to the other: this was the conclusion of the treaty. One promised his daughter; the other, in token of his gratitude, presented the father with two fine horses and an ample quantity of tobacco and ammunition. 

Kistalwa wasted no time in making his preparations for departure and notified his white daughter. She found it hard to leave her Comanche parents to whom she was sincerely attached. Maria, by her gentleness, her intelligence and all the other good qualities which distinguished her among her companions, had known how to win all the hearts of the Comanche family. The latter, on her side, had had for Maria, during her long stay in their lodge, all the regard and all the affection of true parents, sisters, brothers. The separation was therefore very painful; the mutual sorrow manifested itself in an abundance of tears for the last farewells. Also, when leaving Maria, the old Comanche implored his bosses to protect the path she was going to follow; having placed it under their safeguard, he delivered it into the hands of Kistalwa and his band of warriors. 

Proud of the treasure they were carrying, they resumed, as if in triumph, the road to their country. The sun was shining; the plains swarmed with animals; the hunt was plentiful; no enemy came to dispute the pace; all was propitious and happy during the long journey. 

Maria, on her arrival among the Lenni-Lennapi, henceforth her own nation, was received there, with all marks of tenderness and affection, by the great chief Buckongahela. He gave it the name of Monotawan, or the white gazelle, because of its delicate form and its admirable candor. 

Two years later, Monotawan was married to Kistalwa, with the ceremonies and rites in use in the tribe. Here are the details of this kind of solemnity: when a young man wishes to enter into marriage, he declares his intention to the father and mother of the girl, if they are alive, otherwise to the closest relatives and friends. They are the ones who decide on the suitability of the marriage. The young man then takes his gun, his lead bag and his powder horn, and spends three days in a row hunting game in the plains and neighboring forests. If he achieves success and returns with horses laden with the produce of his hunt, it is a sure omen of happiness and peace for the new state into which he is about to enter; if, on the contrary, he returns to the lodge empty-handed or with miserable game, the omen is unfavorable and the friends often postpone the marriage to a more propitious time. The hunter, on his return, chooses the most delicate pieces of his hunt, places them at the entrance to the lodge of his future, and retires without saying a word to anyone. When the present is accepted, it is a sign that there is no objection to the planned union, on the part of parents or friends of the family. Immediately the two parties make all the preparations which prelude the marriage. The young man and the young girl carefully smear their faces with different colors and mottos and dress themselves in their finest ornaments. They consist of bracelets, necklaces of grains of crystal or porcelain, fine bird feathers, clothes of gazelle and roe deer skins, richly embroidered and worked in porcupine quills of various colors. The future attaches tails of wolves or foxes to both heels and knees, in the form of garters and inserts eagle tail feathers in her hair. These feathers are marks of great distinction, of which one has made himself worthy by exploits in war and boldness in the hunt. The principal jugglers make an offering of tobacco to Wâcon-Tanka, or the Great Spirit, in order to obtain his favors for the young couple, and present him with a beaver skin as a sacrifice, as a mark of their gratitude for the future benefits that they beg on them. Friends and close relatives prepare the great wedding feast together. There, the young man is introduced to the family by the Grand Master of Ceremonies. He gives each of the two fiancés a beaver skin. They exchange it among themselves, and thus ratify their consent to the marriage. The meal begins; the guests do honor to the dishes; they dance and sing to the sound of the drum and the flute, and it is in the midst of these amusements and the telling of beautiful stories that the marriage ceremony among the Lenni-Lennapi ends. 

Monotawan gave birth to two sons; the eldest was called Chiwendota, or the black wolf; the younger was given the name of Watomika, or the light-footed. 

Please accept my respectful respects and believe me 

Your very devoted brother in Jesus Christ 

PJ DE SMET.SJ

 

	
 

	1857 - letter 32 - The Ursulines of America.

	
We owe the publication of this letter to the kindness of the superiors of the Ursulines of Saventhem and Thildonck, to whom it was sent. Father De Smet had paid a visit to these two convents, to the first on January 22, and to the second on the 27th of the same month of this year. 

Brussels, March 21, 1857 

My Reverend Mother, 

On the point of leaving Belgium, I recall in my memory the benefits I received there, and particularly the welcome I was given in religious communities. 

Among these asylums of piety and virtue, your boarding school holds one of the first ranks. Just as in America, I was able to observe in my country the very religious spirit that animates the Ursulines, and the great good that they do and are called to do again, by the fervor of their prayers and through the education of youth. 

I congratulate the whole community on it, my Reverend Mother, because this spirit proves that the good Lord has established this house and that it is he too who guards it; I congratulate myself on it, because I found in it consoling subjects of edification, and fine examples to relate to my poor savages; I congratulate Belgium, where the new Ursulines continue so generously the work of their predecessors, to whom so many mothers are indebted for the sentiments of faith and piety which animate them; I congratulate the Church, whose afflicted hearts are consoled by the children of Saint Angela, by making themselves so worthy of the religious state, one of the most beautiful jewels of the crown of holiness which adorns the forehead of the Bride of Jesus Christ. 

Continue, pious souls, to walk in the footsteps of the Saviour; it is only in this way that one finds true happiness. 

I have just, my Reverend Mother, alluded to the Ursulines of America; I spoke about it to your dear pupils, during my visit, with Father Terwecoren; nevertheless it may be nice for you to have some more precise information. Needless to say that I do not claim to make a complete notice. I must content myself with giving a brief idea of their origin and their present state, and I will end with the account of one of the most astonishing conversions known. 

The Ursulines were the first nuns to settle in the New World. 

Before the end of the 17th century, there were six communities of women in Canada, including two Ursulines: the house of Quebec, founded in 1639, and that of Trois-Rivières, founded in 1697. In the States 

of American Union, New Orleans, capital of Louisiana, was the first of all the cities of the United States which obtained a community of Ursulines. This convent was founded in 1727. At the time of this foundation, Louisiana belonged to France. It is in this sense that the Friend of Religion has said, in a remarkable work on the Church in the United States, that "until 1790 the United States had not known what it was is only a nun¹.” 

¹ 1855, n. 5872. 

In 1730, the New Orleans community numbered seven Ursulines. Devoted to education and charitable works, they ran a school, a hospital and an orphanage. The number of their orphans greatly increased during the Natchez massacre, which took place that year. The French expedition freed many fatherless children from slavery and transported them to New Orleans. 

² One can see the painful details of this dreadful robbery in the work entitled: Life of bishop Flaget, by Mgr. Spalding, Bishop of Louisville. 

“The little girls, wrote Father Le Petit, on July 12, 1730, whom none of the inhabitants wanted to adopt, have swelled the interesting herd of orphans that the nuns are raising. The large number of these children only serves to increase their charity and their attentions. We made them a separate class, and we gave them two special mistresses. 

"There is not one of this holy community who is not charmed to have crossed the seas, even if she had to do no other good here than that of keeping these children in innocence, and of giving an education polite and Christian to young French women who risked being brought up little better than slaves. We give hope to these holy daughters that, before the end of the year, they will occupy the new house destined for them, and after which they have been longing for a long time. 

"When they are once lodged there, at the instruction of boarders, orphans, girls from outside and negresses, they will still add the care of the sick in the hospital, and that of a house of refuge for women. of suspicious virtue. Perhaps even, in the future, they will be able to help to give the retreat regularly each year to a large number of ladies, according to the taste that we have inspired in them. 

So many works of charity would suffice to occupy several communities and different institutes in France. What can a great zeal not do? These various labors did not astonish seven Ursulines, and they counted on supporting them, with the grace of God, without their religious observance suffering. As for me, I am very much afraid that, if help does not come to them, they will succumb under the weight of so much fatigue. Those who, before knowing them, said that they came too early and in too many numbers, have changed their feelings and their language: witnesses of their edifying conduct and of the great services they render to the colony, they find that they came too late and that too many cannot come from the same virtue and the same merit. 

¹ Edifying Letters Memoirs of America Edition of Paris, 1781 t. VIIp. 61 



Here is what happened there again about the same time, after the conclusion of a peace which ended a sad war. 

“The Illinois,” said Father Le Petit, “had no other home than ours during the three weeks they remained in this city. They charmed us with their piety and their edifying life. Every evening they recited the rosary in two choirs, and every morning they heard my mass, during which, especially on Sundays and holidays, they sang different prayers of the Church conforming to the different offices of the day. At the end of the mass, they never failed to sing, with all their heart, the prayer for the king. The nuns sang the first Latin couplet, in the ordinary tone of Gregorian chant; and the Illinois continued the other verses in their language, in the same tone. This spectacle, which was new, attracted many people to the church and inspired tender devotion. In the course of the day, and after supper, they often sang, either alone or all together, various prayers of the Church, such as the Dies iroe, the Vexilla Regis, the Stabat Mater, &c. Listening to them, it was easy to see that they had more taste and pleasure in singing these holy hymns than ordinary savages, and even many French people, find in singing frivolous and often dissolute songs. 

One would be surprised, as I was myself on arriving in this mission, to see that a large number of our French people are not nearly as well instructed in religion as these neophytes are. They are ignorant of almost none of the stories of the Old and New Testaments; they have excellent methods of hearing holy mass and receiving the sacraments; their catechism, which fell into my hands, with the literal translation made of it by Father Le Boulanger, is a perfect model for those who would need it in their new missions. These good savages have not been allowed to ignore any of our mysteries and our duties; we attached ourselves to the substance and the essentials of the religion, which we explained to them in an equally instructive and solid manner... 

” The first day that the Illinois saw the nuns, Mamantouensa (head of the Kaskakias) , perceiving near them a troop of little girls: "I see very well," he said to them, "that you are not nuns without a plan. -- He meant that they weren't mere loners who only worked for their own perfection. - “You are, he added to them, like the Black-Robes, our Fathers; you work for others. Ah! if we had two or three of you up there, our wives and daughters would be smarter and better Christians. -- "Well," replied the Mother Superior, "choose the ones you want." -- "It is not for us to choose," replied Mamantouensa; you know them. The choice must fall on those who are the most attached to God and who love him the most. "- Judge how much these holy daughters were charmed to find in a savage such reasonable and Christian sentiments." 

¹ Edifying letters. Memoirs of America. Paris edition, 1781, t. VII, P. 61. 

Such, my Reverend Mother, were the beginnings of the pious community of New Orleans. 

To these details, I will add a few others on the state of the Ursuline convents, such as it was in 1855. 

The house of New Orleans then numbered 32 professed nuns, 3 novices and 3 postulants. The boarding school had 130 boarders and 12 half-boarders. 

In the Vicariate of Upper Michigan, at Saut-Sainte-Marie, the Ursulines have a school for girls. In 1855, preparations were made there also to establish a boarding school for children whose social position required a more careful education. 

In the diocese of Cincinnati, in Saint-Martin, near Fayetteville, Ohio, the Ursuline community was made up of 35 professed nuns, 9 novices and 4 postulants. They run the boarding school for young ladies which, in 1855, had 60 boarders. 

In the same state of Ohio, diocese of Cleveland, in Cleveland itself, the community was, at the same time, composed of 14 professed nuns, 10 novices and 4 postulants. They run a boarding school there. This establishment is located in the most beautiful and healthiest part of the city. It includes all the ordinary and highest branches of a chosen education. Boarders, half-boarders and day students are admitted. 

Near Cleveland, four Sisters run a fee-paying elementary class and two free schools. 

In Toledo, two nuns are in charge of three paying elementary schools and two free schools. 

At Morrissonia, near New York, there is also a convent and a boarding school. 

In the diocese of Galveston, Texas, the Ursulines were, in 1855, in number 15 professed nuns; their boarding school had 80 to 100 students. 

At Saint-Antoine, there were 14 professed, 3 novices and 4 postulants. The number of boarders varied from 140 to 160. 

In the diocese and town of Saint-Louis, where I have lived the longest since leaving Europe, the Ursuline convent is made up of 20 to 25 nuns. They run a boarding school of 40 to 50 students. In separate buildings, they have a day class of 100 to 120 children. 

Considering all these benefits of our holy religion, poured out lavishly over America, we owe a testimony of well-deserved gratitude to Mgr. Carroll, who has contributed the most to establish or prepare the pious institutions to which the happiness of these countries is attached. 

“When the Company was abolished by Clement XIV, some Jesuits left Great Britain to retire to North America, their homeland. John Carroll led them. Linked to the institute by the profession of the four vows, Carroll was not long in winning the esteem of this immortal generation which silently prepared the emancipation of the country. He was the friend of Washington and of Franklin, the counsel of that Carroll, his relative, who labored in an effective manner for the constitution of the United States. Jesuit foresight and knowledge were valued by the founders of American freedom. Attached to the Protestant worship, they were going to consecrate its triumph by law; but Catholicism appeared to them, with the Fathers of the company, so tolerant, and so calculated to civilize the savages, that they did not refuse John Carroll to assure the principle of religious independence. Carroll was allowed to discuss the bases with them: he laid them down so clearly that freedom of worship has never been violated in the United States. The Americans had undertaken to maintain it; they did not think themselves authorized to betray their oath, even by the progress which the missionaries caused the Roman faith to make. When the Union was constituted, Pope Pius VI, in 1789, thought of giving a guide to all these faithful scattered in the cities and in the forests. John Carroll was the first to receive the title of bishop of Baltimore; later he became archbishop and metropolitan of the other dioceses and apostolic legate, with another Jesuit, Leonard Neale, as coadjutor ¹.” 

¹ History of the Society of Jesus, by J. Crétineau-Joly, t. VI, p. 276. 

From this period dates, for all North America, the beginning of a new era. Msgr. Carroll took the initiative in the religious turnaround. He had had no role models; he will have a crowd of imitators. 

“After having provided, by the foundation of a college and a seminary, for the education of youth and the recruitment of the priesthood, the bishop of Baltimore took care to introduce into Maryland religious communities of women, so that they work there in the education of young girls, in the relief of the sick and in the adoption of orphans. These good works have always been the patrimony of the Church, and Christianity must be considered ephemeral until it has laid down the roots of a few convents for prayer and charity. » 

² The Friend of Religion, 1855, n. 5872. 

Since then, how many works of salvation have arisen on American soil! How many facts have signaled the finger of Providence! 

Here is one, my Reverend Mother, which is very interesting. I think I told it to the nuns and to the pupils of the Ursulines of Saventhem and Thildonck; but having reread it since, in the remarkable work of M. Henri de Courcy, on the Catholic Church in the United States, The Catholic Church in the United States, translated and enlarged by M. John Gilmary Shea, I will be able to write more precisely. 

In 1807, Daniel Barber, Congregationalist minister of New England, had baptized into his sect Miss Allen, daughter of the famous American general Ethan Allen, so famous in the State of Vermont, where he was born. This girl was then twenty-two years old. 

Shortly after, she went to Montreal, where she entered the boarding school of Soeurs de Notre-Dame. The young Allen spontaneously embraced the Catholic religion, and wanting to make the supernatural sacrifice of her whole person, she devoted herself to the things of heaven in the community of Hospitaller Sisters, at the Hôtel-Dieu, where she died piously in 1819, after having , by the edification of her last moments, led the Protestant doctor who was treating her to also embrace the Catholic religion. 

Sister Allen's conversion produced other fruits of grace among her co-religionists. His former pastor, Mr. Barber, first became a member of the Protestant Episcopalian church. He did not slacken his pace in the path of truth: in 1816, he abjured the errors of the so-called reform. 

The son of this converted minister, Virgile Barber, born in 1782, was a Protestant minister, like his father. He too, convinced of the necessity of uniting with the Roman Church, entered it with his father. Lady Virgile Barber followed these examples. These spouses, who had become Catholics, did more. By mutual agreement, they resolved to leave everything and separate for the service of God. With this pious purpose, M. Virgile Barber went to Rome in 1817 to obtain the necessary authorization from the Sovereign Pontiff. He embraced the ecclesiastical state and was ordained in the Eternal City. After staying there for two years, he left Europe and himself brought his wife the authorization to embrace religious life. She entered the convent of the Visitation in Georgetown and followed the exercises of the novitiate there for two years. 

The Barbers had five children: four daughters and a son. He was studying at the Jesuit college in Georgetown; the girls were at a boarding school at the Visitation, but without knowing that their own mother was a novice in the same convent. 

After Lady Barber's novitiate, the five children were taken to the chapel to witness their mother's profession; and, at the same time, their father, on the steps of the altar, consecrated himself to God in the Company of Jesus. At this touching and unexpected sight, the poor children burst into tears, believing themselves abandoned on the earth; but the heavenly Father watched over this privileged family. He inspired the four daughters with the intention of embracing the religious state; three of them became Ursulines: one in Quebec, another in Boston and the third in Trois-Rivières; the fourth sister made profession among the Visitandines of Georgetown. Their brother, Samuel, entered the Society of Jesus. 

Fr. Virgil Barber, after having filled, with great edification, various posts in Pennsylvania and Maryland, became professor of Hebrew at Georgetown College, and died March 27, 1847, at the age of 65. 

Sister Barber, of the Visitation, resided for a long time in Kaskaskia, where she founded a monastery; Sister Marie Barber, of Saint-Benoît, witnessed the destruction of the Ursuline convent located near Boston, and died in Quebec, May 9, 1848; Sister Catherine Barber, of St. Thomas, followed Bishop Odin to Texas in 1849; I have no information about the fourth of these pious girls. 

The grace of conversion extended to other members of the family. A nephew and ward of Fr. Virgil Barber, named William Tyler, born in Protestantism, in 1804, at Derby, State of Vermont, became, in 1844, the first Catholic bishop of Hartford, and died in his diocese in 1849. 

I end, my Reverend Mother, by asking you to accept once again the expression of my sincere gratitude for all the help that you have brought to my mission, as well as for the good prayers that have been promised to me, not only by the nuns, but also by the students. I thank them all, and I will recommend them to the good memories of my poor savages. May your daughters in Jesus Christ continue to devote themselves entirely to the holy work of educating youth; God, -- they feel it, -- does not wait for eternity to give them an ample reward of happiness! May the dear children continue to benefit from these salutary lessons and these inspiring examples; they will then preserve, in the world, their amiable piety and their gaiety of heart, because they will preserve there their precious innocence. 

I also ask you to thank in my name your so worthy director ¹, who received me with that fraternal cordiality which must reign between priests and religious, called to work together for the salvation and the perfection of souls, and to to have only one goal, in their labors and in their desires, the greatest glory of God. 

¹ In Saventhem, Mr. Paeps; at Thildonck, M. Lambertz, village priest, founder of the new Ursulines, of which Thildonck was the motherhouse. 

Accept, my Reverend Mother, the homage of my gratitude. 

Your servant in Jesus Christ, 

P.-J. DE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1857 - letter 33 - The Potowatomies.

	
(Continued from the twenty-seventh letter. See page 21 of this volume.) 

Antwerp, April 13, 1857. 

My Reverend Father, 

In the issue of January 1 of this year, you published, from a copy, a fragment from one of my letters on the Potowatomies. You expressed the hope that the original was preserved. He was in Dendermonde, and I am sending him to you here. 

Notice, my Reverend Father, that a line has been omitted on the 21st page of the delivery. I addressed this letter, not to my mother properly speaking, but to the Mother of the Maison des Orphelins in Dendermonde, Miss Isabelle Lutens, a worthy superior who indeed deserved that I call her my very good Mother. . Here is the end of this correspondence. 


A tomb attracts attention in these parts; it is the tomb of the Black Bird, great chief of the Omahaus. I sent a small sketch of it to the Thérésiennes. This chief had made himself famous by the ascendancy he had over his whole nation; he was an object of terror and respect for his people, for the savages believed that he had over them, in a supernatural way, the power of life and death. Here is how this belief was accredited. He had procured a large quantity of arsenic through a merchant; the latter had instructed him at the same time in the method of using it; but the wicked soon received his reward. The Black Bird invited him the same day to a special feast, and skilfully administered a good dose of his terrible medicine. The merchant, to the great pleasure of his host, died a few hours later, in terrible torments. Proud of his attempt, the Blackbird soon meditated the execution of a treacherous blow, and made great preparations. He sent some of his people out hunting, to kill a few buffaloes and deer for his feast. The principal warriors and the lesser chiefs had become jealous of the ascendancy which the great chief had for some time exercised over the whole nation. The Blackbird, informed of their displeasure and all their murmurings, invited to his feast every last one of those who had murmured. He lavished all the consideration on them and showed the greatest cordiality to his guests, wishing, in appearance, to be reconciled with them and to erase the bad impressions which his harshness and haughtiness had caused. As soon as each had emptied his dish and the poison had already begun to act on a few, he threw down the mask and began a harangue on the great power of the genius, or manitou who guided him, and, raising his club in sign of triumph, he begged them with sarcasm and bitterness, “to sing their songs of death, if some warrior's blood still stirred in their veins; adding, with the accent of vengeance, that before sunrise -- it was night -- the ravens would flit above their lodges, and their wives and children would weep over their lifeless corpses. It was a night of confusion, tears, fear and tumult. None escaped the poison. 

The whole life of this savage leader was a chain of crimes and cruelties. "Tired at last of shedding blood," as the Indians express themselves, or rather, pursued by remorse and despair, he let himself die of hunger. Before dying, he ordered his faithful warriors to bury him on the highest of the hills, an elevation of about 300 feet, seated on his finest steed, facing the impetuous Missouri, "in order to be able to salute from afar, he said, all travelers. His tomb looks like a mound. It is surmounted by a pole, to which the savages attach flags. It can easily be distinguished at a distance of five or six leagues. 

Our boat passed near the village of the Omahaus, composed of about 1,400 souls. It is situated at the end of a beautiful meadow about a league in extent, at the foot of the hills. No one appeared on the shore to see us pass, for fear, it seems, that the smallpox was on board and introduced among them. Only two years ago, by an unforgivable imprudence of the captain, this disease was introduced into the savage countries by the same ship, and caused frightful and unheard-of ravages there in the Indian annals: there were between 25,000 and 30,000 deaths in the within a few weeks. Of 1,200 men of the Mandan tribe, only seven families have escaped the contagion. About 80 warriors of this small nation committed suicide in those days of calamity, some in despair at the loss of their children and friends, others for fear of becoming slaves to their enemies, and the greater number saying that they were horrified to see their bodies rotting alive. 

On May 11, I arrived at my destination, and I left with regret my four new children in Jesus Christ and my two friends. I would very much have liked to accompany these gentlemen on their long journey, if my health and circumstances would have permitted it, in order to visit the numerous nations of the mountains. 

On my arrival among the Sioux, the chiefs and warriors of the Janton tribe invited me to a feast. All were seated in a circle in a large lodge or tent of buffalo skins. Each rested their chin on their knees; the legs were tight against the body, a position that my size did not allow me to take. So I was sitting like a tailor is on his table, legs crossed. Each received a large piece of venison in a wooden platter; those who couldn't finish their portion took away -- it's the custom -- the rest of their plate. I was one of them and had enough for two days. 

The meal finished, I made known to them the principal object of my visit among them, that is to say, a lasting peace between the Sioux and the Potowatomies, their neighbors. Having discussed the different points, destroyed the false relations which separated the two nations, I urged the Sioux to make presents to the children of those of our Potowatomies whom they had killed, -- this is what is called, in savage terms, to cover or pay for the dead, -- and to come and smoke as brothers with them the pipe of peace. The party and the council ended in the greatest cordiality. That same evening I instructed them on the Apostles' Creed and baptized many of their grandchildren. This nation, dispersed over a large area, numbers 32,000 souls. 

The purpose of my trip having been achieved, I took the first opportunity to return to my mission. The savages, moreover, had already broken camp to go and join the buffaloes which were moving away. My ship this time was nothing more than a hollow tree, called a canoe, 10 feet long and about 1½ wide. I could barely sit there. Already before, I had crossed the river in these kinds of dangerous boats; but always with fear. Now I had a hundred and twenty leagues to descend on the most perilous and impetuous of rivers, and I had to, for I had no other opportunity. Fortunately I was accompanied by two very skilful pilots, who, wading right and left, launched, with the speed of a dart, through the many snags with which the rapid river is strewn, the fragile boat that the slightest shock or obstacle would have been knocked down. Judge the speed of its current. In three days, sailing from four o'clock in the morning until sunset, we have covered one hundred and twenty leagues. Two nights only I slept under the stars, having only a robe made of buffalo skin for a bed and my travel bag for a pillow. I can assure you, my sleep was as peaceful and as good as the best I have had in my life. A good appetite -- for the air is brisk on the water -- prepared us three excellent meals a day. My companions were well provided with bread, butter, sugar and coffee; the hunt at the same time was so plentiful that we made our choice among the game. Never had I seen so many ducks, geese, bustards, swans and wild turkeys, as during this short trip. At our last camp, a large deer, no doubt attracted by the sight of the fire crackling at our feet, approached us, kicking its front feet. Almost anyone received a severe contusion or had their skull dented by this furious animal. He roused the pilot, who, seizing the gun lying beside me, fired it two inches from my ear. This blow made me get up with a start, without however frightening me. 

During my journey, apart from the Sioux, I saw only one savage hunting game, and only one village, that of the Omahaus. What a contrast with beautiful, small, populous Belgium! ! ! The houses or huts of the Omahaus are made of earth, and have the shape of a cone. They are 120 to 140 feet in circumference. To build them, they plant long and thick poles in the ground, bend and join all the ends, which are attached inside to about twenty posts or pillars. These poles are then covered with bark, on which we put about a foot of earth and a lawn. These kinds of dwellings look like little mounds. A large hole, made at the top, allows light to penetrate and smoke to escape. The hearth is always in the center. Each hut contains six to ten families. 

A young French Creole has just brought his wife to me to instruct her in our holy religion. He descended with her very recently from beyond the Rocky Mountains, a distance of eleven to twelve hundred leagues. The story she told me of the life of her nation, the Ampajoots, is truly heartbreaking. The soil is most barren; there is no hunting at all. If they venture to leave their country, their neighbors, who are more numerous, kill them without mercy. They are without clothes, without habitations and prowl like wild animals in the meadows, where they live on roots, grasshoppers and large ants. They crush these last insects between two stones, make a kind of pancake out of them, which they cook in the sun or on the fire, and then feast on them. This poor wild woman, about twenty-five years old, had never eaten meat before. Her astonishment was great when she saw for the first time chickens, pigs, cows and oxen and other domestic animals prowling around the houses. As soon as she is educated enough to receive baptism, I will name her Isabelle, and you will be her godmother. Don't forget poor Ampajoot in your prayers. 

Your letter of July, of which you mention, has not reached me. The dangers are great and the distance is 2,000 leagues. 

I wrote more or less the same letter to the Thérésiennes. 

My good Mother, 

Your devoted servant, 

P.-J. DE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1857 - letter 34 - Voyage of Leopold I from Antwerp to New York.

	
New York, May 15, 1857. 

My Reverend and dear Father, 

I absolutely lack time to give you long details; work overwhelms me; I must be short. I am sending you a letter which I address to the respectable MM..., to M... If you believe it worthy of your Précis Historiques, please have it copied immediately and send the original to him. 

Our whole trip went happily; all my companions are in good health and have given me the greatest satisfaction. 

As soon as time permits, I will continue to write to you. On the 18th, I will leave for Saint-Louis. 


Sir and friend, 

To fulfill my promise, I hasten to give you our news. I know, moreover, that they will please you and that you await them with some impatience. 

We have just arrived in America, safe and sound, after a most happy and peaceful crossing. Leaving Antwerp on April 21, we landed in New York on the 7th of the month of Mary. Here is an idea of our itinerary. 

The day before our departure, we were invited to dine with the family of the worthy and respectable Count Le Grelle, former burgomaster of Antwerp, who wished to bear witness to us on this occasion, as he has done on several other departures of missionaries, the great interest he takes in our dear American missions. On the day of our departure, he was kind enough to accompany us to the port. A large number of other people and several of our closest and dearest relatives had also come to the quay, to bid us a final farewell and wish us a happy voyage. 

We weighed anchor between nine and ten o'clock in the morning. The weather was wonderful. The beautiful and large Belgian ship, Leopold I, was full of animation. A multitude of emigrants from Germany, Holland, Switzerland, Belgians, Prussians, French, etc. etc. were already settled there, and took care of an infinity of small cares and small affairs, to make the long crossing pleasant, or, as the English say, comfortable; the sailors, attentive to the command and to their post, were making the final preparations for departure. 

We only took a day to reach Southampton. The boat remained there until the next day to receive English and Irish passengers. Our number then rose to more than 620 people. During the whole day the air resounded with the chanting of the Germans and the Dutch, assembled on the bridge; several parties of dances took place to the sound of the accordion, the violin and the guitar. Our tillac looked like a floating village during a fair. But beautiful things often don't last long, and here's proof of that. 

Scarcely had we lost sight of the Isle of Wight than the scene took on an entirely different aspect. We found the sea in an extraordinary agitation. Although the wind was fairly moderate, and the weather seemed fair enough, the roll shook the ship with the greatest violence, sometimes carrying us to the top of the high waves, and then precipitating us as into an abyss, between the turbulent waters and foaming clouds rising around us. It was the commotion that followed a strong storm, or else strong headwinds that had passed shortly before in our vicinity. That day looked like a real day of mourning: the singing and dancing had entirely ceased; the slightest animation or liveliness was no longer noticed; the table was almost deserted; hunger and cheerfulness had disappeared together. One saw here and there groups of men, women and children; with sinister faces and haggard eyes, pale and pale as ghosts, to lean over the edge of the ship, as if they had had some eager communication to make at sea. looked perhaps a little too deep into the bottle, had the saddest and most elongated faces; they were real parchments: franzyne gezichten. Neptune was at his post. This inexorable customs officer exacted his tribute; willingly in spite of it, it had to be returned to the last penny. And mark it well, the tribute is paid in the opposite direction: we left the table after feasting on dessert; well, Neptune first asks you for almonds and hazelnuts, raisins and pie, then ham or tongue, then chicken and roast meat; and he doesn't let you rest until you've given him the whole plate of your soup. 

Myself, although this was my eleventh crossing of the Atlantic Sea, I did not remain exempt from the common tribute. I would have liked to advertise with Neptune; but all my efforts would have come to nothing. So I humbly submitted to it, and I went through it like all the others. However, I got off after one or two efforts. The old proverb tells us that violent things do not last; also the inconvenienced recovered imperceptibly, and we had no deaths to deplore. We had on board a worthy and excellent doctor, M. Themont. He was on his feet night and day, and lavished his care indiscriminately on all the sick. 

The tribute once paid, the inconvenience was quickly forgotten. Since that day, we had fairly favorable weather: the winds were a little contrary; but the sea was calm and quiet, until we came within about six days' distance of New York harbour. 

I had the great consolation of saying Holy Mass every day in my cabin. My young companions frequently approached the holy table and several of the emigrants had the same happiness. You would have been edified when you saw our little altar, neatly decorated and surmounted by a beautiful little statue of the Blessed Virgin, surrounded by a garland of flowers, which several Dutch ladies had taken off their hats. On Sundays, I said mass in the large salon, where more than a hundred people could comfortably take their places; several Protestants had asked to be able to attend. Hymns were sung there in French, Latin, Dutch and German. It was certainly a rather rare spectacle on the ocean, much more accustomed to hearing blasphemies than praises of God. 

On May 2, in the vicinity of the banks of Newfoundland, the sea was covered with a thick fog. It continued for four days, so that the captain could make no observations. Nothing could be seen a few feet from the boat. The misfortunes of the Lyonnais and the Arctic are still recent. We were in continual danger of colliding with some sailboat, which was following the same course. So, as a precaution, the great whistle of the engine was heard day and night, with its loudest and most piercing sounds, in order to give the alarm to the vessels which might have been in our path. By means of this manoeuvre, we were able to advance with our usual rapidity, which was ten to twelve knots per hour, or four leagues. 

However, as we rapidly approached land and the fog became more and more intense, it seemed that we had to go more or less on an adventure; and as observations of the meridian had become impossible, there was some anxiety. So we had recourse to heaven and together we said the rosary, the litanies of our good Mother and special prayers to obtain, through the intercession of the souls in purgatory, a serene heaven. Our wishes seemed to be granted. A few hours later, the mists had disappeared and we had one of the most beautiful evenings that can be seen on the sea: the full moon was reflected on the showers, shining, in all its splendor, at the top of the starry firmament and without the slightest cloud. The next day, the sun rose majestically. We saw a large number of ships sailing towards all points of the compass. Finally, all eyes being directed towards the west, we see in the distance, above the horizon, a long trail of rising fog. The officers apply the spyglass and announce that these are the much desired coasts of America. Songs, exclamations of joy came from all hearts at once. All the emigrants were grouped together on the deck; all hailed the New World, their promised land, which contains all their hopes and all their future. As objects and coasts presented themselves more distinctly to the view, my young companions could not satiate their eyes, in view of this land, to the salvation of which they came to devote their lives, and on which they will, I hope, be , instruments of salvation for thousands of abandoned souls. Before the end of this beautiful day, the 7th of the month of Mary, around four o'clock in the afternoon, we found ourselves in the harbor near Staten Island, in the port of New York. 

We still had a duty to fulfill. On behalf of all the passengers in the first and second cabins, who numbered more than a hundred people, I presented to the worthy and respectable commander of Leopold I and all his officers a document signed by all, to express our cordial gratitude to them. and our sincere thanks for their assiduous attention, their great kindness and their politeness towards all the passengers, and, at the same time, for letting them know of the admiration which their naval knowledge in the handling of the great and handsome Leopold I. In all my sea travels I have not met a more capable commander and officers more attentive to their work. The whole crew was well chosen and perfectly organized. One would seldom find sailors calmer, more industrious, more respectful. The names of Messrs. Achille Michel, commander, Juste Guillaume Luning, first officer, Louis Delmer, second officer, Jules Nyssens, third officer, Léopold Grosfils, fourth officer, Auguste Themont, doctor, Édouard Kremer, first machinist, will always be names very dear to our hearts. . Our gratitude, our good wishes and our prayers will accompany them everywhere. We also pay a tribute of thanks and gratitude to the respectable and worthy Messrs. Posno and Spilliaerdt, of Antwerp, for their assiduous attention to us before boarding, and for all the precautions that they were good enough to have taken for us. make this long trip enjoyable. On board the boat, everything went perfectly: we were left with nothing to be desired. With all our hearts, we wish happiness and prosperity to the great and noble enterprise of the Compagnie Atlantique des Bateaux àvapor d'Anvers. 

Arriving in New York, our dear colleagues from Saint-François Xavier College and Saint-Jean College at Fordam, near the city, gave us the most cordial welcome, happy to see Europe sending new reinforcements. in the work of the American apostolate. The beautiful and vast America, so beautiful in all the features of its great nature, is in the most pressing need of zealous and fervent missionaries. The thousands of Catholic emigrants who arrive there every year make the shortage more and more distressing and sad. Ah! may the generous hearts of Catholics in Belgium and Holland continue to be moved more and more with compassion for so many thousands of souls, redeemed by the blood of Jesus Christ, who find themselves deprived of pastors and the consolations of religion ! May they never stop sending new troops of young missionaries, filled with zeal and fervor for the salvation of souls! The harvest awaiting them is immense; the bleaching campaigns of the father of a family await only the arms of reapers. No country in the world today has a greater future. What happiness, if he succeeds in recognizing and accepting the true Church, which alone can make us happy here on earth and procure for us a happy eternity, for which we were all created and redeemed! 

Time is running out, I have to finish. Please remember me fondly of, etc., etc. ; continue to pray for me and accept my homage of respect and gratitude for all your kindness towards us; we will bring you eternal gratitude. 

I have the honor to be, 

Very worthy and respectable Sir, 

Your very humble and very obedient servant, 

J.-P. DE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1857 - letter 35 - Note on Father Charles Van Quickenborne.

	
New York, May 16, 1857 

My Reverend and dear Father, 

I am sending you several packets and writings by the return of Leopold I. 
The Notes on Fathers Van Quickenborne and de Theux, brother of the former minister of Belgium, will interest, I think, your readers. Let us begin with that of the first of these excellent religious. 

This note was compiled from an abridgement of the life of Father Van Quickenborne, taken from the archives of the vice-province of Missouri. I interspersed with it some facts that I was aware of. 

Father Charles-Félix Van Quickenborne is the first Jesuit to appear in the great Mississippi valley since the re-establishment of the Society of Jesus. He was a man full of zeal for the salvation of souls. The conversion of the Indians was above all the object of his predilections and his wishes. For a long time his name will be blessed and his memory celebrated in the places which have had the good fortune to reap the fruits of his many labors and of his truly apostolic virtues. 

He was born in the diocese of Ghent, at Peteghem, near Deynze, on January 21, 1788. Having begun his studies at Deynze, he went to complete them at Ghent, where he embraced the ecclesiastical state. Van Quickenborne constantly distinguished himself by his talents and his application. Ordained a priest, he was sent to Roeselare to teach the humanities there. He remained there four years, that is to say until the moment when the minor seminary was closed. Shortly after his return to Ghent, he was sent, as curate, to a parish, where he had the singular happiness, as he often liked to recall, of finding M. Corselis for dean. The friendship and lofty virtue of this venerated priest made a salutary impression on the mind of the young vicar, which has never been effaced.
 
Around this time, the Society of Jesus, in anticipation of its speedy recovery, had prepared a novitiate at Rumbeke, near Roeselare. It was there that, yielding to the lure of his zeal, Van Quickenborne presented himself on April 14, 1815. From then on he longed for the missions in America. 

No sooner had he completed his novitiate than he obtained from Father Thaddée Brzozowski, then general, permission to devote himself entirely to the missions so desired. He sailed from Amsterdam. After a navigation full of perils, he had the happiness of landing in America, towards the end of the year 1817. 

At the beginning of 1819, he was placed at the head of the novitiate of Maryland, at White Marsh. He displayed there all his ardor and employed all the means that his position afforded him to procure the salvation of souls. Superior and master of novices, he became at the same time farmer, carpenter, mason; he built a beautiful stone church on the very grounds of the novitiate, and built a second one in brick in Annapolis, capital of Maryland. At the same time, he traveled as a missionary through a vast district, which he spent several years evangelizing alone, before any companion could come to assist his zeal. 

His works were valuable to Maryland; but the poverty of this mission was extreme. This is what brought Mgr. Du Bourg, bishop of the two Louisianas, to request that the novitiate be transferred to Missouri. The superior of the mission consented to it. Father Van Quickenborne therefore left with two Fathers, seven scholastic novices and three coadjutor Brothers. After covering a distance of 1,600 miles, in the midst of the heat of summer, with continual fatigue and privations, he arrived near Florissant, where he began the novitiate of Saint-Stanislas. 

To form this new establishment, he found no other materials than those which he drew himself from the forests and the rocky bed of the river. But his ardor at work was not frightened by anything; his unshakable courage did not stop at any difficulty. He was always the first at work; it seemed to multiply; went from one worker to another, exciting and encouraging everyone by his example even more than by his words. Endowed with admirable patience and a great spirit of mortification, he showed himself hard only towards himself, only listened to the ardor which drove him to expend himself entirely, and never knew how to spare his health or strength. So he almost fell victim to his devotion. One day, he was working on the squaring of a beam, assisted in this work by a young novice. The latter, still little used to the trade, handled his ax with an ardor the consequences of which he was far from suspecting. Enjoying. to see the wood give way under his blows, he thinks only of multiplying them. One of them, misdirected, strikes the Father on the foot. Despite this wound and the abundance of blood he was losing, the Father nevertheless continued his work until at last he felt faint; only then does he sit down and allow the wound to be bandaged with a handkerchief. However, the workers were a league from the farm which served as their common residence. The Father wanted to return there on foot; but on the way, the violence of the disease compelled him to yield and to allow himself to be put on the horse which had been summoned. A burning fever kept him in bed for several days. As soon as he felt better, he wanted to return to his work; but it was necessary to use the horse. Hence another accident. The banks of the river are marshy in some places; the horse unfortunately enters one of these quagmires and sinks into it to the belly. The Father needed all his calm and all his sangfroid to regain solid ground; but all the efforts he made to extricate his mount were useless: he had to resign himself to seeing it perish before his eyes. These accidents, far from shaking his constancy, made him, on the contrary, more ardent and more firm in the accomplishment of his designs. It was in the midst of these difficulties, insurmountable for lesser courage, that he built the novitiate of Florissant, assisted by the efforts of his Belgian novices. In 1828, he undertook the construction of a university in Saint-Louis. He also built in Saint-Charles a stone church and a convent for the Ladies of the Sacred Heart, as well as a residence. These arduous jobs and all the worry they created seemed to favor his activity: he only completed a business in order to begin a new one. 

Florissant and Saint-Charles were like outposts around which small colonies of Catholics and Protestants formed and multiplied. The missionaries traversed them in all directions, to procure religious help for so many abandoned souls, and too often still more destitute of the goods of grace than of those of the earth. Father Van Quickenborne devoted himself to these apostolic pursuits with the liveliest joy; his ardent zeal found very sweet consolations in the conversions he effected. The Protestants themselves showed him the greatest respect. However then (1824, 1825, etc.) as now, their ministers made every effort to hinder his labors and arrest the effects of his zeal. They portrayed religion as an assemblage of absurd and despicable doctrines; they made the most revolting portrait of the missionary. Among certain coarser peoples, they even went so far as to make of it a monster with feet of mud, having horns on its head and fully armed with claws. So when the Father appeared for the first time in the midst of these poor people, they immediately ran up, examined him attentively from head to foot, and, seeing him similar to the rest of men, they showed themselves ready to listen to him and easily converted. 

In one of these journeys, one of those singular facts happened to him in which he thought he recognized more particularly the action of divine Providence. Arrived at a place where the road divided, he wanted to turn on the side where the road seemed more beaten; but his horse resisted; all his efforts were useless; the animal picked up the missionary and dashed quickly to the other side. The road passed through a forest. When night fell, we had to stop at a little cabin, as poor as it was solitary and as if lost in the middle of the wood. The Father was received with coldness. As it was noticed that he was a priest and a missionary, they maintained extreme reserve. They served him supper; but he was only spoken to in a timid and embarrassed manner. He soon understood the cause. In a corner of the hut lay a child sick with fever and reduced to the extremity. Immediately the missionary asks the desolate mother if the child has received baptism. On the negative answer, he begins to explain the necessity of this sacrament. -- “It is God himself, he adds, who sends me to open the gates of heaven to your child; but we must hurry, for soon he will have ceased to live.” -- The mother replies disdainfully that she will never allow a priest to baptize her son; that she does not believe in baptism. It was useless to insist. As the child was devoured by an ardent thirst, the Father, pretending to abandon his first idea, began to give him a little water from time to time, to relieve him, and, at a time when the mother, occupied with something else, diverts his attention, he baptizes the child, who flies away to heaven a few moments later. 

Some time later, passing near the same hut, the Father wanted to see the child's mother again. This time he found her affable and obliging; she expressed a keen desire to hear him talk about the Catholic religion. She soon confessed that what she had heard about the necessity of baptism had disturbed her, and that she regretted it as a misfortune to have deprived her son of it. -- "Console yourselves," said the Father to him, "your son has received baptism, and he now enjoys heavenly beatitude forever." It is he who intercedes for you with God. Receive baptism and you will one day share in his happiness.” -- These words produced their effect: this woman was converted and received baptism with all her family. 

Such were the happy results of the horse's obstinacy. Remarkably, the next day he followed the other route without resistance. 

The salvation of souls was, with this apostolic man, a thought, a desire, a constant need. So he had a marvelous art of seizing opportunities and taking advantage of circumstances. He still knew how, by his conversations and his stories, to communicate to others the zeal which devoured him; they were trained, and those who could not help him with their labors engaged at least to assist him with their prayers. Thus, to encourage his novices to pray with ardor, he granted them a small feast each time the conversions reached a certain number. 

The Protestants, we have said, endeavored to hinder the zeal of Father Van Quickenborne; but he had to struggle especially against the Methodists. One day, he dealt a severe blow to the influence of the latter. While on a mission, he learned that these sectarians were to hold a meeting in a place designated for him. For a long time he had been looking for the opportunity to meet them. He therefore went to the place indicated, and endeavored to attract there all the Protestants he could find. The Methodists held their session in the church. The Father, on his arrival, found an immense crowd there; his habit and his venerable air at first caused a profound surprise in those men who, for the most part, were seeing a priest for the first time. In their astonishment, many exclaim: - "What does this rascal want from us?" -- The Father modestly replies that he would like to hear from their mouths the explanation of certain important points concerning religion; so please allow him to ask a few questions. Then, taking advantage of the consent given to him, he begins to question the essential points which distinguish true religion from false doctrines. Ministers want to respond; but no two do it in the same way: they refute and contradict each other. The Father insists; it shows disagreement; the confusion only increases, to the great scandal of the assistants, who can thus observe that these ministers, so used to despising the priests in their absence, are incapable of answering as soon as they meet with them. The Father left these men to argue to their shame and confusion, and he went out into the open air to make a long discourse to the multitude on the unity, holiness, catholicity, and apostolicity of the Roman Church, that all the ministers and all the sects united will never succeed in shaking. Such astonishing and extraordinary boldness, the talents of the preacher and the solidity of his reasons won for him the attention and respect of all. He had gained a signal victory over the ministers of falsehood and calumny; for a long time, their words no longer found an echo in this place. Each time the Father returned there, the town hall was opened to him, so that he could celebrate holy mass and preach there. His word produced many conversions each time. 

On entering the apostolic career, Father Van Quickenborne enjoyed robust health; but the hard work and incessant fatigue of the apostolate undermined his strength. However, his infirmities never slowed down his zeal; his charity and his confidence in God seemed to supplement nature, and God, more than once, seconded his efforts in a marvelous manner. One day, when he was confined to bed by an illness serious enough and of a nature even to inspire fear, he was informed that a hundred miles away a poor dying Catholic was asking for the help of religion. To the great astonishment of all, he had a cart prepared, ordered that his mattress be placed there, and, taking with him the Holy Species and the Holy Oils, he left, after having given his blessing to all; all received it as if it were to be the last. They followed their good Father with their fears and their regrets. After a few days, they saw him reappear in their midst quite triumphant: he had administered the patient and himself was completely cured. 

His apostolic zeal pushed him above all where he saw more spiritual deprivation and more abandonment; he ardently desired to go and evangelize the poor Indians wandering in the desert. He made several excursions among the Osages and the Iowas, and each time the most precious fruits answered his expectations. In 1836, he managed, by begging, to collect some money in different states of America. Immediately he began a fixed residence among the Kickapoes; he had already built a residence and a chapel. He had visited the neighboring tribes and was forming the grandest designs for their conversion, when he saw himself suddenly stopped in the middle of his undertakings. The superior of the missions of Missouri, while visiting his missionaries, found the Father so weak that he judged him unable to continue his work. As soon as he was back in Saint-Louis, he called him back. 

Faithful to the voice of obedience, Father Van Quickenborne left his beloved mission. He reappeared in Saint-Louis with a cheerful face, rested there for a few days, went to make his annual retreat at the novitiate, and then left for Saint-Charles, in order to go to the small parish of Saint-François in the Portage des Sioux. . There he was to live in peace, seconded by a coadjutor Brother, and having only to take care of the direction of this little Christendom. But could one hope that he could contain the transports of his zeal? He immediately began to form plans for the construction of a church in the neighborhood, and he wanted to work to convert a certain number of Protestant families. These works were already occupying him entirely, when he was attacked by a bilious fever which carried him off in a few days, in spite of all the care of an experienced physician. 

Father Pallaisson assisted him until his death. The man of God showed himself calm and resigned until the end; he received the last sacraments with sentiments of profound piety, and saw death approaching without fear. About twenty minutes before expiring, feeling his last moment: -- "Pray for me," -- he said to the Father and to the Brother who were near him; these were his last words. He expired without agony. It was August 17, 1837. -- His body was transported on a chariot to Saint-Charles and buried with great pomp in the middle of the cemetery, at the foot of the cross. Catholics and Protestants attended his funeral, because he was dear to everyone. 

The long labors of this apostolic man and the churches he built would suffice to perpetuate his memory, if he were not moreover so deeply engraved in the hearts of all those who knew him. 

Accept, etc. 

P.-J. DE SMET.SJ

 
﻿

	
 

	1857 - letter 36 - Note on Father Théodore de Theux.

	
New York, May 16, 1857. 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

In several of your letters, you asked me for notes on the life and character of Father de Theux, of holy memory. Please add the following information to that which I have already sent to you, and combine them in the form of a biography in the same letter. 

Jean-Théodore-Marie-Joseph de Theux was born in Liége on January 25, 1789. His parents, no less distinguished by their piety than by their birth, strove to inspire their children from an early age with fear and love. of God, and to train them in the practice of all the virtues, as do those rare families where the faith is hereditary. 

Theodore had not yet finished his studies in the humanities when he was already convinced that God was calling him to the ecclesiastical state. Having completed them, he entered the seminary of Namur in 1808. Devoting himself with great application to the study of philosophy, he distinguished himself as much by his success as by the regularity of his conduct, his piety and his gentleness. At the end of the course, he won the first prize for all the examinations, which lasted several days. He showed in all circumstances a great rectitude of judgment. His successes were no less brilliant in his studies of theology, Holy Scripture, canon law and other ecclesiastical sciences. His former companions retain the most pleasant memories of the relations of the young man from Theux with his study friends, whom he helped with his insights and his advice. The amenity of his character won him hearts; it reflected his beautiful soul, ablaze with the fire of charity. He spent four or five years at the seminary of Namur. 

He received the tonsure in March 1810; minor orders in June of the following year; the subdiaconate, December 21, 1811; the diaconate, February 22, 1812. Admitted to the priesthood, the following June 21, feast of the angelic saint Louis de Gonzague, the Abbé de Theux had, before the end of this same year, a fine opportunity to display his zeal , whom he had not ceased to excite ever more and more in his charitable heart: he was named vicar of the parish of Saint-Nicolas, at Liége. 

It was the time when the imperial government, at the height of its struggle with the whole of Europe, multiplied state prisons beyond measure; and while the faithful cardinals went to moan in the forts of Piedmont and France; the generous defenders of Spain expiated at Liege the wrong of having fought for the liberty of their unfortunate country. Most of them languished in hospitals. In order to be able to offer them the consolations of the Church, the new Vicar of Saint Nicholas devoted himself entirely to the study of the Spanish language, and, with the help of God, he was able, by shortly to hear the confessions of the detainees. It was wonderful to see this young priest, belonging to one of the first families in the country of Liége, brave at the bedside of the dying the disastrous influences of the epidemic which then raged among the prisoners, especially at the Saint-Laurent hospital. Affected by illness, the Abbé de Theux was taken in by his family. God, to test him, allowed evil to attack many of his relatives and even kidnap one of his brothers. Theodore, however, escaped death. God, who had great plans for him, did not allow him to become the victim of his zeal so soon. 

In 1815, appointed by M. Barrett, administrator of the episcopal see of Liége, professor of dogmatic theology and Holy Scripture, he presided over the opening of the seminary and gave the first course in theology. At that time, there was only one class in the seminary of Liége. In the exercise of his new functions, he won the love and respect of his pupils, as much by his zeal and his devotion as by his tender and paternal solicitude. But his love for God and his neighbor demanded more difficult work, greater sacrifices: he seized, with as much eagerness as happiness, the opportunity presented to him by Providence. 

Father Charles Nerinckx, one of the first and greatest missionaries of Kentucky, after a trip to Rome, relives Belgium, his homeland. The picture he painted of the disastrous state of the missions in the United States touched the Abbé de Theux. After assuring himself by earnest prayers and other meritorious works, that such was the good pleasure of God, he resolved to leave his homeland, to bid farewell to a beloved family, to numerous and sincere friends, to to go to a foreign and distant land to work for the salvation of souls and spend the rest of his life. 

He left Antwerp for America on April 15, 1816, with a companion who, like him, wanted to enlist in the militia of Saint Ignatius. The two travelers arrived safely. 

On August 7, they were admitted to the novitiate at White-Marsh, in Prince George's County and the State of Maryland. Father de Theux made his first vows on August 18, 1818. 

As the eldest of the family, Théodore was to inherit his father's title. He renounced it in favor of his brother Barthélemi, today Count of Theux de Meylandt, former minister of the King of the Belgians, member of the Chamber of Representatives, Minister of State, etc. 

The fervor of the priest only increased in the religious. All those of his brothers who had occasion to see him and to converse with him are unanimous in bearing witness to his high virtue, his rare piety, the singular prudence of his zeal. 

For several years, before my departure for the Indian missions, I had the good fortune to be his roommate in a poor little wooden cabin. At his express request, I served as his admonitor. He established that he would show up twice a week, to ask me about any faults and faults I might have observed in him. He begged me, earnestly and humbly, not to spare him, to have no favorable consideration, to warn him openly and frankly of the least thing that I could find reprehensible in him. He promised me, at the same time, the greatest gratitude, and assured me that he would often pray for me. I watched him closely in the performance of his spiritual duties, in his theology class, at dinner, at recreation. In order to show him my desire to oblige him, I often made efforts to surprise him in some fault; but never, that I know of, have I been able to find fault with it. As I noticed that he sometimes seemed a little sad that I didn't correct him, to calm him down, I had recourse to pure trifles, to nothings. The more I had to tell him, the more he thanked me, and the more, no doubt, he prayed for me. He combined the simplicity of a child with the humility of a great saint. During all the time that I occupied the same room with him, I noticed that he was scrupulously punctual, and that he had his fixed hours for all his occupations, whether spiritual duties or others. Every day he read the Holy Scriptures; he reread his breviary with deep contemplation, kneeling before his crucifix or at the foot of the altar, before the most holy Sacrament. 

These exercises of ingenious piety and the incessant work of the missions perfected this beautiful soul, and Father de Theux was admitted to last vows on August 15, 1829. From the second year 

of his novitiate, he had been appointed operarius, it is that is to say, charged with exercising the holy ministry in the Church of the Holy Trinity. His great zeal and exemplary piety earned him the respect and confidence of all those who entrusted themselves to his care. So when he had to leave that church for Missouri, there was universal desolation. 

Since 1822, different localities have successively become the theater of the apostolic works of the fervent religious. He was professor of theology, superior of the missions, master of novices in Louisiana, in Cincinnati in Ohio, in Missouri, in Grand-Coteau, in Saint-Charles. Everywhere he gave proofs of an indefatigable zeal, of an unbounded devotion; everywhere he gained the esteem and affection of his brothers and of all those with whom he had to deal, Catholics or Protestants; everywhere he left indelible the memory of his virtues and the regret caused by his departure. It was in the exercise of his apostolic functions that he contracted the germ of the disease of which he died. 

In 1845, Father de Theux had been attacked by one of those bilious fevers so common in America. She threatened to carry it off in a few days; the doctors believed it fatal. However, thanks to the strength of his constitution, the danger ceased, the patient recovered, and at the end of a few days of convalescence, he was able to devote himself to the exercises of zeal to which he had devoted his whole life. 

At the beginning of February 1846, Father de Theux wanted to provide for the education of children too far from Saint-Charles for them to attend catechism there. He set out to find and choose a suitable location. On the way back, he lost his way with his companion. Surprised by a cold rain, which wet him completely, he was attacked by pleurisy. After a few days, the evil took more violence; triumphing over all remedies, the pleurisy degenerated into inflammation of the intestines. Although the Father was of a strong constitution, the work and fatigue had almost exhausted him, to the point that he could no longer fight against illness. He foresaw his approaching death and prepared for it carefully, convinced that God would soon call him to himself. For three weeks he suffered excruciating pain; but, to the end of his life, he retained the use of all his facilities. He employed part of his time in arranging all the affairs of his office with the greatest exactitude; and, preparing himself with a redoubled fervor for the passage of time to eternity, he employed the rest in performing acts of resignation, patience and other virtues, by means of certain texts of Scripture, of ejaculatory prayers and ardent sighs towards the God of his love. He received the last rites with a piety that edified everyone. He himself directed the priest who administered them to him and who trembled on seeing the pains to which this respectable monk was delivered; the dying man himself answered in a distinct voice the prayers of the dying. 

Father de Theux wanted to be warned of the progress of the disease and the approach of death. Three days before his death, the doctor told him that he would not survive the next day. - “No, doctor,” replied the patient cheerfully, “I will not die tomorrow; I will die on Saturday. Saturday will be day 1. He had always desired to die on a day consecrated to the Blessed Virgin, and he nourished the firm confidence that his hope would not be frustrated. On Saturday, early in the morning, he began to repeat these invocations frequently: -- "Jesus, have mercy on me!...Mary, pray for me!..." -- He only had a few hours of exile, and it was by repeating these words that Father de Theux breathed his last, at seven o'clock in the morning, February 28, 1846, on the day of the week dedicated to the worship of Mary. His last wish had been granted. It was, without doubt, one of the rewards of his filial trust in the Mother of God, who is also ours. He had just, in the last days of his life, established at Saint-Charles, in the church of his mission, the archconfraternity of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, to which he had always had a tender devotion. And whether God had made known to him the day of his death, or whether his words were only the expression of a lively and ardent desire, the fact remains that he did not die until Saturday, February 28, 1846. The 

Father de Theux was he of those men whom one can know thoroughly only after having observed their conduct and their habits for a long time and with care. He never spoke of himself without being morally forced to do so or without there being an obvious utility; and usually then, after the manner of the great apostle, he did it in the third person. 

To give you an example, I will tell you the following feature. He spoke of the need to work with perseverance to overcome the vicious and rebellious inclinations, as well as the infirmities of our corrupt nature. To apply his remarks, he indicated this habitual disposition which leads to sleep in prayer, and here is in substance what he tells us on this point: "I knew a man who struggled for thirty long years against this overwhelming infirmity. However, he spared no pains to get rid of this annoying inconvenience. He stood up, knelt down, took a step forward or backward, as the place or the circumstances permitted; but often he could not. Here is a means to which he had recourse then. He took with him a needle or a pin, and, without the others noticing, he tormented his body by pricking himself, in order to make his soul fit to meditate, when the rule or his inclination demanded it. -- All those who listened to him knew that the man whose example he quoted to us was none other than himself, and that the praise due to the constancy and perseverance of these efforts was entirely due to him. 

His character led him rather to severity; but it was especially to himself that he made it felt. He was never seen to allow himself the slightest satisfaction which seemed to flatter sensuality. Everything had its time and was regulated. Of a healthy constitution, he believed, with good reason, that he should maintain it as much as a religiously regulated temperance would permit. Also one never saw in him any singularity in the meals, either for the quantity or for the manner, unless we call singularity this constant habit of keeping invariably, for every drink, to a measure and a quality. fixedly determined according to all the rules of Christian temperance and religious poverty. 

Her modesty was truly angelic. His eyes were generally lowered; he frequently raised them to God in prayer. It was clear that, like Job, he had made a pact with his eyes so that they never stopped on a dangerous object. His prayerful spirit was calm, unassuming, and continual. 

Being a little deaf, he often left his room for the community exercises before the bell had given the signal, for fear of not hearing it. When he arrived too early, he took his rosary and began to pray until the common signal. 

Sanctifying himself, he edified all who knew him by constant exactness in the practice of our holy rules. His great virtue was to do ordinary things with extraordinary perfection. 

We can sum up this edifying life by saying that Father de Theux was a true model of the religious state. Alongside the most ardent zeal for the salvation of souls shone in him a great humility, a boundless charity, a complete renunciation of himself. He accepted without a murmur, and even with joy, all the privations, all the annoyances, without ever trying to draw attention to himself. He was a man of prayer, because he was a man of mortification and obedience. 

These are some of the characteristic traits of this man whose memory is in great veneration among all those who knew him and who lived with him. I had the happiness of spending the first years of my life as a scholastic in the Company under his paternal guidance; he was my spiritual director and my professor of theology. 

Although there was not the slightest ostentation in the practice of his duties, he could not, however, avoid the watchful eye of his brothers, as well as of strangers. He was known by the people as the holy man, the man who worked miracles. And, doubtless, if he had not operated other than the great examples which he left of all the Christian and religious virtues, he would have already deserved this title so great and so glorious. 

His death is a great loss for the Society, for the missions of the New World, for the work of civilization. The funeral took place on May 2, and his body was transported to the house of the novitiate of Saint-Stanislas, near Florissant, a locality which the deceased had built, like so many others, by the practice of all the virtues. He rests there next to Fathers Van Quickenborne, Timmermans, Van Lommel, etc. 

The impression he had made on the students of St. Francis Xavier College in Cincinnati was so profound that some young Protestants, who had little idea of the canonization of saints, once seriously asked one professors -- "whether Father de Theux was canonized or not;" and the professor having explained to them the nature of this ceremony in the Church, which does it only long after death, they replied, "Well, whatever he is, he deserves it." 

Accept, my Reverend and very dear Father, the assurance of my respect and my affection. 

PJ DE SMET .
 

	
 

	1857 - letter 37 - Oregon Missions.

	
University of Saint-Louis, July 16, 1857. 

My Reverend Father, 

Since my return to Saint-Louis, I have been very busy. I also found myself less healthy, in consequence of the sudden transition from a cold climate to a hot climate, where the Fahrenheit thermometer marked 90 degrees. So far, I have therefore been unable to send you parts that may be of interest to you. 

I was recently sent a long and beautiful letter from Fr. Adrien Hoeken, from the Rocky Mountains. It has just appeared, on the 11th of this month, in the Freeman's Journal, which you receive regularly. I will try to get you a translation as soon as possible. 

Today you receive a short note on Fr. Eysvogels. If you want to give it a small place in your Historical Summary, it will please the friends and acquaintances of the deceased in North Brabant. 

As you propose to finish the third volume of my letters, it will perhaps be good, if there is still time, to add to this series the letter which I addressed to S. Louis' Leader, to the date of June 19, 1855, and whose translation appeared in the 90th issue of your collection, year 1855, p. 465. 

You will see there, my Reverend Father, that I quoted the testimony of Governor Stevens concerning the Indian missions. The details that I will add come from this same source, as honorable as it is truthful. They form part of an official report on the State of Oregon, sent by this magistrate to the President of the United States, in 1855, and published by order of the government. 

Speaking of the Pend-d'Oreilles tribe, the governor expressed himself thus: 
"In the midst of the Pend-d'Oreilles tribe is established the mission of Saint-Ignace, on which, thanks to Doctor Suckley, I am able to give interesting details. This mission was founded nine years ago by Fr. De Smet, when the whole country looked like a vast desert. For the first two years, the missionaries had no other home than a hut covered with skins. They accompanied the savages in hunting and fishing, often having for food only the root of camash ¹ and dried currants. They gradually began to cultivate the land and earned a little wheat, the bearded ears of which they boiled, so as not to lose anything of such a precious food. From time to time a few grains were burned to make a beverage. 

¹ The root of the camash (the Sxaalo of the Indians) is a small white onion, insipid before cooking, black and sweet after the operation 

. gradually improved. Each year new lands were subjected to cultivation: domestic animals and agricultural implements of all kinds were imported into the colony. Provisions of all kinds, seeds, clothing, tools, etc., were brought directly from Europe to the Columbia river. 

Two lay Brothers are attached to the mission. One of them, Brother François, knows how to make an arrow in every way: carpenter, armourer, tinsmith, he excels in everything; the other, Brother McGean, directs the work in the fields. It is above all to the courageous efforts of these good Brothers that we are indebted for the prosperous state in which the colony finds itself today. They erected a windmill, a marshal's forge, barns, stables, etc.; in addition, a beautiful chapel and a spacious wooden house for the residence of the missionaries. 

The chapel is large and decorated with great taste. I saw there a gilded and artistically carved altar, the statue of our Mother, copper crosses and bronze baptismal fonts. All these works are so well executed that one is tempted to believe that they were imported into the colony. Besides artistic ornaments, we saw in the colony a grinding wheel, tin objects, bellows, ploughshares, bricks, &c. These Brothers excel in domestic economy: they make their own soap, candles, vinegar, etc. It is amusing to hear the story of their plans, their attempts to overcome all obstacles, their failures and their final successes. Here is the present condition of the mission, as we found it: 
“The buildings of the mission consist of a spacious and convenient house, a chapel large enough to contain the whole tribe of Kalispels. Attached to the house is a small building with two sleeping places, containing, on the ground floor, workshops and a store for the Indians. All these buildings are solidly constructed of hewn timber. In addition, there are several small buildings, built of logs, which serve as barns, stables, etc. 

The land already cultivated has an area of 160 ares. Wheat, barley, onions, cabbage, carrots, pitch, beets, potatoes and parsnips are harvested there. Fr. Hoeken ¹ told me that if the children see carrots in the field, they can't help but eat them. "I must," he said, "close my eyes to this theft, because it is impossible for them to resist the temptation." As for anything else, they will scrupulously take care not to touch it....” 

¹ Fr. Adrien Hoeken, a native of Tilburg, brother of Fr. Chrétien Hoeken, a famous missionary among the Potowatomies, died in 1851. (Note by the translator.) 

The houses of the Indians, sixteen in number, some of hewn wood, others of logs, are ranged around the buildings of the mission. There are also a large number of huts built of skins and rush mats. The mission is always the meeting point for all this nomadic people. 

When the missionaries arrived, these Indians were poor, unhappy, almost completely destitute of clothing; their ordinary food was fish, camash and some other roots; sometimes even pine moss was their only food; their poverty was great, their needs were at their height. Naturally peaceful, they are brave in war and very willing to work. Devoid of any religious instruction, they had only a faint idea of the Great Spirit and the immortality of the soul. In their ignorance, they buried all alive, with the corpses of their parents, the old people and the children, because, they said, "as they cannot provide for their needs and that we do not have the means, it it is better for them to rest in the grave.” 

The task of the missionaries was difficult. They began by attracting the affection of the savages by offering them gifts and making them understand that they only wanted their happiness. They visited the sick, provided food for the hungry, distributed seeds of all kinds, showing how to sow them and have them produced. Convinced that the missionaries were not acting from any motive of personal and human interest, but from a pure zeal for their happiness, the savages were not long in attaching themselves to them and listening to their instructions. The Fathers spoke to them of a Creator of heaven and earth, of an essentially good God. They made them know the Savior of the world, the way to serve him, to love him and to address prayers to him. Their docile minds were soon opened to the light of eternal truths. 

The great chief of the tribe was one of the first conquests of the faith; he was baptized and received the name of Ignatius. Many others soon followed his example, and today almost the entire tribe belongs to the Savior's fold. I have seen them united in prayer, and it seems to me that these savages are, in every respect, on the way to true progress. 

These Indians have a great veneration for their Fathers, the Black-Robes. They say that the departure of the missionaries would cause them certain death. Before the arrival of the Fathers, these savages believed that good and bad success emanated from a witch or a fantastic being. These superstitious ideas made them believe in the magic and treachery of medical people. Each of them had his own manitou, which he looked upon as the source of good or as the harbinger of misfortune. One chooses the mouse; another the deer, the buffalo, the elk, the bear; a third, salmon, etc. A mouse tail or fur, hoof, claw, feather, fin, scale or anything else became an amulet. A young man who had not yet chosen his manitou was excluded from the society of mature men. His father sent him to the top of a mountain, located in the vicinity of the current mission. There he remained deprived of all food until he had chosen his manitou. Soon, overwhelmed with hunger, thirst, cold and anxiety, the young man, as in a dream, sees what he is looking for and returns, a mature man, in the midst of his family. 

The missionaries assure us that these Indians, full of activity, are by no means given to laziness. They attach themselves to the work of the fields; but unfortunately the lands they occupy are not fertile and are so limited in extent that they cannot meet their needs. As I said above, the extent of cultivated land is 160 ares. The fruit of the harvest belongs to the savages, because few things are enough for the missionaries. Everyone can choose the part he wishes to exploit for his own profit; it is provided with the necessary tools and seeds. 

Doctor Suckley, a little before his arrival at the mission of Saint-Ignace, saw four cabins of savages, about half a mile from the mouth of Lake Debocq. Having no more provisions, the doctor took the resolution to ask hospitality in the hut of All-ol-Stargh, the chief of the band. The other cabins were occupied by his children and grandchildren. "As soon as I entered," he said, "I heard the sound of a bell in the hand of the chief: all, men, women, children, ran up, and falling on their knees, recite or rather sing rather long prayers. The whole ended with the repetition of a few pious sentences, with an invocation and a hymn. The women joined the men in these pious exercises. Religion has broken down that wall which among savages separates man from woman; she has put an end to that state of slavery, in which woman groans among all the infidel tribes. I was touched by the pious fervor of these children of the desert.” 

“The next feature, which Mr. Doty pointed out in his report, shows their good faith and the boldness of their character. “On November 1, six men of the Pend-d'Oreilles tribe arrived at the fort and brought back some horses which had been stolen. This theft had been committed by two young men of the tribe, who had led the horses to the camp of the nation. Chief Alexander recognized, by the mark, that these horses were the property of the whites; the young people themselves were in confession. Without delay, a council was convened. The following resolution was taken there: 
“Since it is an offense to God to steal things that belong to others; 
Considering the commitment made before this great military leader, whom we saw at the mission of Sainte-Marie, not to steal horses from the whites; 
Considering the ignominy which, especially now that we know the Great Spirit, falls on us by this regrettable fact; 
“We decree that the great chief himself, accompanied by five of the principal warriors of the tribe, will return the horses to their owners.” 

They immediately took the road to the fort, returned the horses, asking forgiveness and expressing their deepest regret. It was thus that these brave people rendered not only a striking testimony of their honesty, but also of their courage; for, to accomplish this act of justice, they did not hesitate to cross with danger to their lives, for five days and five nights, the country of their enemies. We kept them two days at our house, and when they left, Mr. Clark and I took pleasure in accompanying them on a journey of fifteen or twenty miles on the road to their country.” 

With reference to the Flatheads, the governor expresses himself thus: 
"Lieutenant Mullan, in his diary of October 20, quotes the following feature which shows the fine character of the Flatheads." 

“Last night, a friend of ours from the Flathead tribe treated us at camp to a quantity of delicious trout. On this occasion, we witnessed a beautiful trait of character, which deserves to be pointed out. These savages lacked all food; on our side, we had for all food a little flour. They started fishing. Some beautiful trout, the first fruits of their fishing, were offered to us. We refused the offer; but we were forced to accept it.” 

Shortly afterwards he added: “I cannot say enough good things about these three Indians who stayed with us at the camp. They were sincere and faithful men, strongly attached to their religious beliefs. Before the meal, they never failed to implore Heaven's blessings; in the morning and in the evening they regularly spent some time in prayer. They were good hunters, and, by their knowledge of the country, reliable guides. When they lacked fresh meat, they contented themselves with leftovers from our poor table. The bravery of the Flatheads in battle and their faithfulness in promises have been advocated by priests and lay people. Speaking of the Coeurs-d'Alene, the Governor said: “The 
merit 

of the Coeurs-d'Alene is not sufficiently known by the authorities of the country. Their number is estimated at 500 people, divided into 70 families. Thanks to the assiduous care of the good Fathers, these Indians have made great progress in agriculture. Educated in the Christian religion, they abandoned polygamy; their morals have become pure and their conduct is edifying. The work of the missionaries attached to this mission is truly prodigious. The mission is situated at the river called Coeurs-d'Aléne, about thirty miles distant from the base of the mountains, and at a distance of ten miles from the lake called Coeurs-d'Alène. One finds there today a magnificent church almost completed, entirely built by the Fathers, the Brothers and the Indians; a horse-powered mill, a row of houses for the residence of the missionaries, a store, a dairy, a kitchen, and well-arranged shelters for horned beasts and pigs. We have just started to build a new row of buildings. Around the mission are seen a dozen rather handsome houses which the savages have built for their use. We admired the plan of the church, the altar, etc., drawn up by Father Ravalli, superior of the mission. Judging from the correctness of the proportions, this Father is a skilful architect, and, judging from a heap of worn books which we saw around his person, we suppose that he is instructed in many other things. . This church would do honor, as an architectural monument, to any other country. I had a faithful drawing of it taken by my fellow artist, Mr. Stanley. The timbers supporting the altar, being five feet in diameter, were carved from the larix and raised in their place by the savages themselves, with no aid other than a pulley and ropes. These Indians have learned to prepare the land and to plow it, to milk the cows, in a word, to do all the work of a farmer. Some cut the trees with great skill. I myself saw a band of thirty or forty Indians engaged in bringing in the harvest. On their return from the fields, I addressed the following words to them: 
“I am delighted to see you, my friends. I rejoice that you are so happy under the wise guidance of the Fathers. I come a long way, four times the distance you go in your buffalo hunt, and I bear the order of the Grandfather (the President of the United States) to visit you, talk with you, and do whatever that I can for your happiness. I see before my eyes cultivated fields, a church, houses, cattle and the fruits of the labors of your hands. The story of your civilization will rejoice the heart of your Grandfather: he will not be long in coming to your aid. Carry on courageously. Each family will soon have its house and its land to cultivate; each individual will have suitable clothes. I have just spoken to the Pieds-Noirs; they promised me to make peace with all the Indian tribes. Listen carefully to the voice of the good Fathers and Brothers, who only have your happiness at heart.” 

These particulars are taken from Message of the President of the United States to Congress, 1854-55, 

page 
416 . 

J. DE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1857 - letter 38 - Details on the death of Father Antoine Eysvogels.

	
University of St. Louis, July 16, 1857 

My Reverend and dear Father, 

I have been provided with few details of the life and death of Fr. Eysvogels. Nevertheless, I am happy to send them to you. 

Antoine Eysvogels was born in the small town of Oss, located in North Brabant, province of Holland, on January 13, 1809. After completing his theology course in his native country, he left for North America, where he began his novitiate, in the Society of Jesus, on December 31, 1835, in the State of Missouri. 

On May 1, 1838, Fr. Eysvogels left with Fr. Verhaegen and Br. Claessens for the mission of the Kikapoos. Thence the superiors sent him to Washington, Missouri, and from that post to Westphalia, in the Osage district. It was in this last place that a holy death terminated an exemplary life. The Father, having abandoned himself entirely into the hands of the Lord, prepared himself for the great passage by prayer and by the reception of the last sacraments, which shortly preceded death. His illness was caused by the care that the zealous religious had lavished on a patient stricken with smallpox, a disease he contracted himself. Father Eysvogels was only forty-eight and a half years old. The burial was done with solemnity by Fr. Ferdinand Hélias, and the parishioners contributed to erect a monument to the zealous director of their souls. 

Accept, my Reverend and very dear Father, the assurance of my respect and my affection. 

PJ DE SMET.

 
﻿

	
 

	1857 - letter 39 - Les Têtes-Plates (See 24th letter).

	
University of Saint-Louis, August 4, 1857. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

You will find enclosed the letter from Father Adrien Hoecken, which I announced to you in my missive of July 16 last. I hope that it will deserve a place in your Précis Historiques. In Holland, it will certainly please. 

Your readers will read with interest and usefulness another letter from the same Father, published in your 118th issue, year 1856, as well as the four letters from Father Chrétien Hoecken, brother of Adrian, which you also published in your 119th and 120th issues of the same year. 

Fr. Adrien's recent letter fills me with confusion. The expression of the feelings of the poor Indians towards me, feelings of which the Father makes himself the organ, would have prevented me from sending it to you in full, if you did not insist so much on having each piece in its entirety. We must, moreover, not lose sight of the fact that these poor savages, destitute of everything and abandoned by other men, feel an excessive gratitude and joy for the slightest benefit, and towards whoever shows them the smallest regard. Great lesson for our compatriots! Among those whom bad writers and other revolutionaries in Belgium call savages, barbarians, you would not find a single one who was barbarous enough to want to appear in the bands of Jemmapes, nor even in those of Brussels, of Antwerp, Ghent, Mons. The robe-noir here is respected, loved; the Indians see in it the emblem of the happiness that the missionary brings them with the torch of faith. 

LETTER FROM RP ADRIEN HOECKEN. 

Flathead Mission, April 15, 1857. 

Reverend and beloved Father, 

Before entering into a few details, I beg Your Reverence to excuse the lack of order in this letter. A long time had passed since I had the pleasure of hearing from you, who have so many titles to my love and my gratitude, and whose name is often on the lips and always in the heart of each of the inhabitants of these distant regions. Your letter of March 27 and 28, 1856, reached us towards the end of August; it was read, or to put it better, devoured with avidity, so dear was it to us. It had been given to us by our chef Alexandre, who had accompanied MHR Lansdale to the Coeurs-d'Alène. Scarcely had we cast a glance at the address and recognized your hand, than, unable to contain our joy, we all, with one accord, exclaimed: "Father De Smet!" Father De Smet! -- You could not imagine the happiness that your letters give to us and to all our dear Indians. God be praised! Your name will forever be a blessing among these poor children of the Rocky Mountains. Ah! How often do they address these questions to me: "When will Father De Smet return among us?" Will he go up the Missouri? Is it true that he will not come again this fall to Fort Benton? - “These questions and many others like them show how dear among them the memory of their first father in Jesus Christ, of him who first broke the bread of life for them and showed them the true path that leads to happiness eternal. Nothing strange then that your letters have been read several times, and that each time they have seemed to give us a new pleasure, to excite a new interest. 

I cannot enough admire divine Providence, which presides over everything and which, in particular, takes care of our dear missions. Among the numberless proofs she has given us of her continual protection, your assistance in our last distress and the liberality of our benefactors are not the least remarkable nor the least worthy of our gratitude. Our magazines were empty, and the war with the Indians in the country nearest the sea deprived us of all hope of procuring other resources. Never, never was charity given more appropriately, or received with more joy. May heaven prolong your days and those of all our benefactors! May you also continue to show us the same interest that you have never ceased to show us up to now! Yes, beloved Father, may the memory of our missions be always equally dear to you! They are the fruit of your fatigue, of your labours, of your heroic sacrifices! Ah! don't forget, never forget our dear Indians! they are your children in Jesus Christ, the children of your boundless charity and your tireless zeal! 

During the months of June, July and August, the disease raged cruelly in our camp, as well as in that of the Flatheads. However, there were few victims of its terrible attacks. 

Father Meretray, my collaborator, was visiting the Flatheads in the old mission, where he had been requested by their chief Fidèle Teltella (thunder), whose son was dangerously ill. Later, I visited them myself in their Camache meadows. A second time, at the beginning of June, I stayed a few days with them at Hell's Gate, and I distributed medicines to all those who were stricken with the disease and a little flour to each family. Victor, the great chief, Ambroise, Moïse, Fidèle, Adolphe and several others came here themselves a little later, in order to accomplish their religious duties. Since last spring, there has been a noticeable improvement across the nation. Ambrose did the most good: he had convoked several assemblies, in order to arrange and pay old debts, to repair injustices, etc. The savages, however, seem unable to get rid of their lands; they hardly want to hear about the arrangements to be made. 

Father Ravalli worked as much as he could to pacify the peoples who live further west, namely: the Cayuses, the Yakamans, the Opelouses, etc. As our neophytes so far have taken no part in the war, the country is as safe for us as ever. We can go freely wherever we want; no one is unaware that the black-robed are not enemies, those, at least, who are among the Indians. Almost all Coeurs-d'Alene. in order to take cover from the hostilities of the Indians and to avoid all contact with them, set out to hunt buffaloes. A few days ago, Father Joset wrote to me what Father Ravalli had already written to me several weeks before: “I fear a general uprising among the Indians towards the beginning of spring. Let us pray and urge others to pray with us, to avert this calamity. I believe it would be good to add to the ordinary prayers of the Mass the collection for peace. 

If the less well-meaning Indians of the lower countries could keep themselves within their own territory, and if the whites, whose numbers are daily increasing in the valley of Sainte-Marie, could act in moderation and conduct themselves with prudence, I am persuaded that soon the whole country would be at peace, and that not a single Indian would henceforth dip his hands in the blood of a white stranger. If I were authorized to suggest a plan, I would propose to have the whole high country evacuated by the whites and made an exclusively Indian territory; then I would endeavor to take all the Indians of the lower part, such as the Nez Perce, the Cayuse, the Yakoma, the Coeur-d'Alene and the Spokan. The best reasons lead me to believe that this plan, which presents great advantages, could be carried out by means of space missions of two or three years. 

Our Indians here are doing well. Last spring we sowed about one hundred and fifty bushels of wheat, and planted a considerable quantity of potatoes, cabbages, and turnips. The good Lord has blessed our work and our fields. Here, everyone generally loves agriculture. We give free seeds to everyone. Our plows and other tools are also for their use. We even lend our horses and oxen to the poorest of the Indians, and we undertake to grind their grain free of charge. But our mill, which works by means of horses, is very small, and we are unable to build another one. 

Mr. HA Lansdale, government agent, a very just and very honest man, has taken up his duties at the Plum Trees, a place situated very close to the place where the river is crossed, and a few miles from here. We gave him all the assistance it was in our power to give him. I had hoped that the government would come to our aid, at least for the construction of a small church; but so far all my hopes have been frustrated. Alas! can we ever stop mourning the loss of our little chapel among the Kalispels? Several of the latter, including Victor, on seeing the chapel which was once so dear to them, but which is now abandoned and deserted, could not help shedding tears. 

When will he be able, the poor Indian, to find a miserable corner of earth where he can lead a quiet life, serve and love his God in peace, and preserve the ashes of his fathers without fear of seeing them desecrated and trampled upon? feet of an unjust usurper? 

Several of the Kalispels, Victor and others, already have possessions here. However, they have not yet renounced those which they have in the lower country. Twelve very poor dwellings are the beginning of our town called Saint-Ignace. Our house, although very modest, is nevertheless, as they say, quite comfortable. To anyone other than you, this word comfortable might seem strange; but you, you know very well what is comfortable for a poor missionary; therefore, you also know the relative meaning of this word. Our community has six members. Father Joseph Meretray, who is a missionary, prefect of our little chapel and chief inspector of our fields, etc.; Brother McGinn, farmer; Brother Vincent Magri, spendthrift, carpenter and miller; Brother Joseph Spegt, farrier, baker and gardener; Brother François Huybrechts, carpenter and sacristan. 

I intend to go to Colville after harvest and while the Indians are away. 

Father Meretray, of his own free will, went to Fort Benton with a couple of horses. The distance by highway is 294 miles. He took horses because we could hardly do without our oxen, and because, according to information received from Mr. Lansdale, the road is impassable to oxen which do not have, like horses, irons on their feet. Father Meretray arrived at the fort on September 17, and was received very favorably by the inhabitants; but he had to wait some time for the boats. He speaks with praise of the Blackfeet and very much regrets that he has no jurisdiction in this part of the mountains. He returned on November 12. 

How can I express to you, Reverend Father, the joy that fills our hearts when we opened your letters and the different boxes that you were kind enough to send? We all shed tears of joy and gratitude. In vain, the following night, I endeavored to calm the emotion which these missives, as well as the liberality of our benefactors, had produced in me; I couldn't close my eyes. The whole community, yes, the whole camp shared my happiness. All together we gave thanks to divine Providence, and this day was for us a real day of celebration. The next day, having somewhat recovered from my emotion, I was ashamed of my weakness; but you who know what a missionary is, you who know his privations, his pains, his anguish, you will easily forgive me for my excessive sensitivity. 

I had agreed with Father Congiato that he would send Your Reverence my lists, as well as the money he intended for me. I was all the bolder in soliciting your charity and benevolence on our behalf, as I knew better the love and interest you have for our missions, and as, on the other hand, I was only doing executing a plan that you yourself had conceived and suggested, when, given the circumstances, it would have seemed to anyone but you imaginary and incapable of being put into execution. 

No sooner had Father Meretray left than I received Father Congiato's letter in which he said to me: “If you think that our provisions can be supplied to us more cheaply from Missouri, have them brought from there; I will pay you the price. Write about this to the Reverend P. De Smet. If I had received this letter a little later, I don't really know what my decision would have been; for it is very doubtful that we could have found anyone who would return to Fort Benton. Please excuse the trouble we give you; our extraordinary situation is the only excuse I can offer for our importunity. A thousand thanks to you and to all our benefactors who have contributed so generously to the support of our poor missions. I also thank all our good Brothers of Saint-Louis for the interesting letters they had the charity to write to me. Receive again our feelings of gratitude, my Reverend Father, for the catalogs of the different provinces, the classic books, the Catholic Missions, by Shea, the works of controversy, etc., etc.; I would never finish if I wanted to list all your gifts, which we were so happy to receive. Brother Joseph was no longer possessed of joy when he saw the many small packets with seeds, files, scissors and other similar objects. Receive, finally, our thanks for the piece of fabric which you sent to us; it is thanks to her that we will continue to be black-robed. I wish with all my heart that you could have been present at the opening of the boxes. Each object excited new cries of joy and increased our love and gratitude towards our benefactors. Everything arrived in good order. The powdered tobacco, however, had mixed with the clover seed; but that's a trifle: my nose is not very delicate. This is the first relief shipment made in these mountains, at least since I have been there. We bless divine Providence which watches with so much care and so much liberality over all its children, even over those who seem the most abandoned. 

The next day, I sent Father Joset his letters. I found an opportunity precisely that day. 

It would have been very pleasant to me to receive a copy of all your letters, published since 1856. The portraits were very dear to me. I could not recognize Father Verdin's; but Brother Joseph recognized him at first glance. Yours was immediately recognized by a large number of Indians; and on seeing him they exclaimed: “Pikek an! He made the tour of the whole village, and only yesterday an inhabitant of Contonai came to my house for the sole purpose of paying a visit to Father De Smet. It does them immense good just to see the portrait of him who was the first to carry the torch of faith to them in those regions still covered with the shadows of death, and who was the first to dissipate the darkness in which they had been buried, they and their ancestors, for so many centuries. Believe me, Reverend Father, not a day goes by that they don't remember you in their prayers. 

¹ The portrait of Father De Smet, referred to in this passage, is the one which was engraved by M. Desvachez, in Brussels, and which we have inserted in some copies of the new edition, in-8°, of the Précis Histories of the year 1853. The promptness with which even savages have recognized Father De Smet in it proves in favor of the striking resemblance of this beautiful engraving. (Editor's note) 


How can we show our gratitude to the two benefactors who so generously undertook the task of transporting and delivering our boxes to us without wanting to accept the slightest gratuity? Undoubtedly, they must have a large part in the sacrifices and the prayers which, every day, we offer to Heaven for all our benefactors, and who are, with a grateful heart and the memory of their kindness towards us , the only tokens of gratitude we can give them. It is a very noble sentiment that induced them to take charge, free of charge, they and their boats, of the gifts which the charity of the faithful had intended for the poor missionary of the Indians. May Heaven, which knows our poverty, amply reward them for their generosity! 

The package intended for Michel Insula, the little chef, remains in deposit with me. It hasn't been opened yet. The brave man is out hunting; but we expect him in a few days. I have no doubt that he is very sensitive to these marks of friendship, or, as he is wont to say himself: "these marks of fraternity." He left here when he had cut the wheat he had sown. Always equally good, equally happy, a fervent Christian, he makes daily progress in virtue and in perfection. He has a son, a young child, Louis Michel, whom he taught to call me papa. It is a real pleasure for him to be able to talk with me about Your Reverence and his two adopted brothers, Messrs. CR Campbell and Fitzpatrick. I will deliver the package to him immediately after his return, and will inform you of the feelings with which he received it, as well as of his response. 

Here in our missions, we are already observing all the conditions stipulated in the treaty concluded last year with Governor Stevens at Hell's Gate. Our Brothers assist the Indians and instruct them in the art of cultivating the land. They distribute the fields and the seeds to sow them, as well as the plows and other agricultural implements. Our marshal works for them, he repairs their guns, their axes, their knives; the carpenter is a great help to them in the construction of their houses, by making the doors, the windows; finally our little mill is put to use daily to grind their grain for free; we distribute medicine to the sick; in short, all we have and all we are is sacrificed for the welfare of the Indians. The savings that it is in our power to make, we make them to relieve their misery. What we can procure by the labor of our hands and the sweat of our brow is for them. Out of love for Jesus Christ, we are ready to sacrifice everything to them, our very life. Last year, we opened our school; but circumstances compelled us to close it. Next spring, we will have a Brother capable of teaching; and we intend to open it a second time; but in the meantime we don't earn a penny. 

Last October, snow forced Fathers Joset and Ravalli and Brother Saveo to return to Coeurs-d'Alène. 

We have done for the government officers everything in our power to do, and we will continue. However, our poor mission has not yet received an obol from the government. Do not believe, my reverend Father, that I make complaints; Oh ! No; you know too well that it is not the goods of this world that could induce us to work and suffer as we do here. As riches are not capable of rewarding our labors, so privations are not capable of making us renounce our noble enterprise. Heaven, heaven alone is what we have in view; and this reward, we know, will exceed our merits. On the other hand, what consoles us is that he who takes care of the little birds that fly through the air will not abandon children whom he loves with tenderness. , if we had more resources, humanly speaking, our missions would be more flourishing and that many things which now can only be done with great patience and hard privations, and which often still depend on circumstances, could be done faster and with less uncertainty of success. 

In our mission, there are people from so many diverse nations that we form, so to speak, a small heaven in miniature. First our community consists of six members, who are all from different countries. Then we have Creoles: Genetzi, whose wife is Suzanne, daughter of old Ignace Chaves; Abraham and Pierre Tinsley, sons of old Jacques Boiteux; Alexandre Thibault, Creole from Canada, and Derpens. There are Iroquois: the old Ignace is established here, as well as the family of the Iroquois Pierre. The death of this venerable old man is a great loss for the mission. Come Creoles of the Creeks Nation, Pierrish and Anson with his brothers; then Flatheads; then Kalispels; then two camps at Pends-d'Oreille; then several Spokans; then Nez Perce; then Coutenais, Coeurs-d'Alènes, Chaudières; a few Americans established a few miles from here; a few Blackfeet. All, though from so many different nations, live together as brothers and in perfect harmony. They have one heart and one mind like the Christians of the early Church. 

Last spring and the following summer we had several Blackfoot here. They behaved very well, among others, the Little Dog, chief of the Pagans, with some members of his family. They entered our camp with the American banner unfurled and to the sound of war music and an endless number of little bells. The horses themselves, in their march, followed the time and lend themselves with dignity in all their bearing, to the harmony of the national anthem. 

We had several conferences with the chief concerning religion. He complained that the whites, who had been in communication with them, had never treated of so important a matter. Up to this moment the best understanding reigns among all, and it seems that all the old difficulties are forgotten. May Heaven keep them in such good spirits. 

Last summer the Ravens stole about twenty horses from our nation. A few days later, other Crows came to visit our camp. The memory of the theft aroused the anger of the people to such an extent that, forgetting the right of nations which assures protection even to the greatest enemy as soon as he set foot in the camp, they threw themselves on the poor hosts and killed two of them. before they had time to escape. 

God bless the government for having established peace among the Blackfoot! However, as hitherto not enough effective means have yet been employed, I fear that the peace will only be of short duration. I hope that one day our society will be able to establish a more lasting peace there. A mission among them could, I am convinced, produce this happy result. And if, to water this land hitherto so ungrateful, the blood of some happy missionary was needed, it would then produce a hundredfold and the Pieds-Noirs would respect our holy religion. 

I am extremely distressed to learn that an epidemic disease is wreaking terrible havoc among the Blackfoot. According to the latest news, about 150 Indians died in a single camp near Fort Benton. Since the disease ceased to rage among men, it rages among horses. Many have already died and many are still dying every day. We lost five. Our hunters are forced to go hunting on foot; for, according to what they say, all their horses are sick. If the Nez Perces, in the war they have to maintain with the government, lose their horses, the horses will be paid dearly in these regions. 

Michel, the little chef, has arrived. I gave him Colonel Campbell's gracious present. He was very sensitive to this mark of attachment and he was surprised that Mr. Campbell could remember him. Then he cited a long list of relatives who had died since his last interview with Mr. Campbell, and spoke to me at length of the great number of Americans whom he had seen passing near Fort Hall each year. He told me with what solicitude and with what anxiety he looked for his friend among this crowd, and that finally being unable to find him, he believed that he had ceased to live. 

Our Indians go buffalo hunting, and their hunting is very successful. 

Five Spokan were killed by the Banacs, and six of the latter killed by the Spokan and the Coeur-d'Alènes. The Flatheads had a man killed by the same Banacs. Louis, Ambroise's son, was killed last fall by the Gros Ventre. 

All last winter a very good understanding reigned among the Pieds-Noirs. Several of them will come, I think, to live with us. 

The Nez Perces and the Spokans have endeavored to spread an evil spirit among the Indians who dwell here in the lower countries. They try to communicate to them the hatred they themselves have against the Americans; but our chiefs are firm and in no way wish to acquiesce to the desires of their enemies. Victor, the great chief, Adolphe, Fidèle and Ambroise are here again to fulfill their religious duties. Unfortunately, a great antipathy still reigns among these nations. 

Mr. McArthur, formerly money of the Hudson's Bay Company, is now established at Hell's Gate. 

In conclusion, my Reverend Father, please believe that, notwithstanding your repeated exhortations to reassure me, it is not without experiencing some embarrassment that I am once again giving you the list of what we need this year. know that you are already overwhelmed with work; but who other than you is capable of knowing and understanding our position? 

Father Joset has just written to me that the 1st of May is fixed for the day of the appointment with Father Congiato at Les Dalles. 

Please pay my respects to all my good friends who are at college, at Saint-Charles and elsewhere... 

From Your Reverence, 

The Respectful Servant, 

A. HOECKEN, SJ
 
﻿
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Tribute to Charles Nerinckx, parish priest of Everberg - Meerbeek and missionary in Kentucky. 

University of Saint-Louis, August 29, 1857. 

My Reverend Father, 

During my last visit to Belgium, I heard you express the desire to publish in your Précis Historiques a note on the life of the venerable and holy missionary, the apostle of Kentucky, the Very Reverend Charles Nerinckx. One of our best Catholic magazines, the Metropolitan, of Baltimore, has just published the biography of this Belgian, illustrious in American annals. I hasten to send you the translation. In a note, the author of the biography says that he consulted the Sketches of Kentucky and the Life of Mgr. Flaget, by the learned bishop of Louisville, Mgr. Spalding; the United States Catholic Miscellany, vol. V, 1825; the Catholic Almanack, of 1854, etc., etc. 

I am going to add here, on the same subject, a few lines out of respect and gratitude for the memory of our holy and zealous compatriot, and in the thought that they will perhaps be pleasant to many readers of the Précis Historiques. 

M. Nerinckx was very attached to the Company; on all occasions he showed the high esteem he had for her. He made two trips to Belgium, one in 1817 and the other in 1821, and on each trip obtained several candidates for the Society. He willingly and with interest accepted the special request made to him by Father Antoine Kohlmann, then provincial of the Society of Jesus in the State of Maryland, to make this important apostolic recruit. 

On his return from his first trip, M. Nerinckx was accompanied by M. Cousin, of the diocese of Ghent, by four young people, namely: MM. Jacques Van de Velde, a native of Lebbeke, near Dendermonde, professor at the minor seminary of Mechelen; Sannon, from around Turnhout; Verheyen, from Merplas, who had been in the Spanish campaign under Napoleon, and Timmermans, from Turnhout, secretary to the district commissioner. Chrétien De Smet, from Marcke, near Oudenaarde, and Pierre De Meyer, from Segelsem, had joined the small troop of missionaries, with the intention of entering the Society of Jesus as coadjutor Brothers. M. Cousin died at the White-Marsh, at the end of his novitiate; M. Van de Velde died Bishop of Natchez; I gave his biography in the Précis Historiques; Father Verheyen, a missionary in Maryland, ceased to live there in 1823; his great zeal for the salvation of souls and his solid virtues won him the esteem and respect of all who had the good fortune to know him. Father Timmermans, socius of Father Van Quickenborne, ended his career in Saint-Stanislas, Missouri, in 1824; he was an indefatigable missionary who rendered great services to religion in these parts. Brother Chretien De Smet died at Georgetown College, in the District of Columbia, after having been there the model of the true and holy religious during all the years he spent in the Company. Brother Pierre De Meyer is the only one who survives his traveling companions. 

I have learned from the venerable M. Nerinckx some rather interesting particulars about their long and dangerous journey, particulars which are still very fresh in the memory of good Brother Pierre. 

They embarked on May 16, at the island of Texel, in Holland, on the brigantine Mars, captain Hall, of Baltimore. The journey was long and dangerous. No sooner had they entered the English channel than a violent storm surprised them and threatened to overwhelm them. One of the sailors, thrown from the top of the mast into the sea, found his death there. Universal fear and consternation reigned on board. It was Pentecost Sunday. For three days, the ship, without sails and without rudder, beaten by the winds and the waves, floated at the mercy of the waves. 

In another storm, the vessel suffered a large leak that was deemed irreparable. For more than three weeks all the pumps were put into action, without interruption, night and day, and everyone, crew and passengers, even the venerable missionary, had to lend themselves to the work. Fortunately, about a hundred emigrants, Germans and Swiss, were on board. Without their help, it would have been impossible to save the boat. 

When it approached the banks of Newfoundland, the Mars found itself near a pirate ship, which gave chase and succeeded in boarding it, after a fairly long run. The captain of the pirates, whose name was Mooney, was a native of Baltimore; far from manifesting hostile intentions, he seemed overjoyed to have met a fellow citizen. As the Mars lacked provisions, Captain Hall purchased several barrels of biscuit, salt beef, a few casks of fresh water, and a large quantity of dried fruit and wine, which the pirate had in abundance, having carried off, three days previously, a Spanish merchant ship, on its way to Spain. 

Neither the captain of the Mars nor his mate possessed the qualities required in their position. Their calculations always differed. After passing the Azores, they headed straight for the tropics. Then, seeing that they were too far south, they retraced their steps and reached the banks of Newfoundland. Sailing, so to speak, at random, the boat, one fine morning, was on the point of breaking on the dangerous shores of the northern part of Long Island. Finally, after seventy-three days of travel, they reached Chesapeak Bay on July 26, and on the 28th they found themselves safe and sound in the port of Baltimore. 

In 1821, the Very Reverend M. Nerinckx once again visited his homeland, to obtain there new material aid, necessary for his numerous missions in Kentucky. On this occasion, the Father Provincial of Maryland again earnestly renewed his request to bring him a good reinforcement of young Belgian missionaries. 

During the stay of the zealous missionary in Belgium, professors and students of the minor seminary of Mechelen had conceived the idea and formed the intention of entering the Society of Jesus, to devote themselves to the salvation of souls in the United States. They soon had the opportunity to realize their noble purpose. The Very Reverend M. Nerinckx appeared among them. The picture he unfolded for them of the abandonment of the poor Catholics in those immense regions where, for lack of priests, thousands forgot or abandoned the faith. He spoke to them at length about Kentucky, where the Lord had wrought so many wonders through his ministry, and painted to them vividly the absolute abandonment in which all the Indian tribes of the great western desert found themselves, to whose conversion the children of Saint Ignatius had always been devoted. The young candidates were not long in presenting themselves to the worthy missionary, resolved, if he consented, to accompany him to America. This consent was easily obtained, and he received them with open arms. They then had to overcome many great obstacles, opposed to their departure by their parents and the Dutch government. 

Here are the names of the young candidates who presented themselves to the very Reverend Mr. Nerinckx, to enter the Society of Jesus in America. I begin with the oldest: MM. Felix Verreydt, from Diest; Josse Van Assche, of Saint-Amand; Pierre-Joseph Verhaegen, from Haecht; Jean-Baptiste Smedts, from Rotselaer; Jean-Antoine Elet, of Saint-Amand; Pierre-Jean De Smet, from Dendermonde. The PPs. Elet and Smedts are dead; their biographies can be found in the Précis Historiques. 

It was agreed with M. Nerinckx that his six companions should meet at Amsterdam, in order to make there all the necessary preparations for the long journey across the Atlantic Sea, and to make further arrangements there to elude the vigilance of the government, which gave the authorities strict and stern orders to arrest them. They managed to win the rendezvous: on July 26, 1821, they arrived in Amsterdam. On the 31st of the same month, feast of Saint Ignatius, they left the city and embarked on a small boat to go to the island of Texel in the Zuiderzee. The next day they stopped at Wieringen, where they visited a Catholic church, and a few hours later they landed at Texel and took lodgings in a Catholic house, which some friends from Amsterdam had had prepared for them in advance. Finally, on August 15, they went on board the brig Colombia, having reached the high seas in a small pilot's basket, which had passed the Helder without being observed by the police. The journey thus began under the auspices of our good Mother, on the day of her glorious assumption into heaven. He was auspicious and happy. We experienced, it is true, a few storms and a few strong gusts of wind; but everything passed without the slightest unfortunate incident. 

After forty days we landed in the beautiful city of Philadelphia. The next day we bade farewell to the venerable and worthy M. Nerinckx, a man eminent in holiness, in science, filled with zeal for the salvation of souls, and who has well deserved to be called one of the principal apostles of the American Church. , as the author of the biography which accompanies my letter was able to depict it so well. We left him, filled with respect and veneration for his person. The wise advice that he had never ceased to give us, and the example of his eminent virtues that we had had before our eyes during the forty days of travel, have always remained present in the memory of his companions. We had the signal privilege of possessing him for some time at the novitiate of Saint-Stanislas, in Missouri, a few days before his death. 

In union with your holy sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be, 

My Reverend Father, 
Your devoted servant, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ


 
﻿
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CHARLES NERINCKX, PASTOR OF EVERBERG - MEERBEEK AND MISSIONARY IN KENTUCKY 

FORTY-SECOND LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, November 16, 1837. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

In your letter of October 20, acknowledging receipt of the Memoir of Charles Nerinckx, extracted from the Metropolitan of July 15 of this year, as well as the translation of this Memoir, you tell me that you had already received from me the biography of the same missionary, published in America by Mgr. Spalding, current bishop of Louisville, in his Sketches of Kentucky. I remember, in fact, that first shipment. As the Memoir relies on the same authority of the respectable prelate, as the substance of the two notices is the same, and as a former missionary in America had already translated for you that of the Sketches, I think that you will do well to publish the latter. translation ¹. 

¹ “At all times, says the translator, the Belgians have distinguished themselves in the great work of spreading the faith; no distant region which does not preserve the trace of their steps; there is no infidel or savage people who does not remember and bless the name of some missionary who left Belgium. The great Saint Francis Xavier admired their virtues and their devotion. “Mitte Belgas, send me Belgians,” he wrote in Europe from the depths of India. 

Of what interest would not be the work which would retrace for us the labors of our principal missionaries? But while biographies of other Belgian celebrities abound, one sees few of those apostolic men who spent their sweat and their lives on the work that a saint calls the most divine of all divine works. 

Until this gap is filled, we are happy to recall a well-known name in Belgium. Charles Nerinckx, one of the most famous missionaries who left Belgium, was, at the beginning of this century, one of the glories of the nascent Church of the United States. We 

have from this worthy missionary priest of Kentucky some letters which we believe to be unpublished and which we will publish. There must be many more. Those who would like to communicate others to us would contribute to the good that these edifying readings can do. (Editor's note.) 

Charles Nerinckx was born on October 2, 1761, in Herffelinghen (rural commune in the province of Brabant, district of Brussels). His parents were distinguished by Christian virtues and a deep attachment to religion. His father was a doctor. 

From his childhood, Charles grew under the gentle influence of piety, which was hereditary in his family. He seemed to hasten to offer to God the first fruits of a life which he was later to devote entirely to him. 

² The Nerinckx family is known by several pious and zealous ecclesiastics who came out of it. One of them, at the beginning of this century, went to London, where he directed for a long time the church of Saint-Louis de Gonzague, built by his care, and the adjacent convent of orphans, which he founded and placed under the direction of the Sisters called the Faithful Companions of Jesus. Another, a member of the Society of Jesus, works in the laborious missions of Missouri. The Belgian clergy includes several members of the same family. (Translator's note) 

Placed, still young, in the primary school of Ninove, he passed from there, at the age of thirteen, to the college of Gheel, in the Campine, to do his humanities there. Charles was, in these two houses, a subject of consolation for his masters, a model of application and piety for his fellow students, whom his amiable commerce knew how to captivate and lead to good. 

His religious parents, to respond to his love of science and develop his happy talents, encouraged moreover by his first successes, resolved to have him take a course in philosophy. They sent him to the famous University of Louvain. If they spared neither pains nor sacrifices to provide their son with an education as brilliant as it was Christian, we can say that this grateful son made every effort to satisfy and console them. 

However, Charles had reached that age when the young man, faced with the future, collects himself to think of the path he must follow and the goal he wishes to attain. He understood how important it is for the young man to make a good choice of a state of life and to conform his designs to those that Providence has for each of us. He asked God for light. Faithful to the voice of the Lord, he resolved to devote himself to the service of the Church. 

In 1781 he entered the major seminary of Mechelen, where he made new progress every day in the ways of God, no less than in the sacred sciences. A profound humility did not abandon him in the midst of the successes which raised him above his fellow students: he seemed to have nothing so much at heart as hiding his advantages from men, avoiding the praises of the world with an ardor equal to the one that we too often put in looking for them. 

By such a holy life, Charles had long since prepared himself to receive the eminent dignity of the priesthood. He was promoted there, at the end of his course in theology, in 1785, and, almost immediately afterwards, attached to a church in Mechelen, where, during the space of eight years, he labored with the greatest devotion to the salvation of the next. 

However, the cure of Everberg-Meerbeek, near Louvain, became vacant and was put up for competition, as recommended by the Holy Council of Trent, so that the most capable could obtain the benefit. Nerinckx prevailed over his colleagues. He tore himself away from his numerous friends in Mechelen to enter into this new career, where God had in store for him work worthy of his zeal. 

On his arrival, he found this great parish in a deplorable state: the dilapidated church, the ignorant people, the education of the neglected youth, everything indicated the disastrous influence which the French Revolution had exercised even on these regions, that the presence of his armies was still getting worse, and which the predecessor of the new parish priest, a crippled old man, had not been able to stop. Nerinckx wasted no time in repairing these evils. He had the church restored and worked tirelessly to revive the spirit of piety among his many parishioners. Knowing the influence of a sound education on the happiness of children and the empire that innocence exercises over the hearts of parents, he redoubled his efforts to instruct childhood in the principles of religion and to form young hearts. to piety. He brought them together very frequently at catechism. To achieve his object more surely, he had divided all the children of the parish into various sections; there he gave them Christian instruction or had it done by catechists whom he had trained himself. He soon won the love of this dear portion of his flock. So they all competed in zeal and assiduity. He endeavored to inspire in them a gentle and trusting piety towards the Immaculate Virgin, and took pleasure in teaching them hymns, which he had composed himself in honor of the Mother of God. 

The good priest could congratulate himself on a success that exceeded his hopes. It is through children, it seems, that God wanted grace to triumph. Those whose age allowed it were admitted for the first time to the Holy Table. There, they shone their candor and their tender piety, and remained in the following models of regularity and fervor for the rest of the inhabitants. The parents' hearts were touched; the most bewildered, the most hardened gradually returned to the feeling of their duties. The parish, once plunged into indifference and the disorders that accompany it, shook off its torpor and soon recalled, by the sincerity of its return, the finest times of the past. To strengthen and develop his work, the zealous priest established congregations in honor of Mary, associations dedicated to visiting and caring for the sick and to other works of charity. It was thus that, by the devouring zeal of the priest and by labors which heaven was pleased to fertilize by grace, a total reform of morals took place in the populous parish of Everberg-Meerbeek. 

Affable and polite towards everyone, Nerinckx was nevertheless of austere morals and rigid principles; but this rigor he applied to himself much more than to others. He never wasted time, and he refused even the slightest relaxation; his visits were limited to those which his ministry imperiously demanded; but as soon as it was a question of saving a soul, he left in all haste, at whatever hour and whatever the weather, in the cold of winter as in the heat of summer. If the holy ministry ceased to occupy him, one was then sure to find him applied to prayer or to study. Careful to keep his herd away from the slightest chance of falling, he could not tolerate dancing; he attacked them with force and succeeded in abolishing them. 

Such zeal for the interests of religion and for all the good works which it inspires must naturally attract to the peaceful priest the hatred of the impious coryphae of the revolution, and point him out to their persecuting outrages. A sentence of imprisonment was launched against him in 1791. To escape the research of which he was the object and perhaps save his life, he was obliged to flee and abandon, heartbroken with pain, his beloved parish. at the mercy of disturbing and perverse men. He found asylum in the Dendermonde hospital, then under the direction of the Sisters Hospitallers, of which his aunt was the superior. 

For seven years, despite the continual danger that threatened his life, he remained in this retreat, fulfilling the functions of chaplain. The hospital chaplain, Father Schellekens, was exiled to the Ile de Ré. 

This persecution shattered Nerinckx's entire resignation to the divine will; he was a model of all the virtues for all those who had the good fortune to know him, and the support of the pious Sisters in these unhappy times. He celebrated the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass for these holy souls at two o'clock in the morning, and then retired to the place where he kept hidden during the day. Endowed with rare talents and unable to suffer inaction, he knew how to make the leisure of these years of trial useful, by devoting himself to profound studies and by composing several treatises on theology, ecclesiastical history and canon law. . His manuscripts would have provided abundant material for eight octavo volumes; but when, later, he was pressed to deliver them to the printer, his modesty refused to do so until the end. 

In Dendermonde hospital there were several prisoners who had been brought there following the fighting in Belgium by the revolutionaries. The intrepid chaplain left his retreat during the night to lavish on them all possible consolation and care in these circumstances, and to administer to them the spiritual help of the holy ministry. Sometimes, after having made them participate in the holy sacraments, he saw these unfortunates torn from prison and led to their death; he followed them with an eye of paternal compassion to the place of the gallows, and more than once he still raised his hand to bless them. At intervals, he escaped from his exile and went secretly to Everberg in the midst of his old herd. He rekindled courage, consoled the afflicted, and distributed the help of religion to this abandoned people. 

After many trials, Nerinckx, devoured by the desire to extend the kingdom of Jesus Christ, resolved to go to the United States, where the harvest was as abundant as the number of laborers was limited. He left Belgium and embarked at Amsterdam on August 14, 1804. 

During the crossing, which was very painful and lasted no less than three months, the ship, old and dilapidated, was often in danger of sinking. A contagious disease, which broke out on board, heightened the consternation and kidnapped several passengers and members of the crew. Nothing, however, could stop the impiety and excess that sullied the ship. The new missionary often shed tears over these excesses, which resisted his zeal. In the sequel, in speaking of this ship, he used to call it a floating hell, and never ceased to attribute to a special protection of God the happiness he had had in escaping an imminent shipwreck. 

We landed at Baltimore towards the middle of November. Nerinckx immediately went to Mgr. Carroll ¹, the only bishop in the United States, and offered him his services for whatever church or district that prelate saw fit to assign to him. The bishop received him with the greatest kindness and sent him to Georgetown 2 to train there for the American missions and apply himself to the study of the English language, of which he had no knowledge. Although then forty-five years old, he succeeded in learning this language in such a way that he could write and speak it with ease. 

¹ Msgr. Carroll was an illustrious scion of one of the two hundred English Catholic families, who, in 1633, fleeing the religious oppression they suffered in their homeland, crossed the Atlantic and settled in Maryland (English word which means land of Mary), under the leadership of Lord Baltimore. He was a member of the Society of Jesus until the suppression of this society in 1773. He continued to cultivate this part of the vineyard of the Lord with his former brothers in religion, when in 1790 he was promoted to episcopal dignity. Pope Pius VI entrusted him with the new see of Baltimore and submitted to his jurisdiction the whole expanse of the United States. His death, which occurred in 1815, caused extraordinary mourning throughout the country. 

² The establishment of Georgetown is the oldest Catholic college in the United States, and has always been a fertile breeding ground for missionaries. It is located on a height within sight of the Washington Capitol. In the last century it was already, as still today, under the direction of the Fathers of the Society of Jesus. This college has acquired a new importance by the magnificent observatory erected there some years ago, and by the astronomical observations which are made there. 

Msgr. Carroll, knowing the isolation and the extreme situation of Mr. Badin ³, the only priest for all the extent of Kentucky, resolved to send him to aid the new missionary. Had he never sent others, eternal thanks would be due to him for the invaluable treasure he gave to Kentucky in the person of Nerinckx. 

³ Mr. Badin, who died recently after more than fifty years of apostolate, was of French origin. He did his theological studies in Baltimore and received there, in 1793, the priesthood from the hands of Mgr. Carroll. He is the first ordained priest in this part of the world, where not long before Catholics had groaned under the penal laws of England. (Translator's notes.) 

The man of God immediately set out for his distant mission, insensible to all danger, no less than to the privations and hard work that awaited him. Accustomed for a long time to all sorts of difficulties, he considered himself lucky to obtain a mission which several others had refused. 

He left the city of Baltimore in the spring of the year 1805, and arrived in Kentucky, after a long and painful journey, on the 5th of July of the same year. 

Happily received by M. Badin, then vicar general, he soon began to share the work of his mission. During the first seven years of his apostolate he resided with Mr. Badin near the church of Saint-Étienne, and he then fixed his residence near the church of Saint-Charles, which he had just built on the edge of Hardin's Creek. There he seemed to redouble his activity. Always in search of souls, he traveled on horseback through forests and plains, without ever resting. His labors were excessive; but also he was well consoled by the abundant fruits which resulted from it. Devoured by zeal for the house of God, there were no sacrifices to which he did not willingly submit for the well-being of the inhabitants of Kentucky, then still few in number, but scattered over an immense territory. Of a robust constitution and having great bodily strength, he had no regard for himself; his sleep was short; his food, that of the poor; he ordinarily got up several hours before daylight to devote himself to prayer and study, and throughout the day he seemed to live in continual recollection. Seeking only the glory of God and the salvation of his neighbor, he was entirely devoted to his duties, and even in old age he in no way slowed down his first ardor. God sustained the strength of his servant so well that at the age of sixty he was still working with all the vigor of youth. Whatever were his labors and fatigues, he almost never failed to celebrate the holy mysteries. He sometimes rode 25 to 50 miles in the morning to reach the place where he was to offer the holy sacrifice. 

(The end in the next number.) 

¹ Kentucky, located at the center of the American Confederation, is bounded on the north by the charming river of the Ohio (wild name which means the beautiful), on the west by the Mississippi, on the south by the State of Tennessee, and on the east by Virginia. Its area is 4,335 square leagues, and its population, which in 1792 was only about 70,000 souls, rose in 1850 to 982,405 .
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CHARLES NERINCKX, PASTOR OF EVERBERG - MEERBEEK AND MISSIONARY IN KENTUCKY 

FORTY-SECOND LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

(End. See p. 10.) 


Of indomitable courage, Nerinckx was superior to all difficulties and fearless in the hour of peril. No place in Kentucky but saw him pass, sometimes in the midst of snow and ice, sometimes in the darkness of a damp night or under the rays of a scorching sun. Nothing could ever stop his zeal; he even seemed to seek opportunities which, with greater difficulty and peril, offered him greater profit and merit. He boldly crossed the vastest forests, swam across rivers and slept under the stars among wild beasts. His courage seemed to find new nourishment in his fatigues and new vigor in his labours. 

In the midst of such a harsh apostolate, he was accustomed to fasting and practicing all sorts of mortifications. He possessed the great art of becoming everything to everyone in order to win all men to Jesus Christ, and seemed to delight more in the hut of the poor than in the dwelling of the rich. 

During his apostolic journeys, when he stopped at a house to spend the night there, he was accustomed to tending his horse himself and was sometimes content to take a little rest in the stable and in some other secondary part. of the dwelling. In the morning, when his hosts arose, they usually found him there at prayers. As soon as he had announced a visit from a missionary, he never failed to be there at the appointed time, even if he had to travel all night to do so. 

On his arrival at a mission, he assembled the faithful, heard confessions, preached, catechized, celebrated Holy Mass around noon or even later, and usually did not breakfast until three or four o'clock in the afternoon. 

His life was often exposed in the passage of rivers. One day, being on his way to visit a sick person, he crossed a river, standing on horseback, motionless and kneeling on the saddle, while the horse swam and the water even passed over the saddle. Another time, in similar circumstances, he fell from his horse, was dragged along with his mount by the too rapid current of the river, and only saved his life with the help of the animal's tail, which he seized. when he was about to disappear under water. 

In one of his races, he almost fell prey to wolves. Crossing Grayson County, then sparsely inhabited, he lost his way as night approached. It was the middle of winter, the cold was intense, and soon thick darkness prevented him from advancing. While he was looking for some shelter to rest for a few moments, hungry wolves noticed his presence and soon surrounded him. Instantly, with great presence of mind, he mounts his horse, begins to shout with all his might, and succeeds in keeping his formidable adversaries away for a moment. Soon after, they return in fury and begin to attack the horse; but the missionary, by making the sign of the cross over himself, arms himself with new courage and supports the struggle until daybreak, when his discouraged enemies disappear. 

We said that Nerinckx possessed great muscular strength. Here is proof. He demanded the strictest order in the church during the celebration of the holy mysteries. Attracted by curiosity, Protestants often mingled with Catholics, and sometimes broke the rules of decorum. Nerinckx, with that energy which characterized him, did not fail to correct them for their conduct at this point. His warnings, expressed frankly and in somewhat harsh language, were not always well understood or well received. It happened, therefore, that a young man named Hardin, tall and of robust muscles, took offense at the words which the missionary addressed to him and which he did not quite understand. He swore revenge at the first opportunity. It didn't take long to show up. A few days later, as the man of God was going from the church of Saint-Étienne to that of Saint-Charles, the young man, who had hidden on his way to wait for him, suddenly rushed to meeting him, seized the horse's bridle, cut the leather of the stirrup and ordered the missionary to dismount, threatening him, if he resisted, to overwhelm him with blows. Nerinckx immediately obeyed and replied to this furious young man that he had no desire to offend him; that, moreover, an ecclesiastic feels very unwilling to fight. Hardin insists and already raises his hand to the harmless missionary, when the latter, without losing any of his calm, seizes his young adversary, stretches him gently to the ground, as he would have done with a child, and says to him with a smile, that his intention was not to hit him, but that he had the right to put him to rest so as not to be hit himself. He held the young man in this position until he had promised him peace. Nerinckx calmly remounted his horse and continued on his way; Hardin took care to go by another route. When the missionary arrived at the church, one of his friends asked him why his stirrup strap was cut; he related his adventure in a few words and added, smiling, that these young foresters could not compete with a Belgian. Afterwards, he spoke no more of this meeting; but young Hardin kept saying: “I can measure myself against my fellows; but old Nerinckx has superhuman strength.” 

As the number of the faithful increased, Nerinckx erected new churches. He built ten in Kentucky, two of brick and eight of wood. While directing the works, he set to work himself, preparing the wood, leveling the ground, engaged in all sorts of works, in order to complete the houses of prayer sooner. He also built a house for himself, which was almost entirely the work of his own hands. He was fond of repeating gaily on this subject that his palace had cost him the sum of six and a half dollars. 

He ministered to the spiritual needs of six large congregations of the faithful, and also visited a large number of stations, where the number of Catholics was less numerous. Wherever he found a small gathering of devotees, he established a new station, which he then visited at fixed times. These centers of action became so numerous that it took him six weeks to visit them as a missionary. He allowed himself neither rest nor recreation; work alone seemed to please him. He spoke little and only for the service of God or the good of his neighbour. 

On his arrival at a station, he went to the confessional and usually confessed from morning until noon. However, before beginning to hear confessions, he recited a few prayers with his penitents and gave them a short instruction on the dispositions required to worthily receive the sacrament of penance. Severe in other times, he was a confessor full of tenderness and patience. So the confidence we had in his leadership was boundless. It is to his instructions, especially to those he gave in the confessional, that we still owe today the deep piety and the great regularity of the old Catholics of Kentucky. 

However, in the herd entrusted to him, he seemed to have a special predilection for children and for negro slaves. He lavished his care on them to instruct them, prepare them for first communion and make them pleasing to God. It repeated in America the touching scenes which had been witnessed at Everberg, in Belgium. He inculcated everywhere a great devotion to the Mother of God; the first church he built was erected under the gentle invocation of Mary Immaculate. He took great care to assign separate places in the Holy Places to persons of different sexes. After Mass, he used to sit in the middle of the church, and there, surrounded by his dear children, he stretched out his arms with them and recited a few prayers in honor of the five wounds of Our Lord. Little by little, the parents followed the example of their children. This exercise finished, he led his pious flock to the cemetery and prayed for the relief of the souls of the departed faithful. 

The most marvelous fruits of salvation abundantly rewarded his labors and pains. He saw flourishing churches in the very places where, on his arrival, the animals of the desert were grazing and which had hitherto been visited only by the savages. Charity, fervor, innocence, like the flowers of a new land, rose and blossomed around him. M. Badin had laid the foundations of this new Christianity, and Nerinckx, like a skilful architect, and supported by a special protection from God, had constructed and completed the edifice. His example shows us how much precious and wholesome fruit can be produced by the ardent zeal of one man, who has in view only the greater glory of God. 

His speeches were distinguished neither by purity of language nor by brilliance of eloquence; however, people listened to him with pleasure, so keen was the attachment they felt for him, so shone his zeal and his charity when he announced the holy word. His simple instructions, but full of the anointing and spirit of God, touched the hearts of Protestants themselves. If we except Mr. Badin, there was perhaps never a missionary in Kentucky who brought back so many heretics into the bosom of the true Church. The periodical visits he made to his missions rarely ended without converting some soul to the faith. 

The eminent merits of Nerinckx could not escape Mgr. Carroll, then only bishop in the United States, and, moreover, responsible for administering the diocese of New Orleans ¹. 

¹ Louisiana, of which New Orleans is the capital, was sold by Napoleon to the United States in 1801. The episcopal see of New Orleans, erected in 1793, was in 1801 without an administrator; its first bishop, a Spaniard of origin, having retired before that time 

. Carroll recommended Nerinckx to the Holy See, and represented him as an ecclesiastic fit to fill, as coadjutor bishop, the see of New Orleans. 

² The bishopric of Baltimore, erected in 1790, was divided in 1808 into an archbishopric, that of Baltimore, and four bishoprics, whose seats are in Boston, New York, Philadelphia and. Bardstown. The latter has since been transferred to Louisville, a city also located in Kentucky. The United States today has 7 archbishoprics, 32 bishoprics, 2 apostolic vicariates, 1,600 priests and 1,800 churches. (Translator's note.) 

Pius VII acceded to his wishes and sent him the bulls required for the elevation of the humble missionary to episcopal dignity. When this news arrived, Nerinckx was in the company of M. Badin. He bowed his head and spoke these words: “Bonitatem et disciplinam et scientiam docendus docere non valeo. I, who need to learn kindness, wisdom and science, am not able to teach them to others.” -- He refused calmly, but firmly, the dignity offered to him. M. Badin, in concert with the Dominican Fathers, who had recently settled in Kentucky, appreciating the immense services which Nerinckx rendered there to religion, addressed a request to the Holy See, in which they prayed to His Holiness not to force the pious missionary to accept this new charge, given the immense usefulness of his apostolate in Kentucky. The Sovereign Pontiff answered the humble wishes of Nerinckx and those of his friends. 

Among all the establishments with which M. Nerinckx enriched the Church of Kentucky, the first place must be given to the foundation of a congregation of nuns, under the title of Sisters of Lorette, or Lovers of Mary at the foot of the cross. This institution is one of the greatest blessings Kentucky has ever received. Its object was to procure for pious souls the means of attaining high perfection, of granting through them to young persons the benefits of a Christian education and to the poor a holy and gratuitous instruction. He founded the first establishment on April 25, 1812, a year after the arrival of Mgr. Flaget, first bishop of Bardstown¹, near the Church of St. Charles, and named it the house of Lorette. The buildings were of wood and furnished according to the strictest poverty. They formed a square with the surrounding walls, in the middle of which he had erected a large cross and built a modest chapel. The number of novices and nuns becoming more considerable day by day, the pious founder was obliged to build other houses ². The work had barely twelve years of existence, and already the good Sisters, more than a hundred in number, directed six educational establishments. The boarders arrived from all parts of the Union, and received, under the direction of the Sisters, with suitable instruction, those impressions of deep piety of which Kentucky today shows the precious and abundant fruits. In the first ten years they had instructed eight hundred children and new converts in First Communion. 

¹ This great bishop arrived in Kentucky on June 11, 1811 and died there in a holy way in 1850. Mgr. Portier, Bishop of Mobile, said of him: "The diocese of Bardstown was the cradle of religion in the west, and its venerable founder deserved, by his long career, to be called the patriarch of North America, as his work and his virtues made him proclaim the model of apostolic life. (Translator's note.) 

² According to an autograph letter from Nerinckx, dated Lorette, Kentucky, September 11, 1818, and addressed to the superior of the Sisters Hospitallers of Vilvoorde, the nuns of Lorette had at that time four houses ; namely: the parent company; that of Les Olives, at a distance of about 400 miles from Lorette, where seven Sisters had been sent at the request of the bishop, to found an establishment there; the house of Gelhsémani and that of Calvary. Lorette then had 22 novices and a few postulants. Throughout the summer, 80 to 90 people had been fed there, most of whom had also been clothed at the expense of the convent, although it possessed no lucrative land or any other certain income: the school itself, under this report, was almost unproductive, because the orphanage and the lower classes paid nothing. 

In this letter, Nerinckx recalls fondly some people, especially from Vilvoorde, who had contributed, by some alms, to the work of the missions. We will be permitted to cite these names of compatriots. They are: the Rector and the nuns of the order of Saint Augustine (den eerw. heer Rector en Nonnekens op de merckt); the Reverends Messrs. Van Haecht, Van Ophem, Van Hamme and his sisters, Miss Van Laethem, and others whom he designates without naming them: den vriend van de derde stagie in UL. gebueren, den doctor, dien goede bekende van Brussel wiens naem ik vergete, die hunne mildheyd hebben bewezen voor onze zake, cozyn Vander Perre, is't dat hy nog leeft. 

He also mentions a printed letter that the Sisters Hospitallers are to receive soon. We do not know this missive from the missionary. (Editor's note.) 


Nerinckx watched over these establishments with paternal solicitude. All the time that his missions left him, he employed him in giving instructions to the nuns and their pupils, and in directing their spiritual and temporal interests. He establishes perpetual adoration in his congregation, so that, day and night, the Sisters follow one another before the holy tabernacle to adore Jesus Christ and to repair the outrages done to his divine heart. He himself nourished his zeal, drew his courage and seemed to rekindle his strength in his great devotion to the Blessed Sacrament; there were all its attractions. He himself adorned the altars and the holy tabernacle, and often remained in prayer at the feet of God, hidden under the Eucharistic veils. 

He succeeded in establishing among the nuns that spirit of recollection, prayer and mortification which distinguished them. He inspired them with a great love for their holy vacation and for their vows, and excited them to a faithful observance of their rules. He often insisted on abandonment to Providence and to the goodness of God in the midst of temporal necessities, repeating these words to them: -- "He who does not abandon God, God will not abandon him." -- This great confidence in divine Providence was almost their only heritage and the only support of their existence. The Sisters did not abound with the things of this world: houses, furniture, clothes, food, everything about them bore the imprint of their voluntary poverty. Their worthy founder, it is true, still gave them the example on this point. Here is the testimony given by Msgr. Flaget, its bishop: “Mr. Nerinckx, says this prelate, led an extremely austere life; he was a man of great mortification. His dwelling, his food, his clothes were those of the poor, and he filled his monasteries with his spirit. These good nuns wanted to see holy poverty shine in their homes, even in the ornaments of their modest oratories. All those who had the good fortune to visit them were struck by the cleanliness as well as the simplicity of their houses and their chapels. 

Nerinckx, who himself nourished in his heart the most tender devotion to the Immaculate Virgin, established among the lovers of Mary several pious practices in honor of the Mother of God. To maintain among them the spirit of humility and abnegation, he recommended to them the work of the hands; his instructions always brought before their eyes the labors and sufferings of Jesus Christ. 

In the constitutions he had drawn up for his congregation reigned great austerity. For a certain time of the year, the nuns had to cultivate their fields barefoot and were exposed to the bad weather of the season. Soon experience showed that some of these rules were harmful to the health of the Sisters; they were modified, without however affecting the primitive spirit ¹. 

¹ Here is what Mgr. Flaget in 1834: “The Lorettaines were founded in Kentucky by a zealous and learned missionary from Flanders (?), Mr. Charles Nerinckx, the second year of my episcopate. The regulations of this new community were submitted to the judgment of the Sovereign Pontiff, who made various changes. His Holiness deigned to take this new family under his protection, as I was informed by His Eminence Cardinal Fesh; and what is much more flattering, the Loreto Sisters of Kentucky received from the Pope all the spiritual privileges enjoyed by the chapel of Loreto in Italy.” 

The pious founder found a source of sweet consolation in the piety of his nuns. "Their fervor," said Msgr. Flaget, and their penitent life reminded us of the monasteries of Palestine and Thebaid. 

Nerinckx was soon asked to give up some of the Sisters to found convents in the other States. Msgr. Dubourg, bishop of New Orleans, obtained several for Missouri ². 

² Today there are four Loreto Sisters convents in Kentucky, three in Missouri, one in Nebraska and one in New Mexico. Mr. DA Deparcq, Belgian by birth, is currently general director of this Congregation and resides at the motherhouse of Lorette. (Translator's note.) 

For twenty years the apostle of Kentucky had labored to establish the reign of Jesus Christ on this land, formerly uncultivated and wild. His sweats and labors ripened abundant harvests in the fruits of salvation. However, the years were beginning to weigh on him; old age was already bent him; but she was not able to slow down her zeal. The happy news he received about the distant establishments of his Sisters of Loreto added to his desire to see them again, and made him resolve to visit them. He knew, moreover, that in Missouri the savages were not far from the houses of the Lorettaines, and he had nothing so much at heart as to go among these tribes to induce them to send their daughters to the convents of the Sisters. This trip was the last of his life. 

No sooner had he arrived at Sainte-Geneviève, a mission on the banks of the Mississippi, in the State of Missouri, than he fell ill at the home of his host, the missionary of that district. The evil made rapid progress. When the man of God recognized the danger, he collected all his thoughts to concern himself only with the happiness of heaven. He was expressing his burning love for this God who had called him to work for his glory and who had condescended to bless his labors. Feeling approaching the end of his race, he received with touching fervor the sacraments of the Church, continued to converse with Jesus and Mary, and gave up his beautiful soul to his Creator, on August 12, 1824, aged sixty-three. years. 

Thus died the death of the just and in the midst of his apostolic journeys this man of God, the glory of Kentucky and the model of missionaries ¹. 

¹ During his stay in Kentucky, Nerinckx made two trips to Belgium, one in 1816 and the other in 1819, to obtain help from his generous compatriots, which could not be found in America. his last trip there were several seminarians from Mechelen; most of them became members of the Society of Jesus in the United States and still cultivate this beautiful portion of the Lord's vineyard today .
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THREE EDIFYING FEATURES OF P. DE THEUX, 

FORTY-THIRD LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, September 13, 1857. 

My Reverend Father, 

I saw with pleasure that you published the notice on Fr. Van Quickenborne and announced that of Fr. de Theux. If this letter reaches you in time, you will still find in it some details which I had not given. 

² The notice had already appeared in the Précis Historiques. We are nevertheless pleased to publish these interesting traits. (Editor's note.) 


Here are two traits that show the character of Fr. de Theux well. When he was staying at the college of Grand-Coteau, in Louisiana, going one day to visit a patient, he passed by a place called La Fayette. A young Frenchman who was amusing himself in an inn, making a racket, drinking and laughing, with several companions on board, saw the Father pass, and having pointed to him, he took his cane and exclaimed. that he was going to show them how to treat this scoundrel of priests! 

"I am going to make that Jesuit tremble under my blows," he said, and he went out at once to carry out his design. The braggart accosted the Father with curses and insulting language, and cheekily asked him where on the body he wanted to be bludgeoned. The man of God replied to the unjust aggressor, in a voice filled with calm: “my friend, if the Lord wants me to be treated like this, I will try to bear it with patience. However, please note that I am an American citizen. I want to know what reason brings you to such insults, and by what right you come to hit me. These words intimidated our bewildered youngster. Without confessing his fear, he replied, and this time without swearing: “You are armed; otherwise you would not show so much boldness. He was referring to the case that the Father carried under his arm, and in which he kept the holy oils, his stole and his surplice. “Yes,” replied the monk, pointing to the crucifix, “I am armed, and here are my weapons. I don't need any more." Our brave man returned less impassioned, and went to join his companions at the door of the tavern. They received him with loud bursts of laughter, which he had so well deserved. 

Another day, Father de Theux was performing in the church of Grand-Coteau the funeral of an unfortunate woman who had died without the sacraments and after a miserable life. He took the opportunity to address those present a few severe words on the misfortunes of such a life, followed by such a sad death. Suddenly a man, known as an enemy of the priests and especially of the Jesuits, gets up and challenges the Father in a brusque and insolent way. "I will not allow -- he cried -- that the memory of my friend be insulted in public." Father de Theux, with his usual calm, immediately turns to the interlocutor and says to him: “I am at home. It's my own church. I have the right to speak there and to say what I please. But whoever interrupts me has no right to speak here. If he doesn't like the sermon, get him out of the church." The insolent man left immediately, to the great satisfaction of the good Catholics who were present, and Father de Theux calmly finished his speech. 

In 1844, His Grace the Bishop of Cincinnati found himself frequently threatened, as well as the Catholics of his diocese, by tumultuous bands, composed of enemies of our holy religion. He asked for advice from Fr. de Theux. After a few moments of reflection, the Father replied to His Greatness, that he would obtain what he needed so much in these difficult times, peace and security for his flock, if he had recourse with ardor to the Sovereign Pontiff, and encouraged the other bishops of the United States to follow his example, in order to obtain the favor of being able to add, in the Preface of the Mass, to the word conception that of immaculate. The worthy bishop received the advice with respect, and the request was soon afterwards made at Rome and crowned with success. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
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JEAN-BAPTISTE DUERINCK - MISSIONARY OF THE POTOWATOMIES IN AMERICA 

FORTY-FOURTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, December 23, 1857. 

My Reverend Father, 

A fatal and very deplorable accident has just deprived us of one of our most zealous and indefatigable missionaries. Father J.-B. Duerinck, superior of the mission of Sainte-Marie among the Potowatomies, in the territory of Kansas, perished, on the 9th of this month, while descending the Missouri river in a small boat. It will be a truly irreparable loss to this beautiful Indian mission. 

I cannot tell you what affliction this distressing news has caused us. The first rumors came to us on Sunday, December 13. We were waiting for him in Saint-Louis, where he had been called by his superiors, to prepare there to make his last vows in the Company. A letter, dated November 24, in which he announced the time of his departure from the mission, had arrived a few days earlier. Here is an excerpt: 
“I intend to go to the town of Leavenworth and thence to St. Louis, sometime this week. The chiefs of the tribe, the warriors, the sages, the old men, the young men, all have agreed to send to Washington a deputation, or rather two, one composed of prairie Indians, unconverted Potowatomies, and the other Indians from the mission. The latter put me on the list, so that I would accompany them to Washington to advance the interests of the mission and to help them achieve, with more certainty, the object of their approach to the government. It will be up to the superior to decide what I have to do; whatever his decision, whether I should go or stay, I will be equally happy.” 

The first news of the death of the zealous missionary, although still not very precise, was accompanied by circumstances which left hardly any doubts as to his fate. Two or three days later we learned certain details of his loss. He had traveled from St. Mary's Mission to Leawenworth on horseback; it is a distance of about eighty English miles. From there he traveled by stagecoach fifty miles further to the town of Kansas. He then set out from Kansas in a boat, with four other travellers, intending to descend the Missouri River to a place where they would find steamers, which, on account of the low waters in this season of the year, cannot ascend the river to the height of Leavenworth. Going down the river is a very dangerous undertaking, given the rapidity of the current and the numerous snags or forest trees, detached from the coasts and buried in the mud, which abound in several places. Just hit against one of these snags to capsize the boat. Each year, a large number of steamers are lost against these pitfalls. The danger was certainly not unknown to Father Duerinck; but, a child of obedience and a man of zeal, he no doubt believed that he should not shrink from a peril which so many travelers face every day. This devotion cost him his life. Twenty-five miles below Kansas City, the point of their departure between the towns of Wagne and Liberty, the boat, stumbling against a snag, overturned. All the passengers were thrown into the water, except two, who managed to cling to the edge of the boat and hold on until the current deposited them on a sandbank. The other three, including Father Duerinck, perished. 

Such a death has its very sad side, no doubt; but it appears glorious when we reflect on the cause for which it was occasioned, and on the example of so many holy missionaries and illustrious apostles who, venturing courageously in the midst of perils, to the guardianship of God alone , perished far from all human help, but all the better protected in their last moments by him for whose honor they had risked their lives. 

Father Jean-Baptiste Duerinck was born in Saint-Gilles, lez-Termonde, on May 8, 1809. Trained in piety from his childhood by the lessons and examples of his pious parents, he laid the foundations of these virtues Christians and nuns of which he later gave such a fine example. As a college student, his excellent conduct and his successes won him the esteem and affection of his teachers and fellow students, and the president of the episcopal seminary of Ghent still remembers him as one of those who pleased him. best during their philosophy studies. 

He had long had an ardent desire to devote his life to the conversion of the savages of America. After having obtained the consent of his worthy parents, he embarked at Antwerp on October 27, 1833, and entered the Society of Jesus in Missouri, where he began his novitiate at Saint-Stanislas, near the village of Florissant, at the beginning the following year, January 16, 1834. Having finished his novitiate, he spent several years in different colleges. His talent for business led him successively to the office of attorney in our houses of Cincinnati, Saint-Louis, and Bardtown. 

Everywhere Father Duerinck showed exemplary punctuality in fulfilling all his duties, and constantly gave proofs of the virtues which make a true religious. His zeal, his devotion, as well as the frankness of his character, won him the hearts, not only of our own, but also of foreigners and even of Protestants. 

A great admirer of the marvels of nature, he devoted his leisure hours to studying its secrets, and to contemplating therein the beauty and power of God. He devoted himself above all to the study of botany, and he acquired a vast and profound knowledge of this branch of natural history. He traversed a large part of Ohio and Illinois in search of curious flowers and all sorts of rare plants, and made a collection of them, beautiful and exquisite, which is kept at the college of Saint-François-Xavier. in Cincinnati. The botanical society of this city elected Father Duerinck a perpetual member and offered him the chair of professor of botany; but his modesty and his many duties did not allow him to accept this charge. A new plant which he discovered, and which received, in his honor, the name of Prunus Duerinckiana, shows how much his researches in this genus were esteemed. 

The distinctive trait of his character was a great natural energy, joined to an ardent zeal for the glory of God and the salvation of souls. When it was a question of winning his neighbor to God, no obstacle seemed able to stop him. He did everything to everyone, according to the example of Saint Paul, to win them all to Jesus Christ. He had admirably adapted his manners to the customs and ideas of the country. If he could not convert the many Protestants with whom he was in contact, he at least rarely failed to win their goodwill, and it is a great step towards their conversion to make them esteem the Catholic priest. 

In 1849, Father Duerinck was sent among the Indians. It was the fulfillment of the desire that had brought him to America. He employed all his energy and all his talents in this difficult work. The mission of the Potowatomies, of which he became superior, owes him in large part its present prosperity. Most of the savages of this tribe had been converted for several years; it was therefore above all a question of consolidating the work of their conversion, by attaching them to civilized life and by leading them to prefer agriculture and the other useful arts to the pleasures of hunting and the indolence so characteristic of the wild life. Already, before him, the missionaries had persuaded them to cultivate a few small fields, animating them by their example and by the motives of faith. It had been found that when it is a question of work, the motives of religion are the only ones which have any empire over the hearts of the Indians, and they succeeded in making them work in a spirit of penance. Taking advantage of this lively and simple faith, Father Duerinck endeavored to excite them to greater works, and, by making them find a certain abundance in the cultivation of the fields, he made them forget almost entirely the dangerous life of the plains. and forests. With the object of training the youth for intelligent work, schools of arts and trades had been established for the young people of the tribe. He made two trips to Washington in order to interest the government in this work and to obtain help from it. These schools have obtained a permanent existence. 

During these last years the mission of Sainte-Marie has been exposed to great dangers of demoralization, first, in consequence of the great number of caravans which have passed through the mission since the discovery of the gold mines in California, and secondly because of the immense emigration to that region, which has taken place since Kansas was made a territory. In the midst of these dangers, the neophytes, thanks to the care of the missionaries, knew how to preserve their ancient regularity and their ancient fervor. 

At the sound of the bell, the savages assemble with the same piety as before, either in church or in their homes. Confessions and communions are no less numerous. All, without excepting the Protestants, admire their zeal and piety. 

So far the neophytes have been able to maintain peace with the whites. Rare thing; for ordinarily the approach of the whites is the signal for a war of extermination, if the savages cannot be forced to quit their cabins and emigrate into new and more distant deserts. However, one cannot hide from oneself the dangers of their present situation. They are already surrounded by whites, eager to take possession of thirty square miles or 19,200 arpents of land which the government has solemnly allotted to them by treaty. It is above all in such a situation that the death of Father Duerinck, their father and benefactor, who was tenderly devoted to them and whom they consulted in all their important undertakings and in all their difficulties, will be keenly felt. It is, without a doubt, a real calamity for this whole tribe. 

Fr. Duerinck was superintendent of Catholic schools among the Potowatomies. Several of his letters have been published in the annual documents which accompany the message of the President of the United States. They are in the Report of the secretary of the interior, tome Ire. All are dated St Mary's Potowatomy Mission, Kansas Territory. Here is the list and the dates: 1st letter, September 24, 1852, pp. 379-381 of the Report. - 2nd letter, August 31, 1853, pp. 325-327. - 3rd letter, September 25, 1854, pp. 317-319. - 4th letter, October 1, 1855, pp. 422-425. - 5th letter, October 20, 1856, pp. 666-669. - 6th letter, September 1857. This last was published, last October 17, in the Boston Pilot, and will appear, like the others, in the forthcoming report of the Secretary of the Interior. 

The officers or agents of the government of the United States have always rendered the most honorable testimonies to the zeal and success of Father Duerinck. In 1855 Major GW Clarke, Government Agent to the Potowatomies, speaking in his annual report to the Commissioner of Indian Affairs of the two schools established at the mission, one under the direction of the Fathers, the other under that of the Ladies of the Sacré-Coeur, expressed himself thus: 
“I cannot speak in too favorable terms of the condition of these two establishments. Besides the ordinary course of literary instruction for the girls, they learn to sew, to knit, to embroider, and all the other work of a good household. An industrial school is attached to this institution. Young people are taught useful and practical arts, such as agriculture, horticulture, &c. Father Duerinck is a man endowed with great energy. He is good at business. He is entirely devoted to the well-being of the Potowatomies, of whom he has shown himself the friend and the father, and who, on their side, have for him the highest esteem. I have no hesitation in expressing my belief in the usefulness of this establishment. The effects of this can be seen in the neatly kept houses and the small well-cultivated fields of the Indians of the mission, and in the spirit of order which reigns in the surroundings. In his report of 

1856, Major Clarke repeated these expressions of approval. «Since last year, - he said, - the Indians of this agency have made significant progress. They cultivated more extensive fields and manifested, in various ways, their desire to conform to the customs of civilized life... The school of the mission of Sainte-Marie occupies the first rank among the schools of the missions (Protestant) , and deserves my heartfelt praise. The works of Father Duerinck and of the Ladies of the Sacred Heart, who take care of it, serve not only to improve the nascent generation and to train it in the customs of civilized life; but their good example and guidance obviously have a great influence on the well-being of the adult population. The numerous emigrants who settled in the vicinity of the mission also always showed the highest esteem for Fr. Duerinck 

. 

The public journals announced his death as a calamity, which will not only leave a great void in the Indian mission, but will cause great regret to his numerous friends in different States, and especially to the inhabitants of the new territory, who have had the happiness of knowing him ¹. He enjoyed universal esteem. 

¹ Fr. De Smet, writing his letter on December 23, could not have known of the following article, where the Freeman's Journal of New York, January 2, pays homage to the virtues of the deceased religious. “The regrettable death of Fr. Duerinck is enough in itself to arouse all the sympathy of Catholics; but this sympathy is increased by the reflection that he was a close relative of Fr. De Smet. Father Duerinck, like his cousin, was a devoted and zealous missionary among the Indians. For several years he had been in charge of the mission of Sainte-Marie. His superiors having ordered him to return to Saint-Louis for his profession, he could not find a steamboat for his trip, because of the low waters of the Missouri. He therefore embarked on a frail canoe with four other passengers; but the boat was smashed by a snag, and the worthy Father was drowned with two of his companions. Father Duerinck had been our teacher and remained our friend. We can bear witness that the company loses in him a precious member, the religion a zealous priest, its faithful and its Indian neophytes a tender and venerated father. (Editor's note.) 

May generous Belgium send us other zealous missionaries, both to meet our ever-increasing needs and to replace those whom death reaps, alas! too fast ! 

I commend to your holy sacrifices and your prayers, and to the pious memories of all our dear brothers in Belgium, the soul of Father Duerinck. 

RIP 

I have the honor to be, my reverend and dear Father, 

Revae Vae servus in Xto, 

PJDE SMET, SJ
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EXCURSION TO THE POTOWATOMIES AND TRIBUTE TO RP DUERINCK, THEIR MISSIONARY. 

FORTY-FIFTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 


University of Saint-Louis, February 26, 1858. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

I am sending you a copy of a letter which I addressed to Mme Parmentier, a Belgian lady, residing in Brooklyn near New York. She is a great benefactress of the missions. My letter contains details of my recent visit to St. Mary's Mission among the Potowatomies, of the present and very critical condition of these Indians and of all Indian nations and tribes in the two new territories of Kansas and Nebraska, and a tribute to Fr. Duerinck. 

What I wrote in December 1851, and which you published in the Précis Historiques of 1853, pages 398, 399, 400, 401, has been verified to the letter. A very large number of towns and villages have risen there as if by magic. The major cities in Kansas are: Wyandott, Delaware, Douglas, Marysville, Jola, Atchison, Fort Scott, Pawnee, Lecompton, Neosho, Richmond, Tecumseh, Lavinia, Lawrence, Port William, Doniphan, Paolo, Alexandrine, Indianola, Easton, Leavenworth and many others. They differ in population and the upgrades introduced. Lawrence and Leawenworth are the most considerable. The latter, which is today an episcopal city, already contains more than 8,000 inhabitants. There are plans to build a large territorial university in the town of Douglas. A medical college is established at Lecompton. The University of Kansas is incorporated and established in Leavenworth. The fund is established in perpetuity for the erection of schools on the largest scale. It comes from land revenues granted by the United States, which are extraordinarily large; all fines, monetary penalties, confiscations, indicated by the laws, shall also be paid into the treasury of schools and colleges. 

Within two months, the territory of Kansas will be admitted as an independent state, and will form part of the great confederation of the United States. There is little doubt today that Kansas will adopt the laws of the free States, that is to say without slavery of the negroes. 

The good Father Duerinck left us a manuscript on everything that happened in the mission of Sainte-Marie. If the thing pleases you, I will send it to you as time permits. 


University of Saint-Louis, February 24, 1858. 


Madame S. Parmentier, Brooklyn near New York. 

Madam, 

I have just completed a trip of 800 and some miles; to go and return, in the midst of ice and snow, by the most miserable roads and in waggons which added still more to the inconveniences of the roads. On my return to Saint-Louis, your kind letter of the 5th of this month, your charitable donation were given to me. Please accept my very humble thanks, with my deepest gratitude. The ornament that you were kind enough to offer me could be sent to us by Express. I will dispose of it in favor of the Flatheads mission, which is very poor as far as church ornaments are concerned. I hope to be able to find, at the beginning of spring, a good opportunity to ship it by the boats of the Compagnie des Pelleteries. The marine plants, which Miss Rosine had the kindness to prepare, will certainly be very pleasant to the RRs. PP. B..... and H...., in our colleges of Namur and Antwerp in Belgium, and will be admired, I am sure, in the collections of these two establishments. Once again, Madam, receive, as well as Mr. and Mrs. Bayer and Miss Rosine, my sincere thanks for the new benefits that you have just added to the long list of so many others, begun many years ago. , and for which we have but poor prayers to return to you. We will never stop addressing them to the Lord for the happiness of the family, and I will remind all our pious Indians to continue to pray for their good mothers, their great benefactresses. 

The occasion of the trip which I mentioned at the beginning of my letter, was a glimmer of hope of being able to discover the body of our dear colleague in Jesus Christ, Father Duerinck. A few days after the unfortunate accident, the captain of a steamer had seen a corpse on a sandbank near the place of the sinking, and had it buried. At this news, I set out to visit this solitary tomb, dug on the banks of the Missouri, in the vicinity of the town of Liberty. The one that this tomb contained was not the colleague, the cherished friend that I was looking for. His attire denoted a sailor of some ship. I was very sad. 

Our wishes so far have not yet been granted. However, we still hope to obtain the help of the good and great Saint Anthony of Padua, implored by so many pious souls, with whom I beg you to associate yourselves. He will give us this last consolation, to find the lost remains of Father Duerinck, so that we can put them to rest in a holy land, next to his colleagues who have already preceded him. 

From the town of Liberty, I went to Sainte-Marie to settle some business there. I had begun the mission of the Potowatomies in 1838. My heart seemed to expand in the midst of these dear confreres of the plains, where formerly I had found so many consolations in the exercises of the holy ministry! I had the good fortune to see a large number of Indians approaching the Holy Table with the deepest contemplation. From the altar, I addressed to them some words of consolation and encouragement in the service of the divine Shepherd. They really need it, especially today; for the whites have come to surround them on all sides, and will soon surround them more closely on their own little reserves, or portions of land which the government has granted them. 

I know, Madam, that you are very interested in the welfare of the poor Indians. Permit me therefore to speak to you for a few moments of their fate in general, and especially of what concerns the Indians of Sainte-Marie among the Potowatomies. I will add a few lines on the immense loss that the mission has just suffered through the death of its superior, the RPJ-B. Duerinck. 

When I first arrived among the Potowatomies, in 1838, the nation numbered over 4,000 souls. It is now reduced to 3,000, of whom 2,000 are Catholics. All the surrounding tribes have diminished in the same proportion. 

To what must we attribute the rapid decline of the Indian race? This is one of those mysteries of Providence which all the sagacity of the philosopher has tried in vain to penetrate. The immoderate use of intoxicating liquors, the change of climate and food, the vices, the fatal diseases, all these evils which the contact with the whites produced among the savages; lack of foresight and lack of industry, all that gives, it seems to me, only an imperfect solution to this great problem. Where does it come from, one wonders, that the Redskin bends so hard to the mores and habits of the European race? Whence also comes it that the European race so obstinately refuses to sympathize with the Redskin, and, in spite of its profession of philanthropy, or love of men, seems rather disposed to annihilate than to civilize the poor children, descended from the same father? Where does this insurmountable barrier raised between the two races come from? How does it come about that the stronger pursues the weaker with so much animosity, and does not give him respite until he has completely overthrown him? This is perhaps a secret that only the sovereign Judge can explain. 

Often when I think of the fate of so many savage nations, who once possessed vast lands and are now in imminent danger of being totally dispossessed by another people, I remember the first inhabitants of Palestine , who, masters also of one of the most beautiful countries in the world, saw themselves stripped of it by a severe but too just decree of the Creator, whose threats they had despised and whose glory they had profane. Like the Canaanites, the savage peoples, taken in general, were punished by degrees. Perhaps they, like them, have been too long deaf to the divine voice, inviting them to leave their gross errors to embrace the truth. Who has entered into the counsels of eternal wisdom? Who can accuse his judgments of injustice? God, to whom the whole universe belongs as a creation, can he not dispose of his property according to his good pleasure? But, in making his justice manifest, he does not forget his mercy. Down here he strikes only to heal. His divine Heart is always open to those even whose iniquities he punishes. 

What led me to these sad reflections are the changes which the condition of the savages has undergone in a few years. Under the administration of President Pierce, all the vast Indian country situated on this side of the Rocky Mountains, included in the apostolic vicariate of Mgr. Miége, except for a small portion located towards the south, was organized into two territories, known under the names of Kansas and Nebraska, that is to say that the American Congress decreed that this country was incorporated into the Union and open to whites who would like to establish themselves there, to form, after a certain lapse of time, two States, identical in all respects to the other States of the great Republic. Although, for the moment, the new colonists are ordered to respect the lands reserved for Indians, it can nevertheless be said that this decree has destroyed virtually all Indian nationalities. Scarcely was the law known than the emigrants, like the waters of a great river which has finally burst the dykes, impetuously crossed the barrier and flooded the country. Now the Indians are surrounded by whites, and their reserves no longer form anything but islets in the middle of the ocean. The savages, who formerly had vast lands for hunting, are now confined within narrow limits, having to subsist only the fruit of their farm, the majority of which know only imperfectly the work. Yet this state is only precarious. Unless they hasten to divide their lands and become citizens, they are in danger of losing everything and becoming vagabonds. How fraught with difficulty is such a change! How heavy the future is with storms and tempests for these unfortunate tribes! It is a great evil; but an evil that must be braved, since there is no remedy for it. The Indians, even the most advanced in civilization, seem to us very unprepared to meet all the demands of their situation. 

To form a just idea of their critical position and of the sad consequences which will result from it, unless there is special protection from divine Providence, imagine that two societies, one representing the manners and customs of barbarous times , the other, all the splendor of modern civilization, come into contact. How many years will pass before there is a perfect fusion between the two societies, before they are in unison, before they live in perfect harmony? It will take a long time for barbarian society to reach the height of civilized society. Neither the first, nor the second, nor the third generation, in spite of all their efforts, will obtain this happy result, such as the thing is understood nowadays. Before, therefore, there is a perfect fusion between the two societies, the civilized society will have all the advantage over the barbarian society; she will have it entirely at her mercy, to make it serve all her wishes. Barbarian society will no longer enjoy any consideration; on the contrary, it will lose its privileges and its rights, and will be reduced to being nothing more than the plaything of the whims of civilized society. In a word, barbarism cannot sustain itself better in the presence of civilization than the simplicity of childhood can struggle against the malicious prudence of mature age. This is my opinion on what will happen in the Great Desert, when the red race comes into contact with the white race. The judgment of the savage is not mature enough to measure up to the wisdom of the man born into civilization. This is what fills us with concern for the future of our dear neophytes in the various missions. We have confidence only in the divine goodness, which, we hope, will not fail to come to the aid of his children. 

It was not difficult to see this great event from afar, which was to engulf all the Indian tribes in a common shipwreck. The storm which has just broken over their heads had been brewing for a long time; it could not escape the observant eye. The American Republic was seen marching with the swiftness of an eagle towards the plenitude of its power. Each year it became attached to new countries. She aimed at nothing less than to extend her dominion from the Atlantic Ocean to the Pacific Ocean, in order to embrace the commerce of the whole world, and to dispute with other great nations the glory of pre-eminence. Its object is achieved. Everything has bent under his scepter; all the savage nationalities are at his feet. Far be it from us, however, to accuse the noble Republic of injustice and inhumanity towards the savages in its last treaties. It seems to us, on the contrary, that no nation has provided them with more means of civilization. If anyone is to be blamed on this point, it is rather the individuals, the new settlers, who act and put themselves in direct opposition to the good intentions of the government vis-a-vis the savages. 

But if the future seems dark and sad, at least the past does not leave the missionaries without consolation. In the space of the last ten years, our Fathers of Sainte-Marie have baptized over 400 adults and a large number of children. The gospel word did not fall on an arid land. Most of these neophytes have always given evidence of a lively faith and a tender piety. The heart of the missionary experiences a very sweet joy, seeing their assiduity in church, their ardor in approaching the sacraments, their resignation in sickness, their natural charity, exercised especially with regard to the poor, orphans and sick people; and above all, their zeal for the conversion of the infidels. They are called savages; but it may be boldly said that, in all our great cities and everywhere, thousands of whites deserve that name much better. 

Many Potowatomies have made considerable progress in agriculture; and live in relative comfort. The whites who pass and visit the small territory of the Potowatomies, especially the surroundings of the mission of Sainte-Marie, are pleasantly surprised. They believe with difficulty that they are among the Indians. 

It must be confessed that the Potowatomies have been specially favored by heaven. For a quarter of a century they have had the good fortune to have Black-Robes in their midst, and for sixteen or seventeen years they have had Ladies of the Sacred Heart for the education of their daughters. The mission, on the footing where it is today, with its two schools for girls and boys, is for these good people of a double advantage. The children come there to draw, with religious instruction, the love of work; adults find employment there, and thereby a means of subsistence. They see, by the work of our Brothers, what a man can acquire by his industry. 

It can be said that God has treated the Potowatomies with great predilection. He wanted several nations to contribute to their salvation. Such are, among others, Belgium, Holland, France, Ireland, Italy, Germany, Canada, the United States. Each of these countries offered them material help and missionaries. For four years Msgr. Miége resided among them. Thus their humble temple, built of joists, was elevated to the rank of cathedral. 

In the most critical circumstances in which they find themselves today, on the eve of making a final treaty with the government of the United States, a treaty of life or death for this poor tribe, they have, in the person of Colonel Murphy , the government agent, a lawyer, a protector and the best of fathers. This is what makes me hope, Madame, that the good Lord has very special designs of mercy on them and that he does not want to abandon them. In time of danger you will not forget them, I am sure, in your good prayers. 

Here is the homage paid to the memory of Fr. Duerinck by all his confreres in the mission of Sainte-Marie among the Potowatomies. 

“Father Duerinck, whom we all regret and whom the savages weep with so many tears, had arrived at the mission of Sainte-Marie at the beginning of November 1849, under the most critical and embarrassing circumstances, in the judgment of any man. versed in business. The mission had just accepted a school for boys and one for girls, on terms so onerous that common sense declared them intolerable. We were obliged to do nothing less than to maintain about 120 boarding children annually for the modest sum of fifty piastres a head, that is to say that for 14 sous a day, we had to provide a child with lodging. , food, clothing, books, paper, etc.; while no butler in the place would have consented to lodge a person for less than five piastres a week. Moreover, the government of the United States had allocated a certain sum for the furnishing or construction of the buildings, and, by an increase of unfortunate circumstances, the task had scarcely begun, when the money was already all spent. Well, thanks to the intelligence and activity of Fr. Duerinck, the mission met all the expenses and triumphed over all the obstacles. But what trouble and fatigue it cost him to protect his large family, his dear Indian children from poverty! Cross huge deserts to buy animals at a low price and bring them to Sainte-Marie; descend and ascend the Missouri, the space of several hundred miles; be continually on the lookout to discover a favorable opportunity for the arrangement and disposal of farm products; strive in every way to find means of subsistence; always imagining new resources, forming new plans, and executing new projects to meet the needs of the great family entrusted to him, this is what Fr. Duerinck so nobly undertook for the good of the mission, and how he succeeded perfectly. 

The Father had a strong character, or rather a virtuously courageous soul. The infirmities to which he was subject wrung no complaint from him, nor produced the least alteration in his manners. For him the winter seemed to have lost its cold rigors, and the summer its stifling heat. He constantly braved the bad weather of the seasons. We have seen him undertake a long journey in the greatest cold, and continue it in spite of the icy breath of the aquilon, so much so that on arriving at the house where he intended to lodge, he noticed that a few -some of its limbs had become as hard as stone from the cold, which had stiffened them; so that, in order not to lose the use of them, he had to bathe them in icy water. He neglected his sleep; he forgot his meals; he was ready for any sacrifice, in the interest of his wild children. In the midst of so much work and fatigue, he was always even-tempered, always serene, always patient, always equally affable. Neither the pecuniary difficulties, nor the embarrassments of every kind, which befell him every moment, could disturb the peace of his soul. The practice of humility was, so to speak, natural to him: nothing pretentious, nothing affected was ever noticed in his air; never a word that smacks of vanity from afar. He was completely unaware of those refined allusions by which self-love sometimes seeks to give importance to his personality. Although superior and highly esteemed by all who know how to appreciate good manners, his great pleasure was to apply himself, like the lowest of servants, to the vilest works. He was so dead to all that is called pride in life that he never opposed anything but an imperturbable brow to the bitter reproaches, to the insolent outrages which he sometimes received from people of little education. Very often, at the first opportunity, he avenged himself for insults by rendering a signal service of benevolence to the person who had insulted him. When he was reproached for being too kind to certain people who were known to be enemies of Catholics: “Well,” he replied, “we will force them to love us.” 
Father Duerinck was charitable, but with a prudent and enlightened charity. In short, no one has done the Indians of these parts more good. He liberally assisted the poor and infirm; he understood better than any other by what means the benefit of civilization is procured for savages; he helped them in every way, exciting them to work and rewarding industry. This succeeded so well that the Potowatomies of Sainte-Marie far outweighed those of other villages in terms of the qualities that make good citizens. Those who have had more intimate relations with the Father know how far his liberalities extended, and their prayers, inspired by the most sincere gratitude, will not fail to call upon our good Potowatomies the blessings of the God of mercy. 

The death of the good Father Duerinck is an incomparable loss. In him, Sainte-Marie has lost the one who was its soul and life; the Indians, a signal benefactor; widows, a good adviser; the mission, an excellent superior; and we, the best of fathers. This blow, as fatal as it was unforeseen, threw everyone into the most bitter mourning. Nothing could console us for such a sudden accident, if we did not know that nine years of pains and abnegation, of continual struggles against one's own inclinations, undertaken and sustained for the greater glory of God, are the best of all preparations for a holy death.” 

To this fraternal farewell, I will add, Madam, the homage which the agent of the government, Colonel Murphy, paid to Father Duerinck. When he learned of her death, he wrote in these terms to Major Haverty, superintendent of Indian affairs at Saint-Louis 
: , its salutary operations, with its habitual and regular system. At this moment (December 2), the mission and the whole neighborhood are plunged into a very melancholy mourning, caused by the sudden and unexpected death of its superior, Father Duerinck. I regard this loss as one of the greatest calamities that could befall the nation of the Potowatomies, of which he was the devoted friend and father. It is one of the decrees of Providence in its infinite wisdom, to which we must submit in all humility. Fortunately for the school of the mission of Sainte-Marie, the void left by the death of Fr. Duerinck can be filled. The children will continue to receive the same affability and instruction. It is especially the fathers of families and young people who lose the most by losing his good advice and his example. 

This, Madame, is a letter that is undoubtedly very consoling for missionaries, and very encouraging for those whom God calls to become one. 

Please recall me to the good memories of Mr. and Mrs. Bayer, and of Miss Rosine, and believe me with deep respect and esteem, 

Madam, 

Your very humble and very obedient servant, 

PJ DE SMET. 


I have the honor to be, my reverend and dear Father, 

Revae Vae in Cto, 

PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿
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CULT OF FIRE. 

FORTY-SIXTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Saint-Louis, November 14, 1857. 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

The ancient worship of fire has existed among our Indians from time immemorial. We find it in their traditions, as in the histories of almost all the nations which have had temples and altars where there was a pyre, a hearth, a brazier, in order to always maintain the fire there for the sacrifices. The Greeks worshiped fire under the name of Haitos and the Latins under the name of Vesta. Fr. Charlevoix represents the tribes of Louisiana, especially the ancient tribe of the Natchez, as maintaining "a perpetual fire" in all their medicine lodges, or temples. Among the Moquis of New Mexico, the sacred fire is constantly kept alive by the old men. They believe that great misfortunes would afflict the whole tribe if the fire were to go out. 

The superstition of fire was general among the Mexicans at the time of the conquest. In a book entitled: Inie Catotle in Ilhuicac, or Path to Heaven, printed in 1607 and 1612, we see that each of the eighteen months of the Mexican year was dedicated to a particular deity, honored by more or less solemn festivals. and almost always by human sacrifice. 

The first month, which began on February 2, was dedicated to Altcahuala, god of water retention; the second, to the god destroyer of nations; the third, to the god of the waters; the fourth, to the god of corn; the fifth, falling towards Easter, to the god Tezcatlipoca, who was like the Jupiter of the Romans; the ninth was dedicated to the god of war. 

The tenth month, called Xocolh-huetzi, began on August 4. There was then the great festival of the god of fire or Xuchten-hetli, with many human sacrifices. The living men were thrown into the flames. When they were half burned, but still alive, their hearts were torn out, in the presence of the image of the god. Then a large tree was planted in the middle of the temple courtyard, around which a thousand ceremonies and sacrifices worthy of the teacher of this festival were performed. It lasted longer than the others. 

On the eleventh day falls the feast of Toci, mother of the gods; on the twelfth, the feast of the Coming of the Gods; in the thirteenth, festivals on the mountains; the fifteenth month was reserved for the god of war and the seventeenth for the god of rains. 

January 12 began with the eighteenth month, called Itzeali, another fire festival. 

Two days earlier, on the 10th, in the middle of the night, a new fire was lit in front of the idol of the god, elegantly adorned. With this fire a large pyre was lit. The hunters brought everything they had killed or fished, and presented it to the priest, who threw it into the furnace. Then all the assistants had to eat very hot the tamalillos, that is to say small corn breads containing a little roasted meat. What was most singular about this festival was that, three years in a row, no human victim was immolated, and in the fourth year, the number of victims exceeded that of the other festivals. The king himself and the lords presented themselves in the midst of this heap of corpses to dance, and all sang, with respect and solemnity, the reserved song, which they call in their language Neteuhicuicaliztli. 

In a Treatise on the Idolatry and Superstitions of the Mexicans, manuscript of 1629, we see that what especially attracted the veneration of the Mexicans was fire. This is why this element presided over the birth and almost all the actions of the life of these poor victims of error. The child was born into this superstition. When he was born, the fire was lit in the mother's room and kept there for four days, without extracting the embers. It was believed that if the embers were separated, a cloud would suddenly appear on the newborn's eye. On the fourth day, the elders took the child and the fire from the room; then they passed the fire around the child's head four times, twice in one direction and twice in the other. The newborn was then given a name which was usually that of the animal or element to which the day of birth was dedicated, such as caiman, snake, tiger, eagle; etc., or water, fire, house, etc., etc. 

In the various sacrifices, there are also almost always candles and incense. 

We also find among them a mythological story which shows that a character, previously covered with leprosy, obtained the empire of the future century, for having passed through the trial of fire, and was transformed into a sun, to the great disappointment of other great personages frightened by the ordeal. Is this the cause of their respect for fire and the reason why they attributed a mysterious power to it? 

The Potowatomies say that Chipiapoos, or the dead man, is the great manitou who presides over the land of souls and who maintains the sacred fire there for the happiness of all those of his race who arrive there. I spoke of this in my Oregon Missions, p.285. 

Fire is, in all the Indian tribes I have known, the emblem of happiness. It lights up before all their deliberations. "Having extinguished the enemy's fire" means, for them, having won the victory. They attribute to fire a sacred character, which is everywhere noticed, in their uses and customs and especially in their religious ceremonies. They nourish, in general, mysterious ideas on the substance and the phenomena of fire, which they regard as supernatural. To see a fire rising mysteriously, in their dreams or otherwise, is the symbol of a soul's passage into the other world. Before consulting the manitous, or tutelary spirits, or before addressing the dead, they begin by lighting the sacred fire. This fire must come out of a pebble, or come to them mysteriously by lightning or some other way. Lighting the sacred fire with ordinary fire would be considered among them a grave and dangerous transgression. 

The northern Chippeways light a fire over each new grave, for four nights in a row. They say that this symbolic and sacred light illuminates the footsteps of the dead in their solitary and dark passage to the land of souls. Here is the origin of this sacred and funeral fire among this people. I hold the legend from the very mouth of our worthy and good Watomica. 

A small war party of Chippeways met the enemy on a large and beautiful plain. The battle cry was immediately heard, and they gave battle. Their leader was a distinguished and valiant warrior. On this occasion he surpassed himself in bravery, and many of his enemies fell under the redoubled blows of his formidable puzzle. He was already giving the signal and the cry of victory to his brave men in arms, when he received an arrow in the chest and fell dead on the plain. The warrior who receives his last blow while fighting is never buried. According to the old custom, he remains seated on the battlefield, his back against a tree and his face turned in the direction which indicates the flight of the enemy. It was the same with this one. His great helmet of eagle feathers was fitted neatly over his head. Each feather indicated a trophy or hair won in war. His face was carefully painted. They dressed him and dressed him in his finest garments, as if he were alive. All his equipment was placed at his side. His bow and quiver, which he had used so nobly in so many battles, rested against his shoulders. The post of the brave was solemnly planted in front of him. He received all the honors due to a great warrior. The ceremonies, the songs, the funeral speeches took place according to the custom of the nation in similar circumstances. His companions finally bade him their last farewells. No one had the slightest doubt about the glorious death of the Great Chief. Were they wrong? Let's see the rest of the legend. 

Although deprived of speech and of any other means of giving signs of life, the Chief distinctly heard all the words of the songs and the speeches, the cries, the lamentations and the bravadoes of his warriors. He witnessed their gestures, their dances and all their ceremonies around the post of honour. Her icy hand was sensitive to the friendly grip that gripped it; his lips, pale and livid, smelled of the ardor and warmth of the farewell hugs, without his having the strength to return them. Seeing himself thus abandoned, his anguish became extreme, like his desire to follow his companions on their return to the village. When he saw them disappear one after another, his mind agitated him in such a way that he made a violent movement; he got up, or rather seemed to get up, and followed them. Its form remained invisible to them. This was for him a new cause of surprise and annoyance, which aroused both his desolation and his despair. However, he determined to follow them closely. Wherever they went, he went too. When they walked, he walked; either walking or running, he was in their midst. He camped with them; he slept by their side; he awoke with them. In short, he took part in all their fatigues, all their pains, all their labors. While he enjoyed the happiness of their conversation, while he was present at all their meals, no drink was presented to him to quench his thirst, no food to quench his hunger. His questions and requests remained unanswered. “Warriors! my brave ones! -- he exclaimed with anguish and bitterness, -- do you not hear the voice of your Chief?.... Look!.... Do you not see my form?.... You remain motionless?..... You seem neither to see me nor to hear me?.... Stop the blood which flows from the deep wound which I received!.... Do not allow me to die deprived of help! .... that I am dying of hunger in the midst of abundance!.... O you, brave ones! whom I have so often led to war, who have always obeyed my voice, already you seem to be forgetting me!.... A drop of water to quench my thirst!.... A mouthful!... In my distress, you dare to refuse me!!!. At each relay, he addressed to them in turn his entreaties and his reproaches; but in vain. No one understood his words. If they heard his voice, it was to them rather like the passage or the dull murmur of a summer wind through the foliage and the branches of the forest. 

Finally, after a long and arduous journey, the war party arrived at the top of a high hill which overlooked the whole village. The warriors prepared to make their solemn entry. They decorated themselves with their finest ornaments, painted their faces with the greatest care, attached the trophies won, especially the hair, which they put at the end of bows, puzzles and spears. Then burst a unanimous cry, the cry of joy and victory of the Chippeways, the "Kumaudjeewug!... Kuniaudjeewug!... Kumaudjeewug!..." that is to say: they have met, or: they have fought, or: they have conquered!... This enthusiastic cry resounds throughout the camp. As was the custom, women and children went out to meet the warriors to honor their return and proclaim their praises. Those who had lost family members approached with concern and eagerness to inquire of their fate and to assure themselves that they had died valiantly fighting the enemy. The old man bent under the burden of age consoles himself for the loss of his son, if he succumbed bravely, arms in hand; and the pain of the young widow loses all its bitterness when she hears the praises given to the ghosts of her valiant husband. Glorious tales of battle kindle a martial ardor in the hearts of all young men; and children, still unable to understand the cause of the great celebration, mingle their little cries of joy and joy with the noisy and repeated acclamations of the whole tribe. 

In the midst of all this noise and all this rejoicing, no one noticed the presence of the High-Chief-Warrior. He heard the information that his close relatives and his friends came to take about his fate; he heard the story of his bravery, of his high deeds, of his glorious death in the midst of vanquished enemies; he heard of the post of the brave planted in his honor on the battlefield. “Here I am,” he cried, “I live, I walk! Look at me!... Touch me!... I'm not dead! ... Puzzle in hand, I will march again against our enemies, at the head of my braves, and soon, at the feast, you will hear the sounds of my drum.” No one heard him, no one saw him. The voice of the Grand Chief was no more to them than the perpetual sound of the waves, falling from cascade to cascade at the foot of their village. Impatient, he headed for his dressing room. He found his wife there in deep despair, cutting off her long hair as a sign of mourning, lamenting her misfortune, the loss of a beloved husband and the fate of her children. He tried to undeceive her and console her with the sweetest words; he went to embrace his dear children; but here again, all his efforts were in vain: people remained insensitive to his voice and his tenderness. The grieving mother sits down, leaning her head on her two hands. The Chief, suffering and dejected, begs her to bandage his deep wound, to apply to it the medicinal herbs and roots contained in his large bag of medicine; but she did not move; she only gave him tears and groans. He then put his mouth to his wife's ear and cried: "I'm thirsty!... I'm hungry!... Give me food and drink!..." The woman thought she heard a dull ringing in the ear, and pointed it out to one of her companions. The Chief, in his impatience, struck her hard on the forehead; she quietly brought her hand to the stricken spot and said sensing a slight headache. Frustrated at every step and in all his attempts to make himself 

known, the Warrior-Chief began to reflect on what he had heard, in his youth, by the great men-of-medicine. He had learned that sometimes the spirit, or the soul, leaves the body and wanders hither and thither as it pleases. So he thought that maybe his body was lying on the battlefield and only his spirit had accompanied the warriors on their way back to the village. He immediately resolved to return by the path he had followed, a distance of four days' march. The first three days, he had no meetings. On the evening of the fourth, as he approached the battlefield, he noticed a fire in the middle of the path he was following. Wanting to avoid it, he left the path; but the fire, at the same instant, changed its position and placed itself again in front of him. No matter how hard he tried to go to the right or to the left, the same mysterious fire always preceded him, as if to bar his entrance to the field of battle. 'I too,' he said to himself, 'am a spirit; I seek to return to my body; I want to accomplish my purpose. You will purify me; but you will not prevent the realization of my project. I have always achieved victory against my enemies, despite the greatest obstacles. Today I will win it over you, spirit of fire! He said, and, making a great effort, he threw himself through the mysterious flame.... He came out as if from a long rapture.... He found himself seated on the field of battle, leaning against a tree. His bow, his arrows, his clothes, his ornaments, his war apparatus, the post of the brave, all were in the same state and in the same position in which his soldiers had left them on the day of the battle. He looked up and saw a large eagle, perched on the highest branch of a tree above his head. Instantly he recognized his manitou bird, the same one that had appeared to him in a dream during his first fast on emerging from childhood, the bird he had chosen for his tutelary spirit and from which until then he had put the claw on the neck. His manitou had carefully guarded his body and prevented vultures and other birds of prey from devouring him. The Chief got up and stood for a few moments; but he found himself weak and dejected. The blood from his wound had stopped flowing, and he bandaged it. He knew the effectiveness of certain leaves and roots suitable for healing wounds; he looked for them, picked them up carefully in the forest, crushed some of them between two stones and applied them to himself. He chewed more and swallowed them. 

After a few days, he felt strong enough to attempt his return to the village; but hunger devoured him. In the absence of large animals, he lived on small birds that his arrows felled, insects and reptiles, roots and fruits. After much fatigue, he finally arrived at the edge of the river which separated him from his wife, his children and his friends. The Chief uttered the cry agreed in such circumstances, the cry of the happy return of an absent friend. The signal was heard. Immediately a canoe was sent to fetch him. During the absence of the canoe, the conjectures were many to guess the absent person who had just made hear the friendly voice of his approach. All those who had been part of the war band were present at the camp. The dead alone remained on the battlefield. "Isn't the stranger on the other side an absent hunter?... Or is this cry perhaps a bold ruse of the enemy to remove the hair of the rowers? ... The sending out of the canoe was therefore considered imprudent, because we had not made sure beforehand of the absence of an individual from the village. 

While on the other side all these conjectures crossed, the Chief-Warrior embarked. Soon he appears before them, amid cheers and cries of joy from all his relatives and all his friends. The Indians rush eagerly from all the boxes to shake hands and celebrate the happy return of their dear and faithful conductor. This day will be memorable and solemn for them. They give thanks to the Master of life and to all the manitous of the Indian calendar for the preservation and the return of their beloved Chief. The whole day is spent in dancing, singing and feasting. 

When the first outbursts of their astonishment and of universal joy had subsided and the usual tranquility had settled in the village, the Chief beat his drum to summon his people. He told him the whole story of his extraordinary adventures, and ended his story by making known to them and by imposing on the whole nation "the cult of the sacred and funereal fire," that is to say the ceremony which consists in hold a fire for four consecutive nights on each newly closed tomb. He tells them that this worship is beneficial and agreeable to the soul of the deceased; that the distance to the land of souls is four long days; that, in this journey, the soul needs a fire every night in its camp; that this funeral fire, lit on the tomb by the close relatives of the deceased, serves to illuminate and warm the soul during its pilgrimage. The Chippeways believe that when this religious ritual is neglected, the soul, or the spirit, is forced upon itself to perform the difficult task of making and maintaining its own fire, and that with the greatest inconvenience. 

Here I am, my Reverend Father, at the end of the Chipewaise legend. I give it to you as I received it. I am assured that it is very old. The worship of fire, among our Indians, comes from the worship of the primitive pagans, who, to purify themselves, jumped over a mysterious fire or lit in honor of some divinity. The laws of Moses forbade this practice to the Jews. 

I have one more word to add, Reverend Father, and I am finishing this long epistle. In my Twelfth Letter, on page 303 of your Précis Historiques, 1855, you will find that, in my visit to Ravens, encamped at the foot of the Rocky Mountains, I was the object of high veneration in the midst of these savages. . For what ? I was considered the bearer or keeper of the mysterious fire. Indeed, I carried a box of phosphoric matches in the pocket of my cassock. The savages had noticed that I used it to light my pipe or calumet. In a second visit, I learned the cause, very futile in itself, which had attached such great importance to my poor person. 

From time to time I receive news of these poor and unfortunate pagans. They don't forget the visits they received, and neither do I forget those children of my heart. They continue to request earnestly, each year, that missionaries be sent to them to baptize their children and to instruct them in the holy faith, which alone can make them happy in this world and lead them to eternal happiness. 

You asked me one day, my Reverend Father, during an excursion we made together during my last trip to Belgium, "What is the degree of civilization of the tribes I had visited?" I answered you: "I don't know all that is meant in Europe by this word civilization." It speaks of savages as exceptional beings and of another nature. They are men like us. They only differ from us because they are ignorant, poor, unhappy. But their heart is so good! There are even some who have a lot of natural spirit, and, what is even better, a lot of faith and virtue! Doesn't the end of my letter confirm what I was telling you? What recognition! What a desire to know God! 

If, then, it is a question of the civilization of souls for heaven, oh! we don't need your European civilizers here. Pray for the good Lord to send us missionaries, and we will make people happy! 

I recommend all these dear savages, our brothers in Jesus Christ, redeemed by the same blood and enclosed in the same Sacred Heart, I commend them all most earnestly to your holy sacrifices and to your good prayers. 

Please believe me with the deepest respect, 

My Reverend Father, 

Rae Vae servus in Xto, 

PJDE SMET, SJ
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HISTORICAL ACCURATE DELIVERY ; 

LITERARY AND SCIENTIFIC BLENDS 


JEAN NOBILI. 

FORTY-SEVENTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 


University of Saint-Louis, January 18, 1858. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

You have published a short obituary of Fr. Nobili in the Précis Historiques of 1857, issue 107, page 284. a testimony of entirely paternal benevolence, by sending you a letter with a copy of a correspondence from Father Congiato, new superior of the mission, on the death of his predecessor, and which you published in the 108th issue, page 293. 

For In addition to these data, I am sending you an extract from the San Francisco Herald, March 20, 1856, which consists of a biographical note on Fr. Nobili. Please translate it, if you find it interesting enough ¹. 

¹ The following is the translation that we were kind enough to do. (Editor's note.) 

On Monday, March 3, the funeral duties were returned to Father Jean Nobili, of the Society of Jesus, superior of the college of Santa Clara. 

The news of this death had spread with astonishing rapidity throughout the surrounding country. This monk was generally known throughout the State, and all those who had made the acquaintance of the good Father could not help maintaining for him the highest esteem, and very often a very deep attachment. We can therefore understand what great pain this sad news caused everywhere. At San Francisco in particular, when the telegraph had transmitted this funeral announcement, an indescribable mourning covered, so to speak, the whole city. The sadness and dejection which manifested themselves on all sides made it clear that everyone had lost an excellent friend, and that California had suffered a great loss, a public loss. It was only a short time yet that this worthy monk, so well known, had been seen in the streets of San Francisco, and it was with the greatest difficulty that one could believe that it was all over. of him, and that henceforth we would no longer see him among us. 

Father Nobili was born in Rome on April 8, 1812. His parents, distinguished by their piety, brought up their children according to the true principles of Christian morality. His mother, of whom he always spoke with the most affectionate respect, was a model of all the virtues which adorn a mother. His father was a lawyer. 

Still young, Jean was entrusted to excellent masters. His progress, in the different studies to which he was applied, might presage all the elevation he would have in a more mature age. Endowed with natural talents of a superior order, he exerted his efforts to develop them, and his masters found pleasant and easy the task they had of adorning his faculties and increasing his knowledge. But as his intelligence matured, his heart, that part which is so neglected nowadays in the plans of education, was not left to itself to be invaded, as a land is. untended, by weeds. The seeds of virtues were sown there early. They took deep roots there and acquired great strength long before the passions and principles of a corrupt world could lead it astray or give it an evil tendency. His mother's pious advice has always been an effective stimulant of virtue for Jean Nobili, and he was careful never to forget it. The pious wishes of his parents were carried out, and all their tender care fully rewarded by the progress of their son in fervor and devotion, as well as in secular sciences. 

But their joy was at its height when he announced to them, still at a tender age, the generous resolution he had taken to devote himself entirely to the service of God. He was only sixteen. Having completed his first studies in the Roman College, he entered the Society of Jesus on November 14, 1828. 

During his novitiate, a period of probation intended to see if one has the qualities necessary to live according to the rules of the Society, he stood out for his regularity and punctuality. His character had greatness. His superiors named him prefect of novices. 

Later, his talents showed themselves so brilliant that, when he studied the humanities and rhetoric, his compositions in Latin verse and others were read in all the public sessions, without having undergone any correction in advance. In 1831 he began his studies in philosophy. In 1834, destined to teach the humanities, he taught them in the Roman College and in the colleges of Lorette, Plaisance and Fermo. The superiors had such a high esteem for the knowledge he had acquired in rhetoric that he was appointed to preside over the public exercises of five colleges of his Order in Italy. He began his theological studies in 1840, and was ordained a priest in 1843. 

Shortly after, he asked and obtained permission to go and preach the Gospel to the savages of North America. Accompanied by Fr. De Smet, he went to Oregon, via Cape Horn, towards the end of the year 1843. During this tedious crossing of about eight months, he had to endure great privations, and attacked by a disease of the pericardium. On arriving at Fort Vancouver, he was charged with the spiritual care of the Canadians who are employed by the Hudson's Bay Company, as well as of the Indians, whose numbers are very considerable along the borders of the Columbia. The vessel he was on was near perishing against the bar of Colombia. The captain was three days in discovering the mouth of the river; finally it was pointed out to him by the sight of a ship emerging from it. 

On arriving, with his companions, in Oregon, Father Nobili found himself in the presence of an evil which exerted its ravages. It was kind of a flow of blood. It was considered contagious. Doctors attributed it to the unhealthy qualities of the river water. A great number of savages died of it, especially among the Tchinouks and the Indians of the Cascades. They were largely encamped along the banks of the river, on their way to Vancouver in order to find there the help of a doctor. It was a favorable occasion to exercise the holy ministry. Fr. Nobili grasped it with the greatest zeal. 

He applied himself carefully to studying the language of the Indians, and, after a short time, he was able to speak several dialects. In the month of June 1845, the Father left Wallamette, accompanied by a novice Brother, to visit the tribes of New Caledonia, among whom he made several apostolic excursions. 

It would be impossible to give anything more, in this notice, than a very weak idea of the miseries, the privations and the sufferings of the good Father Nobili, during his stay among the savage tribes. The following description will give us some information about the country. We extract it from the work of Father De Smet, which bears the title: Missions de l'Oregon, n° VI, p. 80. 

“We passed for some time through rolling forests of pines and cedars, into which the light of day scarcely penetrated. Soon we entered dark forests where we were forced to cut our way with ax in hand, to avoid these piles of trees toppled and piled up by the storms of autumn. Some of these forests are so dense that at a distance of twelve feet I could not distinguish my guide. The surest way out of these labyrinths is to rely on the sagacity of your horse. If the reins are left to him, he follows in the footsteps of the other beasts of burden. It is an expedient which has served me a hundred times. 

Everything scary you can imagine seems gathered here to inspire dread. Precipices and ravines ready to swallow you up; gigantic peaks and elevations of different colors; inaccessible elevations; fearful and impenetrable depths, into which the waters continually rush with noise; oblique and narrow paths, by which one must finally climb; several times I had to assume the position of a quadruped and walk on my hands. 

The natural pyramids of the Rocky Mountains seem to defy the efforts of human inventions. They serve as a place of rest for the clouds which come to stop there and surround their gigantic summit. It is the hand of the Almighty who laid the foundations. He allowed the elements to form them, and from age to age they proclaim his power and glory.” 

Wherever Father Nobili took his steps among these Indian tribes, he was received with open arms, and children were brought to him to be baptized. The extract from the Journal of RP Nobili, dated Fort Corville, June 1856, and published, by Fr. De Smet, in the Missions of Oregon, num. XVII, makes known the zeal of the missionary. 

“I baptized, at Fort Vancouver, more than sixty people, during a dangerous disease which reigned in the country. Most of those who received baptism died with all the marks 

of sincere conversion. On the 27th of July last year, I baptized, at Fort Okinagane, nine children, among whom were those of the chief of the Sioushwaps. The good chief seemed overjoyed when he saw the Black-Robe heading for his country. I left on the 29th of the same month and followed the brigade. Every evening, I said the common prayer to the whites and the Indians. Along the way, I met three old men, who begged me earnestly "to have pity on them, to make them worthy of heaven." After having instructed them in the duties and the principal truths of religion, as well as in the necessity of baptism, I administered to them and to forty-six children of the same tribe, what seemed to be the height of their desires and wishes. , the Blessed Sacrament of Regeneration. 

On the 11th of August, a tribe of Indians from Lake Superior met me on the river at Thompson. They received me with all the marks of a sincere and filial friendship; they followed me for two days, and left me only after having demanded and obtained the formal assurance that I would come to evangelize them during the fall or winter. 

Arrived at the fort of the Sioushwaps, the chiefs of the tribes came to congratulate me on my happy arrival among them. They built a large cabin, to serve as a church and a training hall, during my stay at the fort. I baptized twelve of their grandchildren there. When the time for salmon fishing arrived, I had to part with regret and for a few months from these dear savages, and I continued my journey towards New Caledonia. 

On August 25, I arrived at Fort Alexandria. The same signs of joy, the same marks of friendship and affection greeted me among all the tribes I met. To my great joy and against my expectation, I found a large wooden church at the fort. I returned there in the autumn and stayed there for a month, absorbed from morning to evening in all the exercises of the holy ministry. The Canadians went to confession; I blessed several marriages there and distributed Holy Communion to many of them. Twenty-four children and forty-seven adults received baptism. 

On September 2, I embarked on the Frazer river, and, after having run many risks in this dangerous navigation, I arrived, on the 12th, at Fort George. Here as elsewhere, I was received with the same joy and the same affection on the part of the savages. Fifty Indians had come from the Rocky Mountains and had been patiently awaiting my arrival for nineteen days for the consolation of attending the baptismal ceremonies. I baptized twelve of their children and twenty-seven other people, ten of whom were sick and of an already advanced age. Surrounded by a large number of savages, I performed the ceremonies of planting the Cross. On the 14th, the day of the Exaltation of the Holy Cross, I embarked on the river Nesqually, and on the 24th I arrived at the fort at Lake Stuart. For eleven days I gave instructions to the Indians. I was fortunate in obtaining the abolition of the custom of burning the dead and of inflicting burns and other torments on the husband or wife of the deceased. They solemnly renounced all idolatrous juggling. The great hall of the feast, where their superstitious rites were held, was changed into a church; it was blessed and dedicated to God, under the patronage of Saint Francis Xavier. The planting of the Cross then took place, with all the ceremonies customary on such an occasion. Sixteen children and five old men received baptism. 

On October 24, I visited the village of the Chilcotins: this mission lasted twelve days, during which I baptized eighteen children and twenty-four adults, and celebrated eight marriages. Here I blessed the first cemetery and I buried, with all the ceremonies of the ritual, an Indian woman, the first who had converted to Christianity. I then visited two other villages of the same tribe; in the first, I baptized twenty people, including three adults; in the second, two chiefs received baptism with thirty of their people. I made two marriages there: I abolished concubinage wherever I went. Among a nation neighboring Fort Alexandria, I baptized fifty-seven people, including thirty-one adults, and blessed nine marriages. 

After returning to the Sioushwaps, I baptized forty-one people, eleven of whom were adults. I visited five other small tribes, among which I baptized about two hundred people. I did the ceremonies of the planting of the Cross in eight different places, and found there four wooden churches built by the savages. 

Each tribe or village of Indians in New Caledonia consists of about two hundred souls. 

In the vicinity of Fort Alexandre, the number of savages rises to 1,255. -- In New Caledonia, at Fort George: 343: at Lac à Frazer: 238; at Lac à Stuart: 211; at Lac à McLeod: 80. 

Among the different tribes of the Barbine Indians: 1,190. -- Tribes in the vicinity of Bear Lake: 801, -- In all: 4,138. -- People of the river at Thompson, or land of the Sioushwaps or Antnass. The number of Sioushwaps proper is 583; Okinawans: 685. -- Population of the northern branch: 525; from Lake Superior: 322; from La Fontaine to Frazer Lake: 1.127; Indian Knives: 1,572. -- In all: 4,814. -- Total number: 8,952. 

» NOBILI. Fr. Nobili, during his 


stay in New Caledonia, had to endure great privations. For a whole year, he had to subsist only a kind of moss or grass, and roots that he pulled from the ground. His food was usually horse meat, and often he was reduced to eating the flesh of dogs or wolves. What he had to suffer from cold, hunger and other privations is known only to God. To men, the thing would seem incredible. 

After having made among the savage tribes a stay of six years, during which he showed himself a worthy disciple of Jesus Christ, by bringing men back to God and by uprooting the vices which dominated among them, to obey the orders of his superior, he abandoned his dear savages and came to California in 1849, in very weak health. 

He remained some time in San Francisco, and then went to San Jose, where he remained until the spring of 1851. While he resided there, he excited the admiration of that city with its inhabitants of all the denominations, by his tireless labors. When, in 1830, cholera was wreaking havoc there, the horse of the man of God was saddled night and day, so as not to waste a minute of time and to be able to go immediately to those who demanded his services. The works of Fr. Nobili are well known in this place. They will live forever in the memory of those who received help from them or witnessed them. 

In the spring of 1851, Mgr. the Archbishop of Alemany designated him for a mission in Santa Clara. As soon as he entered into this new office, he began the foundation of the college of Santa Clara. This college is so successful that it is known as the premier educational institution in this state. 

It is not necessary to speak of his pains and labors since the establishment of the college of Santa Clara. The whole state well-known and appreciated them. It is not here by a simple way of speaking that we say that the greater glory of God, the motto of his Company, was the main motive of all his actions. What shall we say of the profound solicitude with which he watched over this college? He applied himself with incessant attention to favoring its increase, to directing its progress, to promoting its interests and to augmenting its material resources. He had a paternal kindness and affection for the pupils entrusted to his care. He was affable and obliging to those who visited him and exercised hospitality with consideration. His conduct towards all was polite and agreeable, but full of a dignity which won him the respect and admiration not only of lay Catholics, but even of those who did not recognize his spiritual character. He was scrupulously exact in fulfilling even the smallest observances of religion. The divine service was for him full of charms: he loved its offices, its liturgy, and he had an extreme attention for all that concerns the beauty of the sanctuary, for all that concerns in some way the external glory of the mysterious daughter of the King of the sky. Finally, his lively faith, his irreproachable morals, his pure life, his zeal, his charity and his other innumerable virtues made him shine like a burning light before his people and before “those outside. All of these traits and a great number of others no less remarkable are precious in the eyes of God, full of edification for men and honor the memory of the deceased. We need not stop here to develop them further: the dazzling glory which already surrounds them has given them a luster to which our words can add nothing. However, one thing we cannot help but relate is the exemplary patience and resignation with which he bore sorrows and endured sufferings, especially the painful pains of his last illness. The disease that prevailed, tetanus, is very painful. The sufferings which it usually causes were further increased by the irritability of the patient's nervous constitution; nevertheless the Father endured everything with courage and with complete resignation to the divine will. He asked others to help him with their prayers, so that he could obtain the grace of perfect resignation. At his last hour, during the moments which immediately preceded his death, when his eyes wandered around him as if to ask for some consolation and some help, each time they fell on the crucifix, they stopped there, relieved and consoled. by this image of the divine Redeemer and by the memory of the sufferings of Jesus Christ. It was while kissing this image that Father Nobili closed his eyes and his spirit returned to his Creator. 

After the death of this regrettable Father, nothing was omitted from what the Catholic worship prescribes or from what the respect and affection of his companions could suggest to honor the remains of the deceased. His body was carried immediately to the mission church, and placed on a catafalque in front of the high altar. 

Msgr. Archbishop Alemany solemnly celebrated the Requiem Mass, assisted by Rev. Llebarra, Vicar General, Fr. Gallagher, pastor of the Cathedral of St. Mary in San Francisco, and other Jesuit Fathers. Father Gallagher pronounced the funeral oration, and gave an eloquent and touching summary of the religious and worthy career of Father Nobili. It is to him that we are especially indebted for the principal facts which we have related in this imperfect notice on this illustrious apostle of California, who devoted himself entirely to religion and to the education of youth. 

Accept, my reverend and dear Father, with this biographical sketch of one of my traveling companions in Oregon, the assurance of my affectionate respect. 

PJDE SMET.
 
﻿
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CHAPLAINCY IN U.S. ARMY 

SENT AGAINST MORMONS AND SPOKANES; PAWNIES AND OGALLALLAS BAPTIZED IN THE DESERT, IN JUNE 1858. 

FORTY-EIGHTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

New York, September 19, 1858 

My Reverend and dear Father, 

You will no doubt be very surprised to see that my letter is dated New York. I was about 300 leagues above St. Louis, on the march with the army for the Utah Territory, when the commanding general received, with the news that peace had just been made with the Mormons , the order, given by the Secretary of War, to return to the United States. The various companies of the army were disposed of, and I returned to Saint-Louis. 

Another war has since broken out in northern Washington Territory, west of the Rocky Mountains. General Harney is sent there. At his express request and by order of the government, I accompanied him to this region. 

We will embark tomorrow for Aspinwall. From there we will go by rail to Panama, where we will embark again for San Francisco, and then we will take the steamer again to Fort Van Couver, on the Columbia River, to continue the route towards the fort Walla-Walla and the country of the Spokanes, which started the new war. The distance from these parts to St. Louis is from 5,000 to 6,000 miles. 

The struggle, I fear, will be great. My position, humanly speaking, will not be cheerful. If I am there, it is in the hope that my presence may be of some use to the poor and unfortunate savages, who have allowed themselves to be drawn into this hostility against the United States, and to prevent the Catholic Indians from join them. Our Fathers are, for the moment, in great danger in these distant countries. I implore the help of your good prayers for them and for me. 

In a last desert run, made in the month of June of this year, I had the consolation of baptizing 208 little children of the nation of the Pawnies and the Ogallallas. The little girls received the first names of the pupils who were in the boarding schools run by nuns that we visited together in Belgium, and where you had asked for the list of baptismal names. These students will not forget, I am sure, to implore Heaven in favor of these poor little Indian girls who have been abandoned and deprived of religious consolation. 

Please present my respectful homage to the RP Provincial, to the RP Rector, as well as to all the Fathers and Brothers, and ask for the help of their good prayers. The journey will be very long and the dangers of all kinds will be very great. 

I have the honor to be, 

My reverend and very dear Father, 

Your most devoted servant and brother in Jesus Christ, 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
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	CONTEMPORARY CRONIC. 

AMERICA. -- UNITED STATES AND WILD. -- This country offers a stark contrast of good and evil. New churches, touching ceremonies, marks of piety given by soldiers who escaped shipwreck, conversions, come to console Christian hearts for the losses caused by biblical propaganda; and the new mission of Father De Smet among the savages, added to so many other dangerous expeditions of this missionary, gives rise to happy hopes. Let us briefly develop this summary. 

Catholics have recently opened many new churches, and have started several. Already had been consecrated: at Pittsburgh, the Church of the Trinity; in the diocese of Hartfort, a church to the Mother of God; in the diocese of Philadelphia, the church of Our Lady of Seven Sorrows; in Baltimore, the Church of the Immaculate Conception. The Catholic Propagator of New Orleans gives the following list of newly erected Catholic churches: “Last July 1 was celebrated the dedication of St. John's Church, Northbusch, NY, Diocese of Buffalo. On the 4th took place that of the Immaculate Conception, in West-River, RI, by Mgr. MacFarlane. On the same day, that of a new church in Salmon Falls, NH by Msgr. Bacon. On the 18th, the cornerstone of St. Paul's Church, at Federal-Hill, Diocese of Baltimore, was laid by RG Ruland. Two sermons were preached on this occasion, one in English, the other in German. On the same day, the Vicar General of St. Louis, the RJ Melcher, celebrated the dedication of a beautiful church in Dujon, Warren County, Missouri. On the 20th took place that of the Church of the Immaculate Conception in Jackson, in the same State. On the 29th of the same month of July, still in the same State of Missouri, the laying of the first stone of a church dedicated to the apostles Saint Peter and Saint Paul in Boonville took place, by R. Mac-Meller. These constructions and dedications of new churches, which follow one another so frequently, must rejoice the hearts of Catholics and give birth there to great hopes for the future progress of the faith in the United States. In several dioceses, in addition to the annual retreats for priests 

, the bishops held their synods. A correspondence from Armonia has given, on several dioceses of America, news full of edification and interest. We extract the following two. 

“A ceremony, which excited the admiration of Protestants and the piety of Catholics, took place in Brooklyn, near New York, in the Catholic Church of Saint Paul. The vessel Emilia, coming from Havana with 180 Spanish soldiers bound for Spain, was attacked by a terrible storm: it lost all its masts, was obliged to throw all its cargo into the sea, and could only a kind of miracle finding its salvation in the port of New York. To thank Providence for having been protected by it, the Catholic soldiers went to a solemn mass of thanksgiving, which was attended by the Spanish consul and a large crowd. 

The fact which has produced the greatest sensation is the conversion of the famous American artist Guillaume Rauney, who died in the last days of November at West Hoboken, near New York. He had chosen this residence as the most favorable to the inspirations of a painter, and it was in this admirably situated place that he composed all the paintings which placed him in the first rank of American artists. His ambition was to be a true American artist, to represent subjects borrowed from America and to treat them in perfect harmony with the ideas of this country. In this respect he has certainly been surpassed by no one. Several of his compositions have been engraved, and are generally admired for the faithfulness with which they depict American life on the plains of the West... G. Rauney professed no religion, like those who, being born in Protestantism, are left free to choose a religion as they please; but he had always had a great veneration for the Catholic Church and he enjoyed the company of an Italian missionary from the diocese of Nice, the Abbé Cauvin. In the last three months, this missionary introduced Rauney to the acquaintance of Mgr. Bayley, Bishop of Newark, American by birth, and former Protestant minister. Msgr. Bayley succeeded in directing the artist in the choice of a religion, and was not long in persuading him to receive baptism, He brought him himself into the bosom of the Church, and prepared him for death. 

In our issue of October 15, we inserted a letter from Father De Smet, departing, with the American army, for the country of the Spokanes, at a distance of 5,000 to 6,000 miles from Saint-Louis. The judgments passed on this missionary at the time of his departure with General Harney against the Mormons, give an idea of the happy results that can be expected from his new mission. 

We read in Saint-Louis' correspondence in the New York-Freeman's Journal, dated July 12: "I told you that Fr. De Smet was uncertain whether he would accept the post of chaplain of the expedition Utah military, or whether he would go directly to his Oregon Indians. He has decided to accept, and by now he must have arrived in the city of Lac-Salé. From there, as soon as circumstances permit, he will go to his dear Indians in the Columbia Valley. Fr. De Smet left before him a considerable amount of baggage, consisting of the objects necessary for the various missions. Many of our Catholics in St. Louis contributed greatly to providing him with everything he needed. Only one house, from which he had purchased goods for $400, refused to receive any money in payment. I will not tell you his name, because these generous benefactors of our missions who have given so nobly, would not like to be praised in the newspapers. The Fur Company also took charge of transporting the crates free of charge, which is a gift of more than 1,000 dollars. The dollar is worth 5 francs 42 c. 

“The government of Washington,--said the Universe,--could do no better than to secure the assistance of the great apostle of the savages of Oregon, and his presence in the army will be more useful than several regiments, owing to the influence of the missionary on the Indian tribes. If the converted savages show themselves pacific towards the Americans, the other nations of Oregon are in a state of open hostility; and in the month of June Colonel Steptoe was completely beaten. in an encounter with the savages, who killed him several officers and a number of soldiers. United States troops are unable to resume the offensive in northern Oregon; the surveying and reconnaissance of the road to Fort Benton had to be abandoned, and the Indians would reign supreme over the country until the army of Utah could send reinforcements from the side of the Oregon. About the same time, one wrote from New York to the Emancipation: “It is not only 

by consideration and invitations that the Protestant Americans mark the respect which our clergy inspires in them; if necessary they recognize its salutary influence. Thus the entire press of the United States learned with joy of the appointment of Fr. De Smet to the difficult duties of chaplain of the American army in Oregon. This missionary, whose stories the faithful of Europe have read with so much joy and curiosity, enjoys an extraordinary influence among almost all the savage tribes of the West. The Blackfeet and Flatheads of the Rocky Mountains obey him as a monarch, and the Shoshone and Comanche revere him no less. There are not until the Texian tribes scattered on the banks of the Rio-Grande, among which the Big-Black-Robe is not as well known as was formerly the beard of the Old-of-the-Mountain of the Ishmaélites of Persian Iraq. If it is possible to tame the ferocious instincts of General Harney, Father De Smet is the only one capable of achieving it. Indeed 

, the raised Indians, like the Spokanes, are tribes worked up by Methodist missionaries and bitterly excited against Catholics by prejudice. That's the fact. “It is an ugly fact, an ugly fact, -- says the Freeman's Journal of New York; -- but this fact exists. The Spokanes, who attacked Colonel Steptoe, were under a Methodist missionary and very bitterly excited against the Catholic missionaries, whom they would have killed if they could have got hold of them." The Catholic tribes, on the contrary, remain friendly to the United States. This consideration gives the meaning of Father De Smet's mission. "This truly apostolic man, -- says the American sheet again, -- has passed more than a quarter of a century among these Indians and others, bearing with them all their distresses, their famines, their defeats in the war with d other tribes, their nomadic and miserable life. More than thirty-seven years ago, a bold and young missionary, a buyoant young missionary, he left his parents' house, at the interior call of God, who destined him to be the patriarch and the messenger of heaven to poor Indians within the limits of the United States. Last Monday (September 20), his eyes still intrepid and his strength intact, this man, good and tall, took passage on the steamer with General Harney, under the humble name, which no one envies, of a poor chaplain. Fr. De Smet's new journey will interest all the friends of 

the missionary and of humanity, and will considerably lengthen his itinerary, which already represents an area of land traveled equal to five times around the globe. Fr. De Smet was shipwrecked three times. We have published one of his letters containing the account of the incident which lost the Humboldt. One can judge of the dangers that this monk had to run in crossing the Atlantic seven times, if one casts a glance at the sad assessment of the tragedies of the sea which the Courrier des Etats-Unis recently gave. "Twenty years ago," he said, "the Sirius inaugurated steam navigation between the two hemispheres. In this lapse of time, thirteen steamers perished on the Atlantic, and, except in four cases, where everyone was able to be saved, these disasters were so many funeral pages for humanity. Here is the statement of this sad statistic, to which the disaster of Austria has just given a lugubrious apropos: 

1. President, fate unknown, 130 victims. 
2. Columbia, passengers rescued. 
3. Humboldt, ditto. 
4. City of Glasgow, fate unknown, 420 casualties. 
5. City of Philadelphia, passengers rescued. 
6. Franklin, ditto. 
7. Arctic, sunk, 322 casualties. 
8. Pacific, fate unknown, 240 casualties. 
9. Lyonnais, collision, 16” 
10. Tempest, fate unknown, 150” 
11. San Francisco, sunk, 160” 
12. Central America, sunk, 422” 
13. Austria, burnt, 500”
 
﻿
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CONVERSION AND CHRISTIAN DEATH - OF THE ONLY SON OF A PROTESTANT AMERICAN SENATOR. 

FORTY-NINTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, May 7, 1858 ¹. 

My reverend and dear Father 

The United States has lost one of its greatest celebrities, in the person of Colonel Benton, who for thirty years was a senator from Missouri in Congress. He had the most magnificent funeral here, attended by more than 20,000 people ². 

¹ This letter reached us, like some others that we will publish, before the departure of Fr. De Smet for his new expeditions. 

² Thomas Benton died in Washington on April 10 at the age of 76. “All parties, -- says the Universe, -- agree to wear mourning for a man who distinguished himself by the austerity of his character and by a total absence of ambition. The newspapers recount, in great detail, the last moments of a life devoted entirely to his country. But from this supreme struggle of a soul about to leave the earth, we see only political preoccupations, and not an aspiration towards God. The Hon. Mr. Benton belonged by name to the Presbyterian sect, and yet not a minister was called near him, not a prayer was said at his bedside. Such is the spectacle which the great men of Protestantism invariably give. 
The United States Courier ends its obituary of Mr. Benton with these words: “This off-line existence was crowned with an end of truly ancient grandeur. The old athlete literally saw death approach step by step, without a movement of weakness and confusion. Already one foot in the coffin, he dictated the last sentences of his book, settled the details of publication with his publisher, and had a supreme interview with the president in which the affairs of the country found their place. The men who thus know how to leave life can be counted in history. 
It is said -- and we are inclined to believe it -- that Mr. Benton's last whispered words expressed his wishes for the future of the Union. By measuring in his thoughts, ready to be extinguished, the abyss which separates the epoch of his first memories from that of his supreme hour, he must, in fact, have carried into his grave more than one bitter reflection, more of legitimate apprehension. The New York Herald says, for its part: "The interview between the President and Mr. Benton, a few hours before the death of the latter, was prolonged for a long time, and Mr. Buchanan retired deeply moved . 
. Mr. Benton spoke to him of his extreme solicitude for the condition of public affairs, as well as of his painful apprehensions for the imminent dangers which threaten the country. The dying man urged the president to rely on divine assistance, and not rely on men, who would deceive him.” 
Despite this absence of any outward religious manifestation, we want to believe that the celebrated statesman was even more preoccupied with the future of his soul than with the future of his country; and what inspires us with this confidence is the conduct of Mr. Benton six years ago, when a great family affliction came upon him. At this time, his only son died after having converted to Catholicism, and the unfortunate father showed himself full of gratitude towards the holy Jesuit, instrument of this conversion. In 1852, Fr. De Smet wrote a letter on this subject to one of his colleagues. Since the death of Mr. Benton, the venerable missionary of the Rocky Mountains has authorized the Catholic newspaper of New York to make his letter public. (Editor's note.) 

At the request of the editor of Freeman's Journal in New York, I sent him the details of the conversion of Randolph Benton, who died in 1852, the only son of the senator, and here, on this subject, the contents of a letter which I had addressed, on April 1, 1852 to the RPM..., in Baltimore, and which the New York newspaper published. 

When Kossuth was sowing political and religious discord in the middle of our town, God came, through the conversion of several Protestants, to console his slandered children. In response to the desire expressed in your last letter, I will give you particulars of the conversion of young Randolph Benton, the only son of the famous and honorable Thomas Benton, one of the most eminent statesmen of this vast republic. 

This great man, who served his country for thirty years as a senator from Missouri, with the greatest distinction and the most patriotic zeal, professes, together with all his family, the Presbyterian religion. Randolphe, endowed with great natural talents, was, although still very young, difficult to govern, which caused much anxiety to his worthy parents, especially to his respectable father, who had founded on him his greatest hopes. He was only twenty-two years and four months old when death took him from his family, and he had already traveled through most of the states of the Union, New Mexico, California and Oregon. At the age of fourteen, he had accompanied his brother-in-law, the famous Colonel Fremond, in his exploration of the Great Western Desert. Four years later he resided for some time in Westphalia, Missouri, where we have a residence, and there applied himself to the study of the German language, under the direction of one of the Fathers. Perhaps it is to this circumstance that we must attribute the great respect for our holy religion which he afterwards showed. I will briefly give you the details of his conversion. 

Young Benton had returned from New Mexico to St. Louis, and had been there with his parents for a few weeks. He conceived the idea of applying himself to the study of sciences and languages. With this intention and on the advice of his father, he presented himself to the rector of the University of Saint-Louis, asking to be admitted as a day student, if his advanced age refused him entry as a boarder. 

All the arrangements had been made for his admission and his studies, when, a few days later, Randolph was attacked by a bilious diarrhoea, which soon reduced him to excessive weakness. 

Meanwhile, the honorable senator met me in the streets of Saint-Louis and gave me the sad news of his son's illness. At his request, I visited the patient and found him in a very alarming state. Young Benton expressed to me the great joy he felt on seeing me, and thanked me for my visit. I sat down by his bed, and exhorted him to put all his trust in divine Providence and in the mercies of the Lord. My words were listened to with extraordinary attention, and the young man showed at the same time great feelings of piety and resignation to the will of God. "Lord!..." he cried. -- Yes, the Lord sends us what is good for us.” I then spoke to him of the essential points of religion; young Randolphe gave his assent to it in terms filled with unction and piety. The senator was present at this interview. Seeing his son in such a Christian mood, he shook my hand affectionately; then, leading me a short distance from the bed, he said to me with transport: “Oh! how consoling! My son's words fill me with joy, despite the affliction that tears my heart! Bless God! If he dies, he will die a Christian! The venerable old man burst into tears and retired to an adjoining room to hide his emotion. 

I returned to sit down by Randolphe's bed, and he made known to me his desire to be received into the bosom of the Catholic Church. "With all my heart," he said to me, "I desire to receive baptism. Heaven is doing me a great favor! My father will no doubt agree to it. 

I immediately entered the apartment where the senator had retired, to communicate to him the wishes of his Randolphe and to console him with the story of his son's religious dispositions. I spoke to him at the same time of the urgency and the necessity of baptism. The senator willingly consented. He would have liked the ceremony to be delayed “until the soporific doses, administered to the patient for a day, had procured him some rest;” but there was danger in this delay. This forced sleep worried me. I pointed out to the senator that the ceremony would only impede the patient's rest for a few short moments, and that it would even serve to calm his mind. Mr. Benton then begged me affectionately to fulfill my holy ministry to his son. 

Randolphe received his father's consent with joy and gratitude. He immediately prepared to worthily receive the Blessed Sacrament of Baptism. While I conferred it on him, he devoutly crossed his arms on his breast, and, raising his eyes to heaven, he prayed with great fervor and thanked God for the signal grace that he deigned to grant him. I then urged him to try to rest, and, having left the patient, I went to fetch the Holy Eucharist and the Holy Oils. 

An hour later, I received the following letter, written by Colonel Benton: 

“Half past eleven, March 16, 1852. 

“My dear Father De Smet. As soon as you left me, I entered his room. No sooner had he seen me than he asked me: “Are you satisfied with what I have done? I replied: “Very satisfied. Then I told her not to stop the effect of the sleeping pills she had been given and to rest. "Peace and happiness," he replied, "have done me more good than sleep could." After these words, lying on his back, he raised his eyes to heaven, and with a serene air, in a clear, calm and accented voice, he said: "Thank God, I feel happy!" Then turning his eyes towards me, with the same look and the same tone of voice, he repeated the same words and said to me: “I had intended to do this for a long time; but I didn't know if you would have been satisfied with it. I told him he made me happy; and, indeed, it is the first feeling of consolation that I have in these last five days and these last five nights which have been so terrible for me. So, my dear Father, everything is in your hands now. You gave me peace by giving it back to my son. Your beloved, THOMAS H. BENTON.” 

Here is another letter that the colonel addressed to me the day after Randolphe's death. 

“Dear Father De Smet. I present to you, by this envelope, Mr. Burke, friend and school companion of my poor child. Please talk to him. He will tell you that it was a long time, if one can use this term in this short life, that my son meditated on taking the step he took. He will give you very consoling details, as he gave me, and will prove to you, what moreover we already knew by our own observations and by the words which we heard from the mouth of my child himself, that it was neither his bed of pain nor the approach of death which led him to do this act, but his own heart, in the happiest state of health and spirit. Your beloved, THOMAS H. BENTON.” 

Young Benton was surrounded during his last hours by many of his close relatives and friends. In all his lucid moments, he never ceased to show the deepest gratitude towards the divine goodness which had brought him to the fold of Jesus Christ. He received the last sacraments with great feelings of piety, and on March 17, towards sunrise, he fell asleep quietly in the Lord, with the firm hope of exchanging this mortal life for a better one, a life without end in the sky. 

The funeral took place at the cathedral. Msgr. the archbishop himself performed the ceremony and delivered a fine speech well suited to the occasion. This speech, with the edifying scene of his son's last moments and conversion, cannot fail to leave a deep and favorable impression on the mind and heart of the venerable and illustrious senator, who shared the feelings of happiness, so piously and so tenderly expressed by Randolphe, before and after having had the happiness of receiving the grace of baptism. 

This, my reverend and dear Father, is an edifying tale for your readers. Do not forget me in your holy sacrifices and in your prayers. 

Rae Vae servus in Christo, 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1859 - letter 50 - The Mormons.

	
FEBRUARY 1, 1859171st 

HISTORICAL ACCURATE DELIVERY; LITERARY, SCIENTIFIC BLENDS 

THE MORMONS. 

FIFTIETH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 


Summary. The founder of the Mormon sect; the Book of Mormon: origin, name, etymology; other books; organization of the sect; settlement in Illinois and the Rocky Mountains; city of Salt Lake and Utah; Mormon population statistics; Brigham Young, current leader; his revolutionary ambition; US shipping; organization of Mormon troops, and secret or Masonic society. 

University of Saint-Louis, January 19, 1858 ¹ 

¹ This letter reached us, like some others that we will publish, before the departure of Fr. De Smet for his new expeditions, and, consequently, before the war against the Mormons. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

I propose to give you, in this letter, a short note on the fanatical sect of Mormons, against which the government of the United States has just sent troops, in order to subject them to the laws or to force them to leave the country. The facts which I shall relate of the origin and history of this singular people are chiefly drawn from a book recently published by John Hyde, who was Elder or minister of the Mormon sect. 

The founder of the Mormons is a man named Joseph Smith, from an obscure family and born on December 23, 1805, in Sharon, county of Windsor, in the State of Vermont. The whole life of this man, from his youth, was marked by fanaticism, deceit and vice. More than fifty reputable and respectable persons who knew him in Palmyra, New York, where he had settled with his family, testified under oath that Joseph Smith was regarded as a man without moral character and given to vicious habits. By 1820 Smith had embraced Methodism. In April of the same year, he claimed to have had a revelation from Heaven, while he was busy praying in the woods. He said that God the Father and Jesus Christ his Son had appeared to him, and told him that his sins were forgiven, that God had chosen him to restore his kingdom on earth and to spread the truth of the gospel again, which Christianity as a whole had lost. In 1825 Smith, forgetting his revelations as well as his pretended divine mission, again indulged, as he had of old, in blasphemy, fraud, drink, and all sorts of vices. Then, he says, an angel appeared to him and revealed to him the existence of a book, written on gold plates and containing the history of the ancient inhabitants of America. This is the origin of the Book of Mormon on the Golden Bible, which is the Koran of these new Mohammedans. The next day Smith went to visit the place where the angel had told him he would find the book; it was on the slope of a hill, between Palmyra and Manchester. He claimed to have found there, in fact, gold plates enclosed in a stone box; but this time he tried in vain to remove them. There was, he says, a great contest between the devil and the angels over him; but, although the devil was defeated, the angel did not give the book to Smith, who did not receive it until four years later, September 22, 1827. 

The Book of Mormon is, like the Koran, a tissue of contradictions, quotes and absurd inventions. The whole thing is mixed with various passages taken from Holy Scripture. It is even proven that the part given as historical is only a plagiarism of a novel by Solomon Spalding, whose manuscript Joseph Smith supposedly stole. Spalding had written, under the title of Found Manuscript, a novel on the origin of the savages of America. He died before publishing it. After his death, his widow came to settle in the State of New York, and it is known that Smith sometimes worked in the neighborhood of his house. Some time after the Book of Mormon was published, she discovered that her husband's manuscript had disappeared. Several of Spalding's close relatives and friends recognized the Manuscript found there, slightly altered. Spalding had been in the habit of reading them long extracts from his novel; the singularity of the facts, of the names, of the style, which was an imitation of that of Scripture, had so struck them that they did not forget it. Now, the Book of Mormon had the same characters, the same strange names, the same incredible facts, the same style. Jean Spalding, the author's brother, expresses himself on this question as follows: “My brother's book was titled The Manuscript Found. It was a historical novel about the first inhabitants of America. It was intended to demonstrate that the American Indians were the descendants of the Jews or the Lost Tribes. There was given a detailed description of their journey by land and sea, from their departure from Jerusalem until their arrival in America, under the orders of Nephi and Lehi... I recently read the Book of Mormon. To my great surprise, I found almost the same historical matters, the same names, etc., as they were in my brother's writings. Several other persons, who had known Solomon Spalding well, and most of whom had not known Joseph Smith at all, gave similar testimonies under oath. 

The Book of Mormon probably takes its name from one of the chapters in this novel. A descendant of Lehi obtained the plates of gold, brass, etc., on which the prophets had engraved the history of the journeys and wars of their race, and this descendant was called Mormon. He made a compendium of this story and gave it to his son Moroni. This one having added to it an abridgment of the history of Jared, contained the whole in a box, which he buried on a hill, the year 400 of our era. Smith, saying he was chosen to give the world this marvelous book, claimed to have received the gift of understanding and translating it. He did not write this translation himself, but he dictated it. During the dictation, he hid behind a curtain made of a bed cover, for the plates were so sacred that even his secretary was not permitted to contemplate them. To give an even higher idea of his Golden Bible, he explained the title in his own way. According to him, the word Mormon comes from the Egyptian word mon, which means good, and the English word more, which means more; so Mormon literally means better. Now, the Bible, says Smith, in its widest meaning means good, since the Savior said in the Gospel, according to St. John: "I am the good Shepherd." The fanatical and ignorant people believe in all these fables. 

The Book of Mormon, though the best known, is not the principal of the sect's religious books: the Book of Teachings and Covenants, containing some of the revelations which Smith claimed to have obtained from Heaven, is looked upon, by his disciples, as the book of the law that God has given to this generation. Smith published still further revelations, which are contained in a small book called the Pearl of Great Value. Much of Smith's doctrine is merely a repetition of the works of various Protestant sects. He imitated Muhammad in the infamous immorality of allowing polygamy. To all this his successor added more abominable doctrines on the nature and attributes of God. 

Smith organized his new religion in 1830. He then had only six followers. The following year, having obtained new adherents, he sent out the Elders two by two to preach the new doctrine. When the number of his disciples had become considerable enough, he established a colony of them in Missouri; but their conduct determined the inhabitants of that State, first those in the vicinity of Independence, where the Mormons had first settled, and then those in the vicinity of the town of Liberty, to drive them out of their territory. In 1834, the Mormon sect adopted the pompous title of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, and hence Mormons called themselves Latter-day Saints, or simply Saints. 

Smith and his followers, having received, in 1839, a large tract of land from the State of Illinois, in a beautiful locality on the banks of the great Mississippi river, there built the flourishing city which they called Nauvoo, built there a magnificent temple; of which only the ruins now remain, and lived there until 1844, when again they rendered themselves odious to the inhabitants of that state. They were therefore attacked by an unbridled multitude, and the self-styled prophet Joseph Smith and his brother Hyrum were murdered in the prison of Carthage. 

In 1845 these persecutions continued, and the Mormons, forced at last to quit Nauvoo, resolved in council to seek a solitary and permanent abode in some fertile valley at the foot of the Rocky Mountains. They carried out their project in 1847, penetrated into the desert at a distance of more than 1,200 miles, and founded a new city on the shores of the great Salt Lake, at the foot of a high chain of mountains, forming a portion of the eastern limits of what is called, in the geography of the United States, the Great Basin. Brigham Young, successor to Joseph Smith as prophet and leader, was their leader on this long and arduous journey. The Grand-Bassin valley extends over a space of 500 miles from north to south, and 350 from east to west. It is formed by the Sierra Madre mountains, which bound it to the east, and by the Goose Creek and Humboldt mountain ranges, which terminate it to the west. The whole territory of Utah, which the Mormons occupy, contains 187,923 square miles. The lake, which is now only 70 miles long and 35 wide, probably once filled the entire valley. On all sides, on the sides of the mountains, at a uniform height, one still sees the traces which the waters alone seem to have been able to make. In 1841, I traversed a large part of this valley, in my races in the Rocky Mountains. The country was then wooded and pleasant, watered by fountains and streams, winding around the valley. Since the Mormons occupied it, the forests have largely disappeared on the slopes of the coasts and mountains, and, as the snows are more exposed to the rays of the sun and melt more quickly, the fountains dry up and the streams barely give enough water in the spring to supply the irrigation needs of cultivated fields and herds of domestic animals. 

The city of Lac-Salé now has about 15,000 inhabitants. They are mostly English, Scots and Swedes. Barely a quarter of Mormons are American by birth. They are found scattered here and there in towns and villages on all the plains and all the valleys of the territory of Utah, so named after a tribe of savages who inhabit this country. This territory is bounded to the north by Oregon, to the west by California, to the east by the territories of Nebraska and Kansas, to the south by New Mexico. The total number of inhabitants of the territory does not amount to 50,000, although the Mormon chiefs, from selfish motives, say that it amounts to much higher. The number of Mormons scattered in different countries is traced back to nearly 300,000. They send their emissaries to all parts of the globe. They are careful not to present Mormonism in its real colors to those who are not prepared to accept it as it is. It is said that there are among the Mormons of Salt Lake a large number of people who have accepted the new sect only in expectation of finding there an earthly paradise with unlimited abundance for all their needs. When once they have arrived in Utah, it becomes very difficult for them to escape the prepared traps and the despotic power of the chiefs. 

Brigham Young, president of the Mormon Church and governor (rebel today) of the territory of Utah, enjoys absolute authority among his people. This man is, like Joseph Smith, originally from Vermont. He was born in Wittenham on June 1, 1801. Having embraced Mormonism in 1832, he soon became a close friend of Joseph Smith. Since becoming the leader of the Mormons, he has shown boundless ambition, but also talents superior to Smith's. He works to establish Mormonism throughout the Americas. 

As for the territory he governs, he wants to make it an independent state in the Confederation. He has often stated that he will never allow another to become governor of Utah. He challenges the authority of the President and of all of the United States. The judges and other officers whom the general government has appointed for the civil administration of Utah, have been compelled to leave the territory where they have found themselves unable to exercise their functions. Young established tribunals in his own way, and in the courts of the United States which he tolerated before his rebellion, juries only passed their sentences according to his orders. The government finally resolved to enforce its authority, even by force, if necessary. Consequently, in the course of last autumn (1857), a troop of 2,500 soldiers was sent to the territory, to maintain the new government and all its staff. 

At this news, Young immediately prepares for resistance. The troops had already crossed the borders of Utah, but the rigors of winter stopped them about one hundred and fifty miles from the capital of the Mormons. These did not remain idle: they surprised a convoy of seventy-six wagons, looted and burned them. All the pack animals, horses, mules and oxen, were taken away by them. This loss is estimated at one million dollars. The troops, badly lodged and badly nourished, will suffer much and terribly if the winter is rigorous, as it usually is in the high parts which they occupy. As soon as the good season opens, great reinforcements will be sent to them. There is a great diversity of opinions here on this matter. Many say the war will be long and cruel, and that the Mormons will resist to the death. A big demonstration on the part of the government will be necessary, no doubt, and I think that as the new forces approach rebel territory, the Mormons will move away from it, having set fire to all their dwellings, and that they will be on their way to take possession of a new land, perhaps Sonora or some other still sparsely populated beach in the vast Mexican territory. This fanatical sect will only find rest outside of any other civil jurisdiction; it will master all and subjugate all to itself, unless it is itself mastered in time and removed. 

One more word on the Mormons and I'll finish. A new organization was given to the Mormon troops. In 1840 Smith organized the Nauvoo Legion, and compelled all his followers, from the age of sixteen to fifty, to join it. This little troop has continually grown, and retains its old name. No effort is spared to make the soldiers perfect in drills and military discipline. They are headed by officers who served under General Scott in the Mexican War. Young's entire army could, if necessary, be raised to the figure of 8,000 men. This number of soldiers would be in no way to be feared if they were not all animated by a spirit of fanaticism, which would make them fight, if they came to blows, with a stubbornness similar to that which animated the first Mohammedans. Besides the community of religion and interests, there is another bond between them: many are bound to their president and prophet Young by horrible oaths. There exists among these people a society which they call the Mormon Endowment. One is admitted there in the midst of the ceremonies most capable of inspiring a superstitious terror. The initiates swear blind obedience, as understood by the secret societies of Europe. The death penalty awaits those who violate their oaths. If the Mormons want war, as they loudly proclaim, the opportunity will present itself sometime this year; but they will not be able to offer a long resistance to the troops of the United States. 

I have the honor to be, 

My Reverend Father, 

Rae Vae servus in Christo, 

PJDE SMET, SJ
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DISCOVERIES OF THE MISSIONARIES AND TOMB OF FR. MARQUETTE. 

FIFTY-FIRST LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. . 

St. Louis University, 1858³. 

³ This letter, like a few others, reached us before Fr. De Smet left for his new expeditions. 


My reverend and dear Father, 

A Protestant newspaper of New York, the Evening Post, has given some interesting information on several of our former Fathers. I am sending it to you so that you can publish the translation if you think fit. 

Summary. Missionaries were the first to import silkworms, mulberries and cinchona into Europe; they get salt from Silina and wine from grapes; introduce the cultivation of wheat to the Illinois and that of sugar cane to the Mississippi; exploit myrica cerifera; copper, localities; and first geographical maps; the PPs. Jogues¹, Raymbout, Marquette, Menard, Dablon; death of Fr. Marquette, true location of his tomb, translation of his remains; manuscripts. 

¹ see the Précis Historiques of 1855, p. 173: Isaac Jogues, first missionary from New York. 

In these times when the spirit of sect dominates, we have examined, with good faith and with severity, the conduct of the Fathers who were the first missionaries of the desert. All gave them this testimony of having been truly men of abnegation and sacrifice, matured in the sciences, but humble of heart and saints of life, accommodating themselves to the savage while sparing his prejudices, in order to prepare the way for lead and direct it. 

Without wishing to discuss their merit on this point, we owe the Jesuits a debt of gratitude for having fixed the attention of Europeans on the most precious discoveries which have come to us from Asia and America. The Jesuits were the first who, in spite of the vigilance of the Chinese, and after repeated attempts, succeeded in bringing to Italy the silkworm first, and soon after, the mulberry tree, the insect's own food. It is also to the Jesuits that we owe our knowledge of the tonic qualities of cinchona, the bark of Peru, which was vulgarly and for a long time called the bark of the Jesuits. 

² To the English word bark, which means bark, S. Stone's English Dictionary adds “Jesuit's bark, the cinchona. Here is what the Dictionary of Trévoux says about it: “Bark which comes from the West Indies, which is an admirable remedy for intermittent fevers; it is compact, reddish in color, with a bitter taste. Cinchona cortex. The tree from which it is taken grows in Peru, in the province of Quito, on the mountains near the town of Loxa. It is also called Quinaquina, or China-China. The inhabitants of the country call it Ganapéride, and the Spaniards Palo de calenturas, that is to say drink of fevers. This tree is about the size of a cherry tree. Its leaves are round, serrated. Its flower is long, reddish in color; it is followed by a pod which contains a flat, white almond, enveloped in a thin membrane. There are two species, one cultivated, and the other wild: the cultivated is much better than the other. Quinaquina has only been known to Europeans since the year 1640. The Jesuits of Rome gave it a great reputation in Italy and Spain in 1649. Cardinal de Lugo brought the first to France in 1650. He was there first sold by the weight of gold, because of its marvelous virtue of curing fever. Being reduced to powder, it was called the powder of Cardinal de Lugo. The English call it Jesuit powder, because it was they who brought it from India and made it known in Europe. (Editor's note.) 

A Father, named Simon Le Moine, missionary among the Onondaguas in 1654, expresses himself thus on the salt drawn from Silina ¹. “We make salt from it as natural as sea salt; we sent a sample to Quebec.” 

¹ In spite of all the searches made in the dictionaries and the maps which embrace the whole expanse from the Mississippi to the Atlantic, it has been impossible to find information on the Salt springs of Silina. 

A Roman Catholic priest was the first who, in the northwest, where perhaps it had never been made, made wine with grapes from this country: he was Father Zenobius, missionary to the Illinois. . "When we ran out of wine," he wrote, "for the celebration of the divine mysteries, we found means, towards the end of August, of procuring wild grapes which were beginning to ripen, and we made very fine wine. It was used to say mass until the second disaster, which happened a few days later. 

The Jesuits were the first to introduce the cultivation of wheat to the Illinois, as well as that of sugar cane in the Mississippi valley. The martyr Rasles, a member of the Society of Jesus, speaks of the vegetable wax known in commerce as provided by the grains of a shrub, myrica cerifera. This is the first notice we have found on this curious production. "The islands of this sea," he said, "are bordered with a species of wild laurels, which, in autumn, produce small grains like those of the juniper. From a quantity of three bushels of these grains, one can draw nearly four pounds of this wax, as pure as it is beautiful. An immense quantity of these laurels grow in the islands and on the shores of the sea, and in such great numbers that a person can, in a day, easily pick up four measures or bushels of these grains. They hang like clusters. I sent a branch of it to Quebec, as well as a wax cake, and they found the whole excellent." 

We have already discussed what Father Dablon says, in his report from 1666 to 1670, about the copper of Lake Superior, and of the whole northwestern part: the surroundings of the great lakes, the Saint-Lawrence river and the upper Mississippi. Nothing was known until the Fathers gave their reports. The maps which they traced there are still considered to be of remarkable exactness, and they were the first drawings of this country which had been seen. 

In 1608, Champlain founded Quebec. He gathered monks, who joined him successively; he visited all the Indian tribes from the strait to Niagara and from Lake Nipissing to Montreal. "Five years before Elliot, of New England, had spoken a single word to the Indians six miles from his Boston retreat, the French missionaries planted the Cross at Sault Ste. on the country of the Sioux and on the valley of the Mississippi. In 1641, two Jesuits, Isaac Jogues and Charles Raymbout, were sent to Sault-Sainte-Marie. Marquette left Mackinaw on June 4, 1662, and we conclude that a station had been established there before that time. In 1660, the veteran Ménard embarked to raise the Cross of Sault-Sainte-Marie, planted twenty years earlier by his companions Jogues and Raymbout. It enters Reewenaw Bay of Lake Superior; but while his numerous projects push him towards the Sioux of the upper Mississippi, he perishes in the forests by the ax of the Indian or by hunger. In 1668, we find Fr. Marquette settling on the American side of Sault-Sainte-Marie. The following year Fr. Dablon arrived; a church is being built. About the same time, mention is made of La Pointe, which seems to have been an intermediary or rallying point between the country of the Illinois and that of Lake Superior. 

Bancroft reports, according to Father Charlevoix, that Marquette's death was sudden, and, humanly speaking, unforeseen for himself and his retinue. Here are the circumstances. He had erected an altar, and after saying mass he asked his men to leave him alone for half an hour. When they returned, they found him dead. The body was buried in the sand, on the very spot where it had fallen, and a cross was placed there to mark its place. 

A work, published in 1852, by Redfield, on the discovery of the Mississippi and the North-West, and on the researches made there, a work edited by John Gilmary, threw light on this account. It proves that Fr. Charlevoix did not do enough research for his memoirs, because his works on Canada were written before the dissolution of the Jesuit college in that country, and he could have had recourse to the writings that Shea did. to print. Here is how these writings were published. When the Jesuits were banished by the British government, the venerable Father Cazot, feeling that his death would remove the last member of the Society of Jesus from Canada, deposited the manuscripts he possessed at the Hôtel-Dieu, which is the hospital in Quebec, and they were carefully guarded there by the superior until someone presented himself to whom they could be entrusted. In 1844 they were given to a member of the Jesuit Order. 

According to these manuscripts, which have all the characters of authenticity; it seems that Fr. Marquette was warned, as well as his faithful neophytes, that he was going to die; for he had made all the preparations for this solemn moment. He had prescribed all the prayers to be recited, and chosen the place of his burial. We now know, thanks to these details, that Father Marquette does not rest "near the little river which bears his name," as every school story has repeated, according to the greatest chroniclers; after two hundred years, his Requiem has resounded under other winds and near other waters than those of Lake Michigan. 

He was buried on the edge of this lake, as is commonly said. The cross which stood there marked the place of his tomb for the Indians. Two years after his death, on the very day of his birthday, the Kiskakus, who had been his herd, on returning from their hunt, stopped before the remains of their father, and, according to their Indian ideas, they resolved to dig it up and transport it on their mission. They immediately set to work: the bones are placed in a pretty bark box; the flotilla changes, to continue on its way, into a funeral procession, and the missionary completes, after his death, a journey that life has not allowed him to complete. A number of Iroquois joined them, and when they approached Mackinaw, other canoes advanced to meet them, along with the two local missionaries. There, over the waters, resounds a solemn De Profundis, which is continued until the body has been laid ashore. They carried him to the church, with the cross, prayers and torches, burning like his zeal, and incense, rising to heaven like his sighs. In the church, a mortuary sheet had been prepared according to established custom, to receive the coffins. The little box of bark was placed there, and after the solemn service it was placed in a little vault in the middle of the church. There he rests, someone said, like the guardian angel of our mission in the Ottawas. It still rests there, because I can't find anything to indicate that it was transposed into the sequel. A vague tradition, like that of his death, claims, according to Father Charlevoix and others, that he was still at the mouth of his river; but it is certain that it was carried to his church in Old Mackinaw, in 1677. This church, to judge from a manuscript relation of 1675, had been erected after Father Marquette left Mackinaw, probably about 1674. The establishment of the post of the strait caused the Huron and Ottawa Christians to leave Mackinaw, and the place remained deserted. The missionaries, despairing of being able to do any good among the small number of pagans, and pagan wood-runners, who still languished in this place, resolved to abandon the post and set fire to their church, around 1706. , another was built; but she is long gone. 

Another, more detailed account, from which what we have reproduced seems to have been borrowed, was written by Fr. Claude Dablon, collaborator of Fr. Marquette in Sault-Sainte-Marie. It is reported there that “the Indians, before removing the body of Fr. Marquette from the place of his burial, opened his tomb, discovered the body and found it the flesh and the desiccated entrails, but whole, without the skin having suffered the slightest corruption.” This did not prevent them from dissecting it, according to their custom; they washed his bones, dried them in the sun, put them carefully in a box of birch bark, and carried them to the house of Saint-Ignatius. The convoy consisted of about thirty canoes neatly lined up, in which were a large number of Iroquois, who had joined our Algonquins to honor the ceremony. 

We learn further that "all the French Indians of the place, with the two priests, after having forced the convoy to stop while approaching the place of its destination, made the ordinary questions, as if the remains which they wore were really those of Fr. Marquette. They laid them on the ground, as has been said above, under the solemn chant of the De Profundis, and they were left, covered with the stove, all day long on Pentecost Monday, June 8, and the following day. When the funeral honors had been rendered, his remains were placed in the small vault in the middle of the church. 

In a note, it is said, on the testimony of Hennepin, that the church was surrounded by palisades twenty-five feet high, that it was situated near a large point of land, opposite the Maekinaw Island, which indicates the place designated in the manuscripts as being "Old Mackinaw," as it is commonly called today .
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HISTORICAL ACCURATE DELIVERY ; 

LITERARY, SCIENTIFIC BLENDS 

CURRENT CONDITION OF THE INDIANS AND CRUEL DEATH OF WABIEHINAKA 

FIFTY-SECOND LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

to the director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

During the past year, we told our readers about two new missions entrusted to Fr. De Smet in the American army. As chaplain, he accompanied first the troops sent against the Mormons, and then those which were directed against the savages west of the Rocky Mountains. The Précis Historiques of 1858 gave an account of the first expedition (p. 302), and we announced the result of the second, or the Peace of the Indians of the West with the United States, in the volume of that year, 1859 ( p.94). Father De Smet had written to us, before leaving for the West, that he proposed to visit, after this expedition, his good savages of the Rocky Mountains. Since then, we haven't heard from him. 

The following letter predates several of those we have already published. 


University of Saint-Louis, November 28, 1857. 

My reverend and very dear Father, 

In another letter, inserted in the Précis Historiques of 1855, p. 380, I spoke to you of the present condition of the Indians. I come to talk to you again today about what is happening, in this vast country, with regard to these poor savages, and how we will manage, in the end, to get rid of them entirely, by destroying a nation after the other. I will end this letter by giving you a fact chosen from among a thousand: the cruel death of a Lenni-Lennapi, a close relative of our Watomika. 

First, here is what the highest authority in the land declares, in general terms, to all the states and territories of the great Republic. The Home Secretary's latest annual report reads: 
'Hitherto the Indians have found themselves at the mercy of some sort, and subject to the violence and injustice of unconfessed whites, and guided by their unbridled passions, or purely for a venal purpose. 

When they find themselves deprived of protection and under the influence of such men, unworthy of the name, they are cruelly beaten, and often without cause and without motive they are massacred. A bloody revenge, which follows almost every attack, then becomes the general topic of conversation and of the newspapers, without however showing the circumstances of the cruel provocation which gave rise to it. A boundary war then erupts between the Aborigines and the new settlers who have taken over Indian lands, and government forces are invoked to protect the whites. The war takes place, and it requires heavy expenditure. A large number of respectable citizens lose their lives there; war retards the progress of the people and gives little security to the settler; it often ends in the annihilation of almost entire tribes. This conduct, namely the destruction of a people whom Providence has placed under our protection, a destruction which originates in such beginnings, is unworthy of our civilization, and revolts all feeling of humanity. 

The story of the Redskin, the Man of the forest and the plain, the wrongs he received; his resentments then; the fatal and inevitable fate that pursues him, touches upright and compassionate hearts and draws tears of pity. The immense region which they once occupied is very rapidly filling up with whites of European races. From 3,000,000 that they were at the time of the revolution against England, the mother country, they have now reached the figure of 27,000,000, and before the end of this century this figure will be still more than trebled and won't be far from 100,000,000. If we consider the events and the nature of things, the astonishing speed with which everything is going on this continent, we can conclude that the Indian must succumb and that his end is rapidly approaching. However, let's face it, this fate is very hard and very cruel. It seems evident that the American Indian could never subject himself to the laws and manners of civilized life, such as we understand it fairly generally nowadays. His very nature, independent and romantic, is repugnant to all constraint. Insensibly, therefore, and as American civilization extends its domain, the Indian tribes disappear and become extinct. European emigrations succeed each other like the waves of the sea; they must look for ways out; the pioneers are gaining ground and advancing more and more into the deserts. This march will continue until everything is filled. 

The valor of King Philip of Pokanoket, the eloquence of Red-Jacket, the indomitable resistance of Tecumsek, the insults and wrongs inflicted on Osceola, the heroism of Logan, friend of the Whites, plunged into mourning at the sight of the massacre infamous of his wife and children; the noble resignation of the Patriarch of the Foxes, the devotion of Pocahoutas and the virtues of Catherine Tegahkouita, the illustrious Iroquois virgin, belong to history and have served as a text for our greatest orators and poets. But thousands more, whose hearts were as closely tied to their own homes and to the tombs of their fathers, have passed into oblivion, without a pen to perpetuate the memory of their noble efforts to defend them and to their misfortunes. It is on the primitive inhabitants of these beautiful countries that the execrations of an unjust and cruel world have never ceased to rain down; it is to them that the whites attach the epithets of savage, pitiless, vindictive, bloodthirsty. I ask you, should we leave the ranks of the whites to find more bloodthirsty, more cruel and more unjust beings against their weak victims? When the Indians see their homes passing by fraud and violence into the hands of their pale-faced neighbours; when they see the Whites becoming a powerful people, and themselves melting as the Whites approach as the snow melts as the sun rises; when they become weaker and weaker and are condemned to leave forever these primitive lands, which the Great Spirit, in his munificence, gave them and which contain the ashes of their fathers; those smiling and green plains, where bound immense herds of wild animals, and which the plow comes to furrow; those majestic rocks, those ancient forests, those smiling groves, which the greedy white man, hammer and ax in hand, comes to break and cut down; when they see all these horrors, then, in the hearts of the Indians, despair takes the place of hope, and, under the influence of the excited and bewildered nature, they commit excesses, which then fall back, with a redoubled of violence and cruelty on their own heads. To speak of the thousand conquests of white people over the children of the forest is only the repetition of the old story of their first arrival on American soil, the repetition of acts of injustice and cruelty, some blacker than others. others. The heart is moved at the sight of the numerous mounds or Indian tombs which the plow quickly makes disappear; these are the last monuments erected in memory of the brave, who died fighting for their homes. 

Piratowing, accompanied by his wife and two children, a widowed sister with her nineteen-year-old son, left their peaceful and quiet homes, situated in a beautiful forest of oaks mixed with ash and walnut trees, on the edge of a small river of crystal clear water. Chief of the Lenni-Lennapi, Piratowing was resolved to expose himself to the dangers and fatigues of a long and painful journey, wishing to go to Washington, the capital, to talk there with his Grandfather, the President, in the interest of his nation. It was then the time when, on the western frontier, every foot of ground was contested by the whites against the Indians. Steamboats, so admirably furnished to meet all needs and so well adapted to the smallest conveniences of travellers, had not yet appeared on the waters of the majestic rivers of these countries. Piratowing, with his little band, embarked in a canoe about thirty feet in length. In this time, it took one or two months to cover this great distance. 

They descended, anxiously and cautiously, the turbulent and wide Missouri, standing right in the middle of the river, to take advantage at once of the rapid current of its waters, and to put themselves more sheltered from the danger of the hostile parties of Indians. , lying in wait for their prey at the exit of the thick forests and the thickets that one encounters at every moment along the shore. The sun had risen and set several days in succession without an unfortunate accident having disturbed them and stopped them in their journey. Already they had crossed the frontier of the great field of battle, where unceasing efforts of savage and undisciplined valor fought valiantly to resist the approaches of usurpation and civilization. Piratowing no longer feared murderous blows from the shore; the sounds that struck his ear from time to time were no longer for him the footsteps of invisible enemies on the lookout. He was a friend of the whites and on his way to visit his Father. Security naturally produces a relaxation of vigilance and precaution. 

At the end of a beautiful and pleasant day, the weary arms of the rowers needed a rest, and they had just brought in the paddles. The canoe was still following its peaceful course in the middle of the current, when Piratowing, noticing a favorable place to pass the night, spoke to his nephew and said to him: "Wabiehinaka, let us reach the shore at the foot of the point where the beautiful grove that is in front of us. Let us tie the canoe to the old sycamore which stretches its long branches above the river, and let us spend the night on the ground under its foliage. -- "The place is well chosen," replied Wabiehinaka, "I gladly comply with your wishes: we are going to moor. While my uncle will choose the place of the camp, I will go and slaughter a deer or a few turkeys for our supper. Game seems to abound in these parts; because during all this beautiful day, he showed himself numerous on the edge of the river. The boat was immediately directed towards the point. 

When they had come within a distance of about fifty yards from the appointed place, the creaking of a dry branch attracted their attention. They looked in the direction from which the noise came, and at the same moment an armed band of twenty whites rushed from behind the point, shouting: Death to the savages! In all haste the canoe was turned round; but before they had time to reach the open sea or the middle of the river, the report of twenty guns at once broke the silence of these vast solitudes, and a hail of bullets and lead was discharged on the canoe. The young Wabiehinaka was already on his feet, his trusty weapon in hand, and his shot went off almost at the same time as the shots of the aggressors. He had taken aim at the one who seemed to be leading the movement, and, at the same moment, the reckless white man and the brave young man fell, mortally wounded. The mother, sobbing and in tears, runs up and supports the head of her son Wabiehinaka; the blood streams from his chest in abundance; he throws a last look of filial affection on his desolate and despairing mother, on his uncle and his chief; he has only time to say a few words of consolation and encouragement to them, and expires commending himself to the Great Spirit and his Manitous. 

The night was already wrapping the canoe in its dark cloak; the current had carried it away, far from the point, inhospitable and fatal. The leader, in the deepest silence, tried to reach the shore in a favorable place to disembark. Despite the darkness of the night, he could see, a short distance away, at the foot of a high rocky hill, a thick grove of wild apple trees crowned with vines and filled with hazelnut trees. The place offered all the advantages for its double purpose: a night camp sheltered from danger, and a safe tomb in which to deposit the noble victim. A small fire was soon lit, and they hurriedly ate a sad and humble meal. 

On this foreign soil invaded by the Whites, far from the ashes of their fathers, they dug a pit which was to receive the mortal remains of the young Wabiehinaka. The work accomplished, they watched the rest of the eight, around the tomb, in the midst of moans and the most bitter tears. Imagine this group plunged into mourning and that the darkness of the night makes it even sadder! It was for the isolated family of the Lenni-Lennapis a frightful night, filled with anguish and pain! Who could tell the deep bitterness of this poor mother? She watered with tears this only and dear son, her only consolation and her last support, her dear and noble son Wabiehinaka, whom a barbarous and infamous hand had come to snatch from her so pitilessly! 

As soon as the dawn began to appear, Piratowing assisted the mother in rolling a large stone over the solitary grave, to protect it from the ravages of wolves and other carnivorous animals, and to serve as a monument. Around sunrise, the little band continued on their way, heartbroken by the event of the previous day, but with a glimmer of hope for a happier future. The trip was long, painful and dangerous, 

Piratowing had the happiness of talking to his Grandfather and explaining to him the affairs of his nation and his own misfortunes. He was well received and well maintained in the capital. Comforted and laden with presents, he set off again and finally returned, safe and sound, to his desert village. 

A series of years had elapsed since the event which I have just traced for you. A venerable old man, with snow-white hair, bent under the burden of age, stood beside the simple funeral stone. The hastily erected mound over Wabiehinaka's grave had disappeared without leaving a trace. A tear wet Piratowing's eye, -- it was he, -- as he related the unfortunate incident to his grandson; and his lips quivered as he ended his narration by saying, “O Shemoka, Shemoka, ugh nega! O White, O White, you have been very unjust towards us!” 

The bones were then carefully dug up and locked up in a leather bag. On his return to his village, the venerable and old chief confided them again to the earth, next to his father's ashes. Shortly after fulfilling this last religious duty, Piratowing died, mourned and mourned by all his nation. 

I have the honor to be with the deepest respect, recommending to your holy sacrifices and to your prayers the poor Indian tribes, 

My reverend and very dear Father, 

Rae Vae serves in X°, 

PJDE SMET.
 
﻿
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LOUISE SIGHOUIN - SAVAGE OF THE COEURS-D'ALÊNE TRIBE - DEAD IN THE SCENT OF HOLINESS, IN 1853. 

I. - Childhood and baptism of Louise. 

Louise Sighouin, of the Skizoumish tribe, or Coeurs-d'Alêne¹, daughter of the chief of this tribe, was endowed with the finest qualities of mind and heart, which won her esteem and respect, not only of all her people, but also of the neighboring tribes and of the whites who had had the opportunity to know her. Humble and poor child, but rich in virtues and elevated in graces, Louise flourished in the desert like the lily between the thorns. It was an oasis amid the barren aridity; it was a light in the midst of the darkness of death. Following the example of the poor woman in the Gospel, she had sought and found the lost treasure, and she treasured it all the days of her life, until her last breath. 

¹ We know that the word awl means a kind of iron awl, which is fitted into a piece of round wood, and which is used to pierce leather and to sew. This word, associated with that of heart, gives an idea of the ferocity of this people before the arrival of the missionaries. 

great gentleness and sound judgment. Everywhere he was listened to with admiration and pleasure, and his company was sought after in all families. 

In October 1841, a new era was dawning for her. In the missions I was then giving in the upper parts of the Rocky Mountains, I met for the first time three families of Coeurs-d'Alene, returning from the buffalo hunting on the plains of upper Missouri. They joined my little band, and we traveled together. I found them of a gentle, affable, polite character, and above all very eager for the word of God. For several consecutive days, I talked to them about different points of the faith and of the Church. After an instruction on the importance and necessity of baptism, they eagerly begged me to grant this favor to three of their grandchildren. These were the first fruits of the tribe. When these families separated from us, all showed me the liveliest gratitude for what they had heard and learned with happiness; they assured me that all the people would gladly accept the beautiful word of the Great Spirit, which I had announced to them, and they urged me to come and visit them as soon as possible to instruct them. 

Six months later, in April 1842, I went to their neighborhood. My brave Coeurs-d'Alêne, whom I had had as traveling companions, had admirably prepared the way for my visit, and inspired in all their compatriots a keen desire to hear the good news of the Gospel. On the account that they had made of it, the chiefs had already hastened to depute to the mission of Sainte-Marie several young people, chosen among the most intelligent, in order to ask for missionaries to instruct them in the holy truths of the religion. 

Word of my approach had soon spread throughout the country. From all sides, the savages were seen hastening through the woods and the plains, by the rivers and the great lake, to come to meet me and to hear the law of God from the very mouth of a Black-Robe. So my visit had the happiest results. I baptized all the little children of the tribe, as well as a good number of adults, who had hastened, with holy greed, to come and receive “the mustard seed” of which the Gospel speaks. 

The good Indian Louise Sighouin was among the latter. Enlightened by a special grace, and wanting to serve the glory of God and the good of souls, the rank she occupied and the universal esteem she had won throughout the tribe, she used all her influence to persuade a large number of families to follow her to the rendezvous, which was the great Lac Coeur-d'Alêne, in order to hear there the good and consoling word of the Gospel. At first sight she showed herself very eager for it; she was always very assiduous to all the missionary's instructions. Helped by his advice and counsel, she was seen to advance with sure and rapid step, with zeal and fervor, in the path which was later to lead her to Christian perfection. Regenerated in the holy waters of baptism, where she received the name of Louise, she seemed to have reached the height of her desires and thought only of wearing the spotless white dress she had received there, of shining on earth the burning torch which she had held in her hands, and of which, from that moment, she had seemed to grasp the high significance; finally, to show herself faithful and grateful to God, for the great favors he had deigned to grant her. 

II.- Louise's zeal for the conversion of her tribe, and her struggles with the medical men. 

Shortly after, she resolved to attach herself entirely to the service of the missionaries who had come to settle in the lands of Coeurs-d'Alêne. To this end, she generously renounced her native place, the suzerainty of her father, the society of her parents and her acquaintances, to join the missionaries, first at the first and then at the second Residence established in this country. "I will follow the Black-Robes," she often said, "to the end of the world, lest death come and surprise me and strike me away from them, and ravish me without the help of the saints. Sacraments, and without the salutary advice of these Fathers. I want to take advantage of their presence and their instructions to learn to know the Great Spirit well, to serve him faithfully and to love him with all my heart. 

This desire, let us rather say this ardent thirst to hear the word of eternal life, never slackened in Louise for a single moment. Rather than fail in the fidelity of her promises and her pious resolve, she submitted herself, with entire confidence in God and with holy ardour, to the harshest trials and the greatest sacrifices. Since her conversion, and all the rest of her life, she has lived, by choice and by predilection, in great poverty and in deprivations of all kinds, without ever seeking to soften them with others and without ever letting the slightest escape. complaint. As Saint Paul proposes, she seemed to profess “to know nothing but Jesus Christ and Jesus Christ crucified. The zeal and fervor in the service of God, which she manifested already immediately after her baptism, were like the sure signs of a soul predestined and filled with extraordinary gifts from Heaven . 

These privileged favors manifest themselves in all evidence in his admirable gentleness, which the greatest annoyances could not alter; in his unfailing patience, in his truly angelic modesty; in that fervent and sustained piety. She seemed absorbed in prayer, and nothing seemed to be able to distract her. Such was her avidity, her holy ardor to hear the word of God, that each time a new religious truth came to enlighten her mind, a visible joy appeared on her face and in her whole person: it was for her the discovery precious of a hidden treasure, of a spring of living water to quench his thirst for heavenly truths, of a bread of life which gave him new vigor. Each time she sought to share her happiness, and this bread, and this source, and this treasure, with all those who, like her, were eager for the divine word. 

An ardent and indefatigable zeal for the salvation of souls seemed to occupy him constantly. She employed all her moments of leisure in the conversion and instruction of a great number of pagans of her tribe. Neither the annoyances she experienced, nor the obstacles she encountered, nor the insults she had to endure, nor the dangers to which she exposed herself, nothing could turn her away from the holy work that she had resolved. to accomplish. Also, each day was marked by some new triumph, by some increase in the number of the children of God, or catechumens. 

Louise attacked head-on the most redoubtable and the most dangerous adversaries of religion: the ministers of satan himself, sorcerers or jugglers, vulgarly called, among the Indians, men of medicine, who, by their impostor and diabolical art, always impose on the simple and ignorant. They are the fiercest enemies that the missionaries encounter and have to fight within the Indian tribes. They do not cease, by trickery, calumny and lies, to put obstacles and hindrances to the progress of religion. The presence of the priest is all the more odious to them, as they know that it is in their private interest, their purse, and that their illicit gains will have to disappear and cease as a result of the manifestation of religious truths. India iroe! From there, anger and resentment; hence, again, the incessant warfare they make against the ministers of the true faith, and the persecutions they never cease to stir up against them, when they can exercise sufficient influence over their adherents. And over what people did they exercise their influence before the arrival of our missionaries in their country! 

(To be continued.)
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LOUISE SIGHOUIN - SAVAGE OF THE COEURS-D'ALÊNE TRIBE - DEAD IN THE ODOR OF HOLINESS, IN 1853. ( 

Continued. See p. 274.) 

Here is what Father Point, missionary among the Coeurs-d'Alêne, of 1842 to 1846, wrote on their account, in a letter printed in 1848. These details prove the civilizing force of religion. 

"Not a quarter of a century ago, the Coeurs-d'Alêne were such hard hearts that, to paint them naturally, the good sense of their first visitors could not find any other fairer expression, than the singular name they still bear today; intelligences so limited that, while rendering divine worship to all the animals they knew, they had no idea of the true God, nor of their soul, nor, a fortiori, of a life to come ; in short, a race of men so degraded that they had only left two or three very obscure notions of natural law; yet almost all of them departed from it in practice. However, it must be said in defense of the nation, there were always elite souls in its bosom, who never bowed the knee before Baal. I even know some who, since the day when the true God appeared to them, had not had to reproach themselves for the shadow of any infidelity. 

Of these, the most remarkable was our heroine Louise. Superior to all human respect, she always followed all the advice of the missionary. As long as these deceitful medical men existed, she never tired of fighting them and making them known publicly. She boldly entered their dwellings, and, willy-nilly, spoke to them of the great truths of religion, the only true and divine one, exhorting them to follow her in order to avoid the terrible judgments of God, hell with its frightful torments. She did it with such energetic force and such peremptory arguments that their obstinacy was shaken and their harshness softened. 

Endowed with a heart and a courage above her sex, Louise feared neither the contempt nor the threats of these charlatans, deceitful and relentless. Also, the Lord blessed the efforts of this “strong woman” of the desert, and always crowned them with such extraordinary successes, that in a short time the medicine men and their mad juggling had fallen into complete derision. “Finally, -- again writes the same Father Point, -- from Christmas until the Purification, the fire of the missionary was fed with all that remained of the old medicine. It was fine to see its main henchmen doing justice with their own hands to the wretched rattles that hell had used, either to deceive their ignorance, or to accredit its impostures. Also, in the long evenings of this season, how many feathers of birds, tails of wolves, crowbars, hoofs of deer, pieces of stuff, wooden images and other superstitious objects were sacrificed! 

Among the principal conquests of Louise, one announces the conversion of Nâtatken, one of the principal henchmen; of the idolatrous sect. He resisted for a long time; but finally, touched by the good examples of all the converts and above all by the exemplary life of the Louise family, to which he was related by blood, he yielded to the entreaties, to the sweet and persuasive words of the young girl, and, opening his heart to the grace of the Lord, after having been rebellious for a long time, he came, like a timid lamb, to the humble fold of the Good Shepherd. Louise took the greatest care to instruct the new catechumen and lead him to a kind of apostolate in his tribe. Until then, a great master of Indian juggling, he listened to and followed instructions and wise advice with the docility of a child; and, after all the necessary trials, Louise led him, humble and contrite, with his wife and children, to the feet of the priest, to receive the sacrament of regeneration. Nâtatken received the name of Isidore. He soon became very zealous and very fervent. Endowed with a natural eloquence, he never ceased to exhort his companions to convert and to persevere in the faith and the holy practices that religion imposes on its children. He himself set the example. He remained faithful to the grace of the Lord until his death, which was as edifying as it was consoling. 

Emotestsulem, one of the great chiefs of the tribe, after having been baptized under the name of Pierre-Ignace, had had the misfortune to fall back into games of chance, which are the ordinary forerunners of apostasy among the Indians. As soon as Louise heard this sad news, although she was two days' walk away, she resolved to go and find him on his land, to try to bring him back to his duties. She put before his eyes the scandal his conduct occasioned in the tribe, the injustice of his proceedings, and the dangers to which he exposed his faith. She spoke to him forcefully. Such was the authority that Louise had acquired by her great charity and her exemplary life, such was the respect she commanded from all, that the Grand Chief listened to her with the submission of a child and threw himself at the feet of the priest in the tribunal of penance, to repair the scandal and be reconciled with God. 

These two facts, the conversion of Natatken and that of Emotestsulem, will surprise anyone who knows how reluctant the savages, and especially the chiefs, are to receive a correction, especially when it is administered by a woman. 

Let us say a few words about the famous sect of jugglers or sorcerers, whom our modern spiritualists have begun to call mediums. 
This sect is widespread among all the savage nations of the two Americas, from the Esquimaux, who inhabit the Arctic region, to the extremity of Patagonia. 

All historians agree that the most evil and wicked men in all tribes are the medicine men. Before their conversion to the faith, like everywhere else among the Indian tribes, each Coeur-d'Alêne had its manitou, tutelary spirit or divinity. To this manitou the Indian addresses his prayers or supplications and makes his sacrifices, when he is in some danger, when he leaves for war, when he goes fishing or hunting, as well as in any other enterprise. in which he wishes to engage in order to obtain some success or some extraordinary favour. He believes he can ask anything of his manitou, whether the object is reasonable or not, good or bad. To obtain favors, he must know how to handle the bow and the arrow, and, although the initiation to a manitou is considered as the most important act of life, the adept must submit to practices and to ceremonies which are generally very arduous and often very painful. which the manitou manifests itself. Throughout his life, he is bound to bear its image or a mark; and on all occasions he must present his offering to him and address his supplications to him. His talisman is the feather or the beak of a bird, it is the claw or the tooth of an animal, it is a root, a grass, a fruit, a scale, a stone, whatever. . He believes that this tutelary spirit will protect him against the evil spirits, who, to harm the children of the earth, excite the winds and the waves, the lightnings, the thunder and the storm. This spirit protects him against the attacks of his enemies, ferocious beasts and in all diseases that come to him. 

If I mention these dangerous and diabolical superstitions, so deeply rooted in the minds of the savages, it is in order to highlight the courage, the firmness, the patience and the perseverance that Louise must have had to combat them successfully. and to defeat them. She exercised herself there by long prayers and frequent fasts, and strengthened herself by her humility, by her fidelity to the grace of the Lord, who made use of her, as a chosen instrument, to crush the monstrous serpent under his foot, and make him disappear from his people. However “the devil never sleeps; he never ceases to sow weeds in the good field,” as we learn from Holy Scripture: sicut leo rugiens circuit, quoerens quem devoret. One must always have recourse to “Vigilate and oral; watch and pray. One always notices that some trace of the "old leaven" remains. 

III. -- Louise's zeal for the education of her tribe. 

As I have already remarked, Louise manifested an ardent desire and an active perseverance to be instructed in all that pertains to the divine word and to the holy practices of religion. She sought, in the first place, to enrich his beautiful soul with celestial truths, and then, with admirable zeal and charity, she tried to relieve the missionary in his laborious labors and the continual fatigues he encountered, especially in the education of old people and children. Fully occupied with her noble work, she went several times a day to find the priest, to explain her doubts to him and to ask him for explanations and clarifications on some points, either in the prayers or in the catechism, which she wished to deepen. any further. 

This constant assiduity and application to the study of celestial things soon made her capable of being the great mistress of the catechism and of being able to instruct the simple mistresses with the greatest fruit. At each clarification or explanation she received from the Father, she said ingenuously: "I thank the Great Spirit for the fine alms he has condescended to give me," and she felt obliged to immediately inform all the catechumens of it. , to make them participate in his happiness. She gave the example to those good mothers of families, of whom Father Point speaks in his letter, who, not content with having given their children the food they refused themselves, spent long evenings to break, not only to their relatives and friends, but also to strangers eager to hear them, the bread of the divine word; collected by them during the day. The missionary, present sometimes at the pious meetings of these good women, admired there the spirit of God which animated them, and applied to them the promise of the Prophet: "The Lord will fill with his word the heralds of his glory, so that they announce with great force. The patience and constancy that Louise exercised in the office of catechist deserve the highest praise; the salvation of souls was for her like her favorite work; the hours of the day seemed to her too short to satisfy her zeal, and she often employed part of the night in the instruction of her neighbour. 

In the midst of all her occupations and all her endeavors for the well-being of others, Louise always took care of the good rules and order of her own household. His prayers, his good works, his words and his good example had drawn the blessings of Heaven to his poor and humble abode, and this model cabin, great for the virtues it contained, shone brilliantly in the midst of all the other lodges. Indian. Louise had grasped and penetrated the whole extent of the duties of a good mother of a family, duties hitherto almost unknown to savages, among whom, on emerging from childhood; everyone becomes the absolute master of himself and his own actions. By her irreproachable conduct, by maternal vigilance over the conduct of her children, by the naive and persuasive gentleness with which she treated them on all occasions, Louise had inspired them with the deepest respect, complete confidence and had attached herself so well their tender hearts, that a desire manifested or a single word from the mouth of their good mother was for them an absolute order, a law, the prescriptions of which they fulfilled with eagerness and with joy. 

Louise attended all the divine services with the greatest punctuality. Although weak in health and often sickly, she never failed to go to all the religious ceremonies in use in the Church: she attended mass, evening and morning prayers, exhibitions and blessings of the Holy Sacrament, and all other devotional practices. His modesty, his contemplation and his fervent prayers always served as an example and edification to all those present. She seemed overwhelmed with happiness and joy each time she was permitted to approach the Holy Table; its preparation and thanksgiving often took almost entire days. 

In the catechism and in the church, Louise fulfilled all the duties of the parents with regard to the children. Placed in the midst of them, she watched over their conduct and their modest bearing. Rarely severe, when there was something to correct, the correction was always done with a tenderness and a maternal kindness, which attracted the hearts, not only of the children, but also those of their parents. 

She deserved and received from all the people the beautiful name of the good Grandmother. His advice and corrections were always universally accepted with respect, submission and gratitude; and the happy results were seen in a complete and complete change of the whole tribe, thus increasing joy and happiness in all hearts. 

Louise, although the most educated in the truths of religion, nevertheless came regularly to attend the catechisms which the missionary was in the habit of giving every day to the children. She could be seen standing outside the half-open door, standing or sitting, regardless of the temperature; in the cold, in the heat, in the rain, in the snow. She wanted to collect all the important points of each instruction for her own spiritual good and for that of others. 

When it was a question of admitting an old man, a young boy, a young girl, to the participation of the Holy Sacraments, she arranged them and instructed them for several days in her lodge, making them understand the high importance of the grace that they would receive and the happiness they would soon enjoy. She then helped them with the greatest care in the examination of their conscience. And, so as not to miss anything in the preparation, she led them herself, one after the other, to the tribunal of penance, saying to them: "Here... Kneel at the feet of the Father, who has the power to reconcile yourselves with the Great Spirit... Say the Confiteor with great repentance of your trespasses... Confess your sins with deep humility.” She would then go away to wait for them at some distance, and then lead them to the foot of the altar to receive there the Spotless Lamb and there to feed on the bread of the angels. Louise did not leave them until they had finished their thanksgiving. She wanted to somehow compensate for the lack of memory or capacity, when individuals seemed to need it. For fear of being guilty of some serious omission, the chiefs themselves and a large number among the most esteemed of the nation, went to claim the help of Louise to prepare for the worthy reception of the Most Blessed Sacrament. 

Among other pious practices introduced by Louise in the Mission, we owe her the following. On solemn days, the night before general Communion, hymns are sung sometimes in one box, sometimes in the other alternately, with a charming chord. These pious canticles are analogous to the beautiful feast which is approaching and which one is preparing to celebrate with dignity. On the eve of Communion, the savages are seen putting their exteriors in order, and for the most part this is no small matter. They wash, clean, mend the clothes or rags that barely cover them; they will bathe in a place withdrawn from the river, even on Christmas Eve and when the water is freezing. Each keeps in his leather bag, which serves him as a wardrobe (for they have neither box nor closet), either a piece of linen or white cotton, or a colored handkerchief; the women and girls wear it as a veil, and the men as a cravat. Their toilet, as you see, is very simple and very poor; but everyone is doing their best, even on the outside; to come worthily and respectfully to the table of the Lord. 

(To be continued. )
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IV. -- Charity for the sick and poverty of Louise. 

Among all the virtues which distinguished Louise and which she cherished and practiced with such ardor and zeal, above all shone her Christian charity towards the sick and the dying. Father Gazzoli, who has served this mission for several years, assured me that during Louise's life, he never went to the bed of a sick or dying person without meeting the good Indian Samaritan there. She devoted herself to the continual service of the sick and served them with as much care, patience and interest as she could have given to her own children and her own parents. In relieving the body, with an admirable and truly maternal charity, she never failed to think of the soul, and she applied herself with even more zeal and fervor to healing its wounds, especially when the state of the the patient's conscience seemed to require it the most. She suggested pious words, and recited with them acts of faith, of hope, of charity, of contrition, of confidence, of resignation, of submission to the holy will of the Lord; she constantly exhorted them to have patience in painful trials, in imitation of Jesus Christ, who died on the cross to save us; in a word, she faithfully served her God in the person of her neighbour, in accordance with these words of the Gospel: I tell you the truth, as often as you did it to one of the least of my brothers here, you did it to me. Without any other reward than that which she expected from her divine Master, she fulfilled all the duties of an excellent nurse. She put as much precision and devotion into this service as an exemplary nun of the Mercy or of Saint-Vincent de Paul could have shown. On many occasions when she wanted to exercise her voluntary mission of charity, she had to make up her mind to great sacrifices and almost heroic efforts on herself, to overcome her natural repugnance. Father Gazzoli reports that one day, according to his custom in certain circumstances, to be helped in the care required by a most disgusting wound, he invited Louise to accompany him to see a sick person. The aspect of the wound was such that the repugnance of the courageous Indian took over for the first time; she dared not touch it, nor set herself to take care of it. The Father noticed this and immediately opened the abscess himself. A few moments later, Louise showed him the deepest regret at having yielded to nature, and said to him, with humility and respect: “I am very ashamed, Father; my weakness had the upper hand. I admire your charity. I lacked the courage to imitate you. She repaired what she blamed herself for as a fault, and immediately began to serve this patient and tend to his wound, with the greatest assiduity, for about two months and until he was cured. It was the first time, added Father Gazzoli, that the good Sighouin had recoiled from a charitable wish he had expressed; it was also the last. Subsequently, until her death, in all circumstances, she always continued to fulfill, with promptness and fidelity, the requests that her pious director made of her, to offer her opportunities of victory and merits before God. She had definitively triumphed over herself, and, in her humble constancy at the bedside of the bed of sorrows, the most disgusting cases seemed to her to be the most agreeable and to have the most attractions. 

Among Louise's fine acts of patience and charity, we may cite the care she had for several years of a poor child, on whom all the human miseries of body and mind seemed to accumulate. Orphan, destitute, one-armed, blind, and, what is worse, stubborn and of an ungovernable character, such was Louise's adopted child. Such an individual was no doubt a rich godsend for exercising a saint. One day, she told the Father that Ignatius could not be overcome -- that was the name of the orphan -- and that he did not want to listen to her. The Father, who provided food and clothing, believed that by threatening him with fasting he might be brought into submission; but when they tried it on, Ignatius rolled up his shirt sleeve and said, pointing to his arm: “Look, look, I'm fat. I can fast." He was then eleven or twelve years old. Such was the character of the child to whom Louise, for several years, like a tender mother, lavished her care, until God called the unfortunate child back to this world. 

Louise had a niece named Agathe, the only daughter of one of her sisters. It was like his favorite child and rightly so. Pious and always attentive to the good advice and wise lessons of her aunt, Agathe verified her name by her exemplary conduct and by her example in the midst of her young companions. She was well educated in Christian doctrine and was preparing to make her first communion; she had already presented herself at the court of penitence to make a good confession, when an attack of apoplexy deprived her of the use of speech. She survived only one day, suffering greatly, but with admirable patience. This death was a very painful ordeal for the heart of Louise, who, even long afterwards, could not forget her dear Agathe; she nevertheless submitted perfectly to the divine will, and, persuaded that her niece had passed on to a better life, she overcame all her pain and she was not seen to shed any tears; on the contrary, she did not cease to thank the Lord for the grace which he had granted to Agatha, in snatching her from the dangers of the earth, to place her in his celestial abode. 

Louise lived in great poverty; never, however, did the slightest complaint escape him to expose his needs and his misery. When the missionary was in a position to be able to do her some charity, he was always the first to ask her if she was not in some need, either for her food or for her clothing. She counted for nothing the privations and the voluntary poverty which she had imposed on herself out of love for her divine Savior and for her neighbour. His lodge, built of rush mats, was next to the prayer house or church and near the poor cottage of the missionaries. Happy and content, Louise found there all her treasure, all her happiness and the complete fulfillment of her pious desires. There she constantly contemplated the abode of eternal rest, which the Lord has prepared for his elect in heaven, and which he indicates in these words: My kingdom is not of this world. Those which the Acts of the Apostles add to it: Verily, I well see that God is no respect of persons, but that in every nation he who fears him and whose works are righteous, is acceptable to him; these words seemed well realized in poor Louise. She faithfully followed, since her conversion, the career that Providence had marked out for her. His joy was poverty, united with zeal and charity. In the midst of the poor of her tribe, we can say that she was the poorest, and she always blessed God for her condition. Thus, as Saint Mark says, the last shall be first. Sighouin understood this maxim well, and she is a striking and consoling example of it at the same time. How glorious and beautiful is the society of fervent Christians, in all ranks and in all conditions of life! By its celestial doctrine, benevolence admirably moderates authority; justice and charity reign in all hearts; the great humbles himself without derogating from his dignity, and the small, the poor, even the poor savage woman, not only does not fall into contempt, but is elevated by the consideration of the same origin, the hope of the same end, and the distribution of the same means; in the face of heaven, all are equal, for they are all children of the same Father, and called, though by very different ways, to the possession of a common inheritance. 

Here is humble Louise, a poor Indian woman, an obedient, charitable and submissive Christian. The zeal of souls, the zeal of the house of the Lord devours it. Gifted with constancy and heroic courage, she overcomes all the obstacles that stand in the way of her generous plans. Where does she find her courage, her strength, her consolation, her happiness, if not in the love of her God, in an entire confidence in him and a holy indifference with regard to all the rest? All her actions seem to constantly express these words: God alone for me!... God alone today and forever!... God alone for all eternity!... She devoted herself entirely to the cause of God; his labors, his troubles, his labors will receive their reward. She has chosen the best part which will not be taken from her. 

V. - Particular devotion of Louise to the Cross of the Saviour, to the Blessed Sacrament, to the souls in purgatory. 

Louise, has always shown great devotion to the Holy Cross. In the season of sowing, in order to obtain the blessings of heaven on the harvest, each year, she presented her spiritual director with the seed to be sown, with a request to bless it. Then she went through the great harvest field and the fields of the Indians; everywhere she digged or dug some little corner of earth, to sow her grain in the shape of a cross. During all the time that she did this practice, it was noticed, each year, that the harvest was very abundant and very beautiful; even when there was a lack of wheat and wheat all around the neighbors. She had learned that heaven and earth had been disunited, and that the Cross had reconciled them; that no one can enter heaven except by way of the cross. So she sowed her seed in the shape of a cross, fully trusting that the Lord, who died on the cross, would fertilize it. The Cross was his refuge on earth; she was his strength and his consolation until death. We can here repeat these beautiful words of the venerable Mgr. Challoner: “Jesus Christ is delivered into the hands of his executioners; his sufferings, his ignominies begin; he dies on an infamous gibbet; and it is not rather high that it attracts everything to itself. The Cross dispels the darkness that covered the face of the earth; it develops the great mystery of our life and our death, of God, of our duties and of our eternal destiny, in a word, of everything which until then had been hidden from the wisest of pagan antiquity. The Cross teaches us to suffer for the cause of justice, to bear insults for the glory of God, to die for his love. Oh ! How admirably the Gospel has been designated by the apostle Saint Paul the word of the Cross! 

Louise had a tender devotion to the Most Holy Sacrament of the Altar. This great mystery of the love of a God who deigns to humble himself and as it were to annihilate himself, and who delights in dwelling among the children of men, seemed to touch the good savage most deeply and fill her heart with deepest gratitude. Every morning, she attended the holy sacrifice of the mass with the greatest reverence. For a long time she went regularly to find the missionary in his cabin, to ask him for explanations and instructions on the Blessed Sacrament of the altar, without the latter being able to suppose any other purpose than that of his own instruction. It was only after Louise's death that he learned that, when she had grasped the meaning well and penetrated well the meaning of the principal ceremonies and rubrics which accompany the most holy mystery, she composed small prayers, filled with anointing, in the sense of those found in our best manuals of piety. I must here remark that this practice was then still unknown to the catechumens among the savages, for the missionaries, especially in the first years after the establishment of the mission, could only attend to the most elementary instructions on the points of doctrine of first necessity. But Louise's zeal was by no means confined to her own soul; she had at the same time in view the spiritual good and the advancement of her neighbor by all these holy practices. Endowed with an excellent memory, she communicated with care and eagerness to others all the instructions she had received on the holy sacrifice of the mass. The beautiful and admirable little prayers of which I have just spoken were analogous to the different parts of the Mass, perfectly conforming to the spirit of the Church, full of meaning and piety; they seemed dictated under the inspiration of the divine Master. It may be said, with all assurance and truth, that Louise's useful work was far beyond the ordinary capacity and scope of a poor savage. 

Among the holy practices in which Louise displayed the most zeal, fervor and charity and which always seemed to her the dearest, we noticed her great devotion for the souls in purgatory. All her prayers, all her actions, all the merits that she could obtain from God by her pious and active life, were directed towards this noble intention. She also succeeded, after persevering efforts, in having her beautiful devotion tasted and adopted by the whole tribe. Every day, even during the harsh winter season, she went to the cemetery to spend some time there in prayer. When her poor family's household duties prevented her from going there during the day, she went there late in the evening, or even during the night; which happened quite often. It seems that hell would have liked to put an obstacle to prayers so agreeable to Heaven, and, at the same time, to deprive the souls in purgatory of so many votes and the good Sighouin of all the merits that she collected from it every day for herself. Here is the fact. Before reporting it, I need to point out that Louise was considered, in all the tribe, for a strong and in no way fearful soul; that on many occasions she has given unequivocal proofs of her natural courage. And yet it happened to her several times, while in prayer in the cemetery, to be seized with fright, thinking she saw fantastic figures which presented themselves before her. Once, the specters appeared in such a frightful way, that, trembling with fear, she returned to the camp, uttering loud cries. Immediately all the men took up arms, as if it were the invasion of a powerful enemy. The whole village was in turmoil. They were wrong in the belief that the alarm given by Louise must have had a real motive. Father Gazzoli, who relates the incident, had great difficulty in restoring order and tranquility in the camp; he succeeded, however, by promising that he himself would keep watch all night for his dear Indians. The next day he advised Louise not to interrupt her prayers under the influence of such fears; and, in case the ghosts should return again to trouble her, even in the middle of the night, to come and warn her, but only him, so as not to communicate fear to others. On this occasion, as always, she showed herself obedient and submissive; and, although the frightful visions were renewed from time to time, Louise's victory over the demon was complete. Since then, for several years and until her last illness, she quietly continued her pious visits to the cemetery, free from all trouble and all fear. A few other traits still characterized this devotion of the good savage. The missionary once recommended, in one of his instructions, to remember the souls in purgatory, especially after communion. Louise received the recommendation as a warning from Heaven, and from the first time she approached the Holy Table, she was seen, after Communion, taking the road to the cemetery at the head of all the communicants; where they all spent quite a considerable amount of time in prayers for the relief of the souls of the departed. His example and his good words greatly increased this beautiful practice of the Christian life; we had the consolation, after a short time, of seeing the greatest number of the savages go, following their pious guide, towards the place of rest; everyone ended up going there. This holy custom is still observed today by most catechumens. 

VI. -- Louise's spirit of penance; his abhorrence of sin and his zeal to preserve others from it. 

Our poor Indians have extremely limited intelligence; their progress in religious instruction is very slow, and retarded above all by the difficulty which the missionaries encounter in the language of these savages, which is very rich in expressing all that is material, but excessively poor in all that concerns the explanation of spiritual things. Hence it happens that a great number of these unfortunates do not yet have that salutary horror and shame of evil which are such a powerful means of restraining the passions of man. Thus, we will see a woman, who has been unfaithful or rebellious to her husband, receive forgiveness as soon as she shows him her regret. We will see a man, who has grossly insulted another or who has done him a serious wrong, go and smoke the peace pipe with the injured person, or enter his lodge, or give him an equivalent of the wrong committed. These reparations are generally received and considered sufficient, and the culprit returns to the good graces of his enemy. “The wound is covered,” as they express themselves; that is to say, all is forgotten. When someone has committed a fault, secret or known, he goes of his own free will to present himself to the chief and he asks to be whipped. “The whip covered his fault; we can't talk about it in the future. The missionary must sometimes instruct them in the confessional on this point; for the delinquent would present himself there, and would not accuse himself of the most serious faults and the best known of all the people. The confessor might say to him: "You have been guilty of such and such a sin, you must accuse yourself of it before God." The penitent would reply, “Excuse me, Father, I presented myself to the chief, and the sin you name was covered by the scourge; the whip has covered my fault.” I mention this custom of the Coeurs-d'Alene, because the good Louise sometimes presented herself to the chief to be whipped in public. But here the case was very different: she took this opportunity with a spirit of profound humility, always regarding herself as a poor and great sinner, and at the same time with a desire to satisfy her devotion to imitate Our Lord, submitting to cruel flogging. Louise's faults were only of the nature of those spoken of in the book of Proverbs, when it says that the just shall fall seven times a day and rise again. Nevertheless what she called her faults caused her such regret and such confusion that the missionary often found her bathed in tears. At the slightest fault, her contrition was so lively, and, at the same time, her veneration for the lodge of the Lord (the church) was so deep, and her respect for the hut of the priest so sincere, that she dared not to enter neither one nor the other before she had presented herself at the court of penitence. We also admired in her that faith and that love of God which, in the real sins and faults of others, made her share in their regrets and their shame. 

A certain individual of the tribe, blinded by passion, despite all the obstacles that presented themselves to his illicit desires, had resolved to unite with a close relative of Louise who was at the same time his own relative. Among the savages, there is no other force to prevent the final in such a case, than the force of the word; when this is ineffective, there is no longer any means to which one can have recourse. The wretched individual, deaf to all the advice of the chief and his friends, and to the exhortations of the Father, had united himself to the object of his covetousness. The traits that I have given so far of Louise's beautiful soul will tell enough of the pain and bitterness that the bewilderment of a close relative must have caused her. She had already used all the means of persuasion in her power to prevent the union of these two unfortunates. They had remained deaf to his opinions and his salutary advice, as well as to everything that had been said to them. One day the pastor shows himself, more than usual, worried and afflicted by the bewilderment and obstinacy of his two lost sheep, and the great scandal they caused in the whole tribe. He said publicly and forcefully: "Finally, we'll have to get it over with once and for all!" Let each therefore implore divine assistance, and let him, without delay, as much as possible, help to remove this great scandal from our midst. Louise is present and hears the words of the Father. She is not unaware of the threats of the culprit, who has resolved to repel, by brute force or by arms, whoever dares to prevent her from retaining the object of her fatal love. Clothed in a courage beyond her strength, similar to the strong woman of the Gospel, and filled with confidence in God, the courageous Sighouin immediately leaves the village through the forests and the mountains; alone, she walks several days to reach the place where these two unfortunates had gone to hide their crime and their infamy. She enters the lodge, much to the surprise of the culprits. One advances against her, whip in hand, the other threatens to strike her; but Louise addresses them, on the misfortune of their position, words so resolute, so energetic, so overwhelming, that they remain dumbfounded and silent before her, and she easily snatches from the hands of the individual the woman whom the crime alone had made his companion. She took him home, and sheltered him in her own lodge until the bishop, by a dispensation, permitted the marriage. Louise's charity and zeal, aided from above, thus emerged triumphant from a struggle as heroic as it was delicate. 

In another almost similar case, an unfortunate raised his dagger to strike Louise, overwhelming her with outrageous words and terrible threats; but, with a calm and serene brow, Louise depicted to him the enormity of her conduct, her ingratitude towards God, the scandal given to her neighbour. “It is,” she said, “for the honor of God and the salvation of your soul that I have come here; I fear nothing." Here below, life is only a short passage. The world passes away, and with it its disordered passions, says the apostle Saint James; but he who does the will of God will live forever. Louise understood these maxims well; she never backed down from any danger when it came to the glory of the Lord. 

Louise always paid particular attention to the young girls of her tribe. She took care of their religious instruction and watched diligently over their conduct. In the absence of the parents, she made them all lodge in her box of mats, and directed them in everything. To fully understand this, it is necessary to make a small digression. An Indian mat lodge is a fairly convenient abode, without being overly attractive. It takes all the dimensions, according to the number of people to be accommodated: we add a few poles and a few more mats, and the arrangement is complete. It was thus that Louise was able to accommodate beds for a considerable number of children; for everyone wears his woolen blanket or his buffalo skin. Their tables are bare earth. Their dishes, their plates and their spoons are pieces of bark or boxwood; their fingers serve as forks and their teeth as knives. It takes at most, among the savages, half an hour to furnish and change a small lodge into a large hostelry. It was thus that Louise could see herself at the head of a large household which formed her delights. 

(To be continued. )
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LOUISE SIGHOUIN - SAVAGE OF THE COEURS-D'ALÊNE TRIBE - DEAD IN THE ODOR OF HOLINESS, IN 1853. 

(Continued. See pp. 274, 312 and 333.) 

VI. -- Illness and death of Louise. 

We can apply to Louise the beautiful text of the Gospel: Having provided only a short career, he filled a lot of time. Since her vocation to the faith, she has not had many long years on earth; but years filled with merit before God. She walked in the ways of the Lord with a swift and swift walk. In all that she did, she kept her eyes constantly fixed on the celestial fatherland, in expectation of those eternal blessings of which the great Apostle speaks to us; she made noble efforts and employed every moment to embellish and enrich her soul with all the Christian virtues. By her assiduity to instructions, by her continual prayer, by the practice of all kinds of good works, she grew more and more in grace and in the knowledge of Our Lord and sweet Savior Jesus Christ. 

Her last illness left her with the use of all her faculties, which she retained until her last breath. So she prepared herself for death with all the calm of justice. Her prayer was fervent and uninterrupted; his patience was tested. Engrossed entirely in the salvation of her soul, she seemed not to have the slightest concern for the sufferings of her body; she sought no relief, and never gave the slightest sign of impatience, she often tenderly kissed the cross, which she had never ceased to wear around her neck. The desire of which the Apostle speaks to see himself released from the bonds of the body, and to find himself with Jesus Christ, seemed to be, during all his illness, his only motto and his only preoccupation. 

"Always beside the deathbed of the one who had helped me so much in my visits to the sick, and who had always served as my interpreter and helped me with the ignorant, the spiritual director, the guardian angel of all its people; I had the good fortune to be a witness to this touching scene, -- said Father Gazzoli, spiritual director of Louise. -- His virtues had shone like a torch among the savages; she had never soiled the white robe of innocence which she had received at baptism. I witnessed the great power of the Cross, which showed the desert virtues hitherto unknown; which produces, wherever it is planted, so many holy martyrs, so many confessors, so many virgins and illustrious penitents. Here, in the midst of these isolated mountains, appears a poor savage woman, whom unshakeable faith and firm hope render superior to all kinds of trials. I wanted to relieve her in some way; obedient, she received with gratitude what I offered her, however without seeking or asking for the slightest relief or the slightest alleviation of her sorrows, which she accepted as so many special graces from the Lord. 

Louise received from the hands of the Minister of God all the consolations of the Church, especially Holy Viaticum, with a piety and a consolation truly angelic. She thanked the Lord, in all the humility of her soul, for the great favors he deigned to grant her at this last hour of her anguish on earth, abandoning to his holy Providence her poor crippled husband and her dear children. She then made an effort to gather the little strength that still remained to her, in order to thank her spiritual director for all the care he had never ceased to lavish on her on all occasions and especially by his instructions; she especially recommended to her spiritual guard the care of all her family. The words that Louise addressed to her desolate husband and children were consoling, filled with confidence in the divine and paternal goodness of God, full of resignation to his holy will and of firm hope of being all reunited one day in the heavenly homeland. . Finally, she turns to those around her deathbed, happy witnesses of all those edifying scenes offered to the living by the just dying in the Lord, and in whom this word of Scripture is fulfilled: Beati mortui qui in Domino moriuntur; she asks the assistants to sing in their own language the touching canticle in honor of the souls in purgatory, and accompanies it herself in a weak and agonizing voice, barely perceptible. They were still singing that Louise, without anyone realizing it, had quietly fallen asleep in the Lord. Her beautiful soul had soared skyward. Happy, she left this place of trouble, misery and death, to pass to a stay of glory and peace, whose delights are eternal. In her was accomplished what Saint James teaches us when he says: Blessed is he who patiently suffers temptations and evils; when his virtue has been tried, he will receive the crown of life which God has promised to those who love him. With the sweet hope that henceforth the eternal crown is her share, with the intimate confidence in her power before God, we address to her in heaven our poor supplications: “O Louise! please intercede with God for him who gave you baptism and served as your spiritual director; for your husband, for your children and for all your dear Skizoumish. Obtain for all the grace of perseverance in the holy service of the Lord. So be it. I 

then addressed the audience: 
“Skizoumish! the example of the pious Sighouin is in your midst, you must know how to take advantage of it. Henceforth she belongs to the whole tribe, for she is its common and well-loved mother. As we all desire one day to share in the glorious reward which she has just obtained by her virtues and her good works, we must all follow the path which she has traced and which leads to eternal happiness. Since the day of her baptism, in April 1842, she has been constantly, day and night, occupied with your instruction. In the service of her God, she accepted, with joy and eagerness, the privations, the miseries, the annoyances that it pleased to send her. In her today are verified the words of the Lord addressed to the righteous: Because in the evils that you had to suffer for my name, you kept the patience commanded by my word, I will also keep you from the hour temptation, which shall come to try those who dwell on the earth.” 

The death of Louise Sighouin was the signal of sudden desolation and universal mourning in the tribe, which lost a mother dear to all, and especially to the children, a faithful friend of the whole tribe, the consoler of the afflicted and the patients, a guide and support! The loss was immense, let's face it! However, this mourning was Christian, and not that of a perverse and unfaithful world which has no hope after death. In the midst of this Indian tribe, there was renewed the salutary sadness which is ordinarily admired at the death of the just, whose memory is always dear and in blessing, as it is written: His memory is immortal, and it is in honor. before God and before men. 

The minister of the Lord was still at the last prayers of the Church, busy invoking the Angels and the Saints to receive the soul of her who had just expired, to present her to the throne of the Most High, when one of the assistants who was at his side, came out crying: “Sighouin! the good Sighouin is dead!” This cry is repeated, as from echo to echo, in the valley and at the foot of the high mountains which surround the residence of the Sacred Heart. The Indians come running and surround the lodge of the deceased. In impatience to satisfy their desire to see the pious woman once more, the box is invaded, but it is found to be too small to contain them all. The mats are torn from the poles; the box thus uncovered on all sides made it possible to satisfy the eagerness of the crowd of spectators, who silently admired Louise's sleep. 

It is the custom among the savages, when one of them happens to die, that relatives and friends meet in the lodge of the deceased person. When the missionary, having finished the prayers of the Church, leaves the lodge, he says: “Pray, my children, for the repose of his soul,” and adds a few words analogous to the circumstances. Then, at the signal of one of the nearest relatives of the deceased, all those present burst into tears and groans, either feigned or real, or rather they begin lamentations, often forced and rather wrung out by the usual ceremony than by a real pain caused by the loss of the deceased. When Louise died, the scene of mourning was very different: it was doubtless sincere. Let's listen to what Fr. Gazzoli tells us about it. “I was an eyewitness, moved to tears by all that was happening. My emotion only increased more, when already, even before the end of the prayers, universal cries and tears, interrupted by sobs, clearly announced that it was not a question here of accomplishing a pure ceremony, but, on the contrary, that we were gathered to pay a just tribute of gratitude and admiration to the virtue of Louise, and to relieve the deep pain caused by this loss. 

Do not imagine that sunset will, as on other occasions, put an end to these demonstrations of pain, regret, veneration and love, made over the mortal remains of the good Louise: they are rather increasing. The Indians immediately set up a vast lodge, which they light up with a fire of resinous wood. The body, decently wrapped in the skins of wild animals, is respectfully placed on a bed of straw; a large number of assistants watch around, and together recite aloud prayers all night long. The pious ceremonies of this memorable night had hitherto been unexampled in the country of the Coeurs-d'Alene. There was, on this occasion, a very touching, very edifying, and very extraordinary unanimity. You could see the men, women and children surrounding Louise's body with equal eagerness, without being able to detach themselves from the one they called, in so many ways, their mother, their guide and their true friend. Their prayers and hymns were interrupted from time to time by edifying speeches on the life and heroic virtues of the deceased; the principal chiefs of the nation were the first to retrace its most touching pictures to the whole assembly. 

The missionary, struck at the sight of such brilliant testimony given to virtue by a people who still had such light ideas of it, thought it his duty to go and preside over the pious assembly. He went there in the middle of the night, and at the moment when the eldest son of the deceased was eulogizing his good mother. His beautiful words, filled with a simple, naive, true eloquence, produced in all his audience the liveliest sensations and emotions. The abundance of his tears, which kept flowing as he spoke, finally prevented him from continuing his long and interesting speech. The Father then spoke, and, while urging his good savages to imitate Louise's example, he expressed the feelings of esteem and admiration which her virtues and good works had excited in his heart since his arrival in the mission. 

The day after Louise's death, very early in the morning, the body was carried in procession to the church, accompanied by all the Indians of the camp. The work of the harvest was not resumed during the whole day. All were concerned only with giving, in the most expressive manner, a mark of their love, their esteem and their mourning for the common mother of the tribe. After a solemn Requiem Mass and after all the other funeral ceremonies of the Church, the Father resolved to leave the body exposed for the rest of the day, to satisfy still the pious eagerness, we will say even to an ever increasing kind of devotion many friends of the deceased. Her children, her family, all of them, in a word, kept crowding around the coffin and seemed unable to separate themselves from it. It would have seemed too hard and too cruel to put an end so soon to the last and tender outpourings of this religious assembly, of these truly Christian hearts. 

At last the day was on its wane, and the shadows of night would soon cover the valley. The missionary needed to make an effort on his own feelings to propose to his good children in God a separation which must have cost their hearts so much and seemed very painful to them. However, it was the most favorable time to give the burial a funereal majesty and a last tribute of love and respect to the precious remains of the good Sighouin. 

The funeral surpassed all expectations. The children alone, boys and girls, as a proof of their innocent love, had thought of carefully preparing a large quantity of bundles of resinous wood. These primitive torches, in the hands of these children of nature, mostly dressed in the skins of bears, wolves, jaguars, tigers, beavers, otters, added to the ceremony, sad and gloomy in itself, a unique air of grandeur and savage majesty, befitting the venue and the interesting occasion of the gathering. The order observed in the procession was perfect: modest piety and religious silence reigned in the two long lines, one composed of men and the other of women, where only the prayers and the singing hymns. The tomb had been dug by Louise's children and parents. Her coffin, simple and modest, was the work of her youngest son. Arrived at the cemetery, the savages ranged themselves in order around the tomb, and, after the last funeral prayers of the Church and a few words of consolation from the priest, the coffin was lowered there. Each assistant threw a shovelful of earth into the pit, saying a prayer and a final farewell. This touching ceremony and even the smallest circumstances of this great funeral live in the memory of our Coeurs-d'Alênes. They repeat them and will repeat them to their grandchildren; they will forever make memorable this day of Christian mourning, this religious triumph awarded to a poor savage woman from the nation of Skizoumish or Coeurs-d'Alêne. 

In the month of February 1859, during one of my visits to the husband of Louise, a poor crippled old man who had been walking on crutches for a great number of years, I spoke to him of the holy life his wife had led on earth, of her fine qualities and great virtues of which she had given such a shining example. I asked him what he liked and admired the most about her. “Father,” he replied, “really, I cannot tell you in what Louise excelled the most. Since the happy day when you gave us baptism, everything has been good and admirable in his conduct. Never, that I know of, has there been the shadow of a difference between her and me; not one statement, not one word higher than the other. When I was sick, she carried me in the canoe; if I couldn't use my hands, she cut up the food and put it in my mouth. Louise served me as a guardian angel. Today I am somewhat pitiful and worthy of compassion, for I am poor in spirit. I loved to hear his consoling words, to listen to his wise counsels, to follow his salutary advice; for she was filled with wisdom and the spirit of God. The Fathers taught him many beautiful prayers, and we recited them together with our children. Now I have no one to repeat these beautiful prayers to me and I am sorry. 'However, I do not cease to thank the Lord for the favors that he has not ceased to grant me. I submit to his holy will; my heart is content and at peace.” 

The good old man has always been a subject of edification in the midst of his tribe, universally loved and respected throughout the nation. He is of great simplicity and of a very solid and very fervent piety; nothing gives him more pleasure than a conversation on holy things and on the great business of salvation. You never visit him without seeing him with a smile on his lips and without finding him praying, his rosary in his hand. He begins to recite it early in the morning; the first is offered to Mary to maintain herself in the holy grace of the Lord during the day; he recites the others, either for the Fathers, or for his family, or for his tribe, or for some other purpose. Since his baptism, he has made a point of praying for me every day, and I am very grateful to him. 

The good Adolphe -- that is the name of Louise's husband -- used to tell me, among other things, that during his wife's life, when the village went hunting, or in search of wild roots, and Louise too, he was very bored. When he saw Louise about to die, he said to her: “If you die, it will be impossible for me to stay here; I will find the time so long, I will return to my lands. -- "Take good care of it," resumed Louise, -- take good care of it, Adolphe! Never stray from the house of the Lord (the church). As I die here, I want you to stay here until death. Boredom won't get you there. Adolphe remains faithful to his wife's recommendation. His cabin is next to the church, and, although alone most of the time, since Louise's death, he has not yet had a single moment of boredom. The rosary and prayer are his greatest consolations, and he delights in them. 

During my recent journey among the Coeurs-d'Alêne, I again questioned the savages, to obtain new details on the life of Louise Sighouin. Here is what I was told: "After so many years, it is difficult to add anything to these extraordinary facts, so well known to everyone, except that, since his baptism, his life has been a continual act of charity.” And I can say, and anyone who reads his account will agree with me that there is no exaggeration in this summary remark. It was a constant devotion, a series of small details of mercy which do not offer anything very striking, if not this indefatigable constancy which, for more than ten years, has always been prompt, day and night. at night, to exercise all works of charity, both bodily and spiritual. No one will appreciate this martyrdom of detail better than those who devoted themselves to it; and if we consider that Louise was poor, infirm, that she could only half understand the missionaries, who still only stammered the language of the savages, we will not doubt the numerous graces that Louise received and the immense benefit she derived from the lessons of the divine Master. God had raised up Louise to be the auxiliary of apostolic men in the beginning of their work, when they did not understand the language. It was also the same at the Saint-Ignace mission: God had given the missionaries Chief Loyola to do among the Kalispels what Louise did among the Coeurs-d'Alêne. Both were poor and infirm; it was a lively faith that animated their zeal; both devoted themselves to their last breath, and both were mourned bitterly after their deaths. Loyola displayed an invincible firmness. “As long as I have a breath of life, my people must walk straight,” he said; and his virtue alone gave him the necessary authority to speak thus. Louise, on the contrary, had no other support for her zeal than her admirable gentleness, her indefatigable patience. Both died about the same time, when missionaries were beginning to be generally understood by savages. 

I have all these circumstances from the missionaries who are on the spot, especially from the reverend and worthy Father Gazzoli, nephew of the cardinal of the same name, who died in 1858. This Father is at this moment superior of the mission of the Sacred Heart, among the Skizoumish or Coeurs-d'Alene. 

In one of my letters, written ten years ago, June 4, 1849, I said: "This extraordinary attention of the savages and this species of avidity which they bring to the word of God, must appear surprising in a people which seems to unite all intellectual and moral miseries. But the spirit of the Lord blows where it pleases, his graces and his lights warn and help men whom ignorance, much more than a perverse and disorderly will, has made wicked. Moreover, this same spirit which compelled the most rebellious to cry out with Saint Paul: Lord, what do you want me to do? can also soften the fiercest hearts, warm the coldest, produce peace, justice and joy where before reigned iniquity, trouble and disorder. The great respect and the great attention that the poor Indians show, on all occasions, to the missionary who comes to announce the word of God to them, are for him the source of much consolation and encouragement. He finds the finger of the Lord in the spontaneous manifestations of these unfortunate men.” Ever since the gospel was preached to the wild tribes of the Rocky Mountains, the Lord has always had His chosen souls there. In the various missions, a good number of neophytes distinguished themselves by a zeal and a piety truly worthy of the first Christians, by a rare assiduity in all the religious exercises, by the faithful accomplishment of all the duties of a good Christian, in a word, by all these virtues of which we have just seen in Louise Sighouin the highest expression. 

PJDE SMET. 
University of Saint Louis, April 10, 1860 .

 

	
 

	1860 - obituary - Charles De Smet.

	
In November 1860, died, in Grembergen-lez-Termonde, Mr. Charles De Smet, knight of the Order of Leopold, adviser to the Court of Appeal of Ghent, former president of the tribunal of Dendermonde, and who, before the law on incompatibilities, was for several years vice-president of the Provincial Council of East Flanders. The deceased was the brother of Father Pierre De Smet, a missionary in America, whose faith our readers know, and his zeal to propagate it among the savages. Mr. De Smet had barely reached the age of 61. He is universally missed, and his memory will leave fond memories among all who knew you. What shows the esteem he enjoyed is the demonstration that took place during the funeral on November 6th. In the funeral procession, besides Father De Smet, who was precisely in Belgium at that time, and who was able to give his brother the consolation of assisting him in his last moments; besides this worthy monk and the family of the deceased, one noticed M. the first president Van Innis at the head of a deputation from the Court of Appeal of Ghent; Mr. Wurth Attorney General; Mr. De Bouck, substitute; a deputation from the bar of the same court; M. de Villegas, king's attorney at Ghent; the tribunal of Dendermonde as a body, a deputation from the bar of that city; Mr. De Wylge, President of the court of Kortrijk; M. Jansen, commander of the place; the superior officers of the garrison, General de Lannoy, Colonel Scheltjens, a host of magistrates, functionaries, and notabilities of this town, of Alost, and of the environs, &c. After the religious ceremony at the church, the procession reformed and stopped before leaving the temple. The audience surrounded the coffin, covered with the costume and regalia of the deceased, and three speeches were made: Mr. Rooman, Counselor to the Court; M. Dommer, President of the Dendermonde Court; and M. Vande Velde, parish priest of Grembergen, have in turn recounted the services rendered by M. Charles De Smet, in his long and honorable career, the rare benevolence which distinguished him, the loyalty and uprightness of his character, his inexhaustible charity. The sad procession then proceeded slowly towards the cemetery, and there, after the supreme prayers, the mortal remains of the worthy magistrate, saluted a third time by the discharges of the musketry, were lowered into the family vault.
 
﻿

	
 

	1861 - letter 54 - Through New Kansas - Journey to Mormon Country.

	
THROUGH NEW KANSAS 

FIFTY-FOURTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Since his last departure from Antwerp for America, in 1857, Father De Smet took part in two important expeditions: he accompanied, as chaplain or chaplain, the American army to the Mormons first, and then among the savages of the Rocky Mountains, in a voyage of 5,000 leagues. Our compatriot, whose interesting letters our readers are familiar with, returned to Belgium in October 1860, for the needs of a new mission, which his superiors instructed him to go and establish in a stable manner among the tribes which don't have any yet. We warmly recommend this work to the zealous Catholics. Here is the letter that Fr. De Smet addressed to us on this subject. 


“Namur, October 24, 1860. 

My reverend and very dear Father. 

I am sending you the note that you kindly requested from me. Since my last visit to Belgium, in 1856, I have again visited the Indian missions in the Rocky Mountains, as well as the missions of the Potowatomies and the Osages to the east of these mountains. Several of these missions are in a very prosperous state: a large number of Indian families now live on farms, where 

- 34 - 

they are provided with poultry and domestic animals; schools for both sexes have been established there, and contain more than 400 boarding children; the Ladies of the Sacred Heart have a house there, as well as the nuns of Lorette, and they apply themselves entirely to the education of little savage girls. In the plains of Missouri and east of the Rocky Mountains there are still many tribes: the Sioux, Poncas, Arrikaras, Minataries, Assiniboins, Crows, and Blackfoot; which forms a group of about 70,000 savages. For many years they have been earnestly asking for missionaries. 

It is among these numerous tribes that I propose, with the grace of God and the permission of my superiors, to go and establish new missions next spring, and it is in the interest of these undertakings that I came back to visit my homeland. I particularly commend the Work to the prayers and charity of my compatriots. The needs are great. Father De Smet proposes to return to America in the month of February, and to leave for the Rocky Mountains in the month of May . 


If he can collect the necessary funds to buy at Saint-Louis and transport from there to the mountains, about fifty plows and other tools of tillage, a flour mill, tools of the trades, household utensils, in one In other words, the objects of first necessity, to attach to the ground and to the hut nomadic peoples always at war with each other, one can hope to see the old reductions of Japan spring up in these parts. 

The following letter gives an idea of what the courageous missionary has done since his last departure, in 1857. 



Holland, December 1860. 

My reverend and very dear Father. 

It was on April 16, 1857, the eve of Easter, that you came on board the Leopold I, anchored in the Antwerp basin, to wish me a good trip, and that we bade each other farewells which we then believed should be the last. Providence has arranged otherwise, and now we see each other again. I gave you, in my thirty-fourth letter, details of LEOPOLD I's journey from Antwerp to New York ¹. This steamer, which left Antwerp on April 21, landed me in New York on May 7. A year later, on May 20, 1858, I set out from Saint-Louis for the north of North America, and I returned to my point of departure on September 23, 1859, after an absence of about sixteen months. During this interval, I had accompanied, as chaplain, an army of the United States sent against the Mormons and against the Indians. I will give you some details about this double expedition. In order not to bore you too much and to avoid wasting your time which must be very precious to you, I will try to be brief. I shall, however, need to fill in a few pages, for my recent voyage has been very long: it exceeds 15,000 American miles, or 5,000 leagues. I am therefore going to give you some details on the various countries that I have crossed and the seas that I have traveled, on my visits to the Savages, my dear spiritual children of the Rocky Mountains: the Coeurs-d'Alêne, the Kalispels, the Pends-d'oreille, the Têtes-Plates and the Koetenais; on my sojourn among the various tribes of the Upper Missouri Great Plains; about my time spent in the United States Army as a Chaplain or Chaplain, and as a Government Envoy Extraordinary. These details will not, I dare to hope, be without some interest for you; and will form the subject of a small narration. 

¹ See this letter in the Précis Historiques of 1857, p. 322. We have since published several other letters from Fr. De Smet. The most recent is in the volume of 1860, pp. 274, 312, 333 and 359; its subject is: Louise Sighouin, a savage from the Coeurs-d'Alêne tribe, who died in the odor of sanctity in 1843. This letter is the 53rd in the collection. 


I. -- Journey to the country of the Mormons. 

For several years, the Mormons, this terrible sect of modern fanatics, fleeing civilization, had relegated themselves to the bottom of an uninhabited desert. With their hearts filled with hatred and resentment, whenever the occasion arose, they had not ceased to agitate the country and provoke the inhabitants to commit robberies and murders against travelers and explorers from the UNITED STATES. In the mountain meadows, the Mountain Meadows, in September, 1857, one hundred and twenty emigrants from Arkansas, men, women and children, had been horribly massacred by Mormons. They had constantly challenged the government, and announced that the day of vengeance had arrived, because of the death of their prophet Joseph and his brother, the wrongs, injustices and cruelties of which they claimed to have been victims. in the states of Missouri and Illinois, whence they had been forcibly expelled by the inhabitants. 

On two separate occasions the Governor and his subordinate officers, sent by the President of the United States, had found such strong opposition from the Mormons in the performance of their respective duties, that they were forced to leave the Utah Territory and return to lay their complaints at the feet of the President. The Congress and the Senate resolved to send a third governor, accompanied this time by 2,000 soldiers, who would be followed by 2,000 to 4,000 others the following spring of 1858. I accompanied this last expedition. On May 13, 1858, the Minister of War wrote to me: 

“The President desires to attach you to the army of Utah, in the capacity of chaplain. He thinks your services would be important to the public good in many ways, especially in the present state of our affairs in Utah. Having taken information to find a priest who would be suitable for employment there, his attention was drawn to you, and he authorized me to communicate to you his wishes on this subject, in the hope that his request will be accepted, and that the office of chaplain will not be deemed incompatible with your ecclesiastical duties, nor contrary to your personal feelings. 

The Provincial Father and all the consultors, given the circumstances of the time, expressed themselves in favor of acceptance. I immediately left for Fort Leavenworth, Kansas Territory, to join the army there. The very day of my arrival, I took my place in the 7th regiment, composed of 800 men, under the command of the worthy and respectable Colonel Morisson, surrounded by a large staff of senior officers and engineers. I was installed in my post with much courtesy by the Commander-in-Chief of the Army himself, General Harney, one of the most renowned generals of the United States for bravery. The brave colonel, although a Protestant, thanked him heartily, saying: “General, I thought I was already much favored when the corps of engineers was entrusted to me; to-day you put the crowning touch to your favors by attaching to me the representative of the ancient and venerable Church. And General Harney, shaking my hand kindly, welcomed me into his army, and assured me that all freedom would be left to me in the exercise of my holy ministry among the soldiers. The worthy commander has kept his word with admirable loyalty, and all the officers have seconded him: during all the time that I have been among them, I have not encountered the slightest obstacle in the accomplishment of my homework; the soldiers always had free access to my tent, for instructions and confessions. Often, very early in the morning, I had the consolation of celebrating the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass and seeing each time a good number of soldiers devoutly approach the Holy Table. 

A brief word on the country you have traveled will perhaps be pleasant to you. I left Fort Leavenworth on June 1, 1858, in the 7th regiment, commanded by the worthy Colonel Morisson. I could admire the extraordinary rapidity of the progress of civilization in the new Kansas: already a stretch of 276 miles was largely occupied by white settlers. In 1851, when I returned from the Grand Council ¹, held on the edge of the Plate or Nebraska River, the plains of Kansas were almost deserted and contained only a few scattered villages of Indians, living for the most part from their hunting, from their peach, fruit and wild roots. After an interval of eight years, it is no longer a desert: a great change has taken place there; many towns and villages have risen there as if by magic; the forges, the mills of all kinds are already very numerous there; everywhere, with extraordinary industry and rapidity, large and beautiful farms were established. The face of the country is completely changed. In 1851, in these extended plains, one saw leaping, in all their primitive freedom, the roe deer, the goat and the doe; the time is not far off that these same plains served as pastures for innumerable herds of buffaloes. Today there are numerous herds of horned animals, sheep, pigs; many bands of horses and mules have taken possession of the land. The soil there is very fertile and rewards the labor of the industrious cultivator a hundredfold. Wheat, wheat, barley, rye, oats, flax, hemp, all the vegetables and all the fruits of temperate climates come there in abundance. With the influx of emigrants, trade there becomes more important every day. 

¹ You will find the details in the Précis Historiques of 1853, V letter, p. 478. 


The principal city of Kansas Territory is Leavenworth. It already contains 10,000 to 12,000 souls, although it is barely six years old. Its position on the edge of the Missouri is beautiful and advantageous. It has a bishop, two Catholic churches, a convent with a boarding school and day school. In the vicariate, there are already 15 churches, 23 stations, 16 priests, 5 religious communities and 4 trade schools among the Indians, Osages and Potowatomies, directed by our Fathers. 

Forests are rare in much of the territory. The surface of the country, in general, is undulating and beautiful; it does not look badly like the waves of an agitated sea, stopped suddenly and changed into dry land. The air is fresh and healthy. As one rises with the country, the graceful undulations of the coasts and the crossings of the valleys contrast admirably with the moving lines of walnut trees, oaks and poplars, which mark the currents of each small river. The edges of all the rivers are generally more or less wooded. We traveled up the Petite-Bleue river valley for three days or 54 miles. The names of the principal plants which, in the plains of Kansas, attract the botanist's attention are: OEnothera, with its brilliant yellow flowers; Foxglove, Lossa nitida, Amorpha and Artemisia, Commelina, Blue and Purple Rabbit, Cacti of different shapes and species, Tradescantia, Mimosa, Linum, White Mimulus. Where you leave the waters of the Little Blue, you are 276 miles from Fort Leavenworth. Continuing from there, one crosses high hills and prairies for a distance of 26 miles, and enters the great valley of the Nebraska or Plate river, at the distance of 15 miles from Fort Kearny. This river, to its two forks, is over 3,000 yards wide; its water is whitish and muddy, like the waters of the Missouri and the Mississippi; it is shallower; its current is very rapid. Fort Kearny hardly deserves a mention: it consists of three or four frame houses and several others of adobe, or large sun-dried bricks. The government maintains a military post there for the peace of the country and the safety of travelers crossing the desert to reach California, Oregon and the territories of Utah and Washington. 

A large number of Indians, of the Pawnie nation, were encamped a short distance from the fort. I nearly witnessed a battle between them and a warrior party of Rapahos. The latter, 40 in number, under cover of the night and unnoticed, had approached the camp. At daybreak, the Pawnies had hardly let go of their horses, when the enemy rushed with a loud cry through the midst of the bands and carried off several hundred at full gallop. The alarm immediately spread through the camp. The Pawnies, armed as well as they could and almost naked, went in pursuit of the Rapaho, joined them, and a fight more turbulent than bloody took place. A young pawnie chief, the fiercest of his band, was slain by the blow; three of his companions were wounded. The Rapaho also lost one of their own and had several injuries. Desirous of stopping the fight, I turned towards the field of battle, with an aide-de-camp of the general-in-chief; but the affair was already over; the Pawnies returned with the dead, the wounded and all the stolen horses. On returning to the camp, only cries of sadness, rage and despair were heard, threats and vociferations against the enemies. It was a truly sad and heartbreaking scene! The dead man was painted with all the distinctive marks of a great warrior and loaded with his finest ornaments. They lowered him into the pit, amid the exclamations and lamentations of the whole tribe. 

The next day, the Pawnies-Wolves invited me to their camp. I found there two French Creoles of my old acquaintances from the Rocky Mountains. They received me with the greatest kindness and wanted to act as interpreters. I had a long conference on religion with the poor and unfortunate savages; they gave me the keenest attention. After the instruction, they presented me with 208 little children, and entreated me to regenerate them in the holy waters of baptism. These savages were the terror of travelers who crossed their country; for a great number of years they have been drinkers, quarrelsome, thieves and very brutalized by the drinks, which they obtain without difficulty on the frontiers of civilization, from which they are hardly far away. This unfortunate traffic has been, everywhere and at all times, the ruin of the Indian tribes, and it leads to their rapid extinction. 

Two days' march above Fort Kearny, at a place called Cotton-wood springs or Fontaine des Cotonniers, I met about thirty lodges of Ogallallas, a Siouse tribe, and, at their request, I baptized all their little children. . In 1851, at the Grand Council, on the Plate, I had brought them the same favour. They told me that many of their children had since died, taken away by epidemics which had ravaged most of the nomadic tribes of the plains. The thought of the happiness which children obtain by baptism consoles them greatly. They know its great importance and know how to appreciate it as the greatest favor that can be done them. 

General Harney had several friendly conferences with the Pawnies, Ogallallas and Sheyenne, in which he urged them not to molest the whites who passed through their lands, adding that it was on this condition alone that they would keep the peace. with the United States Army. 

I have spoken to you so often, in my letters, of the nature of the buffalo, that I could pass it here entirely in silence. If I mention them, it is to tell you that they still exist, although they are more rarely encountered on the high road; their instinct must have taught them to stay away from it. It was in the vicinity of Fort Kearny that we encountered the first bands of these noble animals. This sight excited keen interest among all those soldiers who were visiting the plains for the first time, and they were burning with ardor to cut down some of them. Armed with the famous rifle à la Minié, they could have had a good hunt, if they had not been on foot, while the buffaloes were launched at full gallop; approach was therefore impossible for them; nevertheless a discharge took place, at the distance of 200 to 300 yards; only one buffalo was shot in the leg. Having thus the bruised limb to drag, he soon formed the rearguard of his band, and became the target of all our brave men. It was a confused melee of gunshots and deafening cries, as if the last hour of the last of the buffaloes was about to strike. Riddled with lead, tongue pushed out, blood streaming from its mouth and its nostrils, the poor animal fell. Cutting it up and distributing the pieces was only a matter of a few moments; each got his share. Never animal of its species was transformed more quickly into stews and grilled meats; the whole battalion wanted to taste it. 

In the meantime, Captain P..., mounted on a handsome steed, approached a bull already frightened by so many rifle shots and by the dreadful din of our soldiers, still novice hunters, and, almost exhausted. bearing, he fired two pistol shots at him. At the same moment, the buffalo and the horse stopped. In spite of all his efforts, the captain could not manage to get his terrified horse, which was on its first hunt, to advance a single step, and the furious buffalo rushed on the horse, rammed its two horns into its side and knocked down dead. In this critical circumstance, the brave horseman did not lose his presence of mind: he jumped off the horse over the back of the buffalo, fired two more shots at it from his pistol, which had six, and completely baffled it. The captain took refuge in a ravine, which was fortunately close and deep; the buffalo, unable to follow him there, abandoned his pursuer, who returned to the camp with his horse's saddle on his back. To run the buffalo, a horse must be well trained, and specially for this particular hunt; otherwise the danger is always very great and even life is at stake. 

(To be continued.) 


THROUGH NEW KANSAS 

FIFTY-FOURTH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

(Continuation and end. See p. 33.) 


During the months of June and July, storms, rains and hail are very frequent and almost daily, towards evening, in the valley of the Plate; it is, par excellence, the land of storms and hurricanes. As on the sea, we see them forming from afar. First, a few light spots are noticed on the horizon; they are followed by blackish clouds, which follow one another, crowd together and spread with extraordinary rapidity; they approach, they pass, they burst and pour torrents of water which flood the valley, or hailstones which crush the grasses and the flowers of these primitive parterres; they finally move away with the same velocity as they came. “Every evil has its remedy,” the old proverb tells us. Now, these winds, these storms and these rains come to refresh and purify the atmosphere, which, in this season of the year and without this incident, would become almost unbearable. It is not uncommon for the Fahrenheit ¹ thermometer to exceed 100 degrees in the shade. Water does not stay on the soil surface for long; it is absorbed almost immediately because the soil of the valley is very porous and light, and because of its sandy bottom. In all the encampments a little distant from the river, the travelers dig wells. The water is everywhere two or three feet deep. This water, although cold and fairly clear, can only be unhealthy and must often cause very serious illnesses. Also the tombs are numerous in these parts; the mortal remains of a large number of emigrants lie there. With these emigrants disappeared from the valley of the Plate that ardent thirst for gold, those desires and ambitious projects of wealth, grandeur and pleasure which devoured them and carried them away to the distant regions of California, from Pike's Peal , and Frazer. They have died far from their homes and are buried on deserted beaches. Oh ! How uncertain are the affairs of this world! The man projects; he builds castles in Spain, but on a future which does not belong to him. “He proposes, but God disposes” and comes to cut the thread of life in the midst of vain hopes. 

¹ This thermometer, in use in America, England, Germany, was proposed by Fahrenheit in 1724. It is mercury, and has as fixed points the heat of boiling water and the cold produced by a mixture of equal parts of sea salt and snow. The interval comprised between these two extreme points is divided into 212 parts or degrees. The 32nd degree corresponds to the zero of the centigrade thermometer and that of Réaumur, and therefore indicates the temperature of the melting ice; while the 212th degree corresponds to the 100th centigrade and one 80th from Reaumur, and therefore indicates the temperature of boiling water. To reduce the results of one thermometer to the language of another, there is only a rule of three to solve; but for the Fahrenheit thermometer, care must be taken to subtract 32 from the number of degrees. Thus, to translate the 100 degrees of Fahrenheit into degrees centigrade and degrees of Réaumur, we will have to solve the two proportions: 180: 100:: 68: x; and :180:80::68:x. We see that 100 degrees Fahrenheit gives beyond 37° Centigrade and 30° Réaumur. 
While we were writing these leagues, an intense cold made the use of the thermometer very interesting. The winter of 1860-1861 was to be one of the harshest of that century. The night of January 7 to 8 was most remarkable in this respect. The thermometer dropped to 17°.4 centigrade below zero. For thirty years the temperature has been lower only once, in 1838; on January 16, the thermometer marked 18°.8 centigrade below zero. These data are taken from the Annales de l'Observatoire de Bruxelles. We note, moreover, by the observations made, that Brussels was, on January 8, the city in Europe where the cold was most intense. While the thermometer descended with us to 17 degrees 4 tenths below zero, it only marked: in St. Petersburg, 4 degrees 4 tenths; in Moscow, 12 d. 6 ten.; in Warsaw, 11 d.; in Copenhagen, 8 d. 2 ten.; in Vienna, 6 d. 2 ten.; in Leipzig, 12 d. 6 ten. in Paris, 5 d. 6 ten.; in Strasbourg, 5 d. 6 ten.; in Lyon, 1 d. 6 ten.; at Greenwich, 8 d. 2 ten. 

The most remarkable thing that I met at this time on the great plains road, usually so lonely, was the long trails of wagons which followed one after the other to transport food and the effects of war towards Utah. If the newspapers of the time can be relied upon, government expenditures amounted to nearly $15 million. Each train consisted of 26 carriages; each cart had a team of 6 pairs of oxen and contained about 5,000 pounds. The quartermaster, who had made the calculation, assured me that the line of all the wagons put together would measure an extent of nearly 50 miles. Every day we passed different of these trains. Like vessels on the sea and on the rivers, each chariot bore its name; which amused and distracted the traveler as he passed them in review. These names are more or less bizarre, and depend on the whims of the captains. Here are some samples: the Constitution, the President, the Great Republic, the King of Bavaria, Lola-Montès, Louis-Napoleon, Don O'Connell, Old Kentuck, etc. They are daubed in large characters on both sides of the car. On the plains, the carter arrogates to himself the title of captain; it is that he is invested with the command of his chariot and his 12 oxen. In this small land fleet, the master carter is admiral: he commands the 26 captains and the 312 oxen. From a distance, the wagons, with their high white covers, do not look badly like a flotilla in full sail. 

Leaving the town of Leavenworth, the carters are generally dressed in new clothes and look pretty good; but as they penetrate the plains, their fine accoutrements become soiled, torn and changed to shreds. These captains have scarcely gone 200 miles when we find rags strewn and floating all along the route. In the various encampments beyond the Rocky Mountains, we also often notice the remains of wagons and the skeletons of oxen, but even more the remains of the wardrobes of our travellers: trouser legs and underpants, a chest of a camisole, an arm or the back of a shirt, stockings without toes and without heels, a bottomless hat, old boots and old shoes with holes above and below. In these abandoned camps, we mainly notice card games scattered among bottles and broken pots. Here, it's a cooking pot, a coffee pot, a pewter pot; there, an iron oven, the remains of portable stoves; all worn and discarded. In passing, the poor Indians look with a worried and alarmed eye on these first signs of civilization. They see in these masses of debris and shreds the approach of a very sad future for them: the plains and the forests which they roam to hunt animals, their beautiful lakes and their beautiful rivers which swarm with fish and 'aquatic birds, the hearths which saw them born, and the grounds which contain the ashes of their fathers and their ancestors; everything they hold most dear will soon pass into the rapacious hands of white people; and they will be placed on small reserves, far from their hunting and fishing, or driven back into the mountains or onto unknown beaches. It is therefore not surprising that the Savages sometimes resent the Whites; however, it is rare that they are the first aggressors. 

Every evening, each train is formed into a coral, that is to say that the 26 carriages are placed in a circle and chained to each other, so as to leave only one opening to give passage to the animals which bind the night at the center, and are guarded there by several armed sentries. Guarded by a small number of determined men, the chariots and the animals were safe from attack by the unruly Indians, even in large numbers. When travelers neglect these precautions, and each encamps as he pleases, it is not uncommon for a hostile party of Indians to provoke among the animals what is called in the country a stampado or fright; and remove them all at once. In the evening, we camp early, and at daybreak, we release the animals in the meadow to give them time to eat well. Grass is abundant everywhere in the Plate Valley and on the surrounding hillsides. 

Between Fort Kearny and the traverse of the South Forks of the Plate, we met about a hundred families of Mormons going to Kansas or Missouri with the intention of settling there. They rejoiced at having had the good fortune of being able to leave the famous promised land of Utah safe and sound, thanks to the influence of the new governor and the presence of the soldiers of the United States. They told us that a large number of other families would follow them as soon as they were able and could afford the necessary means for the journey. They confessed that they would have escaped a long time ago, but that they had been held back by the fear of falling into the hands of the Danaides or exterminating angels. It is the prophet's bodyguard; she is entirely and blindly at his disposal to carry out all his plans, respond to all his views and execute all his measures: very often theft and murder enter into it for a large part. Before the troops arrived, woe to those who expressed a desire to move away from Utah and leave the sect; woe to those who dared to speak out against the conduct of the false prophet; rarely have they escaped the daggers of the exterminating angels, or rather of these incarnated demons. 

The high road to the plains, in the fine season of 1858, seemed suddenly invaded and animated in a marvelous manner. To complete the idea which I have just given of it, I will add that every day couriers and expresses, coming and going, met on the road. The different companies of the army left between them a space of one or two days' march. Each company had in its suite ambulances for the use of senior officers, artillery and engineer equipment, a series of wagons drawn by six mules, transporting food and baggage; moreover, an immense herd of horned beasts, amounting to 600 to 700, also followed each company to feed it each day. Uncle Sam, -- this is the name by which the American government is designated, -- has a truly paternal heart: he provides abundantly for the needs of the defenders of the fatherland, and leaves nothing lacking for the comfort, as is expressed the English. 

Everything was going perfectly. The general-in-chief, with his staff, was already at the Traverse of the South Branch of the Plate, 480 miles from Fort Leavenworth, when he received, with the news of the pacification of the Mormons, the order to distribute his troops elsewhere and return to the United States. My destination was thereby changed: my little diplomatic mission to the Indian tribes of Utah was coming to an end with the conclusion of peace. I consulted the general, and accompanied him on his return to Leavenworth. 

The South Fork of the Plate, at its traverse, is 2,045 feet wide. In the month of July its depth is fairly generally about 3 feet. After the junction of the two forks, the width of the Plate River is nearly 300 yards. The bottom, in all its length, is quicksand. 

I would still have many things left to tell you, my very dear Father, about the country traveled from Leavenworth to the South Crossing, about botany, animals, the different fish of the rivers; but I have spoken of it on many occasions in my letters on different journeys, and I fear to repeat the same things. The little incidents and facts which I have just related here relate to my last journey. 

Before leaving Leavenworth for St. Louis, I made a short excursion of 140 miles to pay a visit to our dear Fathers and Brethren of St. Mary's Mission among the Potowatomies. Finally I arrived at Saint-Louis at the beginning of September, after an initial absence of about three months, and after having traveled 1,976 miles. My stay in Saint-Louis was very short; I will give you details of it in a future letter, which will make known the continuation of my long expedition of which I speak to you on the first page. 

Accept, my reverend and dear Father, the expression of the feelings that you know me for you, and allow me to recommend myself in a very special way to your holy sacrifices and your good prayers. 

Rae. Vae servus in Xto, 

PJDE SMET .
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ACROSS THE ATLANTIC OCEAN AND THE ANTILLES SEA TO PANAMA 

FIFTY-FIFTH, LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Brussels, March 12, 1861. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

My last letter, inserted in the Précis Historiques of January 15 and February 1 (pages 33 and 67), spoke to you of a journey of about sixteen months, during which I had accompanied, as chaplain, an army of the United States in charge of two expeditions: one against the Mormons and the other against the Savages. I gave you some details of the first, telling you about my three-month run through New Kansas; and I promised you on the second details which will complete my account of 5,000 leagues of road. Here is the beginning of this second journey. After having briefly indicated the cause of the war of the United States against the Indians of the West, I will take you on a journey with me, in this letter, across the Atlantic Ocean and the Caribbean Sea, to the Isthmus so famous from Panama. 

On my return from Saint-Louis, at the beginning of September 1858, I wanted to resign the office of chaplain of the army which I had filled in the expedition to Utah. The Secretary of War did not think fit to accept my resignation, owing to new difficulties which had just arisen west of the Rocky Mountains. 

I. -- Cause of the war of the United States against the Indians of the West. 

The Indian tribes had formed a powerful coalition against the whites; they had surprised Colonel Steptoe and had killed two officers and several soldiers, and we were at last on the eve of a general rising in all these countries. These rumors were unfortunately only too well founded. Nine tribes had already entered into the conspiracy; they were the Palouses, the Yacomans, the Skoyelpies, the Okinaganes, the Spokanes, the Coeur-d'alènes, the Kalispels, the Koetenais and the Flatheads. These poor savages, once so peaceful, especially those of the last four tribes, had at first conceived great anxiety about the frequent incursions which the whites came to make upon the lands south and west of the territories of Washington and Oregon; from anxiety, the Indians had soon passed to spite and anger, especially when they saw these adventurers seize the most advantageous sites and establish themselves as masters in the most fertile regions, all this in defiance of their rights and without any prior consent. 

The mountain savages especially had taken the alarm and resolved to drive back the whites, or at least to oppose their progressive invasions. Soon Indian bands formed here and there; they meet, practice, and behold, in a few days they have already organized a body of 800 to 1,000 warriors. Their first attempt was a great victory for them; in their opinion, nothing was wanting, for they had not only driven out the enemy, but had taken from him all his train and all his provisions. The hasty retreat of the Americans even seemed to them a shameful flight. Nothing, however, was more natural, since the brave Colonel Steptoe, not even suspecting this taking up of arms, had at this moment with him only a company of 120 men, on their way to maintain tranquility at Colville. Intoxicated with this first success, the Indians believed themselves invincible and capable of standing up to the whole army of the United States. 

For its part, the government in Washington considered the matter sufficiently serious for it to be prudent to place it in the hands of General Harney. This superior officer had distinguished himself on many occasions in the Indian wars, in Florida, Texas, Mexico and on the plains of Missouri. He wanted to take me with him on his distant expedition, and, at his express request, the Minister of War sent me the invitation. I immediately made sure of the approval of my superiors, and I consented to continue my charge of chaplain in the new army. I hoped to render, in this quality, some services to the men of the expedition and especially to the Indian tribes of the mountains; I also had the greatest desire to find myself in the midst of my colleagues in the difficult circumstances which the war was no doubt going to create for them. 

II. -- Voyage from Saint-Louis, by the Atlantic Ocean and the Caribbean Sea, to the Isthmus of Panama. 

On the 15th of the same month of September, I left Saint-Louis; by the Central Railway; in 50 hours I had covered 11,000 miles and was in New York. I soon made all my arrangements there, and on the 20th I embarked, with the general and his staff, on the steamer the Star of the West. Our first goal was Aspinwal, a small town north of the Isthmus of Panama, about 2,000 miles from New York. This distance was covered in eight days and a few hours. It was the time of the equinox; we therefore had the necessary accompaniment of strong gusts of wind, squalls and a few small storms; especially between the dangerous islands of Bahama. Nothing extraordinary, however, except for the faces of the many victims of the inexorable Neptune, in other words seasickness. Apart from that, the crossing was very happy; no serious case of illness has appeared on board, which is very rare in the tropics. The passengers numbered 640, most of them going to California, that great El Dorado of the West. Here is the route followed by our steamer; you will easily trace it on the great American map. 

We passed in the middle of the Lucayes or Bahama islands. There are about six hundred of them, including that of Guanahami, the San Salvador, the first land that Columbus discovered in 1492. We sailed alongside the Longue, Croche and Fortunée islands; we were able to admire Point Mays, on the eastern part of the island of Cuba, and at the same time we saw Cape Saint-Nicolas and other points of Santo Domingo. After which we passed in sight of Jamaica, and here we are at last in the sea of the Antilles, the extent of which is, from north to south, 1,600 miles. Soon Aspinwal appears to us at a short distance from Porto-Bello. 

This town is only about five years old; it cannot fail to acquire great commercial importance; the passage of emigrants, most of whom go to California, is now the main cause of its prosperity. Its population belongs to different races, from the purest white to the dark black of the most beautiful negroes, and passing through the various shades of the Indian peoples. Part of the town is marshy, which must make it unhealthy; but this grave inconvenience will soon be remedied. 

The breadth of the Isthmus of Panama is 36 miles; the railroad which connects the two seas has 47. This railroad can be cited as a marvel, so bold was the enterprise and the successful execution. It crosses thick forests and meets a beautiful river, over which is thrown a bridge of the most solid construction. It is, in a word, a gigantic work, which must have cost enormous sums. How many European workers, attracted by the lure of gain, have flocked to these scorching climates in search of fortune and found only death there! 

We meet in the whole crossing only two or three small villages, consisting of a few poor huts of rushes and reeds. The children there are barely dressed; grown-ups cover themselves, but very lightly. Their food consists chiefly of vegetables and fruits, which are extremely abundant and obtainable almost without cultivation. 

In the past, to reach the other shore, you had to walk or horseback for three or four days, and then what deprivations and difficulties of all kinds! today, in less than three hours, you are gently transported from Aspinwal to Panama. 

During this short trip, I admired a charming little flower, whose background is white and purple petals. She looks like, to be mistaken, a tiny dove with outstretched wings. The head, the eyes, the beak, nothing is missing, except a leg. The Spaniards named it, with great aptness, the Flower of the Holy Spirit. 

In terms of flowers, plants, trees, this country could not be more remarkable; the vegetation there is truly extraordinary. What a vast field, barely explored, for a zealous and audacious botanist! 

New Granada occupies the northwest of South America, between the Pacific Ocean and the Orinoco River. The Isthmus of Panama is one of them, as well as all the countries that extend westward to Central America. The Andes run along the western coast and divide in the south of the republic into three parts. To the east of the mountains are vast plains, which abound in horses and other domestic animals. The climate and the products of New Granada vary according to the degree of elevation of the ground; wheat, barley, and the fruits peculiar to the temperate zones are obtained in the upper parts, while, towards the sea coasts and in the lower parts, the finest products of the tropical regions are found in abundance. 

Commerce has not yet taken a very great extension there; it is done mainly with the United States and England. Sugar, cocoa, cotton and skins are exported; there are gold, silver, platinum and copper mines, but they are scarce. Roads are very rare in the mountainous districts; if the traveler, who wishes to visit them, has a well-furnished pocket, he settles down on a kind of chair and has himself carried by men named Silleros. 

Bridges often consist of a single rope to which a hammock or basket is attached. The traveler must take his place there if he wishes to reach the other shore; for the rest, he runs very little danger, even when he thus crosses rapid torrents. 

Under the presidency of Bolivar, New Granada, Venezuela and Ecuador formed the republic of Colombia; it is only since 1831 that these three countries have disunited to form three independent states. Bogotá, capital of New Granada, is not far from the Magdalena River, 8,000 feet above sea level; it is situated in the middle of a fertile plain which produces two harvests each year. This city has a university, several large churches and beautiful convents. Cartagena is the main port of the republic; those of Santa Martha, Popayan, Pasto, Aspinwal and Panama are for the moment of lesser importance. 

The bay of Panama is absolutely beautiful; the small islands which are strewn there resemble baskets of greenery thrown on the waters. The town itself occupies a very picturesque position; but inside it is dark, sad, and looks like a city in decline. Here, however, the hour of prosperity has sounded for her, and every American who comes to ask her for asylum brings her as it were a sure pledge of her next greatness. 

I had the honor of seeing, on several occasions, Mgr. the Bishop of Panama. This worthy prelate showed me the greatest benevolence, and expressed his ardent desire to have Jesuits in his diocese. 

But that's enough for today. Allow me to catch my breath before setting off with you on the waves of a new sea. 

I am.. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
 

	
 

	1861 - letter 56 - Across the Pacific Sea and California.

	
ACROSS THE PACIFIC SEA AND RELEASE IN CALIFORNIA. 

FIFTY-SIXTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Brussels, March 13, 1861. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

It was in Panama that we left each other; please come back to it, but for a moment. I would like to introduce you, on the stroke of departure, to my future traveling companions. They are no less than 1,300. There they are, installing themselves as best they can inside and on the deck of this great steamer which is already carrying us away. 

I. -- Across the Pacific Sea. 

On October 2, we leave Panama Bay. We follow, in almost all their extent, the coasts of Costa Rica and Nicaragua. On the sixth day we had already traveled 1,500 miles and we landed at Acapulco, to pick up provisions and coal. This is the only port that Mexico has retained on the Pacific Sea. The bay is very beautiful; it has the advantage of being sheltered against strong winds, surrounded as it is by large hills and mountains. Look over there, it's an old fort; all that can be said is that it is still standing. Enter the city, you will find only one church there, and even then it is very poor. See the houses, how sad they are, and how indolent and lazy their inhabitants seem. Poor people! I believe that they think much less of chaining fortune than of struggling against misery. They live mainly on fish, do a small trade in fruits and vegetables, and also engage in pearl fishing. Although small in number, this population offers a mixture of almost all races: you would find there descendants of Spaniards, Indians, Negroes and mixed in all degrees; you would distinguish among the latter the mulattoes, the mestizos and the zambos. 

Let me tell you a few words about a rather curious sight given to us by the zambos at the moment of our arrival. All are good swimmers, they can stay in the water for hours on end without showing the slightest weariness. It is very remarkable. Scarcely had they seen our ship than they rushed to meet us; soon they surrounded us, soliciting with voice and gesture our pretty five- and ten-sou pieces. The purses loosen, the small pieces fall to the bottom of the sea and drag our excellent divers with them. A few moments later, they reappear on the surface, holding the precious metal in their hands, show it proudly to the spectators and end up putting it in a place of safety.....in their mouths. The denouement was abrupt and most moving: a shark suddenly appeared in the midst of the swimmers and gave the signal to retreat. It was a general rescue. However, the aquatic visitor was a good prince, he allowed everyone to get into their boats and did not bite off a head, arm or leg. 

Two days later, October 10, we stopped briefly at Manzanilla to drop off our correspondence and pick up another. A few hours earlier we had seen in the distance the volcanic mountain called Popocatepell; it is the highest peak of the Sierra-Madre. 

On the 11th we were in sight of Cape Saint-Luc, in the southern part of old California. The islands of Sainte-Marguerite, Sainte-Rose, Sainte-Croix and several others presented themselves in turn to our gaze, as well as a great number of whales and other cetaceans, which abound in these parts. On the 15th, we saw the Pointe de la Conception, 250 miles from San Francisco; we salute Sainte-Barbe, Saint-Louis, and Monterey from afar, and on the 16th we enter San Francisco, after having traveled 1,500 miles from Acapulco. I was happy to find myself there in a house of the Company, and in the company of several of my brothers in Jesus Christ, who showered me with gifts and cares of the most cordial charity. We especially appreciate the Quam bonum et quam jucundum habitare fratres in unum, when we come out of a boat where we have been locked up for some time, in the midst of 1,300 individuals from all the nations of the earth, almost all attacked in the morale of yellow or golden fever, who seem to occupy themselves, talk and dream only of the gold mines and of all the joys of the earth which riches will procure for them later; -- but also this later dispels many illusions. 

II. -- Through California. 

A little examination of the map will show you how favored California has been by nature. It is surprising that this country has been neglected and forgotten for so long, despite its immense advantages. Today the impetus is given, trade and all human industries have their rendezvous there and are developing there with a rapidity which astonishes and disconcerts the boldest and even the most adventurous spirits. The soil is generally fertile and lends itself to all the requirements of man; already the products exceed the needs and will enrich the distant markets. I would not finish if I had to tell you about the mild climate of this beautiful country, the regularity of its seasons, its beautiful mountains, its rich valleys, its immense meadows, where horses and many other animals servants multiply prodigiously, from its incomparable mines, etc., etc. Count that, for another century, the bosom of California will remain open to thousands of new miners eager for gold and silver. 

San Francisco was, twelve years ago, only a very small seaport and had only a handful of inhabitants. It is today the marvel and the port par excellence of the entire Pacific Sea. A population of at least 60,000 souls flocked there from all corners of the earth. The Chinese, numbering 4,000, faithfully preserve there the uses and customs of their mother country, including the long tail; they almost all live in a separate quarter, they are quiet and industrious, but they are accused of great immorality. Needless to say that, in this modern Babel, the ears are continually torn by strange sounds and cries which belong to all the languages and all the jargons of the world; while the eyes tire at the end of this living panorama, where the various forms and the multiple colors of the poor human species appear in turn. 

But what consoles and reconciles, so to speak, with all this din and these continual changes in view, is the pleasant thought that our holy religion also has something to do with the astonishing activity of this future great people. Judge of its progress: apart from a beautiful cathedral, built very recently by its venerable titular, who is an archbishop, there are five churches, four convents, a college directed by our Fathers, and several schools for girls and boys. Pray often so that God blesses these first and consoling successes. 

The markets were covered with the most beautiful fruits: grapes, melons, pears, apples, etc., etc. Nowhere have I found them superior in beauty, size and taste. Such was the abundance of grapes, that two steamers were daily employed to transport the bunches from Los Angelos to San Francisco. 

By its size, California is the second largest state in the United States. It is three times larger than Virginia and has 800 miles of coastline. The bay of San Francisco is one of the most beautiful in the universe; it contains a large number of excellent ports. Its position opposite the Sandwich Islands, the Celestial Empire, Japan and the Philippine Islands; its already almost daily relations with the long series of coasts of South America, with the Eastern States and even with most of the great European ports; everything, in a word, outside as well as inside, seems to contribute to making this country one of the most commercial and most populous in the world. There is no doubt that its commercial metropolis will soon be the New York of the West. 

The surface of California is mostly mountainous. Two long mountain ranges run roughly parallel along the coasts. The main rivers are the Colorado, the Sacramento and the San-Joaquin. The gold mines lie principally at the base of the Sierra Nevada, for a length of about 500 miles, along the tributaries of the rivers. 

One more word, before ending, on a marvel of nature, which probably has no equal in the whole universe. The cedars of Lebanon are famous in more ways than one. What we especially admire today is their age: four thousand years! their size: six feet in diameter! their foreheads still high, though so often struck by lightning and battered by storms. But what are these ruined majesties in the presence of California's mammoth tree? You will judge. In the county of Calaveras, there is a forest of huge trees, firs, cedars, etc. The sugar pines there have a diameter, not of 6 feet, but of 8, and a height of 200 feet and beyond. However, these are only species of large dwarfs compared to ninety-six giant trees united over a space of a mile. One of them, the Forest Father, was uprooted by the winds; it now litters the ground with its enormous debris. Imagine, if you can, its proportions: 112 feet in circumference and more than 450 in length. Another was shot. To use the stock, we began to level it, in order to lay the foundations of a printing press. The whole building rests on this stump, which serves at the same time as a floor; we even had the care to reserve on the side a part of the trunk to build a beautiful staircase of twenty-six steps. Each of these mammoth trees received its name. The most notable are the Two Guards, the Three Graces, the Twins, the Hercules, the Hermit, the Beauty of the Forests, etc. In Belgium, it will be hard to believe all these prodigies of vegetation. I could not see them with my own eyes, but I have the details that I transmit to you from respectable eyewitnesses. That's enough of that big tree chapter. After all, they only deserve, among so many other mirabilia Dei, the little sign of exclamation! 

The distance traversed from New York to San Francisco, by the road of Aspinwall and Panama, is 6,850 miles. Still something like 800 miles and we are at the mouth of the Columbia; it is there that I hope to find you soon, my Reverend Father. 

Receive.. 
PJ DE SMET, SJ
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FROM SAN-FRANCISCO TO COEURS-D'ALÊNE 

FIFTY-SEVENTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

March 20, 1861. 

Reverend Father, 

My last letter left us at San Francisco, which is 6,850 miles from New York. We still have about 800 to go to get from San Francisco to the mouth of the Columbia, and 575 to get from this mouth to the Mission of the Sacred Heart. After a rest of four days in San Francisco, we re-embark. 

¹ We read in a correspondence from America published by the Moniteur français, October 1861: “The desert is conquered and the main telegraph line which connects San Francisco to New York has just been completed. Communication is perfect. Yesterday evening, the first dispatch was sent by the mayor of San Francisco to the mayor of New York and to the President of the United States. The telegraph works admirably well. Another telegram from San Francisco, of October 25, says that the completion of the Pacific line puts Cape Race (Newfoundland) in communication with the Golden Horn, crossing a space of more than 5,000 miles. Soon the league will be extended to Bering Strait, and thence to the mouth of the Amur River, where the Russian government is beginning a line which will go to Moscow. America will thus be connected to Europe by Moscow and will communicate with all the important points of China, India, Japan, and even with Melbourne, in Australia. (Editor's note.) 


I. -- From San-Francisco to Walla-Walla ². 

² We can follow Fr. De Smet in these travels, by taking the geographical maps inserted in the second volume of his Letters, published in 1848. (Editor's note.) On October 20, 1858, I left San Francisco for 

the mouth of Colombia. We passed within sight of Cape Mendocino, the westernmost point of the United States, and skirted the coast of Oregon. On the 23rd, we crossed the dangerous bar of Colombia; which I had crossed, for the first time, in 1844. You will find the description of it in the second volume of my letters: Letter of October 9, 1844. A large and beautiful lighthouse has been erected on Cape Disappointment, since civilization entered it. The Savages, once so numerous along the coasts and the river, have almost entirely disappeared there. Every approach of the whites drives them away by force or otherwise, to place them on reservations in a foreign land, far from their hunting and fishing, and where drink, misery and disease of every kind harvest by the hundreds. 

Since the whites took possession of the lands of the Indians, great changes have taken place throughout the country. The Wallamette Valley has completely changed its face. There are a large number of towns and villages, rich and beautiful farms, with vast apple orchards. There are apples of extraordinary size and beauty. Wheat, barley, oats come there wonderfully and in the greatest abundance, as well as vegetables of all kinds. 

I will mention to you, in passing, the towns and the villages which one sees when ascending the Columbia River; many other towns are planned and will soon spring up as more settlers arrive. 

After passing the bar of Columbia, behind Cape Disappointment, we perceive on the left, in the territory of Washington, a large bay, the edges of which are covered with a thick forest of larches and firs. There are two houses quite far from each other: it is the location of the Pacific city, the embryo perhaps of a future large city. For the moment the sawmill was abandoned there, and although the town is new, the lonely house there already looks very sad and very old. 

I must remark here in passing that, especially in the new territories, the speculators in the matter of founding towns and villages are very numerous. If they have chosen the sites well and they succeed in attracting people there; their fortune is made. But many of them lose their Latin there: in vain they give great names to places where their imagination and their private interests would like to see large cities; they will call them New London, Paris, Madrid, St. Petersburg, etc., whatever you want; no one stays there, and the new capitals are soon forgotten. We begin them lightly, and we abandon them soon after. 

Twelve miles above the city of Pacific, on the right of the river (territory of Oregon), is the city of Astoria, or rather the two Astorias; the superior and the inferior, which are in opposition to each other; that is, which of the two will win in the end. Now they are still only two small villages, rather picturesquely established on the slope of a steep coast, and surrounded by thick forests of spruce. Each of these villages can contain from twenty to thirty frame houses, painted white and of fairly good appearance. 

After the Astorias, you travel up the river for a space of 24 miles without encountering a place that aspires to be a village or town. It is a series of beautiful and high hills, covered with thick forests, the picturesque aspect of which enchants all newcomers, but which, for many years to come, promises nothing but wood. You then arrive at Cathlamet, a village made up of six houses, in the territory of Washington. Ten miles away is the village of Oak-Point, or Oak Point; there are a few houses and a sawmill; it is the first place in Colombia where the oak begins to show itself. Twelve miles further on, and 58 miles from the ocean, is Rainier, a village of twelve houses, in the territory of Oregon. Another, Sainte-Hélène, in the same territory, 18 miles beyond, contains about twenty houses. Going up Colombia, the whitish summits of the mountains of Saint Helena, Rainier, Jefferson and Hood, covered at a great height with perpetual snow, offer sublime aspects which one never tires of contemplating. 

After Saint Helena, 20 miles higher, you come to the town of Van-Couver, which may contain a hundred houses, apart from the fort newly built for the use of the troops. There is a small Catholic church in frame, which has the title of cathedral; a bishop and his vicar general, two small schools for boys and girls. The latter is led by very fervent and zealous Sisters. Van-Couver is considered the most flourishing of the cities located on Colombia. 

Thirty-six miles above Van-Couver and 132 miles from the sea, the river passes through the Cascade mountain range. Over a stretch of 5 miles, it is strewn with large blocks of rocks, accumulated in a rather narrow place, which form these rapid and insurmountable currents, which are called the Cascades. The aspect of the mountains on each side of the river is truly sublime and enchanting. Their flanks are completely covered with trees and brushwood; especially in autumn, the leaves of different colors and shades further increase the beauty and magnificence of these sites. The numerous streams which one sees descending from it and falling from rock to rock, so as to form cascades upon cascades, contribute much further to enhance the beautiful nature of these regions. The village called Cascade will later become, I have no doubt, an important point. 

After 60 miles of navigation above the Cascades, we arrive at the Dalles, another fall of Colombia, which ships cannot pass. The aspect of the country becomes less picturesque as one ascends the river. The high ribs on each edge are almost entirely devoid of trees and brush. The new town that has just been started has taken the name of the place: Dalle-City. It has more than a hundred houses, several of which are made of stone. He is given great importance because of his position. A large number of beautiful farms are established around this new colony and on the same edge of the river. I visited the Catholic soldiers at the port of Dalle-City. 

A long succession of numerous colonies of whites will soon be established along the rivers, at the falls of John Day and Umcittilla, over a stretch of 175 miles, from the Dalles to Walla-Walla. Umcittilla has beautiful forests. All this country is singularly suited to the rearing of innumerable domestic animals; everything is covered with abundant and nourishing grass. At the mouth of the Falls, there is, as at Walla-Walla, the beginning of a new town. The plain of Walla-Walla already has a large number of dwellings in the vicinity of the fort; the gold mines attract many people there. Further on, on the Corolitz river, at the bottom of that of Willamotte, is Monticello, the beginning of a town. In Puget Sound, Puget Sound, are the towns of Olympio, Steilacoom, Port Townsend, Séatte and Turwater. It is which of them will win to make themselves the most remarkable. There is real competition there. 

The news of the cessation of hostilities against the United States and of the submission of the Indians had been received at Fort Van-Couver, on the Columbia. However, there still remained among the Indians prejudices, anxieties, alarms, which it was necessary to dissipate; false reports that needed to be rectified. Without this measure, the war could soon be renewed. Furnished with the orders of the general-in-chief of the army, I left Fort Van Couver, October 29, to go among the tribes of the Mountains, at a distance of about 800 miles. 

On November 2, I left Fort des Dalles in an ambulance to go to Walla-Walla. This trip takes about eight days. The plains we cross are, for the most part, undulating and covered with thick grass. All this country is today deprived of animals and game; we found nothing there. Camped on the banks of the rivers, at the fall of John Day, of Umcittilla and on one of the branches, we found wood for heating and for cooking. All this country, for some years, has been occupied militarily to maintain tranquility between the colonists and the Indians. Fort Van-Couver is its chief town; then come Fort des Dalles and Fort Steilacoom in the interior; Fort Walla-Walla in the valley of the same name, and Little Fort Taylor, on the right bank of the Serpents' River. 

II. -- From Walla-Walla to the country of Coeurs-d'Alêne. Coeurs-d'Alêne and Spokanes prisoners freed and returned to their tribes. 

I visited the Catholic soldiers of Fort Walla-Walla. In this post, I had the great consolation of meeting Father Congiato, on his return from his visit to the missions, and of learning from him some very reassuring news about the dispositions of the Indians. I also met some families from Coeurs-d'Alêne and Spokanes. They were prisoners, or rather hostages, in consequence of the war in which part of their nations had so madly engaged by an unjust and forever deplorable attack on Colonel Steptoe. They were quite surprised to see me arrive there, after an absence of eleven years, and they seemed to be overjoyed, especially in the unfortunate situation in which they found themselves. They were to become my traveling companions. I learned with happiness that they had all known, and especially the Coeurs-d'Alêne, during their captivity, to deserve the benevolence of the officers and soldiers of the fort, by an exemplary and Christian conduct. At the fort as at home, alone or surrounded by people, evening and morning, we saw them devoutly recite their prayers, we heard them sing their pious hymns. One of the most respectable captains said that he would never forget the deep impression which the piety of these poor savages had made on him. Also the officers and the soldiers liked to surround them to enjoy this edifying spectacle. The worthy commandant of the fort had the greatest regard for them. He received with great kindness the proposal I made to him to take them with me to their country, if only to spend the winter there. He even gave orders to provide them with plenty of provisions for the journey. This condescension on his part will never be forgotten by the Indians who were the object of it, nor by the two tribes for whose salvation they had generously offered themselves as hostages. The name of this benefactor will remain in blessing among all the Indians of these parts; for, whatever their detractors say, they know how to appreciate a good deed and be grateful for a favor received. 

I left Walla-Walla on October 13 with my companions, happy and free, the Coeurs-d'Alene and the Spokanes. They served as my guides. During the whole trip, they did not stop showering me with tokens of recognition. The accuracy they brought to their religious duties was for me a source of consolation and happiness. 

We camped the first night on the Petite-Fourche-Sèche, where we found enough water and brushwood for cooking; and abundant turf for our pack animals. We had a rather unfortunate accident there, caused by a good mongrel whom the commandant had given me to look after my horses and act as interpreter. I don't quite know how he handled his powder horn; the fact remains that it burst between his hands and badly burned his fingers, his arms, and especially his face. This sad circumstance was immediately made known to the fort; and a short time later a doctor and two employees came to the aid of the wounded man and took him to the hospital in a carriage. 

The distance from Walla-Walla to La Traverse, a place so called because the Serpents' River is crossed there, is about 50 miles. They are rolling plains, a few mountains in several places, covered with rich pastures and entirely devoid of wood. 

On the 15th of October, we arrived at the Traverse, by the valley of a small well wooded river, called the Two Kennions. It is at its mouth that the little fort which bears the name of Taylor was built. There was a large Paloose camp there. The chiefs returned us with kindness and eagerly helped us to cross the great river with our horses and our baggage. We went to encamp in the valley of the Paloose, at the foot of the Mauvais-Rocher, 4 miles above the mouth of this river. A large number of Palooses came to spend the evening there with us; they seemed eager for news, especially in the critical circumstances in which they found themselves vis-a-vis the whites. They had taken an active part in the attack on Colonel Steptoe, and had been among the main instigators of the war against the whites. I found them very attentive to my advice and to the religious instruction I gave them; and many expressed a desire to have a Catholic mission among them. 

The Mauvais-Rocher is a rather remarkable place. Basalt rocks rise there to great heights and in different forms, either as high walls with narrow passages, or as jagged turrets or bastions, or old ruined fortresses. From the Rivière aux Serpents to the great Lac Coeur-d'Alêne, there are still continuous and undulating plains, but generally smoother than the plains of Walla-Walla and Nez-perce. Wood is scarce on these plains; there is a lack of water in autumn; during the winter, the snow is abundant there. These are quite great disadvantages for the formation of colonies of whites. However, there is enough to feed and raise millions of domestic animals in these immense expanses of rich lawns and abundant pastures, nourishing roots and varied fruits, which the Indians gather to increase their provisions ¹. Game is quite rare in the high plains. From time to time a few capercaillies and a few prairie hens arose in our path and fell under the blows of the hunters. 

¹ Here, for the pleasure and the utility of the botanists, the list of the roots being used as food for the Hearts-of Alêne: -- Sxa-o-lo-it-xoa, or Kamash, blue flower of the kind of narcissus; -- Spi-tem, bitter root; -- Pi-u-yé, cayous, reddish flower; -- Sto-kom, carrot, kind of celleri; -- Se-ma-xè, yellow flower; -- Amakx, species of pasnups, blue flower, round; -- Mas-mas, tobacco root, long stem, white flower; -- Dish-tee, onion, kind of tulip, three-leaved flower; -- Hta-kemx, small potato, one foot stem, long leaves, white flower; -- Cha-wax, small white flat root, yellowish flower; -- Ské-guts, sagitta folia, water potato, white flower; -- Meal-meal, rat tails, white flower; -- Tuxwé, white flower, white root in the genus of cayous; -- Lè-che-meps, creeping stem, species of pasnups; -- Che-hla-ko-chhlok-kwalk-shen, you black rat tail species; -- Squè-ten, kind of little potato, spade leg. 
Here is the list of fruits serving as food for Coeurs-d'Alêne: -- Stlak, pears; -- Hlak-hlok, cherries and species; -- Sku-net, senelles; -- Stsa-kom, strawberries; -- Stit-sxe, gray russade, bear berries; -- Sté-ke-hlen, small mirtels (kal. Sipt); -- Ste-shas-te-ke, mistels; -- Polpolken, chaperone; -- Met-suk, raspberry; -- Ne-ha-la-tsen, mulberry; -- Stsé-ros, gooseberry; -- Ilte, uva ursi. 
In all these nouns, x is pronounced like our guttural g. 

Throughout the trip, the weather continued to be fine and pleasant. Every day we said morning and evening prayers together, accompanied by a few hymns. During these long evenings, seated around the camp fire, the Indians liked to tell me, with a truly eloquent simplicity which is natural to them, of the most remarkable events that have happened since my departure, such as the death of their chiefs, etc. . For my part, I had no shortage of interesting subjects to communicate to them. 

After three hard days of walking on the plains and crossing a high mountain covered with a thick forest of cedars and pines, we arrived, on the 18th, in the evening, at the great lake Coeur-d'Alene. On our arrival, we met several families from Coeurs-d'Alene, who received me with the greatest cordiality. The unexpected arrival of the prisoners added still more to the universal joy. The next day, I celebrated the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass, in thanksgiving for all the favors received from Heaven during the trip. When one has traversed, for some time, monotonous and forestless plains, and one has had to camp every night, either near some edge of brushwood insufficient to feed a lasting fire, or on the banks of a small river , a stream or a fountain; when then one sees a beautiful forest, with its gigantic trees rising on the edges of a large lake whose waters are clear as crystal, one experiences, by the sudden contrast, I do not know what emotions one cannot express. 

Accept, my Reverend Father, the homage of my affectionate attachment. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ ¹ 

¹ Rev. De Smet wrote from St. Louis on September 10, 1861: 
"St. organized. Saint-Louis is guarded at this moment by a considerable army of Unionists, placed under the command of Mr. Frémont, one of our ablest generals. We work day and night on the fortifications of the city. There is something very new about the situation for a country which for eighty years has always enjoyed the benefits of peace. The changes which have taken place in Saint-Louis since the beginning of hostilities are very great and very deplorable. Eight months ago, trade was booming; the population increased every day, it is today considerably reduced and as if paralyzed: 30,000 to 40,000 inhabitants left the city; thousands of stores are closed; a very large number of houses are unoccupied; landed properties are reduced to a quarter of their value; our great river is blocked; an immense flotilla of steamboats is moored along the coasts; produce from the fields rots in barns and sheds. When and how will this great American unrest end? It is impossible to foresee it. We have only to humble ourselves before God and to implore his help. ”
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LES SAVAGES COEURS-D'ALÊNE 

FIFTY-EIGHTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

My reverend and very dear Father. 

I had arrived, on October 18, 1858, at the great Lac Coeur-d'Alêne. I will give you an idea of the country occupied by this tribe and the mission that our Fathers serve there. 

I. - Aspect of the country of Coeurs-d'Alêne. 

The country of Coeurs-d'Alêne is truly picturesque; it is one of the finest in Washington Territory. Nature seems to have greatly favored it, and in my various visits I have always greatly admired it. From north to south and from east to west, the extent of the land which the Coeurs-d'Alene Indians claim, may be a hundred miles. The country is mostly mountainous. Father Joset, a missionary in these parts for fifteen years, compares it to the Jura, one of the most beautiful cantons of Switzerland, his homeland. It is, he says, the same climate, the same aspect of valleys and valleys, of coasts and mountains covered with beautiful forests. Here, in these primitive forests, trees of different species intermingle. There are ten different kinds of trees in the genus of terebinths, pines, firs and larches; the cedar comes there in all its grandeur; yew, juniper, poplar and aspen abound there, especially in the valleys. 

The Lac des Coeurs-d'Alêne, with its twenty-five bays and promontories, may be nearly 30 miles long, and from one to five miles wide; the range of mountainous coasts which enclose it is of a very varied aspect. It receives its water mainly from two beautiful rivers, the Saint-Joseph and the Coeur-d'Alêne, whose currents are gentle, united and barely perceptible in autumn. The breadth of each is about one hundred yards. Each valley is one to three miles wide. You can admire here and there beautiful little lakes, 3 to 6 miles in circumference, at the foot of high mountains which bring out all their beauty. Two valleys have considerable portions of fertile land and rich pastures. The upper valleys are filled with camache, a very nutritious root, which requires no cultivation. The mountains bordering the valleys have, for the most part, conical shapes, often similar to sugar loaves. Some have their tops covered with snow for a large part of the year. Mill sites abound. The pastures of the bays of the lake and the valleys, as well as the sides of the hills and the mountains, would suffice to support thousands of cattle, sheep and horses. However, they should be wintered in the rigorous season, because the whole area, for four months of the year, presents only a desert covered with deep snow and impassable without snowshoes ¹. 

¹ A snowshoe is, according to the Trévoux Dictionary, “a certain machine which the savages of Canada attach to their feet in order to walk more comfortably on the snow, and which is made roughly in the shape of a playing snowshoe. Soleoe latiores. This racket has the shape of a lozenge, the two angles of the sides of which are flattened and rounded; the trellis which bears on the wooden lathe is made of straps or aiguillettes of moose leather, very narrow and very loose, and the meshes are much smaller than those of our rackets for playing with the palm. In the middle is attached a shoe, or rather a slipper of well worn and very supple leather, which is furnished with wool or hair. It is in this slipper that we put our feet. In this sense, we usually say this word in the plural, because you need a pair of snowshoes to walk on snow. The snowshoes prevent you from sinking into the snow. You have to take big steps, long strides with the snowshoes, so that they don't touch each other; which means that we advance a lot on snowshoes or with snowshoes. Missionaries and other French people also use snowshoes like the Savages.” 
In the second volume of the Letters of P. De Smet, published in 1848, there is a lithograph representing snowshoes. (Editor's note.) 

The diligent Indians find in their lands an abundant subsistence in the great variety of roots and fruits that they can collect there. At the same time, the lakes, rivers and streams, in almost all seasons of the year, but especially when the snow melts, are teeming with different species of fish, mainly the beautiful mountain spotted trout. The Coeurs-d'Alêne, in general, cultivate a few small fields of potatoes, carrots, peas and beans, wheat and barley. They go fishing, and they don't miss wild animals. 

² Animals found in the lands of Coeurs-d'Alêne: -- the gray bear, Zimagêitschen; -- the black and brown bear, Eutlâmiken; -- the doe, Zilêzetchê; -- the moose, Gâzéikx; -- the roe deer, Triit; -- the white sheep, Skotei; -- the big horn, Illikweltschen; -- the black-tailed roe deer, Stooltze; -- the goat, Stainn; -- the beaver, Nmolitscheust; -- the otter, Lettecò; -- the muskrat, Traggéoultzen; -- the wood rat; -- the wolverine; -- the squirrel; -- the porcupine. 

I still had 40 miles to go to get to the Sacred Heart Mission. When we arrived at Grand-Lac on the 18th, the sky was covered with clouds and seemed to announce the approach of the bad season. It really began with heavy snow and heavy rain, which fell all evening and all night, so that part of my tent was inundated. It was impossible for us to break camp the next day. Father Gazzoli, nephew of the cardinal of that name who died in 1857, and superior of the missions, having learned of our approach, had come, despite the bad weather, to join me in an old and rough boat, where the water entered by more from one place. The good Father gave me a lot of news, both consoling and sad, about the country and the Indians. As the hour of the invasion of their lands by the whites draws near, the spirit of the poor Indian becomes worried, saddened and alarmed. The idea of soon having to leave the place where the ashes of his fathers and all that is dear to him lie, his hunting and his fishing, throws him into a complete depression and all the more sad because he is irremediable and irresistible. The Indian sees before him only a gloomy and black future. This is the present state of all the tribes in these parts. It will not be easy to preach resignation to them. We must pray and hope in the Lord. 

On the 20th of November we embarked, and, after a course of about 10 miles on the beautiful waters of the lake; we entered the smiling and gentle valley, two or three miles wide, between two ranges of picturesque mountains, where the Coeur-d'Alêne river descends and meanders so quietly that one hardly perceives the movement of its waters. crystalline. About 15 miles from its mouth, we encamped at the foot of a high mountain, under the thick foliage of a large cedar, which protected us against the bad weather of the season. 

A few Indians had preceded us there in their light spruce-bark canoes, the size of ordinary cardboard, which float with astonishing ease and rapidity. A good fire had been lit there, and when we arrived the coffeepot and a large boiler for a child, or boiled meat and flour, were already bubbling. It was late, and we hadn't eaten anything since lunch. We therefore honored the wild dinner-supper, by the best of appetites. 

Finally on November 21, after dinner, after a very long journey ¹, we arrived at the Mission, and I had the happiness of embracing my dear brothers in Jesus Christ, among others the Father Louis Vercruysse and the Br François Huybrechts, Belgians, who have worked for fifteen years in the Missions with tireless and apostolic zeal. 

¹ From St. Louis to Leavenworth-city, by steamboat, 400 miles; -- from Leavenworth to the Traverse of the southern branch of the Plate, 500 miles; -- from the southern branch at Leavenworth, by carriage and horseback, to St. Louis, 900 miles; -- from Saint-Louis to New York, by rail, 1,100 miles; -- from New York to Aspinwall, by steamboat; from Aspinwall to Panama, by rail; from Panama to San Francisco, by steamer, in all 6,850 miles; -- from San Francisco to the mouth of the Columbia, by steamer, 800 miles; -- from the mouth of the Columbia to the Mission of the Sacred Heart, by steamer, carriage, horseback, and canoe, 575 miles; -- total: 10,725 miles, which makes 3750 Brabant leagues, or 4312 ½ post leagues. 

II. -- Mission of the Sacred Heart among the Coeurs-d'Alêne. 

The bad season having begun, the snows were not long in filling all the passes of the mountains; rivers and lakes, carrying ice in abundance. I therefore had to resolve to abandon, for the moment, my project of going to the Mission des Têtes-Plates et des Pend-d'Oreilles, which is a six-day walk to the northeast, in one of the highest valleys of the Rocky Mountains. 

At the beginning of winter, the snow accumulates in these mountains to a great depth. They only become passable, either with shoes or with snowshoes, after a good melting and rain followed by heavy frost; only then can the traveler risk the passage. Without this necessary precaution, one exposes one's life to it. Rarely does a reckless or reckless escape danger. I made an attempt in 1845. I then crossed the Sascachawan mountains on snowshoes, at the sources of Columbia, to cover a space of about 90 miles on snow five to twenty feet deep. I shall never forget the good and brave savages who served me as guides in this circumstance; without them, of course, I would never have gotten out of the mess into which I had too boldly entered. This danger made me more cautious. On my last trip, of which I am giving you the account, I therefore remained at the Mission of the Sacred Heart from November 21, 1858 until February 18, 1859. During this interval, we had forty-three days and forty-three nights of more or less abundant snow. Judge the mass. There were seven days of rain, twenty-one days of overcast weather, and sixteen days of clear, cold weather. 

The Coeurs-d'Alêne Mission has a beautiful church, which would do honor to any civilized country. It is 90 feet long by 35 wide and 30 high, with a portico, supported by six massive columns. There are three altars, adorned with three magnificent paintings from Rome. The beautiful statues of the Blessed Virgin and of Saint John near the Cross, artistically sculpted by Father Ravalli, a missionary among the Coeurs-d'Alêne, especially attract attention. 

The buildings consist of eight small houses with squared beams on two sides, where each Father and Brother has his room. There is a kitchen and a dining hall. The barn and the stables are very large and without the same roof. Add to it a mill for grinding wheat, moved by a horse, and four sheds for provisions. The blacksmith, the carpenter and the baker each have their workshops there. Around the church and the Fathers who serve it, are the small houses, cabins and lodges of the Indians, of rounded wood, cedar bark, skins and rushes, built in different ways and according to different habits and tastes. 

Indians love work. "The construction of their beautiful church, said Father Gazzoli, was for them the most pleasant pastime." All their spare time was devoted to transporting the stones and the structural parts necessary for the construction. “To forbid a Coeur-d'Alêne to take part in the work or to keep him away from it, is for him a very severe punishment. This is the testimony given to them by the Superior of the Mission. 

The fields and pastures of the Mission and those of the Indians consist of two vast and beautiful valleys, where the lands are very fertile and yield prodigious harvests, especially in grain. A single grain of wheat, Father Joset told me, produces about a thousand grains a year. Last summer, each acre yielded 80 to 120 bushels of wheat. 

If the Indians do not devote themselves more to agriculture, it is because of the circumstances in which they find themselves, that is to say, the lack of tools necessary for plowing and constructions. The missionaries themselves arrive there in great scarcity and can therefore only weakly come to the aid of the Indians. 

On Christmas Day, I sang midnight mass. All the Indians, men, women and children sang together the Vivat Jesus, the Gloria, the Credo and several hymns composed in their own language. They were singing with a truly wonderful chord. I cannot describe to you the consoling impressions I experienced at that happy moment, at that beautiful feast celebrated in that desert. She reminded me of those charitable meetings of the early days of Christianity, when, as the great Apostle of the Gentiles says, all had but one heart and one soul. For the previous eight days the Indians had been diligently preparing for a good confession and midnight mass. All, with few exceptions, approached the Lord's Table to partake of the Bread of the Angels. Such a scene is never forgotten, and one keeps it among the happiest memories of one's life. 

There are among these poor Indians a large number of truly elite souls; faithful to the grace of God, humble, fervent and zealous in the fulfillment of their Christian duties, and of that admirable simplicity which the Gospel reminds us so well in the Beati pauperes spiritu, quoniam ipsi Deum possidebunt. The riches and grandeurs of the earth are absolutely unknown to them: they seem to be occupied only with the Unum necessarium, the search for the treasures of heaven, which alone can make them happy throughout all eternity. Nothing is more touching and more edifying than the anecdotes that their missionaries relate to us. These happy fruits abundantly reward the workers of the Lord and support them in the miseries and privations that find them in this little corner of the earth, far from their brothers in Jesus Christ, from all that is dear to them in the world and from their native country. 

The missionaries currently engaged in the Indian missions in the Rocky Mountains are: Frs. Congiato, superior, native of Sardinia; -- Gazzoli, Roman; -- Joset, Switzerland; -- Vercruysse, Belgian; -- Tadini, Piedmontese; -- Hoeken, Dutch; -- Meretry, Switzerland; -- the Huybrechts Brothers, Belgian; -- Magill, Irish; -- Magrio, Maltese; -- Specht, German; -- Claessens, Belgian; -- and De Kock, Dutch. 

I propose, my Reverend Father, to give you, in a future letter, a short description of the hunt among the Coeurs-d'Alêne. In the meantime, please accept, etc. 

PJDE SMET .
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HUNTS AMONG THE COEURS-D'ALÊNE 

FIFTY-NINTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, April 3, 1861. 

My Reverend Father. 

At the beginning of May, I will leave Saint-Louis, to go among the numerous Indian tribes east of the Rocky Mountains. The dangers will be great, because of the war which is now devastating the United States, and in which many savages have begun to take part. I therefore recommend myself even more than usual to your prayers and to those of all our Fathers and Brothers, as well as of the families and good nuns whom we visited together during my recent trips to Belgium. The idea of this spiritual help will be a sweet consolation to me, in the midst of the Great American Desert. 

Until, Reverend Father, I can give you details of this new expedition, I am sending you some accounts of my earlier journeys. And first I am going to tell you about some rather curious hunts. The Savages there are very skilful and very intelligent. 

I. -- Deer hunting. 

The Indians observe the favorable moment to go together to hunt deer. They wait until the mountains are covered with three to five feet of snow and the deer have had to take refuge in the valleys and glens, where they pass the winter and feed on the moss of the trees, the branches the tenderest brush, tall stalks of hay, grasses and plants. 

We were there, after the Christmas holidays, and all our hunters left, taking only a few rush mats to make a shelter against the cold of the night and the bad weather, and a blanket of wool or skin of buffalo to wrap. 

Preferably, the Indians choose the vicinity of a lake or a river which are not yet frozen; and, according to the number of hunters who compose the band, they determine the extent of the ring. A hunting leader is chosen, and all his orders are carried out with promptness and speed. From distance to distance, on each extremity, they light fires, which they supply with old clothes and old moccasins or shoes of the Savages. The hunters are then lined up on a long curve as a half-moon. At the given signal, they utter the hunting cry and push forward. The terrified deer rush right and left to escape. If they smell the fires, they immediately turn around and walk away. Having the fires on both sides and the hunters in pursuit, they rush towards the lake, find themselves caught there quickly, and feel so close that they rush there, as into the only refuge that their rest. The hunters then have a fine game; they let the roe deer reach the open sea, follow them in their light bark canoes, and kill them without difficulty and without danger. 

When ring-ring hunting is done in a valley far from the water, the hunters form a whole circle and regulate the extent of it according to their number. They then resort to the same stratagem, burning their old rags in a hundred small fires around, to prevent the deer from escaping from the circle. Pursued on all sides, these terrified animals take refuge from one patch of wood and brushwood to another, until finally surrounded on all sides and finding no more way out, they fall under the blows of the hunters. . Rarely a single deer escapes them. Sometimes hunters are themselves in great danger. In the eagerness and excitement into which such a chase draws them, a bullet or an arrow misdirected, or which skims some hard object, strikes them. 

When the snow is very deep in the valleys and valleys, and has consistency or a strong crust on the surface, so as to be able to carry the hunter on snowshoes, hunting is then for him a real game; the whole herd of roe deer is completely taken in, head and tail. They tire quickly and without the slightest chance of escaping. They are then easily killed with sticks, spears and knives. A young man who was at the Sacred Heart Mission assured me that, without any weapon, he simply jumped on the deer's back, grabbed its horns and twisted its neck. He killed eight deer. 

Sometimes, in a single ring hunt, up to 200 or 300 deer are killed. Usually the number is smaller. After the hunt, the flesh of the animals killed is distributed among all the families, by the chief of the tribe or by the person who presided over the hunt. The portions are regulated according to the number of people of which the family is composed. The hunter who kills has only the right to hide. 

In winter, hunts are generally done together. 

II. - Bear hunting. 

Bears are as numerous in the mountains of Coeurs-d'Alêne as in the other mountainous parts of these regions. Often we notice their tracks and the devastation they cause while going in search of the roots on which they feed: the earth is trampled, branches are broken or the bark is gnawed by these animals. 

Bear hunting is done in different ways. In winter, it is not very dangerous. The bear, either alone, or more often with one or two others, keeps in its den, where it remains for several months in a state of complete slumber, and it only rarely comes out to drink; but the track or path which these animals make from the den to the water betrays them, and makes the hunter easily discover them, follow them, and approach them cautiously. Most bears are found in the hollow of a large tree or in a hole in a rock. The entrance is usually blocked. The hunter makes an opening large enough to allow him to make his investigations and take his measurements. He sometimes uses a long stick to grope around and discover the animal's lodging. If the hole is deep, he lights a few gummy shavings at the end of a pole to recognize the inside of the hole and the position of the dangerous host that inhabits it. Precautions are necessary to ensure this. It even happens that the bold hunter enters the cave and kills his prey at close range or with a dagger. 

There were at the mission with me two Indians who, of course, had proven themselves in the hunt. One assured me that he had killed eleven gray bears and seventy black or brown bears; the other had killed more than a hundred bears; both without having run the slightest danger. They gave me some interesting details. They said that the skin of the bear is only bad in summer, that the hair then has no firmness. In the spring, the bear feasts on various roots and herbs, especially the leaves of a plant that looks quite similar to our cabbages. It also greedily eats the worms it finds under stumps or under stones, often very large, which it lifts with ease, for its strength is prodigious. In autumn, it feeds mainly on small fruits from brush and trees, and it is so greedy of them that it is then easily approached. As soon as the hunter finds the track of the bear or the path trodden by the animal, he keeps watch in a suitable place and manages to be sure of his prey. 

The Indians of whom I have just spoken to you can be placed in the rank of happy hunters. “Many others, they say, have not had the same success and have returned from bear hunting with a broken leg or arm, mutilated, injured and lacerated on all sides. Many died there. Bears are 

especially dangerous when they have cubs or are injured. So they attack and defend against the aggressor and are very fierce. Outside of these circumstances, in ordinary moments, if the bear meets a man and he leaves the animal alone, the bear will not be the first to begin the attack: he goes his own way and lets it go. as much to man. Experto credit Roberto; I have experienced it many times myself. Always it is true that the fear of the man is on all the animals. This is the great prerogative that the Creator established from the beginning. 

III. -- Hunt a few other animals. 

The Gulo luscus, or wolverine, according to zoographers, usually inhabits arctic regions up to the 75th degree. It is found in different sections of the Rocky Mountains, and it is often found in the regions where I was then. One might call it the torment of the traveler in the mountains, and especially of the beaver hunter, who regards the wolverine as his greatest enemy and who must always be on his guard against it. Here is the cause. When the wolverine discovers a cage of provisions and skins, it greedily devours the former and destroys the others. He also breaks the iron snares that are set to catch other animals, and I have been assured that when he cannot overcome them, he removes them and hides them in the branches or in the the hollow of a tree. His strength is prodigious. Although small and having very short legs, it carries or drags with ease a whole large roe deer a great distance. Adroit as he is, man is his superior, and he falls like the others into the traps that man sets for him. 

I have spoken elsewhere of the buffalo, the moose, the deer, the bighorn, the goat, and the different ways in which these animals are hunted. I only have a few more words to say about a few other animals in this area and how they are caught. 

Foxes are very numerous in this country, and there are different species. The skin of the silver fox is very valuable; those of the otter and beaver are highly esteemed. The skins of marten, muskrat, putorius-Ermina, or little white Stoat, are sought after in trade. The rabbit, the hare and the squirrel of the prairies and forests, the big and the little wolf, the meles Labradoria or badger, a species of marmot which inhabits the plain; the mephitis americana, or stinking beast; the ring-tailed badger, or rat-des-bois, which feeds on small crayfish and small fish. The skins of these last seven animals are of little value, and the Indians generally use them as helmets, gloves and neckties. 

We usually take all the animals of which I have just mentioned, either in iron traps, or in traps differently constructed and with different baits. 

Man is always great wherever you meet him, provided he remembers his greatness. He is the king of nature, according to the designs and works of the Creator; but the man forgets it; and, while he should show himself the master of the animals and of himself, he is often their slave and the slave of his passions. 

Accept, my Reverend and very dear Father, the assurance of my sincere esteem. 

PJ DE SMET .
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CAUSES OF THE WAR BETWEEN THE COEURS-D'ALÊNE AND THE UNITED STATES, AND THE PEACEFUL ROLE OF THE MISSIONARIES 

SIXTIETH LETTER FROM RP DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

March 1861. 

My Reverend Father. 

In my 57th letter, I spoke to you about the prisoners of war taken at Coeurs-d'Alêne by United States troops. Here are the causes of this war. 

I 

For many years the Indians had expressed concern about the future invasion of their lands by the whites: the treaties of Governor Stevens and the wars that followed had provoked these fears. They urged the governor that the troops should respect the portion of the country contained between Columbia, Serpents' River, and the Rocky Mountains, and proposed to remain neutral, desiring that the ground should be respected by both parties. They seemed willing to resist any invasion; but that did not suit Camayaken, Telgawêê and their associates, who, at the time of the Yakoma-Cayuse war, had employed all sorts of means to attract the Coeurs-d'Alêne to their party. All the Catholic missionaries in the country used all their influence to stop them, and although they were sometimes accused of taking the interests of the Americans against the Indians, they succeeded in containing their people. The Yakomas, advised by Father Pandosy, having made their peace in spite of Camayaken, and the military post of Simkwé having been established, Camayaken took refuge with his own men, the Palouses. There were also Tinêwê, Telgawêê, and many other Cayuse refugees, yakamas, walla-wallas, etc. 

Camayaken could hardly sit still. By a few presents he had won over the richest of the Coeurs-d'Alene. He came to spend the winter of 1857 to 1858 with him, and never ceased to seek to communicate his feelings of mistrust with regard to all whites, even priests. 

"They are white like the Americans," said his follower; they all have one heart.” Because the Coeurs-d'Alêne refused to speak out, they were called "women," "little wolves who only know how to bark when danger is near." New rumors were circulating every day; but it was especially after murders had been committed by Palouses, that the spirits were agitated more and more. Several Indians, chiefs in particular, told Fr. Joset "that they were tired of Camayaken's intrigues." A white man had said: “Poor savages! it is now all over with you. The troops will come this season to seize your lands.” Another: "I have seen them, 500 in number, camping on the Serpents' River." A third white man had assured them that “500 soldiers would come first to Colville; that they would soon be followed by 500 others, until, seeing themselves in force, they would lift their masks and declare themselves masters of the country. At other times "the troops had formed three columns and crossed the Serpents' River in three places, to seize the whole country at the same time." 
Fr. Joset could not ascertain whether these remarks had been made by the whites; but he hardly doubts that false rumors were often spread among the Savages to excite them to war, which was looked upon by a large number of citizens as a boon to the country, and as a means of inducing it. pecuniary abundance. 

Despite Camayaken's best efforts, there was no sign that the Coeurs-d'Alene would allow themselves to be dragged away; far from it: three weeks before the battle against Colonel Steptoe, Chief Vincent said to Fr. do not want to declare ourselves against the Americans. The sudden approach and inexplicable march of Colonel Steptoe belied all the predictions of the most sensible and well-meaning men with regard to the whites . 

“I had always told our Indians,” said Father Joset: “Don't be afraid. If the troops cross the river, it can only be against the Palouses, or against the whiskey sellers, in Colville.” 

II 

But the troops take neither the road to Colville nor that of the country of the Palouses. Some of the Coeurs-d'Alêne are pulling out their roots in the land of the Nez-Percé. Hearing that the troops were heading towards them, they immediately withdrew and went to join their people in the country of the Spokanes. The troops immediately changed direction and went straight to the new Indian camp. The colonel sent word that he was going to Colville. Suppose for a moment that, instead of dealing with poor and ignorant savages, it is with white people, will they believe the Colonel's word? will they not say: How can you believe that you are going to Colville, when you are in no way taking the direction of it? If you were going to Colville, you wouldn't be going that way to where we are encamped, way off the Colville road. That is certainly what the whites would have said. 

As the troops approached, the Coeurs-d'Alêne were constantly told of the words of Tim-o-tsen (Timothée), the guide of the troops. Here are the words: 
"Coeurs-d'Alêne, soon we will share your remains." And even, on May 16, when Fr. Joset arrived at the camp of the Savages, it was said "that a slave of the soldiers (a Savage who accompanied them) had arrived at the camp of Camayaken, where he had brought back these words from the leader of the soldiers: -- "Coeurs-d'Alêne, whatever you do, your women, your lands are ours." -- Let any man who thinks be asked: if instead of the Coeurs-d'Alêne there had been a population of whites, the magistrates, without other resources than their word, would they have been able to contain the riot ? Also, even now, we hear the Coeurs-d'Alêne apologize, saying: “Did we go to get the troops? are they not the ones who came upon us, although we gave them no reason?” 

When Fr. Joset was at Walla-Walla, at the beginning of November, 1858, he was told that the colonel was marching against Telgawêê, who had kidnapped government animals and murdered or caused to be murdered whites who were going to Colville. The Spokane and Coeur-d'Alene chiefs had expressed their indignation in the Palouses for this last fact. “I don't know if it's true,” said Father Joset, “Colonel Steptoe never told me anything about it; but if so, that would be the answer to the riddle. Telgawêê was encamped in the country of the Nez-Perce, in the vicinity of the Coeurs-d'Alene. When the latter moved away, at the approach of the troops, he too went to join the other Palouses who were also in the country of the Spokanes, in the vicinity of the camps of the Spokanes and the Coeurs-d'Alêne. Already Father Joset had heard the latter accuse the same Telgawêê of having deceived them, by falsely reporting the words of Tim-o-tsen. He is said to have said: “Telgawêê, soon we will share your remains; and Telgawêê would have translated: "Coeurs-d'Alêne, soon we will share your remains." It would be Camayaken who later accused Telgawêê of this perfidy. Be that as it may, the sight of the troops in the vicinity of their camp had irritated the young Coeurs-d'Alêne. It was only with difficulty that Chief Vincent managed to hold them back. Despite the colonel's protestations that he didn't blame them, that he was going to Colville, his coming near their camp was an enigma, and his mere presence kept the irritation going. His hasty retreat, without even asking the chiefs to take leave of them, looked like an escape and was likely to encourage his enemies rather than appease them. An incident calmed the anger of the day before, when the leaders were no longer there to put down the riot. Here it is. 

Father Joset had joined the Colonel, in order to give him all the information he could obtain, and, with his consent, he had brought Chief Vincent to him. The colonel told him “that he had not had the slightest intention of molesting the Coeurs-d'Alene and the Spokanes; that he had always considered them very well disposed; that having learned that there were difficulties at Colville between the Whites and the Indians, he had set out to talk to them and try to re-establish good agreement; that he had thought to find in passing a good opportunity to see the chiefs, with whom he had liked to confer; that he had been very surprised, the day before, to see the Coeurs-d'Alene and the Spokanes come to meet him with hostile demonstrations; that he had believed that it would come to blows, and that he was happy to return without bloodshed. He 

recognized Vincent and told him of the efforts he had made the day before to prevent the conflict. Indeed, it was Vincent who, together with Galgalt, leader of the Spokanes, despite Telgawêê's best efforts, succeeded in dissipating the riot. Vincent received a whiplash from one of the Nez-Percé who accompanied the expedition and who said to him: “Blowster! why don't you fight? Vincent turned and said with a smile: "Later you will be ashamed of having hit your relative." This same Nez-perce seems to have told the officers afterwards that he had hit only the chief's horse. Vincent persisted in what he said and added: "It would be quite funny if my horse, which is very lively, would not have made any movement if it had been hit." The affair did not take place, because Vincent and all the other chiefs, both Coeurs-d'Alêne and Spokanes, only wanted peace. 

III 

While Vincent was answering the colonel, his uncle came for him, saying that the Palouses were going to start the fire. Father Joset immediately informed the colonel and left with Vincent to go and report to the Coeurs-d'Alêne what they had heard from the colonel himself, in relation to his friendly dispositions towards them. 

A large number of Coeurs-d'Alêne gathered around us. As soon as the colonel's pacific intentions had been announced to them, their countenances brightened. The chief, Jean Pierre, then said: “We have nothing more to do here; we will each return to his own land. Victor, one of the nation's bravest, a quasi-chief, spoke in the same vein as Jean Pierre. So Melkapsi slaps the leader, punches Victor. They were about to fight, when Fr. Joset threw himself between the two and pulled Melkapsi aside. In an instant they calmed down, and, believing that all was arranged, he went towards the camp with several chiefs, and announced that all was quiet. But hardly had he been half an hour in his tent when someone came to announce that they were fighting. Father Joset did all he could to get a horse; but only old men, women and children remained in the camp. About three or four o'clock a plow-horse was brought to him. To reach the battlefield, there were more than twenty miles to travel. The Father set out, although with the prospect of arriving only at night. 

He met a neophyte who said to him: “Father, you tire yourself unnecessarily. The Savages are enraged, they won't listen to anyone." It was only then that Fr. Joset knew how the affair had started. A few relatives and friends of Victor and Melkapsi, irritated by the latter's insolence, avenged themselves in a savage way, by doing a bad job: they ran to fire on the troops. It was just a handful of dazed people. The troops did not retaliate until one of their own had been wounded. Misfortune would have it that Jacques, the best of the Savages, dear to all, and Zacharie, the brother-in-law of the great chief; were killed; and Victor, mortally wounded. Only then did the engagement become serious; and, if the colonel had not gone away secretly, leaving, like a skilful captain, a bait for the cupidity of the Savage, it is more than probable that very few would have escaped. The forces were too much out of proportion with the circumstances. 

These Savages, who had never recognized the government and had no idea of its power, had never received either benefit or injury from it; but they saw the tribes of Lower Oregon oppressed, the Cayuses, Yakomas, and others being brought, by threat, into treaties which had been followed by war. Without being hostile to the government, they were on the alert. They boasted that they had never mistreated white people. Jealous of the independence of their tribe, they asked nothing of them; but, by their attitude, they seemed to say: "Leave us alone." Colonel Steptoe's march seemed hostile to them. In their situation, she must have seemed so. This is how the riot of May 17 is explained. Another thing is the meeting with Colonel Wright. 

IV 

Vincent, as well as all the Indians that Father Joset had had the opportunity to see, showed great regret for what had happened, and wanted to return to the government the animals they had kept. How then did they take up arms again? "This is due to a custom," said Father Joset, who was unknown to me, and which Vincent had not considered when he made this promise. After a battle, where blood has been spilled, the chiefs cannot make peace without the consent of the families who have lost one of their members. So, as soon as it was known what Vincent had promised, great opposition arose; but when they had been made aware of the terms of the proposals made to them by General Clarke, one article of which stipulated that the authors of the battle against Colonel Steptoe should be delivered up, without even being promised their lives, as made since Colonel Wright, the relatives of those who had been killed spoke out stubbornly against peace. 

Then Vincent, braving the hatred and vengeance of his nation, abandoned them and stood with the missionaries, who had declared that the continuation of hostilities would force them to withdraw. Forty-five men joined Vincent. As for the others, it is clear that the great majority wanted peace; but they dared not go against an old custom, and break with their brothers and their friends. Up to the last moment they endeavored to bring to peaceful dispositions two or three relatives of the victims of the battle of May 17; it was in vain. They persisted to the end, and dragged the others away despite their reluctance. They took no part in the first engagement with Colonel Wright; they, followed the Kalispels to the second battle, if battle there was; because no one lost their life there. From the start, the colonel had known how to put them out of action, and it was much less a fight than a complete rout. 

Previously, the Indians smiled with pity when they were told that they could not fight against the whites; but brave Colonel Wright has persuaded them so well that, according to their own words, they can no longer even think of war. In this they resemble people bound and unable to move. 

The effect produced by Colonel Wright's expedition is such that one has to be on the spot to get an idea of it. We were on the eve of a universal war. The expeditions of volunteers had embittered the Savages without frightening them; but, by the skilful way in which the colonel knew how to take advantage of his resources, he completely made all these Indians lose the desire to measure themselves against the troops. Moreover, he frightened the rascals by his severity, as he won the hearts of all good Savages by his clemency. In short, he deserved well from the country, beyond all that one could say about it. Finally, the beautiful discipline he had observed everywhere in his path was an eloquent response to the calumnies by which one had sought to make the soldiers odious to these poor people, so much so that Chief Vincent was able to say to the officers, and c This is the expression of the feelings of the whole nation: “Before we only knew you by hearsay, and we hated you; now that we have seen you, we love you.” 

"All that I have just said is a proof that it would not be very difficult to put down this old antipathy of the Indians against the Americans, and to avoid constantly recurring difficulties, if only a good choice of men were made. sent to them for the transaction of business.” 

Here, my Reverend and dear Father, is the short account of the war between the Coeurs-d'Alene and the United States. The continuation of the account of my journey is found in a letter which I wrote to the TRP General, and which was published in the Annals of the Propagation of the Faith, no. 191, July 1860, p. 279. 

Accept, my Reverend Father, the assurance of my respect. 

PJDE SMET .
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PACIFICATION OF THE COEURS-D'ALÊNE IN 1859 

SIXTY-FIRST LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

April 1861. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

If you believe that the rest of my journey may be of interest to your readers, you can reproduce the account I gave of it in a letter written to the very Reverend Father General, dated from the University of Saint-Louis, November 1, 1859, and which was published in the Annals of the Propagation of the Faith (n.191, July 1860, p. 279). This letter gives an account of my occupations and of the time which I spent in the army of the United States in the capacity of chaplain, from the middle of May, 1858, until September 23, 1859. The beginning of this missive is not only a summary of the detailed account that I sent you of this long journey until my arrival at the Mission of the Sacred Heart ¹, where I had the happiness of embracing our Fathers and our Brothers, on November 21, 1858 Let's take it from there and get back on the road. The details on the continuation and the end of this race begin on page 283 of the Annales, of which I send you a copy. You will thus have published the account of my whole journey, from my departure from the country of Coeurs-d'Alêne until my return to Saint-Louis. 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1861, pp. 33, 67, 307, 402 and 558; 1862, p. 53, 373 and 485. 

I left the Mission on February 18 with Father Joset, who accompanied me until we met Father Hoeken, who had offered to meet us on the Clarke River or Pends-d'Oreilles. The ice, the snow, the rains and the winds greatly delayed our course in our frail canoes of bark, on the rivers and the great lakes; often we were in danger to cross the rapids and the falls: the Clarke river is strewn with them; I counted thirty-four in the space of seventy miles. Everywhere we met small camps of Indians in their winter quarters. As this season approaches, they are forced to scatter in the forests and along the rivers and lakes, where they live by hunting and fishing. Everywhere they received us with the greatest kindness, and, despite their extreme poverty, they willingly shared with us their small rations of food and their meager provisions. They eagerly took advantage of our presence to attend the instructions and the mass, and follow the other exercises of piety, such as the evening and morning prayers, as circumstances permitted. On March 11, I arrived at the Mission of Saint-Ignace, among the Pends-d'Oreilles of the Mountains. 

The Koetenais, neighbors of the Pends-d'Oreilles, having heard of my arrival, had walked for several days through the snow to come and shake my hand and show me their filial gratitude. In 1845, I had stayed some time among them, I was the first priest who had announced the word of God to them, and I had baptized all their little children and a good number of adults. Today, they came, with a primitive simplicity, to assure me that they had remained faithful to prayer, that is to say, to religion and to all the good advice they had then received. All the Fathers spoke to me of these good savages with the greatest praise: among them continue to reign, in all their vigor, fraternal union, evangelical simplicity, innocence and peace. Their honesty is such and so well known that the trader leaves his shop and leaves it open, sometimes for several weeks: the Indians enter and help themselves, according to their present needs; and, on the return, the contractor is faithfully paid for all the objects removed. He told me himself that, in this sort of trade, he had never lacked the value of a pin. 

On March 18, I went to the Sainte-Marie valley, through the snows (distance, seventy miles), to see there my first and old spiritual children of the Mountains, the poor and abandoned Flatheads. They were greatly consoled to learn that Your Paternity intended to have the Mission resumed. The great chief assured me that, since the departure of the Fathers, they had continued every day, morning and evening, to gather together to recite their prayers together, to ring the Angelus at the customary hours, and to stop on Sunday to glorify the holy day of the Lord. I dare not enter into further details of the present dispositions of this little tribe, for fear of being too long. Doubtless, in the absence of the missionaries, the devil caused havoc there; but, with the grace of the Lord, the evil is not irreparable. Their daily practices of piety, and the interviews I had with them for several days, gave me the consoling conviction that the faith has been maintained among the Flatheads, and that it still bears fruits of Hi. 

Everywhere, in my rapid visits to the stations of the Rocky Mountains, I was received, on the part of the Indians, with all the demonstrations of a sincere and filial joy. I think I can tell Your Paternity that my presence among them will have been of some use to them from a religious point of view, as well as from a temporal point of view. I did my best to encourage them to persevere in godliness, and to maintain the terms of the peace made with the government. On that day, I had the joy of giving baptism to more than a hundred children and a good number of adults. 

On April 16, according to the orders I had received from the general-in-chief of the army, I went to Fort Van Couver and left the Saint-Ignace mission. At my request, all the chiefs of the different tribes of the Mountains accompanied me to renew the peace with the general and with the superintendent of Indian affairs. Here are their names and the name of the nation to which they belong: Alexander Temglagketzin, or the Man without Hair, great chief of the Pends-d'Oreilles; Victor Alamiken, or the Happy Man (who bears his name admirably well, for he is a saint), great chief of the Kalispels; Adolphe Kwilkweschapo, or the Red Plume, flat-headed leader; François Saxa, or the Iroquois, another flat-headed chief; Denis Zenemtietze, or the Thunder Robe, chief of the Schoyelpi or Chaudières; André and Bonaventure, leaders and braves among the Coeurs-d'Alêne or Skizoumish; Kamiakin, Grand Chief of the Yakomans; and Gerry, Grand Chief of the Spokanes. These last two are still pagans; however their children were baptized. We had great hardships and many dangers in the journey, because of the high waters of the rivers and the great abundance of snow. For ten days we had to make our way through thick forests, where thousands of trees, felled by winds and storms, crossed each other and were covered with four, six and eight feet of snow: several horses lost the life; every day my mount and I tumbled often; but, apart from a few good bruises and scrapes, a holed and disused hat, torn trousers and a tattered cassock, I came out of the bad forest safe and sound. I have measured there white cedars of five, six and seven fathoms in circumference at the trunk, and of a proportionate height. 

After a month of travel, we arrived at Fort Van Couver. 

On May 18, the interview took place between the general, the superintendent, and the Indian chiefs: it produced the happiest results on both sides. About three weeks were granted to the chiefs to visit, at the expense of the government, the principal towns of the State of Oregon and of the territory of Washington, with all that they possess of remarkable establishments of industry, steam-engines , forges, yards and printing works; objects, for the most part, of which the poor Indians understand nothing, or very little. The visit which seemed to interest our chiefs the most was that which they paid to the prison of Portland and to the unfortunates who were there laden with chains, especially when the causes, the motives and the duration of their imprisonment were explained to them. Chief Alexander remembered it: barely back at his camp, he gathered his people together, told them all the marvels of the whites, and especially the story of the prison. 

"We have," he said, "neither chains nor prisons, and that is why many of us are wicked and hard of hearing. As a leader, I am determined to fulfill my duty. I will use the whip to punish the culprits: all who have reproaches to be kept politely informed. 

Before leaving the civilized country, all the chiefs received presents from the general and the superintendent, and returned to their country, joyful and contented. For myself, I had accomplished with the Indians the task which the government had imposed on me. I explained to the general my motives and my desire to return to Saint-Louis through the interior of the country; he acceded to my request with great affability, and in the long reply he addressed to me on this subject, he rendered the most honorable testimony to my services. 

Around June 15, I again left Fort Van Couver with the chiefs to return to the Mountains. I spent the 7th, 8th and 9th of July at the Sacred Heart Mission, among the Coeurs-d'Alene. From there I continued my way to Saint-Ignatius with Father Congiato, and in eight days the journey was made, not however without many miseries which deserve a slight mention here. 

Imagine thick virgin forests, where there are thousands of felled trees in every direction, where the path is barely visible and is obstructed by barricades which the horses constantly have to cross and which always put in danger to the rider's life. Two beautiful rivers, or rather two great torrents, the Coeur-d'Alêne and the Saint-François de Borgia, wind through these forests; their beds are formed of enormous blocks detached from the rocks and of large slippery stones rounded by the waters. The path crosses the first of these torrents thirty-nine times and the other thirty-two times: the water often reaches as far as the middle of the horse's belly, sometimes above the saddle. We consider ourselves lucky, at each crossing, to come out with nothing but wet legs. A high mountain, about five thousand feet above the valley, or rather a range of mountains called the Bitter Root Range, separates the two rivers. The sides of these rocks, lined with thick forests of cedars and a great variety of pines and firs, present immense difficulties to the traveler, on account of the considerable number of trees which strew the ground in steep places. and on the edge of precipices. Add to these obstacles the vast fields of snow which we often have to cross, some from eight to twelve feet deep. 

After eight hours of painful walking, we arrived in a beautiful plain dotted with flowers, which forms the summit of the mountain of Calvary, where on my first visit, sixteen years ago, a cross had been erected. In this beautiful site, and after such a hard and long journey, I would have liked to camp. Fr. Congiato, convinced that two more hours would take us to the foot of the mountain, decided to continue the walk. The presumed two leagues of distance are covered, four other leagues follow them, and the darkness surprises us in the midst of the obstacles. On the eastern slope of the mountain, we encountered other mounds of snow to pass, other barricades of fallen trees to cross: here, on the edge of sheer rocks; there, on an almost perpendicular slope. The slightest false step can rush us who knows where! Without a guide, without a cleared path, in the middle of the darkness, separated from each other, each calls for help without being able to obtain the slightest assistance; we fall after fall; one walks groping or on all fours, the best one can, always descending and winding. Finally, a glimmer of hope is granted to us: we hear from afar the dull roar of the waters, the sound of the falls and the cascades of the big torrent we were looking for; everyone to go immediately in that direction: all have the happiness of arriving there, but one after the other, between eleven and twelve o'clock in the evening, after a march of sixteen hours, tired and as if out of combat, the clothes in tatters, with numerous abrasions and bruises, but none the less serious. Dinner and supper are hastily made; each tells the story of his somersaults and entertains his companions. The good Fr. Congiato recognizes that he had made a mistake in his calculations, and he is the first to laugh heartily. The poor horses found nothing to eat in this place all night long. 

I cannot help expressing here my gratitude to all the Fathers and Brothers of the Missions of the Sacred Heart and of Saint Ignatius, for their truly fraternal charity towards me, and the effective assistance they lent me to fulfill the special mission entrusted to me. 

Fr. Congiato keeps Your Paternity informed of the current state of the Mountain missions; that is why I refrain from going into details. 

Allow me only to commend these poor children of the desert to you. 

Holy Providence, I hope, will not abandon them; they already have in heaven a very large number of intercessors in those thousands of children who died after having received the grace of baptism, in a very large number of adults who, after having lived as good Christians, left this life in the the most pious sentiments; they can above all count on the protection of Louise, of the Coeurs-d'Alêne tribe, and of Loyola, chief of the Kalispels, whose life was an uninterrupted series of heroic acts of virtue, and who died almost in smell of holiness. I propose to send to Your Paternity the notes that I have been able to collect on their edifying life and death. 

On July 22, I left the Mission of Saint-Ignatius, accompanied by Fr. Congiato and some guides and wild hunters. The distance to Fort Benton is about 200 miles. The country that we cross for four days is picturesque and presents no obstacle to cross: it is a series of forests, beautiful meadows, impetuous torrents, pretty little rivers; here and there lakes, from three to six miles in circumference, of water clear as crystal, offer travelers the most charming sights. We have given the name of Sainte-Marie to the largest of these lakes. 

On the 26th of July, we crossed the mountain which separates the sources of Columbia from those of Missouri, at the 48th degree of north latitude and at the 3rd of longitude. -- The trip lasted only about twenty minutes; it is very easy, even for carts and wagons. -- We followed the valley of the River in the Sun almost to its mouth. In passing, we visited the great waterfalls of Missouri, the principal of which has a fall of ninety-three feet. Fr. Hoeken and Br. Magri had come to meet us. On the 29th, we arrived at Fort Benton, the post of the Saint-Louis Fur Company; all the employees showed us the most friendly benevolence. The Pieds-Noirs occupy an immense territory in the vicinity; they number from 10,000 to 12,000 souls in the six tribes which compose the nation. For several years they have been asking for Black-Robes, and this desire seems to be universal. During my visit in 1846, they begged me to grant them a Father to instruct them. 

Father Hoeken is on the scene today, and I have just read, with the greatest pleasure, in the Annals of the Propagation of the Faith, that it is with the entire approval of Your Paternity that the work of Blackfoot conversion is about to begin. 

When we arrived in these parts, a large number of Indians were encamped around and in the vicinity of the fort. It was time for the annual distribution of presents. They showed their joy at the missionary's presence in their country, and they hoped that everyone would open their ears and hearts to him. The chief of a large camp, during one of our visits, related to us a rather remarkable fact which I believe worthy of mention. 

When Fr. Point was among the Blackfoot, he had presented a few crosses to several chiefs as distinguishing marks; he had explained its meaning to them, exhorting them, especially in danger, to invoke the Son of God, whose image they would bear, and to put all their trust in him. The chief who relates these details was one of a band of thirty Indians, who had gone to war against the Crows. These having recognized the trails of their enemies, assembled hastily, and in large numbers, to fight and destroy them. They soon discovered them, barricaded in the forest and protected by a heap of trees and branches, and surrounded them, shouting the battle cry. The Blackfeet, at the sight of the superior number of their adversaries who came to swoop down on them unexpectedly, were in the firm belief that they were all going to perish by their hands. One of them wore on his chest the sign of salvation, the cross. He then remembers the words of Fr. Point; he communicates them to his companions, and all repeat: This is our only chance of salvation! They then invoke the Son of God and leave the barricade. The bearer of the cross is at their head, he rushes forward, and all follow him. The Ravens direct against them a prodigious quantity of balls and arrows: none is seriously wounded, and they all escape fortunately. Finishing his narration, the leader added, in a tone full of energy and feeling: “Yes, the prayer (religion) of the Son of God alone is good and mighty; we all desire to make ourselves worthy of it and to embrace it.” 

I intended, when I left General Hearny, and with his consent, to make the whole journey on horseback to St. Louis, in the hope of meeting more of the Indian nations, and especially the large and warlike tribe of the Comanches. I was forced to give up this project, for my six horses were completely exhausted and in no condition to cover the great space which still remained for me to cross: they were all more or less wounded on their backs; and, not having been shod, their hoofs had been worn down by so often crossing rocky rivers and rough mountain paths. 

In the embarrassment in which I found myself, I had a small skiff built at Fort Benton, and the worthy Mr. Denson, superintendent of the Fur Company, was kind enough to grant me three good oarsmen and a pilot. On the 5th of August, I bade farewell to Frs. Congiato and Hoeken, and to dear F. Magri, and I embarked on the Missouri, famous for its rocks and the dangers of its navigation. 

In our frail boat we descended about two thousand four hundred miles, making from fifty to sixty, sometimes even with a favorable wind and under sail, up to eighty miles a day. As soon as we met the first steamer, we embarked on it with our belongings. He covered more than seven hundred miles in six days, and on September 23, the eve of the feast of Our Lady of Mercy, he entered the port of Saint-Louis. 

In this long race on the water, we spent the nights under the stars and under a small tent, often on sandbanks, to shelter us from mosquitoes, or on the edge of a plain or in a virgin forest. Often we heard the wolves howl near us, and the squealing, the dull cries of the grizzly bear, the king of animals in these regions, disturbed our sleep, without however frightening us. It is especially in the desert that we recognize that the Lord has inspired the fear of man in all animals. It is still in the desert, and far from any human habitation, that it was given to us, in a special way, to thank and admire Providence who watches over her children with so much solicitude. There is admirably verified this text of Saint Matthew: Consider the birds of the sky; they do not sow, but your heavenly Father feeds them. Aren't you much more than them? Throughout the journey, our needs were constantly provided for: yes, we lived in the midst of plenty. The rivers provided us with excellent fish, moorhens, ducks, bustards and swans; the forests and the plains furnished us with fruits and roots. The game did not fail us a single day; everywhere we found on our way, either huge herds of buffaloes, or hinds or roe deer, goats, big horns, pheasants, wild turkeys and partridges. 

On the way, along the Missouri, I met thousands of Indians belonging to different tribes, Assiniboins, Crows, Minataries, Mandans, Riccaries, Sioux, etc. Everywhere I stopped for a day or two in their midst. I received from them the greatest tokens of respect and affection, and they paid the keenest attention to all my words. For many years all these tribes have desired to have missionaries and to be educated. 

My great consolation, I would say almost the only one, is to have been, in the hands of Providence, the instrument of the eternal salvation of about nine hundred poor little dying children, on whom I conferred baptism. Many seemed to be waiting for this happiness only to fly to their God and praise him for all eternity. 

To God alone all glory, and to the Blessed Virgin Mary most humble and profound gratitude for the protection and benefits received during this long and last journey! After having traveled 8,314 English miles by land and rivers and 6,950 by sea without any serious accident, I arrived safe and sound in Saint-Louis, in the midst of my dear brothers in Jesus Christ. 

I am with the deepest respect and most sincere esteem, Most Reverend Father, your most humble and obedient son in Jesus Christ. 

PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿
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THE SKALZI or KOETENAIS 

SIXTY-SECOND LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER OF SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, April 3, 1862. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

In the little narration I gave you of my visit to the Indian tribes in 1858-1859¹, I spoke to you about the tribe of the Skalzi or Koetenais. These worthy savages deserve a particular and somewhat extensive notice; I gladly devote a few pages to them. 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1861, p. 307, 402 and 553; 1862, p. 53, 373 and 485; 1803, p. 119. 

I had visited the Skalzi for the first time in 1845. I then had the consolation of regenerating, in the waters of baptism, all their children and advanced persons. In 1859, I saw these dear inhabitants of the desert again. I will add, with unspeakable joy, that they remained faithful to the faith, fervent and zealous Christians, the consolation of their missionaries; they shine by their virtues in the midst of the tribes of the Rocky Mountains: they are of an admirable and truly evangelical simplicity, of a rare fidelity to all the duties of religion, of an unfailing charity, of an upright remarkable in all their relations with their neighbour, and of an innocence of morals worthy of the first times. 

The Skalzi Koetenais and Arcs-à-plat tribes have more than a thousand souls. They are divided into three main camps. One of these camps, made up of about three hundred individuals, is sometimes in the vicinity of the great lake Tête-Plate, sometimes in the great Plaine-au-tabac, watered by the waters of the Koetenaise or Mc Gilvray river. The distance is 70 miles. La Plaine-au-tabac is a rather remarkable place; it is situated between the 49th and the 50th degree of north latitude, and may be 50 to 60 miles long by 15 to 20 wide. It looks like a large basin, surrounded by high mountains which form a beautiful and vast amphitheater around it, and offers a picturesque and varied aspect. The Plain bears all the marks of the dry bed of a vast lake. The southern part of the Plain is undulating, gravelly and covered with small mounds. It only presents here and there a few cultivable portions. The northern part, on the contrary, is level, more susceptible to agriculture, and contains a great extent of excellent land. The temperature of this region, although very high and well advanced towards the north, is fairly temperate: the cold is rarely severe, the snow usually not very thick. It often falls during the winter months; but it disappears almost immediately, absorbed either by the rarefaction of the atmosphere at this high point, or by the southerly winds which often pass through this valley and sweep away the snow as it falls. Horses, horned beasts and other animals find abundant food there all year round. The river crosses the entire Plain. It has its source in the north-west of this region, and descends, at a great distance, towards the south-east. A great number of torrents, streams which, for the most part, have their source in beautiful little lakes or numerous basins of these beautiful mountains, on each side, come to increase the waters of the great river. Several, before their entry into the Plain, present a charming sight. From a distance, we hear the noise and the soft murmur of the waves; we see them descending from the heights, falling from cascade to cascade, and arriving in the plain foaming and as if at the end of their strength. All these torrents and streams will one day offer - and that time is near - beautiful sites for mills of all kinds. Coal is found in several places. Lead is very abundant there, and I dare say that other more precious minerals, which still slumber in the bosom of the mountains, will one day emerge. In one of my letters, dated September 3, 1845 and published in 1847, I spoke of these savages and said: “Poor and unfortunate Indians, they trample under foot, without knowing them, so many hidden treasures! they look with surprise at the greed with which the white-skinned man, the pale face, comes to examine these shining stones of their territory. Ah! they would tremble, the poor innocents, if they knew the history of this long series of tribes which have disappeared from the earth, and whose names barely survive; if they knew that all the provinces (South America and Mexico), which formerly concealed these riches in their midst, have been invaded by greed and desolated by a cruel civilization, which has brought to the Indians nothing but vices, and made them everywhere the sad victims of selfishness and evil passions. One cannot read without shuddering the account of the horrible massacres which took place in California and Oregon, ten years after my letter was written, namely in 1855, 1856 and 1857. cruel and cowardly, committed with impunity by whites, much more barbarous than the savages. The Monts-Rocheux mines, on the Rivière aux Saumons, which I have known for twenty years, have just been rediscovered, and thousands of miners are going there at the moment to take possession of them. I fear that the poor Indians will soon fall victim to the rapacity of the whites. Our missions in this neighborhood will suffer greatly; and, like our ancient missions in South America, Canada and California, they will in their turn be crushed by greed and the vices of modern civilization. The mass arrival of whites among the Indians has always been disastrous to the latter. When the State of California was admitted into the American Union, the Indian population exceeded 100,000 souls; there are only 30,000 left today. The whites took possession of the lands of the Indians without compensating them; they kidnapped women and children, and killed them cowardly and in the most barbarous manner. When all these cruelties became impracticable, they drove the Indians away and relegated them far away to go and perish of misery, after having led the most miserable life, on deserted beaches, far from their old homes and the tombs of their ancestors. One day, Heaven will settle the accounts of a country that allows so many atrocities; but that time does not seem to have arrived yet. War desolates, at this moment, this vast and beautiful country, where all the evil passions so often dispute the empire, and render life so uncertain and so miserable. 

Forgive me for this little digression. I can't wait to get back to the Skalzi. These good Indians have been farming for some years. They cultivate, in small fields, corn, wheat, barley, potatoes and other vegetables. Everything comes to maturity. Frost rarely harms fruit. Their fields cannot extend, for lack of agricultural implements: they are obliged to move the earth with the instruments of Adam, of ancient date, that is to say, with sticks, bones pointed and shoulder blades, which they have used from time immemorial to pull out the camash, or bitter root, the wappatoe, or sagitta folia, the caious, or biscuit root, and other nourishing roots. 

These Indians show a great aptitude for work: we see them always busy with something useful, either in preparing for hunting or fishing, or in harvesting their roots or wild fruits, to meet the needs of their family. They annually extend their hunts as far as the great plains of the Blackfoot and Crows, east of the Rocky Mountains, on the upper waters of Missouri and Saskatchewan; but, being thus without agricultural implements and having but few firearms, they are always in want; we can say that for them Lent begins at the Circumcision and continues until New Year's Eve. The mission provides them with a few plows and pickaxes. In the month of May last, I had sent them a good number of tools, necessary for agriculture, by the steamer of the Compagnie de Pelteries de Saint-Louis; but, above the mouth of the Roche-Jaune river, the boat was burned, and nothing could be saved from it. It is to be regretted that, for lack of means, we cannot do more for these good Indians, who, of all the tribes of the Mountains, are the most in need and at the same time show the best dispositions. 

One finds among them the beautiful ideal of the Indian character, which has not yet suffered from contact with the whites. What most strikes the foreigner who visits them is to see simplicity united with gentleness, and innocence walking hand in hand with restraint and the most modest bearing. One does not notice among them those gross vices which dishonor the red race on the frontiers of civilization. Theft is unknown to them. In the more than forty years that the Hudson's Bay Company has been trading pelts with them, no object has ever been noticed stolen. Every spring the Company's agent goes down to Colville with the traded pelts, and he does not go back up until the fall. During his entire absence, the store is entrusted to the custody of a savage, who sells the goods in the name of the Company, and returns, on the return of the agent, the most exact account of all that has been entrusted to him. . I repeat here what I said in a previous letter: the store often stands alone, with a door without a lock and without a bolt, and the goods are respected by the Indians. They go in, accommodate themselves as needed, and scrupulously leave the value of the removed objects there, rather more than less. In what civilized country could such confidence be exercised? 

The following little anecdotes will serve to give an idea of the delicacy of conscience of these good savages. An old chief, poor and blind, had come from a great distance, guided by his son, to confer with the missionary, and with the sole desire of receiving baptism, if he was judged worthy. He confessed to the priest that he had been ashamed for many years to present himself to him, because of a debt of the value of two beavers, about ten dollars, which he had contracted about twenty years ago. . - "The misery in which I found myself, he added, did not allow me to satisfy the obligation to be regenerated in the holy waters, and constantly prevented me from yielding to the vows of my heart. A thought came to me: I asked my close relatives to give me charity, and today I am the owner of a beautiful buffalo robe. I want to make myself worthy of baptism.” - The missionary, accompanied by the old man, speaks to the store clerk to find out about the debt. Examination made of the register of Indian accounts, the clerk replies that the chief had no debt to pay. This one insists on making the payment; the other refuses to accept it. The little struggle lasted a few moments. Finally the worthy old man exclaims: “Oh! pity me! For a long time this debt has made me unhappy; it has always weighed on my conscience. I want to belong to prayer (religion) without blame and without reproach. I want to make myself worthy of baptism and the name of a child of God. This buffalo robe covers my debt. Which means: is the value of my debt. And he put her on the ground at the clerk's feet. He received baptism and returned content and happy to his country. 

A young Koetenai, baptized in infancy on my first visit in 1845, had emigrated with his parents to the Soushwaps, to the mountainous region called the Cariboux, whence the Fraser River draws a large part of its waters. In 1859 his parents wanted him to marry; but the girl who was destined for him had not yet been baptized. A younger sister was in the same situation. It was therefore resolved that the young man and the two girls would undertake the long journey, which was to last several weeks, to present themselves to the missionary at the mission of Saint-Ignatius. Their ardent faith and commendable eagerness were admired by the whole village. Father Ménétry, their fervent missionary, instructed the zealous neophytes and prepared them for baptism. The young man, who had not seen a priest since 1845, had prepared to approach the tribunal of penance, to worthily make his first communion and then to obtain, in a state of grace, the nuptial benediction. On the day appointed for the administration of these three great and important religious ceremonies, the young Koetenai, with a humble and modest demeanor, presented himself at the tribunal of penance. He held in his hands a handful of small cuttings of cedar, the size of phosphoric matches, and divided into small unequal bundles. Having knelt down at the feet of the confessor, and having piously recited the usual prayers, he unfolded before him all his little bundles and said to him: - “Here is the result of my examination of conscience and all my sins. My Father, this first package represents such a sin...; count the little pieces of wood, and you will know roughly how many there are. This second bundle is such a sin...; count the little pieces of wood, and you will know the number of them.” He continued in this way for each specific sin. The good young man gave such sincere signs of grief that the confessor was moved to tears. Seeing this desire to do one's best, this ingenuous simplicity and this precision in confessing well, one can admire the interesting method of our young savage; but we must admire much more the grace of the Holy Spirit pouring out his divine gifts on the poor children of the desert and conforming, if I dare to speak so; to their abilities. 

In their zeal and fervor, the Koetenais built a small church out of logs, or whole tree trunks, in the large Prairie-au-tabac. They had carried the large guns, 20 to 25 feet in length, to the distance of a quarter of a mile; and by dint of effort they had raised these walls of the new church. The roof was covered with straw and earth. In this humble house of the Lord, they meet evening and morning to offer the Great Spirit the firstfruits of the day, their thanksgiving, their fervent prayers. What a contrast! When we compare this humble little church in the desert with our beautiful churches in civilized countries, especially in Europe, we are struck by the splendour, the magnificence of these beautiful temples, with their superb paintings, their beautiful sculptures, their rich decorations. and all the grandeur of the building; we exclaim with admiration: This is truly the house of the Lord, somewhat worthy of the majesty of him who dwells there! But, when one enters the humble hut, consecrated to the Great Spirit in the desert, raised by poor Indians; when we contemplate their deep recollection, their sincere piety, and when we hear with what pious enthusiasm they recite their prayers and sing their hymns to the praise of God and to the glory of their Blessed Mother the Blessed Virgin Mary, we are moved to the point of to tears and you say to yourself: This poor, small and humble church, like the stable in Bethlehem, is truly the dwelling place of the Lord and the house of prayer; all its beauty is contained in the piety, in the zeal and the fervor of those who come there... It is in this hut, dedicated to the Great Spirit, that all the religious ceremonies of baptism and marriage. They are postponed until the time agreed upon for the arrival of the missionary. From all parts of the country Indians go there. 

How beautiful are the feet of those who proclaim the gospel of peace, of those who proclaim true goods! shall we say with Saint Paul. My yoke is easy and my burden is light, says the Lord. The priest finds, in this place, a rather hard and rather rough work; but at the same time it is very agreeable and consoling. Like darlings who see a tenderly beloved father again after a long absence, and with tender eagerness, all come when he arrives; shake his hand with great cordiality, and the little hands of the smallest children are placed in his by their mothers. A long interview immediately follows this first reception. The missionary gives and receives all the important news that has arrived since the last meeting, and settles with the chiefs the exercises which must take place during the visit he comes to make to them. He ordinarily gives two or three instructions a day to the adults, and a catechism to the children. He helps them all make a good examination of conscience before presenting themselves for confession, and then prepares them to approach the Holy Table worthily. He instructs the catechumens, admits them to baptism, with the little children born during his absence. He blesses all new marriages. He settles, as father and judge, all disputes that may have arisen since his last visit. He encourages and strengthens the weak in the faith, calms their anxieties and clarifies their doubts. All these fervent neophytes surround the missionary, to learn to know the Lord well, to serve him faithfully and to love him with all their heart. If the days of the missionary are filled with many bodily fatigues, they only serve to increase his merits before God, and to fill him with spiritual consolations. Certainly, he counts these days among the happiest of his life. Father Ménétry, during his visit to his dear Koetenais in 1858, baptized about fifty children and thirty adults. He blessed forty marriages and heard over five hundred confessions. 

The great chief of the Koetenais is called Michel. He retraces, within his tribe, the life and virtues of the ancient patriarchs. He is like a good and tender father, happy and respected in the midst of a large family of docile children. The personnel of his camp is about four hundred souls. They are all baptized, and they walk in the footsteps of their worthy leader. What a delightful sight to find, in the midst of these mountains isolated from the great Columbia River, a tribe of poor savages living in a great purity of morals and a truly evangelical simplicity! They are visited by the priest once or twice during the year. Around Easter and other great Church feasts, families go to the mission of Saint Ignatius, to approach the Holy Table and spend a few days there in pious practices. 

The sleep of a missionary among the savages is always deep. For, as he spends his whole day, and often a good part of the night, in instructing them and arranging the affairs of their conscience, his task finished, he falls into a peaceful and sound sleep without great effort. It is not surprising that he is then insensitive to everything that happens around him, even to Indian dogs and their nocturnal depredations. Experto credo Roberto: believe in my experience and accept the details given to me by the good Father Ménétry on the canine race among the Koetenais. Everything is certainly not beautiful in this charming desert and among these good people: it is far from it. Travelers in these distant beaches should be instructed and warned about the setbacks that will necessarily happen to them, unless they take their measures in advance. If they have only one tent to lodge in, they must carefully barricade the entrance and surround it with brushwood; they must stop up all the little openings and suspend, above the reach of the dogs, all the provisions, all the leather cords and all that had flesh in the past. Without these precautions, we put ourselves in danger of finding nothing in the morning when we wake up, neither to eat, nor to saddle our beasts of burden. The better the Indians, the meaner their dogs. While the former abhor theft, the latter make it their profession and derive their daily bread from it. These domestic animals are always six or seven in each family; each member, down to the smallest children, has his faithful friend or companion in the canine band. Dogs have absolutely nothing to live on but the well-gnawed bones and the meager crumbs which fall from the table of their poor masters. I can assure you that there is very little left after the meal of a savage, who ordinarily makes it his duty to eat everything and takes no account of the delicacy of the dishes placed before him. Dogs are therefore bound to provide for their own subsistence and left to their own industry. It is most often exercised at night; also they are very expert and very skilful; hunger always stimulates their rapacious instinct. Father Ménétry says that he often woke up in the morning as poor as Job: all his food and all his leather cords had been taken from him while he slept. In the evening, in vain he put into practice all the means that foresight suggested to him, the industry of these nocturnal thieves prevailed, each time, over his foresight. Deep in sleep, after the fatigues of his day, he never heard the din that these trickster dogs made, even when they fought bravely among themselves to dispute their prey. At the great noise that issued from the tent of the Father, the savages, more vigilant, came to his aid. Sometimes it was a good old savage, armed with a big stick, who suddenly appeared on the field of battle, and discharged her blows right and left on the combatants; sometimes it was a young man, with strong arms, who entered the Father's tent to disperse the ugly marauders and restore tranquility; sometimes the good Father woke up to the sound of barking and howling, and the cries of those who had come to his aid. They repaired then, but a little late, the breaches made in his tent, they stopped up the holes, they barricaded the entrance again. The missionary then went back to bed, at the risk of a new attack from these ugly troublemakers. It was resolved the next day, in full council of the chiefs, to put an end to such inconvenient scenes for their missionary. So they erected around his tent a fence made of large pieces of wood, impenetrable to the incursions of dogs. They did more: they set to work in earnest to build a presbytery, adjoining the church, with two apartments, one of which was to serve as a bedroom, and the other as a meeting room for the private conferences with the priest. The savages, with good hearts, renewed each time the food and other objects stolen by the dogs. They tore them, one might say, from their own mouths and from the mouths of their little children, so as not to let the Father suffer from hunger, and for fear that the lack of food would oblige him to shorten his stay at the middle of them. Christian charity, the eldest daughter of religion, as we see in these little details, flowers as well in the soul of the rough savage as in that of the civilized man. Although more deprived and more humble, she is as industrious and as beautiful; she is simpler and more naive, and, consequently, she is more amiable. 

I add to my letter a vocabulary of the Koetenese language. It is the first, I dare say, that has been written. It will interest, I am sure, some of our colleagues in Belgium ¹. 

¹ Here is this small beginning of vocabulary of the Skalzi or Koetenese language, which I did during my trip in 1859. 

Titto: father; kettitto: my father; tittonis: your father; tittowis: his father; kittêtonelgle: our father; tittoniskelg: your father. - Galg: son; kannagalgli: my son; galglinis: your son; galgliis: his son; kannagenaggle: our son; galgnigkilg: your son. -- Westenenne: girl; kessuwi: my daughter. - Egkomno: child (small). Kamma: mother. Kennukglakkanelg: my husband. Kattelgnammo: my wife. Kolgglitskilg: my sister. Kukkeloogammelg: my brother. Tittekete: man (vir); tittekêtenintik: of man (viri). - Pelgki: woman; pelgkinintik: of the woman. - Nitstéhelg: young man; nitstéhelgnintik: of the young man. - Kakikkeglit: my name. Akkèsèmakkànik: Indians. Ekkèglem: head; kakèglem: my head. Ekkuktègle: hair. Akkakkane: face. Akkinnekelg: forehead. Akukkowete: ear. 

Akkakeglelg: eye; kakkakkeglig: my eyes. - Ako: nose; kaèkkoon: my nose. Akelgmanna: mouth. Welgglonek: language; kowwelgglonek: my language. Kakelglumma: my lips. Akonanne: teeth. Akokkeglegge: beard. Akokek: neck. Akèglêke: arm. Aki: hand. Akitskyhi: finger. Akukkepe: nails. Akulyglek: body. Akkuksake: leg; kaakkesake: my legs. - Akkeglik: foot; kakegliek: my foot. - Akilskakkamak: toes. Kajouskennek: my knee. Makke: bone. Akitglewi: heart. Wenneme: blood. Kakélglumma: my throat. Kakèwettèkêk: my chest. Kakenukkeglêke: my stomach. Kakèwoom: my belly. Kâkèglêk: my backbone. 

Kikkeglênam: village. Kitteglana: house; kakittegle: my house; akitglenis: your house; kakitglenègle: his house; akitgleniskilg: your home. - Koos: pipe; kakoosh: my pipe; koosnish: your pipe; koosish: his pipe; kakooshnêgle: our pipe. - Akitsemmelg: knife; kakessemmelg: my knife; akessemmelgnis: your knife; akessemmelgis: his knife; kakkessemmelgnegle: our knife. - Akukglupgloit: valley. Akòwòghiit: mountain. Akankammilg: island. Noki: stone. Kâmiskàglaggànè: salt. Nelgko: iron. kakammôgòmoolg: pickaxe. Akaniggelg: powder. Akke: ball. Akugglak: meat. Kittekwakulggwa: flour. Awomo: medicine. Akenitsgla â: tree. Akukglekkopilg: leaf. Akitssèkelg: bark. Sahelg: grass. 

Gelgsi: dog. Glukkopo: buffalo. Nappeko: black bear. Kakki: wolf. Suppeky: deer. Glowwo: deer. Sinna: beaver. Akannukglam: serpent. Akkemakke: egg. Akkinnêkaha: feathers. Akowite: wings. Tiykkegle: duck. Egglêwê: pigeon. Kiyakkeglo: fish. Swakkamo: salmon. Wielg: sturgeon. 

Nessoki: chief. Kappilgglitit: warrior. Kitsglekilggla: friend. Yèlskîme: boiler. Tewwo: bow, gun. Akke: arrow. Akuttelg: axe. Yakkesomelg: canoe. Glenu: shoes. Yakkyt: tobacco. 

Ekkelglômouêt: firmament. Nettênnikkè: sun. Kitselgmittelgnukkaky: moon. Akelgnohoos: star. Yokeyjitnenne: day. Kilgmouit: night. Nukkokigittènè: light. Nêmmogonê: darkness. Woulgnêm: morning. Glèmàsit: spring. Akkesoke: summer. Suppènèkkoot: autumn. Wennouit: winter. Akkomi: wind. Numma: thunder. Kelgglettelglig: lightning. Akkeglukkekakkkèk: rain. Akkeglo: snow. Kappekamake: hail. Akinnekukko: fire. Woo: water. Akowite: ice. Ammak: earth. Akkelggleit: river. Akukkonok: lake. 

Sookene and kisook: good (bonus, a, urn). Tsênnin and kesâhân: evil, bad (malus, a, um). Pekkek: formerly, long (olim, diu). Makke: shortly (brevi). Kammèmukkêglo: white. Kennehoos: red. Kamkokokukkolg: black. Kammakesin: yellow. Kakkegloyittèky: green. Kowilgky: tall. Kitssekunne: small. Kissemakkèkè: strong. Tilgnemmo: old. Kitssekunne: young. Kesahannelgke: naughty. Gettenukken: alive, lively. Kiep: death. Kiskettegleit: cold. Kuttemelggliit: hot. Kammin: I. Ninko: you, you. Ninks ish: him, he. Kammenelggle: us. Ninkonishkelg: you. Ninkoish: they. Kapi: all. Yennakkenne: several. Kelgle: who. Juno: this. 

Akattek: near. Now sinnemomtèke: today. Walgkoma: yesterday. Kannewouit: tomorrow. Ile: yes. Matt: No. 

Wussilg ikkene: I eat. Wossilg ikougle: I drink. Wousnenglukkapekanne: I run. Wounowesgoume: I sing. Woutskomnen: I am sleeping. Woulsisgenni: I speak. Onuppegonne: I see. Outsglekelne: I like it. Onepilue: I kill. Onesakkenoune: I sit down. Onewekene: I stand up. Woutsnagge: I'm leaving. Oulsinglewino: I'm angry. Oultakatine: I am lazy. Oulsukkèkokine: I am delighted. 

Nutkwinne: 1. Ash: 2. Kelgsè: 3. Gàtse: 4. Yikko: 5. Nmissê: 6. Wistelgle: 7. Ogwâtsê: 8. Kykittòwè: 9. Ittowè: 10. Ittowonglenkwe: 11. Ittowongleash: 12. Yjèwò: 20. Kattesennnèwe: 30. Gatsennówo: 40. Jikunnèwo: 50. Nmissennewo: 60. Ittowinnówe: 100. Ittowolgittowinnowe: 1000 

. Rocky Mountain State. The dangers will be great, because of the unfortunate war which is now devastating the United States, and in which a great number of savages have begun to take part. I therefore recommend myself more than ever to your prayers, and to those of all our Reverend Fathers and dear Brothers of the College of Saint Michael. 

¹ This is May 1862. Father De Smet made this planned excursion; we will soon give the account of it, according to a letter which he wrote last February, and in which he announces a new voyage towards the east of the Rocky Mountains, for the month of May, 1863. Please remind me to the 

good memories of M..., as well as of the good nuns to whom you were kind enough to introduce me, and recommend me to their good prayers. It will be a great consolation to me, in the midst of the dangers of the great American desert, to have the assurance that a large number of pious souls remember me and my mission. 

Accept, my Reverend and very dear Father, etc. 

PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿
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VISIT TO THE INDIANS IN 1862 

SIXTY-THIRD LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

From the series published in the Précis Historiques. 

University of Saint-Louis, February 1863. 

(Letter addressed to benefactors of the mission.) 

As he had done last year, Father De Smet, at the beginning of the month of May of this year 1863, is set out again to visit again the many unfortunate Indian tribes of the plains east of the Rocky Mountains. The dangers to be run are still greater than they were formerly, on account of the war which the heathen savages of the northwest are waging against the United States. While waiting for the courageous missionary to give some details on this new excursion, we will publish those which he sent to benefactors of his mission, on his visit to the Indians in the course of the year 1862. At the beginning of May 1862 

, I left St. Louis, by the Missouri, on a steamer bound for Fort Benton, in the vicinity of the Rocky Mountains. The distance to be covered was more than a thousand leagues. The river was then at full brim, and the current which we had to surmount required great strength. The ship took six weeks to make the trip. 

In different places we met Indian camps, more or less numerous, seated on the shore of the river. They stopped there to distribute government annuities and gifts to the savages. I seize these precious moments to visit them in their huts or tents, made of buffalo skins. On all these happy occasions, I spent my days and my nights in the midst of them. Everywhere I was welcome. Peace pipe in hand, the savages came to meet me with the greatest eagerness, and received me with a cordial and naive kindness. I have just named the peace pipe; this word deserves a little explanation. 

I 

The calumet, which the Lenni-Lennapi also call hobowakan, is the savage's pipe, and the object to which the Indians hold dearest. The man who does not possess one is regarded as very poor, very miserable. 

The calumet is adorned with all that the savage has most precious; often it is carved with taste. In all the ceremonies of the Indian tribes there is nothing so emphatically characteristic as the manner of smoking; it is the beginning and the end of all those of their actions to which savages attach any importance. Wherever they are found in the desert, even when hunger presses them, the first thing they ask for is sama, or tobacco. 

The custom of smoking is, without doubt, very old. As for the savages, it seems that nothing more enters into their habits. For the other peoples, I do not know what was the beginning of this use. There is no trace of it in the Holy Scriptures. 

Herodotus makes no mention of the pipe or the custom of smoking. Doesn't this silence seem to indicate that it came from the Americans? To this negative argument we can add a positive one. After the discovery of America in 1560, Nicot was the first to introduce tobacco and its use in France; hence the name nicotiana. 

According to an ancient tradition of the Lenni-Lennapi, or first people, surnamed the Delawares, they received the pipe of peace and brotherhood, in the 20th moon of their existence as a tribe. Here is what the elders, or preservers of the national tradition, say of the occasion on which the pipe was presented to them: 

“Far to the North existed a mighty nation. Their warriors were as numerous as the countless herds of buffaloes on the vast plains of the West; their wigwams, or lodges of skins, extended as far as the eye could see on the banks of their beautiful lakes and their beautiful and great rivers. The Manitou, or tutelary Spirit, whose voice (thunder) resounds in the clouds, and whom the wind carries on its wings to spread it everywhere, made himself heard to all the great nation and announced to it that a rival nation, the Lenni-Lennapi, was in possession of all the country of forests and plains which extends from the Grande-Eau (the Atlantic Ocean) to the Grandes-Montagnes where each day the sun will take its rest. At this voice, the whole nation rose en masse, and the grand council was immediately assembled to deliberate on the pressing danger which seemed to threaten them. It was resolved to invade the country of the Lenni-Lennapi with a powerful party of the best warriors, determined to feast on the hearts of their adversaries, to push them towards the Great Water, and to destroy them there. 

In the midst of the preparations for the warlike expedition, a large and beautiful bird, of dazzling whiteness, appeared for the first time. It took off from a nearby forest, soared through the air and came to rest, wings outstretched, above the head of the Great Chief's only daughter. At the same moment, she heard a voice that spoke to her from the bottom of her heart and said to her: “Gather all the warriors; let them know that the heart of the Great Spirit is sad and covered with a thick and dark cloud, because they want to drink the blood of his first children, the gods of all the tribes. To appease the anger of the Master of Life and to renew the joy of his heart, all warriors will wash their hands in the blood of a peacock. Then laden with presents, the hobowakan in hand, they will come to present themselves to their gods; they will distribute their gifts and together smoke the peace pipe. This calumet will be presented to the Grand Chief of the Lenni-Lennapi as a pledge of peace and fraternity which must unite them forever. 

Such is the little tradition on the hobowakan among the Lenni-Lennapi. He presides over all their meetings, over all the councils with their neighbors, over the ratification of all their treaties, over all the religious festivals, over all the feasts of friendship. Anyone who refuses to smoke the pipe is excluded from any participation in the meeting; he must withdraw from it. To refuse to accept the pipe when it comes to two different tribes is a declaration of war; to accept the calumet is always the signal of good harmony, of fraternity, of mutual charity. The pipe sent abroad is always a very distinguished mark of benevolence, friendship, peace. In all the important circumstances where the Indians find themselves among themselves, they send the first fruits or first puffs of the calumet to the Great Spirit, the Master of life, to the Sun which lights them, to the earth and to the water which nourishes them; they then direct a puff at each point of the compass, and implore the sky to restore to them all the elements and all the favorable winds ¹. 

¹ This interesting notice was accompanied by the calumet which had presided, that is to say, which had been smoked, in all the meetings of savages in which Fr. De Smet took part during his travels in 1858 and 1859. This hobowakan , which passed from one mouth to another in all the councils held in the midst of these tribes, is a gift offered to Fr. De Smet by the Grand Chief Charles Ite-êch-tsche, or The catholic cut-figure, of the tribe of the Jantons, among the nation of the Dacotahs, or Sioux. He sent it to a Belgian family, benefactors of his mission. 

After this digression on the pipe, or the hobowakan, I resume my story. 

II 

The savages therefore came to meet me, peace pipe in hand. They attended to my instructions with the greatest assiduity and with the deepest attention. What was especially touching was to see these poor Indian mothers running up, carrying on their arms or on their backs, or dragging their little children by the hand, and begging me to bless them and offer them to the Great Spirit, that is, to regenerate them in the holy waters of baptism. Also I had the great consolation, in my various meetings and visits, to baptize more than 900 small children, and a large number of sick people and adults. 

The following little anecdote, which relates to the last baptisms, will not be without some interest. I found myself in the middle of a band of Sioux-Jantons. I had just baptized several of them. The darkness of night fell, and I was about to retire to my lodgings, when, at a certain distance, I saw an object moving and dragging itself along the ground. When in doubt, I wanted to know what this animal was, or this moving mass. As I approached, I was surprised to see a poor old savage, crippled in her hands and feet. She had learned that the Blackrobe had arrived and was baptizing the little children in the camp; Anxious to receive baptism too, she had dragged herself from her box, a great distance away. Seeing me, the poor woman raised her two crippled hands and exclaimed: “O Father, have mercy on me! I too want to be the child of the Great Spirit. Oh ! pour water on my forehead, and speak the holy words. White people call me Marie. It is the name of the Good and Great Mother who is in heaven. After my death, I want to go and join my good Mother!” I taught the poor Indian. Mary received baptism with the most pious feelings and in transports of joy and happiness. 

Contagious diseases often desolate our poor savage tribes. A large number of people have died since last summer and are already enjoying the happiness of the elect. 

The Indian tribes which I last visited belong chiefly to the nation of the Blackfoot, Crows, Assiniboins, Minataries, Riccaries, Mandons and Sioux. This last nation is considered the most numerous of the full; it numbers from 30,000 to 40,000 souls. Circumstances did not allow me, this time, to penetrate much further into their country, because of a great uprising of several of their bands in the northwest against the whites. They are said to be very cruel; the massacres were terrible and dreadful. These ravages spread mainly along the borders of Wisconsin and Minnesota. Large numbers were taken prisoner by American troops; thirty-eight were hanged. Before the execution, thirty-two requested baptism from a priest who happened to be in the place. I will make a fresh effort this year to enter their country, and I hope it will be more successful. 

Arrived at the foot of the Rocky Mountains, I met two of our Italian Fathers, Giorda and Imoda, who settled among the Blackfoot tribes, tribes of about 10,000 souls. The meeting was unexpected on their part; our common joy was all the greater. As I had expected, I found my dear colleagues poor and almost deprived of everything. Also, I had prepared myself well to come to their aid, thanks to what remained to me of alms obtained in Belgium. I had the great consolation of providing them with church vestments, obtained from the zealous association of the Work of the Poor Churches, whose center is in Brussels. Moreover, I provided them with food in abundance, clothing, bed coverings, implements for carpentry and agriculture, several plows and two wagons ¹. These worthy and good Fathers, joined by two Coadjutor Brothers, work among the Pieds-noirs with indefatigable zeal and courage. They had barely been six months in the country when the number of registered baptisms rose to more than 700 Blackfoot children and adults. The mission was dedicated to the Apostle Saint Peter. 

¹ Probably carts. 

The sight of this little colony, which rises so admirably in this distant desert, was for me a very consoling sight: it shows what the grace of the Lord can do to barbarous and formerly so guilty hearts; for the Pieds-noirs are considered, among all the tribes of the Great Desert, as the most savage and cruel. 

² We owe to the kindness of Fr. De Smet a photographed portrait of the Grand Chief of the Pieds-noirs, called Apistotoko, or Father of a large family. He is a remarkable and quite exceptional type. The face of this savage is almost square; she is like a lion. Apistotoko is in a jacket. His head is adorned with a kind of turban topped with feathers. He is armed with a shield, and a short sword, wider at the top than at the hilt, and finished without a point. (Editor's Note) 

I offered the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass, in thanksgiving, in the midst of them. An Indian choir, made up of men, women, girls and young people, sang the litanies of the Blessed Virgin and hymns to the glory of God and Our Lord Jesus Christ, and to the praise of his good Mother, whom all nations call Blessed, according to the beautiful words of the canticle of Mary: Behold, henceforth I shall be called blessed in the succession of all ages! Everything was sung in the language of the country. A good number approached the Holy Table devoutly. 

Since then, I have received news from this tribe, according to which the number of Christians has increased considerably since my visit. 

I have the desire, if the means and the circumstances allow it, and with the permission of my superiors, to begin a new establishment; or a new mission near the mouth of Roche-Jaune. It is a central place, where several Indian tribes can suitably come to see the missionaries, and send their little children to receive a Christian education there. 

Despite the war, the consequences of which we strongly feel, conversions are very numerous everywhere, especially in the hospitals served by the Sisters of Charity and by other nuns. In recent months, Frs. Damen and Smarius, Missouri, brought into the Lord's fold over 150 Protestants of all shades. Thousands of weak Catholics, who had abandoned the practice of their religious duties for a great number of years, have resumed them and rank themselves with edification among the humble and submissive children of the Church. These two Fathers are Dutch; one is from the vicinity of Breda; the other, from Tilburg. 

III 

I cannot end this letter without saying a word about the precious objects with which the Association for Perpetual Adoration and the Work of the Poor Churches, established in Brussels, has so generously charged me. The Rocky Mountain missionaries and their dear children, the Christian Indians, among whom these ornaments have been distributed, will always retain for these associates feelings of the deepest gratitude. They will never cease to address to Heaven their humble and fervent prayers for the progress of the fine work of the Association, for the spiritual and temporal happiness of all the respectable Ladies who compose it, especially the benefactresses of Brussels. During my trip last summer, of which I have just given an account, I placed in the hands of the superior of the mission the precious box of ornaments and sacred vessels. Everything was scrupulously shared between the churches of the different missions established among the Pieds-noirs, the Têtes-plats, the Kalispels, the Pends-d'oreille, the Koetenais, the Coeurs-d'alêne, the Spokanes and the Skoyelpies or Chaudières. . Since my visit, I have received recent news that six other small churches are under construction. I therefore dare to make a second appeal to the generosity of the Ladies of the Association, whose Christian charity knows no bounds, and who has already so generously penetrated even into the distant Mountains of America. 

In imitation of the Brussels Association, our Fathers are at this time busy establishing perpetual adoration in all that part of the United States where they can have some influence, with the grace of the Lord; then the Work of the Poor Churches will be attached to the Association. The war delayed the execution of this beautiful and pious project. 

Accept, etc. 

PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿
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VISIT TO THE INDIANS IN 1863 

SIXTY-FOURTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels ¹. 

¹ These sixty-four letters, of which the first fifty were reprinted in 1858, in a volume entitled: Fifty New Letters of RP De Smet, form a series quite distinct from two other volumes of letters, published, one in 1844, under the title Voyages aux Montagnes-Rocheuses; and the other in 1848, as the Oregon Mission. This multiplicity of letters should not be surprising in the long career of such an enterprising and active man. 

It is twenty-three years since Fr. De Smet was first sent to the western part of the Rocky Mountains; he left for America forty-two years ago. It was in the month of July of the year 1821 that he left Belgium, his homeland, in the company of the famous missionary from Kentucky, the worthy Belgian priest Nerinckx, and eight companions who were also Belgians. Father De Smet was then twenty-one years old. He crossed Holland, visited Breda, Berg-op-Zoom, Utrecht, Amsterdam, Scheveningen and the island of Texel, where he embarked for America on board the ship Columbus. On August 15, the travelers passed the Helder and entered the North Sea. They saw the Faroe Islands, and, with a favorable wind, they entered the Atlantic Ocean to the north of England. This was Fr. De Smet's first sea voyage. They then crossed the banks of Newfoundland, and, after a navigation of forty days, they entered the mouth of the Delaware river, and landed at Philadelphia, the principal city of the State of Pennsylvania. The missionaries then went to Baltimore, by steamer; then to Washington and Georgetown, by stagecoach. In the latter town, Fr. De Smet entered the Society of Jesus with six of his traveling companions. They remained eighteen months in the novitiate of White-March, in Prince George's county, near the Pateuxen river, and fifteen English miles from Annapolis. 
(Editor's note.) 

University of Saint-Louis, January 5, 1864. 


My reverend and very dear Father. 

I have been back in Saint-Louis for a few days, after covering a distance of 3,800 leagues. My colleagues at Saint-Louis thought I was included in the massacre of the whites by the Sioux, and had already given me their pious votes. I have really passed through many dangers, of which I will give you all the details later, as well as those of my long journey and my mission among the Indians, which had happy and consoling results. Nearly 500 poor little wild children and a few adults were blessed to be regenerated in the holy waters of baptism. 

² By pious suffrage we mean the masses and the prayers that are said for the deceased in the Society of Jesus. At the death of each religious, all the priests of the house to which he belonged must say three masses, and all those of all the other houses of the province, two. Those who are not priests say as many rosaries. These are the requiem votes that were made for Fr. De Smet. 
(Editor's Note. 

All the Indian country in Upper Missouri, especially the numerous nation of the Sioux, is uprising and at war with the whites. last summer I was encamped at the mouth of the Riviere-au-Lait, 2,400 miles above Saint-Louis, in the company of about 60 voyageurs, when a band of more than 600 enemy warriors came to swoop down on our camp. I immediately went to meet them, in the hope of saving my traveling companions. Fortunately, I was recognized by several, especially by one of the principal partisans or braves, the son of the great chief of the Ogallallas, called the Goldfish. He exclaimed, shaking my hand: "It is the Black-Robe who saved my sister." conversation, in which there was no lack of good advice and advice.They were thirsty and hungry, so I gave them a small supply of coffee, sugar, and biscuit. They then withdrew. Two men from our party were injured in this encounter. One had received two arrows, one through the arm and another in the thigh; the second had been hit in the thigh by an arrow which had entered his feather. After a month they were on their feet; but here are two more lame people on earth, and their number is increasing so marvelously in America in these unhappy days! 

¹ “You will find, says Fr. De Smet, on page 17 of the volume of my Fifty New Letters, which you have published, the story of the deliverance of the daughter of the Redfish. My previous meeting with his father was providential. 

The volume mentioned here by Fr. De Smet has just been translated into English, under the title of WESTERN MISSION AND MISSIONARIES. A series of Letters, by Rev. PJ De Smet, of the Society of Jesus, author of INDIAN SKETCHES, OREGON MISSION, etc. (New York: James B. Kirker, late Edward Duningan and brother, 599 Broadway (up-stairs. 1863.) 

This translation forms a volume of 532 pages, of a beautiful typographical execution. "With the exception of the first letter, wrote us Father De Smet sending us this book, the Western Missions are the faithful translation of the Fifty New Letters that we published in 1858. (Tournai, rue aux Rats, 11, Casterman; Paris, rue de Tournon, 26.)" 

The excellent Father adds to this dispatch a copy of another work relating to his evangelical expeditions, and entitled: NEW SKETCHES, by Rev. PJ De Smet, SJ (New York, D. and J. Sadlier et Co., 31 Barclay-street. Boston, 128 Federal-street. Montreal, cor. Notre-Dame and St. Francis Xavier sts. It contains the short notice on Louise Sighouin, savage of the Coeurs-d'Alênes tribe, which we published in the Précis Historiques of 1860, p. 274. There is also: a letter from Father Joset to Father Fouillot, on the Koetenais; two letters from Fr. De Smet, containing an abridged account of his trip of 1860 and 1861, with the army of the United States, on which we have also published several of his writings; a third letter on the Koetenais, of which our subscribers have already had the scoop, with the Vocabulary of the language of this tribe; the correspondence of Father De Smet with General Harney, published in the annual reports of the government, and from which we have given extracts; finally the Catechism Tête-plat et Kalispel, in the wild language and in English. 

The American newspaper The Pilot, in its issue of last December 26, by announcing the Western Missions and Missionaries, pays a fine tribute to the author, which does honor to Belgium. "This book," he said, "needs no recommendation, either from Catholics or from Protestants. Fr. De Smet belongs to the country. His figure looms in the distance, above the highest peaks of the Rocky Mountains. No American has done so much and obtained such happy results for the poor Indians as the good Father De Smet. Had he been entrusted with the care of the Sioux and other Indians north and south of the Minnesota River, all those horrors which desolated the homes of the white settlers during the years 1862 and 1863 would have been prevented; horrors faithfully reported, to the shame of the Indian agents, by Mr. Heard, in his History of the Sioux War and the Massacre of 1862 and 1863, published last year, in New York, by Mr. Harper and brothers. The booklet of the Western Mission and Missionaries is a new proof of the difficult labors undertaken by Fr. De Smet for civilization and Christianity. At the same time, the freshness and naivety of Fr. De Smet's style captivate the reader's mind. The facts related in these letters furnish a very considerable supplement to the history of the Church in this country. By reading them, we must be able to say what we have often thought of the difference which exists between the work of a Catholic missionary and that of a Protestant missionary. Can the American Board of Foreign Missions offer the public a book of equal merit to that of Father De Smet? What did their agents do, with so many hundreds of thousands of pounds placed at their disposal? They count their labors by the number of Bible pages they have distributed. That is all. Ah! the letter kills, while it is only the spirit that gives life. Sterile association that of the American Protestant missions! We 

read in the Religious, Historical Studies, etc., published by the Fathers of the Society of Jesus in France, an interesting note on the general statement of the missions of the Society. Here is this overview: “The old missions of the Society of Jesus are quite well known, and moreover, there is no lack of interesting publications to give an exact idea of them to those who do not yet know them. But perhaps one wonders what the current Society has retained from such a magnificent heritage. To satisfy this pious curiosity, a Father of the Company, the. Father Bertrand, himself a missionary for a long time and superior of the mission of Madura, has, in a recent work, published the general table of the current missions of the Society of Jesus, of which here is the result: The current Society counts in the missions 1,610 subjects, including 1,156 in the two Americas, 206 in Asia, 159 in Africa, 26 in Oceania and 63 in the countries of Europe which have not been able to be formed up to now in the provinces. It has in these same missions 162 establishments, namely: 115 residences or stations, 25 colleges, 12 major or minor seminaries, 5 novitiates, 3 orphanages and 2 universities. The colleges it possesses in America are almost all incorporated and enjoy the privilege of conferring academic degrees. The province of Maryland and the vice-province of Missouri together have 160 young religious, studying for formation in the priesthood. This number, compared to that of the 12 seminaries which we have just mentioned, is a proof of the zeal of the Society of Jesus to develop national resources for the creation of a native clergy and to naturalize the institutions of the Church in the countries it is responsible for evangelising. If to these missions of a single order were added those of other orders or congregations, what result would we not have to oppose to that of the Bible Society? We will also remark that the Belgians everywhere had a large part in these distant expeditions, and perhaps the greatest. 
(Editor's Note.) 

Throughout the past summer there have been battles and fighting all over the plains. A large number of savages were killed. There was, therefore, too much danger in hiring guides to cross these new battlefields back to Missouri, and I had to choose another route for my return. 

Here is a small sketch of my last trip. Having left Saint-Louis on May 9, I went up the Missouri by steamer to the mouth of the Rivière-au-lait; which makes a journey of 2,400 miles. From there I rode to Fort Benton: 280 miles; from Benton to the mission of Saint-Pierre, among the Blackfoot: 75 miles; from Saint-Pierre to the mission of Sainte-Marie, among the Flatheads; at the mission of St. Ignatius, among the Kalispels; to the Sacré-Coeur mission, among Coeurs-d'Alênes, and then to Walla-Walla: 618 miles; from Walla-Walla to Portland, by the Columbia River, 280 miles; from Portland to Victoria, in Van Couver Island: 200 miles; from Victoria to San Francisco, in California: 1,000 miles; from San Francisco to Acapulco, a Mexican seaport on the Atlantic: 1,800 miles, and then to Panama: 1,500 miles; from Panama to Aspinwall: 47 miles; thence to New York: 2,000 miles; from New York to St. Louis, 1,200 miles. 

Our missions among the Têtes-Plates, the Pends-d'Oreilles, the Kalispels, the Coeurs-d'Alênes, the Koetenais, the Spokanes, the Chaudières, etc., are maintained and give many consolations to their missionaries. However one is not without fear, because of the approach of the Whites, attracted in the country by the lure of gold and other invaluable mines. Contact with these adventurers is always harmful to the Indian: he receives from them only the liquor, and all the vices of civilization which it drags along in its wake. 

Today I received a letter from Father Joset, of the mission of Saint-Paul, Colville, on the banks of the Columbia River. He writes to me: 
“I have just registered the 82nd birth this year. Your Reverence can conclude from this what the population of this district is. Moreover, there are a large number of unmarried men, soldiers, miners, etc. So far, I have been alone, at two residences. I hope we can provide for all, though there is as much work as can be done. Besides the Whites and the three Christian tribes: the Chaudières, the Gens-des-Lacs and the Kalispels, there are the Sinpoils, the Slakam, the People of the Stone Islands, the Spiskwensi, the Satlilku, who cannot receive help only from here, who all speak more or less the same language, and where there are many baptized people. Your Reverence sees that it will be a lot of work to administer the sacraments and instruct so many tribes. Pray and have others pray for us.” 

I have just received another letter from Sister Emilie, superior of the Sisters of Mary, at Lockport, in the State of New York, diocese of Buffalo, dated last December 29. As you know, these good nuns left Namur last August, this same year, and arrived at their destination towards the end of September ¹. Here is an excerpt from the letter. 
“We couldn't be happier to be able to work a little in the vineyard of the Lord, in a country where there are still so many workers lacking. After God, it is to you, Reverend Father, that we owe this great happiness. Please accept the assurances of our deepest gratitude. We know it, we could not give you better proofs of our gratitude than to work with zeal for the salvation of the souls entrusted to us, and this is what we are going to do, with the help of on high. The good Lord has already favored us well; for, from the first month, we numbered up to one hundred and fifty pupils, of whom a large number had formerly attended Protestant schools. We like to hope that heaven will continue to bless us. So we have reason to be happy with our mission at Lockport, where there is so much good to do.” 

¹ See the Précis Historiques of 1864, p. 5: Travel journal of five Sisters of Sainte-Marie de Namur. (Editor's note.) 

In California, I visited the good Sisters of Notre-Dame, whom I had the pleasure of driving from Namur to America , in 1843, five in number. They are all still alive and well, and doing immense good. They have two fine establishments, one in San-Jose and another in Marysville. That of San-José has 22 professed Sisters, 7 novices and two aspirants, 120 students at the boarding school, 75 day students and about the same number in the free class. On Sundays, they give classes for girls who must serve, and they bring Catholics together for Christian doctrine. In Marysville, the convent has 14 Sisters, who are surrounded by a large number of internal and external children, and who strive to render the same services as their Sisters of San-José. 

At the earliest opportunity, I will send you some moccasins and other Indian curiosities. 

In union with your holy sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be, my Reverend Father, 
Reverentioe vestroe, 
Servus in Christo PJ DE SMET, SJ 




CATECHISM AND FIRST COMMUNION 

OF WILD CHILDREN 


We extract from a letter from Fr. Joset to Fr. De Smet the following passages, on the catechism and the first communion of savage children. They offer beautiful examples to civilized children and their parents. 

If you find a lot of disjointedness in this letter, it is because I write as if on the fly, in the moments that I manage to steal from my occupations; for my dear savages hardly leave me in peace. Instructions, direction, confessions, do not always leave me time to say my breviary. The children especially gave me much consolation by their zeal to learn their catechism, to prepare for their first communion. Besides the three instructions given to them in church every day, and a rehearsal in the catechist's lodge, it was rare that I went out without hearing, either in the lodges or in some secluded corner, tapes children rehearsing their lesson together; the more advanced helped the others; there was not a day without several similar rehearsals. Also, I have to say that they far exceeded my expectation. 

Last fall ¹ I camped for a few days in the country of the Spokanes, at the white salmon fishery. Every day, morning and evening, the children did not fail, despite the cold, to gather around my tent to recite the prayers and the catechism there. Seeing their good will, I told an orphan, named Félicité, that she had a wonderful opportunity to prepare for her first communion: that she could do nothing more pleasing to Our Lord than to teach catechism to other children, that it would earn him graces to worthily receive his Saviour. A month later, I had the opportunity to spend a few days with these same Indians. I was pleasantly surprised to find there a bunch of little children who already knew the first lessons very well: it was the effect of Felicite's zeal. During the few days that I was among them, neither the cold, nor the rain, nor the snow prevented them from meeting twice a day in the chief's lodge. They arrived all shivering, and remained very attentive until the end of the instruction. 

¹ This date is missing. 

Before leaving, I encouraged the older ones to ask their parents for permission to go to church to prepare for their first communion. I was not sure what the effect of my proposal would be; the weather was extremely bad: rain and snow were falling all day. We arrived at the Loge-au-Loup in the evening, very wet. After each had paid in person to erect the tents and the pyre, bring the wood for the night, prepare the food, dry the clothes, they supped; then they said the evening prayer, which was followed by a rather long instruction. About ten children had arrived successively, almost all in the deepest darkness. I thought that after the instruction they would have nothing more in a hurry than to go to bed; not at all: while I was giving a lesson to my catechist, I saw them gather around the chief to learn the catechism. The session lasted at least an hour. When everyone had retired, I began to say my breviary. While I was reciting it, I heard, at a distance, the catechism beginning again. The children had lit a fire under a large fir tree, and there they repeated the lesson, then chatted and laughed for a moment, then recited again what the chief had just taught them. This lasted until after midnight. 

When we arrived at the mission, the course of instruction of which I have just spoken began. These dear children were never satiated whenever I allowed them to come into my room, they never failed to gather there. 

During January, they came to ask my permission to spend some time with their families. It was hunting time; these are the Indian grape harvests. I tell them to determine for themselves how long this holiday should last. They asked for four weeks. I was expecting. hear ask for six weeks or two months; for they didn't have much to eat here, especially no meat, and you know, Reverend Father, that for the Indians meat is needed above all else. At the end of a fortnight, we were very surprised to see them arrive, in a weather when even strong men hesitated to set out; they had covered twenty miles on snowshoes, in very soft snow. So they arrived exhausted with fatigue, especially the little girls, embarrassed by their skirts. However, all came to present themselves to the Fathers, except one, who, having arrived at the lodge, did not feel strong enough to go further. It seems that Felicite was the soul of it all; for some parents have complained that she had immediately taken their children away from them. 

Although their ardor was great, it seemed to increase until their first communion, which they made thirty in number. The feast took place on Palm Sunday. They had completed their preparation with a four-day retreat; and by a general confession, which they made with the greatest care. If I was tired, I felt even more consolation. Fr. Gazzoli organized the party; he has an extraordinary tact for decorations and ceremonies. It was really touching; my only regret was not having just a few small prizes to reward, so much; of good will. If only I had had at least one rosary for each of these good children! All I had to give was a medallion for each, as a souvenir of their first communion. If you could interest some zealous soul in these little savages, and obtain for me strong iron and copper wire, grains and stones of different sizes, I would find a way to have the rosaries raised by some savage, and I would no longer have the pain of having to deny it to our poor neophytes. Last year, we had dressed the wisest of the boys and the wisest of the girls; something had been given to the four who knew their catechism best; this year, we're too deprived, we couldn't do it: all we gave was a piece of white cotton to each of the girls, to serve as a veil for them. 

It cost me a lot of time and work to make them learn the letter of the catechism, because, until now, we haven't had the means to teach them to read, especially for lack of books in their language. . I think if we had a small press, it would be very useful. But currently it is no longer necessary for the catechism; for, as it consists of only four lessons, they have learned it so well that they recite it from cover to cover, requests and answers. Every day, they recite two lessons from it after mass, before instruction; and so they go through it and repeat it all over every week. 

It is henceforth a great relief for the missionaries, who will be able to give more time to make its meaning understood. 

The ardor of our children seems to have been communicated to the whole tribe, which had gathered here at the beginning of Lent, to prepare for Easter. In the nearly fifteen years that I have known the Coeurs-d'Alènes, I had never seen so many testimonies of a living faith; and, more than ever, I am convinced that, if we had the same means, nothing would be lacking on the part of the Savages to renew the marvels of Paraguay. Perhaps I am saying too much, perhaps the moment of fervor makes me see all the color of gold; but if you, my Reverend Father, if the benefactors of our missions had witnessed what has just happened here, on the one hand, the eagerness for religious instruction and the eagerness to approach the sacraments; on the other, the privations they endured without a murmur, I thought people would find that I was not exaggerating. 

Father Gazzoli does not know how to go about making the provisions last until the harvest. Winter lasted until Easter. The high waters immediately followed the winter, so that the fisheries could not be arranged in the vicinity of the mission. However, to live, the Indians depend on their hook. If one day the angling didn't succeed, they had nothing to eat all day. We learned that entire families had gone to bed without having eaten a bite for an entire day. Since then, we have prepared for them, every day, several large pails of porridge; and what porridge! Just strong enough to keep them from starving. Our situation does not allow us to do better. 

One does not need to have lived long among the Savages to be convinced that idleness is the source of almost all their faults. But these poor people are only reluctantly idle, because they don't have the means to occupy themselves. I told you, my Reverend Father, that if I had to lend the Indians five or six ploughs, with harness and horses, and a few axes, in less than two years there would not be two Coeurs-d'Alènes families left who had their fields. It was only with difficulty that Father Gazzoli managed to operate three plows to do the work of the mission and the Indians. You have to witness the distress to get an idea of it. We have over twenty families here who are starving and patiently waiting for their turn to sow their fields. What a heartbreaking sight for a missionary's heart! 

I commend these good people and their missionaries to your holy sacrifices, in union of which I am, 

My reverend and dearest Father, 

Your most humble servant and comrade in Jesus Christ, 

S.Joset, SJ
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EXCURSION AMONG THE SAVINGS, IN 1863 

On page 106 of this volume, we have published a letter from Father De Smet, entitled: Visit to the Indians, in 1863. It was only a sketch of his last and long journey. Today we have a report written by this missionary, during an illness he suffered after his return to Saint-Louis. 

Our zealous patriot had returned there ill, as a result of his fatigue. He wrote to us on March 11: “Since my return to Saint-Louis at the end of December 1863, I have had many minor illnesses. It's been nearly three weeks since I've barely left my room. I am afflicted with terrible headaches, glands, nails, etc. My condition is such that I fear I will not be permitted to return to the Indian tribes of the Plains this year; and besides, a terrible war is expected against the Sioux, who last year massacred a great number of whites. On 

March 29, he said to us: "Today we are on the eve of the departure of the steamers for Upper Missouri." 3,000 to 4,000 soldiers will leave shortly to submit the rebel Sioux. I received a few days ago a request from the government to accompany its agents into Indian territory, in the capacity of peacemaker, and bring the Indians to a good understanding with the employees of their Grandfather of Washington. The consequences of my illness, especially my cough, prevent me from accepting the honorable proposals that have been made to me. But as soon as I am permitted to leave Saint-Louis, Deo Dante, I will go among those of the Siouses bands which are still quiet, in order to announce the word of the Lord to them; and to guard them against the pernicious counsels of their rebellious brethren, who do all they can to drag them into their cruel and barbarous war against the Whites. With the help of some good chiefs, it will perhaps be possible and even easy for me to penetrate among the bands armed against the United States. I dare to hope that they will admit me under the title, which they generally grant me, of envoy of the Great Spirit. My reception would be very different if I presented myself in the company of the general of the army and the government agents: certainly, my black dress would then cease to be for me a passport to Indian country. This is what I have tried to explain to the Commissioner of Indian Affairs in Washington, and I hope he will sympathetically accept my apologies. On 

April 16, the good Father De Smet, barely recovered, announced a new trip to us. “The state of my health improves imperceptibly with the return of spring, to such an extent that I will be able to resume the long road which leads to Indian country. I am on the eve of my departure. The Father Superior sends me, under the good guard of Providence, to those terrible Sioux. I tell you about it in my long letter. I am going there, not only as a missionary, but also as a peacemaker sent by the government of Washington, and provided with all the powers necessary to fulfill this important mission. I will only take with me an interpreter and two men to take care of the night camps, the horses and the hunt. In all this, the only thing that consoles and reassures me is that I am leaving under the direction of holy obedience, and that I am leaving with the sole intention of doing, if possible, some good for the whites. who are today so exposed in this distant region, as well as to the unfortunate Savages who have allowed themselves to be carried away by the ardor of their terrible and cruel passions, and by the spirit of unbridled vengeance against those whom they watch as their oppressors. You see, my dear Father, my task will be very heavy, very difficult, very dangerous. God be praised! If I speak of it, it is because I will need many graces. Heaven alone is capable of bending these savage and barbarous hearts. I count on your prayers, on those of our dear confreres, of the good nuns we visited together, and of all the benefactors of our missions. THE. RP Van Caloen, I am sure, will especially recommend my excursion to the pious memories of his numerous confraternities of Saint-François-Xavier. That Reverend Boone would also recommend her to the prayers of the Ladies of Adoration; and he will not forget, I hope, to send off the new consignment of church vestments and sacred vessels which we have requested to meet the pressing needs of our poor Indian missions. Dear Belgium and Holland have done so much for America! Other countries have also been generous in prayers and alms. You will allow me, my reverend Father, to use the intermediary of the Précis Historiques to fulfill a duty of gratitude towards the friends and benefactors of our missions. We need their help much more at this time. In addition to the war so distressing for the Indian missions, they are greatly threatened by the great emigration which is taking place at the moment towards the Rocky Mountains. Of these emigrants, some were attracted by the gold mines, others sought to escape military conscription. Please say a word on our behalf to the Ladies of Adoration. The Indian missions are so in need of religious objects. A large number of churches have been built over the past four years; they are all very poor: the sacred vessels and sacerdotal vestments must be carried from one to the other, and that at a distance of several days. After having read these extracts from different letters of Fr. De Smet, the reader will be 

even more interested in the account of his excursion in 1863 among the Savages, among whom he probably finds himself at the time of writing these lines. 


University of St. Louis, March 27, 1864. 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

I come to fulfill my promise, by giving you a little narration on my last mission and long excursion among the Indian tribes of the high plains of Missouri, in the territory of Nebraska and in the eastern part of the new and great territory of Idaho, or the flower country. Idaho is located north of the territories of Utah and Colorado, west of Nebraska. It embraces four degrees of latitude, from the 41st to the 45th in its eastern half, and from the 42nd to the 46th in its western half; and 13 degrees of longitude, from the 104th to the 117th degree. Fairly frequent indispositions and assiduous occupations have made me delay writing to you. 

I 

My mission has not been as happy, nor the fruits as abundant as I desired, because of the great and unfortunate war raised by the numerous nation of Sioux, which numbers 30,000 to 40,000 souls in its different bands. They are scattered over a vast territory, extending from the upper Mississippi in the east, to the Montagnes-noires, or Black Hills, in the west; and from the Fourches de la Rivière-Plate in the south, to Mine-Wakan or Lac du Diable in the north, 48 degrees latitude. 

However, I had the consolation of conferring the sacrament of baptism on nearly 500 people, mostly young innocents, sick people in danger of death, and very advanced Indians. During my stay among them, several died, after having had the happiness of obtaining the favors of their regeneration in God. I will add here my small tribute of gratitude to the ladies of Saint-Louis and Philadelphia, who have so charitably contributed to the needs of my mission. In addition to their pious alms in money, in rosaries, medals and pictures, they procured me about a thousand little shirts and petticoats, the work of their hands, for the newly baptized children. The very real and sincere joy of the poor Indian mothers showed itself in their happiness at being able to dress their children, to present them with decency at this solemn feast. The insignia of charity of these ladies will undoubtedly obtain the blessing of heaven, for it is written: Quod uni ex minimis meis fecistis, mihi fecistis, dicit Dominus. 

The unfortunate war which now rages so cruelly throughout the Great Wilderness was, like so many other Indian wars, brought about, say these poor Savages, "by the many injustices and misdeeds committed by the Whites and the very agents of the government. For years they thought themselves cheated with impunity in the sale of their territorial possessions, and then by the embezzlement, or rather the open theft, of the immense sums which the government paid them in exchange. The Indians, driven to extremity, and without having been able to obtain justice from their adversaries, finally utter the terrible battle cry against the entire enemy race, and, to use their own words: they thirst for blood; they dig up the hatchet; they raise the puzzle; they prepare eagle feathers to adorn their headdresses. With them each feather denotes a hair removed. For two years, the Sioux have traveled the borders of Minnesota, Missouri and the interior of the Great Plains of the West, in search of victims to satisfy their terrible and brutal revenge. Without regard to age or sex, they indiscriminately slaughter all whites they meet. Already there are more than 800 unfortunate victims, fallen under their barbaric and cruel blows, since the beginning of hostilities. Last year, thirty-seven prisoners were hanged in Minnesota. Of this number, thirty-four requested and received baptism. Fortunately, a priest was nearby to give it to them. All the enemy tribes of Sioux are still shrouded in ignorance of paganism. This new war, according to reports, is already costing the government more than 20,000,000 dollars, about 100,000,000 francs. In this country, the speculators, the entrepreneurs, the interested politicians and others of the same ilk, will make efforts to drag out this unfortunate war in length; because it is as many ecus entered in their coffers. I mention it to give a small idea of the cause of this war and its terrible consequences. Today, as I write to you, a new army of 40,000 recruits is being raised to continue the invasion of Indian country. 

On May 9, 1863, I had left Saint-Louis, accompanied by two coadjutor Brothers, destined for the missions of the Rocky Mountains. Our passage on the steamer was favorable and happy. Every day I had the consolation and happiness of celebrating the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass in my small room. Everywhere, in the various stations, located along the river, where the boat was to stop, I was told with kindness and with respect by all the tribes, eager to hear the word of the Lord. I employed all these precious moments, either of the day or of the night, in instructing and regenerating in the holy waters of baptism the numerous little children who were hastened to be presented to me. 

Among the principal tribes which I met along the edges of the Missouri, were various bands of Sioux, Assiniboins, Crows, Gros-Ventres of the Prairies, Pegans; and the three united nations of Mandans, Arricaras and Minataries, forming a single village of about 3,000 souls. To them can be applied the text of Jeremiah: “Parvuli petierunt panem, et non erat qui frangeret eis; the little children asked for bread, and there was no one to break it for them.” For years these poor and unfortunate Indians have been asking the missionaries for help with the greatest earnestness. 

During a navigation of 2,400 miles, we encountered no obstacle either from the enemies who infested the country, or from the numerous reefs, snags and sandbanks, with which the river is strewn throughout its extent. The heat was often very great and stifling; now the breeze and the wind were like the sirocco of Africa. On several occasions, the Fahrenheit thermometer exceeded 100 degrees. The water was so low that the captain found himself in the hard necessity of putting all his people, consisting of 90 passengers, and all his cargo, consisting of 200 tons, in the forest which borders the mouth of the Rivière-au -milk, and 300 miles from its destination, Fort Benton. We were then at June 29. Each passenger chooses his lodge in the forest and arranges himself there as best he can. General Harney had shown me his big camp tent before I left Saint-Louis; I had my little chapel, my little kitchen, the necessary bedding and provisions; and, in less than an hour, with the help of the two Brothers, we found ourselves quite comfortably installed in the shade of some large cotton trees, or populus canadensis, of the class of poplars. 

II 

I have repeatedly spoken in my former letters of the distinctive properties of the Missouri River, of the obstacles met with in its long course, of the sandbars with which its bed is strewn, and, for the season of large waters, numerous landslides on the shores and high hills. Often one sees them sliding or descending with a crash like avalanches, dragging down several acres at a time, with the thick forests which cover them. These landslides then become heaps of wood and snags in the rushing current of the river, forming a new channel and thus changing, year by year, its spacious bed in the valley, 6 to 10 miles wide, which it crosses meandering. 

It remains for me to add a few particular remarks on the zoology and botany of the country through which the Missouri passes. They may not be out of place; for, according to our scientific amateurs, this country possesses, even in its ancient fauna and flora, forms and types which are not met with elsewhere. 

From the mouth of the Missouri to the confluence of the Plate or Nebraska, an interval of 760 miles, the forests, on its two borders, are continuous, vast, and beautiful. The high plateau usually presents a high flood of forest trees of different species. In the vicinity of Council Bluffs (793 miles) this flood diminishes in height, quantity and value. The high plateaus provide only edges of wood of lesser growth, along the water currents. The Missouri bottomlands are covered in rich vegetation of plants and turf, often at a height of 8 to 10 feet, where the rider can barely be seen. They are extraordinarily fertile. Its topsoil is several feet deep; it is formed by the annual decomposition of its tall vegetation. 

The forest trees from the Council-Bluffs to the coasts at Dorion, 1,093 miles, consist chiefly of cotton, black and white walnut. There are ash, slippery elm, maple, different species of oak, wild coffee, celtis occidentalis, tilia americana of the linden genus, and mulberry. Trees and shrubs of lesser forest are: cherry, prickly ash, staghorn, etc. The cotton plant predominates in the lowlands and covers all the islands of the river. The sycamore, platanus occidentalis, is conspicuous in the forests along the river, as far as the vicinity of Council Bluffs, where the last is seen. On the coasts, at Dorion, one begins to find the Buisson-aux-graines-à-boeufs, which, from there to the sources of the river, are everywhere very abundant. In the same neighborhood the vegetal soil seems to be diminishing, and several species of forest trees are disappearing, among others the walnut, the maple, the soft elm. Others succeed them, and as far as the mountains we find the American elm, the ash, the boxwood, buxus, a few rare oaks, the cotton tree, which is found everywhere in the lowlands; Here and there one notices red cedars, and in the vicinity of the mountains the highest hills are covered with pines. All along the water currents, we see edges of small trees and brush, the cornus cherry, the red willow, several species of salix, a few rare mulberry trees and thorny ash trees. 

There is, in this elevated region, a season of rain and a season of drought: the rainy season usually begins about the middle of March and lasts until the middle of May; the dry season extends from mid-July until autumn, and often well into the first part of winter. Three quarters of the plants flower in the month of May and until the end of July. In the months of August and September, by the great drought, the ground cracks and all vegetation perishes; the appearance of the country then bears the imprint of vast desolation. 

The main portion of flora in Upper Missouri belongs to the Cruciferae, Legume, Compositae, Chenopodiaceae, and Grass families. In the limestone region of Missouri, the sugar maple, acer saccharinum, is found in abundance; a large number of different species of oak and walnut, up to 42 ½ degrees latitude. At the mouth of the great Siouse (956 miles), one finds in abundance the fraxinus americana, the fraxinus quadrangulata, the tilia americana, the gymnocladus canadensis, which reaches a height of sixty feet. Ulmus fulva is common there and mixes with juglans nigra, juglans cinerea, celtis occidentalis, gleditschia triacanthos, acer rubrum and two or three species of oak. 

Among the small trees or bushes of the forest, which are very varied, I will name the ox-seed, or sheperdia argentea, the zanthoxylum americanum, the staphylia trifoliata, the evonymus atropurpureus, the symphoricarpus vulgaris, which, in certain places , covers a ground of several miles; cornus sericea and stolifera, vitis ribes and rosa, rhus and salix. The ulmus americana is found in all places near rivers. There is also a species of fraxinus, the negundo aceroides, the quercus macrocarpa and two other species; two species of juniperus are common there. Pinus brachyptera abounds; the sarcobetus vermicularis is also found there; it belongs to the Chenopodiaceoe family. 

The roots, proper to eat, and of which the Indians and travelers make great use, are the white apple or psoralea esculenta, the ground nut or apios tuberosa, which is very agreeable and nutritious; the helianthus, which resembles the artichoke. 

The natural fruits in the country are the cerasus virginiana, the amelanchia canadensis of the United States, or the pyrus domestica of England; sheperdia argentea, plum and rosebud. 

I would still have to add a long list of flowers and fruits peculiar to the country; but I propose to send it to you in another letter, if my occupations allow me. 

The only tribes which have recourse to agriculture, in this high and remote region, 1,916 miles above Saint-Louis, are the Arikaries, the Minataries and the Mandans, who harvest, year by year, about 7,500 bushels of corn, and beans, pumpkins and potatoes in proportion. 

The principal animals of the country are: the buffalo, the moose, the deer, the common deer or cervus virginianus, and the black-tailed deer or cervus macrotis; the big horn, ovis montana; the goat, antholops; the grizzly bear, the black bear and the brown bear; wolverine, wolf, fox, beaver, muskrat, wood rat, prairie dog, several species of squirrels. 

Among poultry: turkeys, prairie hens, partridges, geese, bustards, swans, ducks, etc. 

(To be continued. )
 

	
 

	1864 - letter 65 - Excursion among the savages.

	
EXCURSION AMONG THE SAVINGS IN 1863 

(Continued. See p. 290.) 

III 

I resume my little narrative where I left it, at our encampment at Riviere-au-lait. We received there the visit of a great number of Indians, Crows and Gros-Ventre of the plains. On July 4, as the camp was preparing to celebrate the great day of American independence, we had an alarm, and we miraculously escaped great danger. I have already written to you ¹. A son of the Redfish, great chief of the Ogallallas, saved us all, because he believed that I had saved his sister. Here, in a few words, is the story of this Indian girl and her deliverance. Le Poisson-Rouge, his father, made a warlike excursion into the country of the Crows. They surprised him, swooped down on his band, killed a good number of their adversaries and took several prisoners, including the chief's only daughter. Inconsolable, Le Poisson-Rouge came to Fort Pierre, intending to have his daughter bought back by fur traders, at the price of horses and buffalo skins. I was there in this circumstance. As soon as this chief saw me and recognized me by my black robe or cassock, his tears redoubled, and he begged me, hugging me, "to take pity on him and to speak (pray) in his favor to the Grand -Spirit, for the return of his daughter.” In short, the next day I offered the holy sacrifice of the mass, which he attended with the whole band of warriors who accompanied him. During the august ceremony, and with a visible, very lively and very sincere faith, the chief made aloud his prayers and his supplications to heaven. He then returned to his camp, six days' walk, full of hope and trust in God. He told his people of his encounter with the Blackrobe, and told them of his hope and expectation. He had hardly finished speaking when an Indian runner came to announce the approach of his darling daughter. Judge of the joy and admiration of the whole tribe! Thanksgiving to the Great Spirit resounded immediately throughout the Indian camp. The prisoner of the Crows, since her captivity, passed the nights, having her feet and hands tied by leather ties to stakes firmly driven into the ground. The night following the mass said at Fort Pierre, a woman untied his bonds, gave him a small package containing provisions and several pairs of Indian shoes, and told him in a low voice "to get up and go back to his camp, where his father was waiting for him. She walked all night. At daybreak, she hid in a hollow tree, on the edge of a river. A few hours later, a band of young warriors, following in the footsteps of the Siouse, breathing revenge and uttering dreadful cries, crossed the river beside the hollow tree. They searched in vain for the traces of their future victim, and returned to the camp, very concerned about the mysterious escape of their young enemy. As night approached, the poor girl resumed her journey, walked for several days and nights in succession with the greatest precaution and taking little rest. She finally arrived at her father's camp, a few moments after he had arrived there on his return from Fort Pierre. 

¹ Page 107 of this volume. 

My meeting with the brother of the Siouse girl, attacking our camp, was truly providential. I talked to him and his companions for about an hour. When I left them, I gave them a little gift of coffee, sugar and biscuits, and I saw them move away never to return to the attack. 

Other travelers were not as happy as us. Several steamers had left Saint-Louis about the same time; they suffered various attacks from the Indians, in which they lost several men. A large barge was sunk, and all its people destroyed. We then learned with more certainty that the battle cry resounded all along the river, where our passage had been quiet and peaceful. 

IV 

I will here add a word on the Sioux of the Missouri River and the country west of the river. Their habitations, or buffalo hide lodges, number 3,000, and consist of 8 to 10 individuals, of which the fifth part may be considered capable of bearing arms, and may, therefore, furnish from 5,000 to 6,000 warriors. The different bands are: 

The Ihanktonwans, or Jantons, numbering 360 lodges. The Ihanktonwannas, or Jantonnais,»800» The Ankpapas,»365» The Sihasapas, or Pieds-Noirs,»165» The Sichangas, or Burned,»480» The Ogallallas,»360» The Minikanyes,»200» The Oohenonpas, or Deux-chaudières,»100»The Itazipehois, or Sans-arcs,»170»The Siouse or Dacotas nation is, without a doubt, the most skilful, the most warlike, and, at the same time, the most numerous of all the nations Indians in the vast territory of the United States. With assured confidence and knowledge of their own strengths, their warriors would be truly formidable. No people tolerate fatigue and privation better. On horseback, they surpass the most skilful riders. Add to this a rare skill in the handling of the bow and arrow and their long spears: they use these weapons in war, and kill the animals on the hunt in the greatest races. The astonishing speed with which they shoot the arrow, and their skill in hitting the mark, make the Indians the rivals of expert marksmanship. Many are armed with firearms and know how to use them skillfully. Today the heart of the Sioux is filled with vengeance, and drives him to turbulence and carnage. 

After waiting four weeks at the mouth of the Rivière-au-Lait, after having had his body poisoned and swollen by a plant, commonly called poison ivy, botanists' rhus toxicodendron, which covers the whole ground from the forest, on the 30th of July, we finally saw a long train of wagons arriving from Benton, for the transport of the ship's freight. The good Fathers of the mission of Saint-Pierre, among the Pieds-Noirs, sent me a convenient carriage for the trip, and I took possession of it with the two Brothers. A road of 300 miles, with wagons laden with 5,000 to 6,000 pounds, in the middle of a desert where the grass had almost entirely disappeared by the great drought of spring and summer, for not a drop of water n had been falling for several months; where all the rivers were dry, leaving here and there only a small hole filled with stagnant and saline water; all this together made for the travellers, for their cars and for the oxen, the passage rather difficult. The whole region bore the imprint and aspect of desolation. We camped every night next to one or more of these waterholes. They provided us with plenty of fish, brill or pimelodus catus, white fish, walleye, a species of herring, carp, etc. Our horses and oxen spread over a wide area to graze on the dry and scanty grass. At night, a circle of wagons and carriages was formed to put the animals in safety, sheltered from the nocturnal attacks of the horse thieves, either white or savage, with which this region is infested. Along the way, buffaloes, stags, roe deer, hogsheads, beavers, prairie hens, bustards and ducks were killed by the camp hunters, and provided us with our portion of fresh meat. We passed three forks of the Rivière-au-Lait, the French River, the Castor River and the Sureau, the Maria River and the Teton, tributaries of the Missouri. The road we followed passes almost at the foot of the Little Rocky Mountains and the Bear Paw Mountains, two isolated ranges in the plains. 

After a rather painful march, we finally arrived at Fort Benton ¹, on the day of the glorious Assumption of the Blessed Virgin. I had the great consolation of meeting Father Imoda there, who had come to meet me from the mission of Saint-Pierre. We stopped there for several days, to recover from our fatigue, to instruct a good number of children of the tribe of the Absarokes, or Crows, and to give them baptism. They had arrived at the fort about the same time as us, to sell their pelts there and obtain in exchange a varied quantity of necessary articles. It is a powerful and warlike nation, which occupies the entire region between the Montagnes-Noires and the Montagnes-aux-Vents range, up to the sources of the Roche-Jaune river. 

¹ Fort Benton, at an elevation above sea level of 2,814 feet. 

The mission of Saint-Pierre is situated on the edge of the Missouri, 10 miles above its great falls, and 75 miles distant from Benton. The country of the Blackfoot has little land suitable for agriculture. The new place chosen by our Fathers seems to enjoy several great advantages. The soil is fertile there, the low meadows are furnished with abundant grass, but subject to long floods during the spring, because of the melting of the snows. The position is a little solitary, and a little too far from the center for the missionary's operations among the various tribes of the Blackfoot, divided chiefly into six or eight branches; but, by that very fact, one can have real advantages, because a nascent and poor mission, surrounded by a large number of Indians, could not easily provide for their many needs. 

From Saint-Pierre ¹, one or other of the Fathers visited the Indians in the interior of the country. The number of baptisms, according to the mission register, exceeds 1,500. A small congregation of adults, whites married to savage women, and mixed-race, settled in Benton. The numerous emigrations of miners, or gold diggers, who go in droves to Trois-Fourches in Missouri and to the Roche-Jaune river, are already claiming the attention of our Fathers. They want their assistance, because there are among these newcomers a good number of Catholics. Several towns were started there in the course of 1862 to 1863, among others the towns of Banack and Virginia. Each has more than 1,000 inhabitants. The latest news received from Virginia speaks of 5,000 persons employed in the mines in the neighborhood of the city. 

¹ So called by Fr. Congiato, in honor of the patron of the TR Father General. 

In the course of the next month the emigration from the various States to the Rocky Mountains will be extraordinary. Thousands of families propose to go to the new territory of Idaho, attracted by the gold, and at the same time to escape conscription in this unfortunate time of war. The occupations of our Fathers, to bring spiritual help to the Indians, and at the same time to the Whites, will therefore soon be greatly multiplied at the mission of Saint-Pierre. There are only two priests and two Brothers. It is to be hoped that their number will soon be increased. Their mission includes all the region east of the Rocky Mountains, from the 44th degree of north latitude to the 49th, and from the mouth of the Roche-Jaune to its sources and to the sources of the Missouri and of all its upper tributaries. It is really here that we can well apply the text of Saint Matthew: 
“Messis quidem multa, operarii autent pauci. Rogate ergo Dominum messis ut mittat operarios in messem suant. The harvest is great, but the reapers are few. So ask the Lord of the harvest to send out workers to reap.” 

I had fulfilled the wishes of my superiors by leading the two Italian Brothers to the first mission in the Mountains. But my proper and principal object was a visit and mission to the nomadic tribes of the Plains; which was only partially achieved. On leaving Saint-Louis, I intended to see a very large number of Indians during the summer and fall; but the circumstances of the country and the dangers of the cruel Indian war put an absolute obstacle to the plan which I had formed. The contagion of this war had spread to the upper tribes of the Sioux, who had hitherto been at peace with the whites. The reports which reached us daily spoke of robberies and massacres committed by the Indians of the plains, on one side, and on the road to Salt Lake, by marauders and murderers of another species, the scum of civilization, living on thefts and murders committed on the unfortunate travelers they meet. I read, on this subject, in the Courrier des Etats-Unis, of the 17th of this month, “that the Vigilance Committee, established in Idaho, obtained important revelations from some bandits. It was discovered that about one hundred and thirty individuals had organized themselves into a gang to rob and assassinate travelers and miners if necessary. A hundred victims had already fallen under their blows, particularly on the road that leads from the town of Lac Salé to the mines. Arrests were made, and twenty of these thieves and murderers were immediately hanged; twenty or thirty others will suffer the same fate. Having learned in time of the danger there was in traversing this route, I took the resolution to return to Saint-Louis by the Pacific sea . 

It is the safest and quickest route, on account of the regular line of steamers, by the Isthmus of Panama and by Aspinwall. 

(To be continued. )
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V 

On August 25, I bade farewell to my brothers in Jesus Christ, and I left the mission of Saint-Pierre to go to that of Saint-Ignace, to the west of the Rocky Mountains. The distance is about 250 miles, by the path laid out by Government engineers. We cross some small tributary rivers of the Missouri: the Prior, the Dearborne, the Prickly-Pear or Cactus, etc. The latter would rather have deserved the name of Rivière-à-houblon, because this plant literally covers all the bushes and all the branches of the trees in the valley. Anice, pimpinella anisum, abounds in the same way. On the 29th, about noon, we reached the summit of the great chain of the Rocky Mountains, by the Passage-à-Mullau, which has an elevation of 5,480 feet above sea level. 

at the mission of Saint-Ignatius among the Flatheads and the Pends-d'oreille. A beautiful frame church, 90 feet by 80, was erected there. I found the mission flourishing and prosperous. However, there can be no illusion about the dangers which threaten, at this moment, all the Indian tribes of the Mountains, by the approach of the Whites, by the ease of obtaining strong liquors, or the fire water, so fatal to the Indians; by all the vices and all the excesses of this so-called modern civilization, especially as understood and practiced by our American pioneers. You have to witness it to believe it. The zealous and worthy Father Grassi, superior of this mission, had all the materials prepared for the construction of schools and a hospital. He did not know where to find nuns for the administration of these new establishments; but he nevertheless continued his work, in the care of good Providence. I could only encourage him as best I could in his work which is so useful and so necessary for the well-being of his neophytes, and the good Father did not hope in vain. On my return to Saint-Louis, I addressed myself, by letter, to the worthy Sisters of Charity of the house of Providence in Montreal (Canada). The Superior General generously acceded to my request, answering me "that she willingly granted this first colony of Sisters to the mission of Saint-Ignatius, and that she would do the same for the other missions where we could have need Sisters. I hastened to inform the Superior of the Mountain Missions of this good and consoling news. As for the pecuniary means, one can hope that the holy Providence will also intervene there. 

Along the way, I found Fr. Ravalli in the valley of Sainte-Marie or Tête-Plate, with Br. Claessens, from Antwerp, occupied, with the help of several Indians, in erecting a new church. The site is 20 miles away from the old mission of Sainte-Marie. In the same valley, 30 miles below, another small church has been built for the use of French and Canadian settlers; and yet another, at Lac Tête-Plate, for the half-breeds and the Indians. In addition, a church was being built at Banack, or miners' town. Father Grassi had obtained a subscription of 1,500 dollars; the Protestants themselves contributed to it. Several other churches were requested in various other localities. 

At the Koetenais mission, dependent on that of Saint-Ignace, the good Indians have built a small church and a presbytery for the use of the missionary who visits them. They maintain themselves in their primitive simplicity, fervor and zeal. They are admired by all travelers who visit them, by their diligence in all religious practices, their hospitality and their love for justice. With them theft is unknown. 

Wherever I met the Indians of our missions, they filled me with friendship. 

The day after my passage from the top of the high range of the Rocky Mountains, towards sunset, I approached one of their hunting camps. They were unaware of my presence in the country. I saw the chief sound the Angelus, and all his people devoutly prostrate to recite it. This spectacle, so Christian and so edifying, is repeated three times each day in these distant deserts. I arrived in time to preside over the evening prayers of these dear children of my heart. 

That same evening, and to the great consolation of the Indians and especially mine, Father Giorda, superior of the whole mission, arrived in the camp. He was returning from California, and had left Saint-Ignace to go to Saint-Pierre. Our joy on both sides was great. I would add that it is in the desert that such a meeting between brothers in Jesus Christ is most appreciated. We eagerly exchanged all our little bag of news, good or sad, our hopes and our fears for the present and for the future of our missions and our dear neophytes. The camp was on its way east of the Rocky Mountains, on its way to the great buffalo hunt. Fr. Giorda gave a long instruction that evening. Confessions lasted well into the night; such was their desire to approach the Holy Table devoutly. The next day, I celebrated, under the vault of heaven, the Most Holy Sacrifice of the Mass, and I addressed to them some consoling words on religion and on the joy which animated me in this happy meeting. All the neophytes surrounded the humble altar, built of willows and poles, and sang in chorus the praises of the Lord and the litanies of our august Mother the Blessed Virgin. A large number piously received Holy Communion. Father Giorda and I stayed in the camp all that beautiful day, surrounded by those good Pends-d'oreille and Flatheads eager to hear us. The day was agreeable and doubly beautiful by the circumstance; and certainly one of the most pleasant and consoling that I have had in all my long peregrination. I baptized several newborn children. I then distributed medals, scapulars, rosaries to those who needed them, and fish hooks to the young people, which is a much sought after and essential item for them. Throughout the day they came to share their catch with us, and presented us with large strings of beautiful spotted trout, salmo fario, from the mountains. Others brought us potatoes, onions, carrots, turnips, fruits of various kinds, which they seemed to have in abundance, cultivated by their own industry. 

VI 

I left the mission of Saint-Ignace on September 8th. We traveled one day to reach the Rivière-à-Clark, and descended this valley for three days, to the mouth of the Saint-Régis-et-Borgia river. The rain kept us there until the 16th. During that day we crossed the Régis-Borgia thirty-seven times. Pine, fir, egë, abies canadensis, abound in this valley. The coppice in the mountainous part which we crossed is very thick and consists principally of a species of boxwood, the velvety leaves of which give, when properly dried, a very agreeable and very beneficial aromatic tea. We arrived at the summit of the Coeurs-d'Alene mountains around four o'clock. Its elevation above sea level is 5,100 feet, and it is called the Passe-à-Sohon. 

In the valley of the Coeur-d'Alêne river, the forests are very thick, and one notices there with admiration pines and cedars of astonishing size and elevation. I measured several of these forest giants, whose circumference was 5, 6 and 7 fathoms. In the shade of the cedars is found in profusion the lychnis of Canada, or asaron canadense; it is a medicinal plant, of which Charlevoix, in its Histoire de la nouvelle France (botanical part), says so many wonders. Solanum trifolium, with its beautiful flower, stands out everywhere. 

The fire devoured the forest during our passage. It had extended there for a distance of about 12 miles and into the highest mountains. The smoke there was very thick, and thousands of trees, confusedly fallen, obstructed the high road and all the ground. After many small miseries, ax in hand, we managed to get out of all the embarrassment caused by the great conflagration. 

During the day of the 17th we crossed the Coeur-d'Alene river forty-two times. On the 18th we arrived at the mission of the Sacred Heart. The mission among the Coeurs-d'Alêne continues to prosper, under the wise administration of the excellent and worthy Fr. Gazzoli, and his zealous companion, Fr. Caruana; the good Br. Huybrechts, from Antwerp, and three other Brothers. The Coeurs-d'Alêne continue to give much satisfaction and consolation to their pious missionaries, by their constancy in religious practices and their perseverance in the faith. May heaven preserve them from dangerous contact with whites! They are constantly threatened with the loss of their beautiful and fertile lands and the advantageous position occupied by the mission. 

This is what Captain Mullan, of the United States Army, says in a report which was recently printed by order and at the expense of the government. Although the paragraph is a bit long, I preferred to give it in full. The captain poses the Indian question to his government in all naivety. The answer, or rather the common practice when the whites seize Indian lands, is to push the Indians further into the desert or to exterminate them. 

The captain, in his report, gives the highest praise to the missionaries and their neophytes, and he adds: 
"The mission of the Sacred Heart is in a beautiful site, on a hill, in the middle of the valley of the mission, and Since the beginning of its existence, it has always been, for the weary traveler and for the poor emigrant, a true Saint Bernard. I fear that the route and the many miners and emigrants who must pass here each year, will so oppose the best interests of the mission, that its present position will have to be changed and abandoned. It would be really to be regretted for the missionaries and for their Indians; but I can only see in it the inevitable result of the taking possession of the whole country. I have had enough experience among the Indians to be convinced of the fact, that they can by no means exist beside the white man; and their salvation or safeguard is to be far, yes very far from their presence. But they have been removed and changed countries so often, that any new place of migration seems to be barred and forbidden to them. The current of civilization has invaded their domains, starting from two oceans at once, the Pacific and the Atlantic, forcing them, year after year, towards the Rocky Mountains; and now that we propose to invade these mountainous solitudes, to seize their hidden treasures, where, I ask you, where will these Indians go? And should we not expect to see these people rise up, under a desperate influence, for the maintenance of their final resting places and the preservation of their lives, in the redoubts of the Rocky Mountains? This is a matter of such high importance that it demands prompt and discreet attention from the General Government. The Indian is destined to disappear at the approach of the white man, and the only question to be resolved is how one can go about it with advantage, and what it takes for the disappearance of the Indian of our bounds be softened by such elements or circumstances as may afford him as little suffering as possible, and to us as little expense as possible." 

You see, by this extract, what one has to fear for the future of the Indian tribes which are in the vast territory of Idaho. I continue my story. 

The Church of the Sacred Heart and that of Saint-Ignace are the two monuments of the Rocky Mountains. They are well adorned with pictures and statues, which are admired by both whites and Indians. The first of these missions has two branch stations with two small churches; one on the shores of the great lake Coeur-d'Alêne, and the other among the tribe of the Spokanes or Zingomenes, in a beautiful valley of the Spokane river. This tribe had, in time, Calvinist or Presbyterian ministers. Since the departure of these sectarians, conversions to our holy religion have been very numerous there. 

The Sacred Heart Mission is at an elevation of 2,280 feet above sea level. 

(To be continued. )
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VII 

Father Joset, who has worked for nearly twenty years with indefatigable zeal in the missions of the Mountains, is at the mission of Saint-Paul, at Colville , at Chutes-des-Chaudières in Colombia. He was absent from his mission when I arrived in these parts. Here are some details he gave me later on his apostolic works. 

“Your Reverence therefore knows that I am in Saint-Paul, to reopen the mission. I have many excursions to make among the Kalispels of the Great Lake of Columbia, and among the Pends-d'oreille of the Bay, at Clark River, one of its great tributaries; among the Sinpoils, the Okinaganes. But the church to be completed and the house to be built often detain me in Colville, to my great regret. 

Every day I wait for my companion to arrive. Being two in the residence, I hope we can provide for everyone, although there is as much work as we can do. 

On my return from Walla-Walla, where I had gone to buy provisions, etc., on October 16, I arrived to bury two dead. Tomorrow I will return to the new church to try to push the work forward. I have just registered the 82nd birth this year. Your Reverence can conclude from this what the population of this district is. In addition, there are a large number of unmarried men, soldiers, minors, etc. 

In addition to the Whites and the Christian tribes, that is to say the Chaudières, the Gens-des-lacs and the Kalispels, we have the Sinpoils, the Tlakam, the Gens-des-îles-de-pierre, the Spikwensi , the Satlilku, who can only receive religious help from Saint Paul. All speak more or less the same language, and among them a large number have already received baptism. Your Reverence sees that our task is great, and that our labors are much multiplied in the administration of the holy sacraments and the instruction of so many tribes. 

» Pray and have people pray for us, so that we worthily fulfill the duties that the Lord imposes on us; that is, so that we may be good religious, worthy children of Saint Ignatius. 

“I pass the greater part of my time under the tent, eating what presents itself, sometimes in abundance, sometimes in scarcity; doing my spiritual exercises as best I can, regulating my time by the sight of the sun and the stars when the weather is clear, if not by whatever occupations arise. When I am among the Savages, my time is very busy: I have little leisure but to think of them and their spiritual and bodily advantages. But among the whites, I hardly see them except on Sundays, unless I go and find them myself. 

Although the drink, whiskey, wreaks great havoc among the Indians, especially at Colville, yet the Lord has reserved for Himself a good number of faithful souls whom corruption has not touched. In these there is always the same eagerness to hear the word of life, the same eagerness to approach the sacraments. As for the other bands, we can say in all truth: Parvuli petierunt panem et non erat qui frangeret eis. I raise my hands to heaven, and, filled with confidence in the goodness of God, I pray and hope that, this mission being restored, it will not be the same in the future. So 

says Fr. Joset. I owe a great debt of gratitude to my dear colleagues in Jesus Christ, for the truly fraternal charity and kindness they showed me during my short but consoling stay among them. Allow me to add that one of the missionaries had the idea of comparing me to the good Saint Nicolas, "who never arrives with an empty basket." It was really a great pleasure for me to be able to relieve my colleagues in their pressing needs, and to share with them all my little possessions. When leaving the civilized country for a long journey or a mission among the Indian tribes; where everything is lacking, one necessarily takes precautions. The benefactors of the missions in Saint-Louis had provided for me fairly well. Father Grassi had just completed a new little church, which did not possess the value of an obol in ornaments, vestments and sacred vessels. At his earnest entreaties, I gave him my little traveling chapel. His joy and his gratitude amply rewarded me, and made me forget the great deprivation that I imposed on myself. 

I learned later that the Fathers received provisions, clothing, sacred ornaments, tools, etc., which were to serve the needs of the various missions. My whole little cargo amounted to nearly fifteen thousand pounds. The worthy captain of the steamer, M. Charles Chouteau, had had the remarkable kindness and charity to grant me free passage, as well as the two Brothers, with the transport of all our luggage and all the effects intended for the assignments. Without this charity on his part, it would have cost us over a thousand dollars. We will pray for him, and we dare to hope that Heaven will reward him, with all his respectable family, for his great kindness towards the missionaries and their missions. It is a good work that he renews with pleasure every spring and each time he leaves for the mountains. 

VIII 

Arrived on September 18 at the mission of the Sacred Heart, I left on the 23rd, in very good company, that of our Father Gazzoli, who was to go to Walla-Walla in the interest of his mission; and of a respectable Irish physician, Mr. WJ Martin, of Dublin, a former pupil of the College Notre-Dame at Namur. In many ways he deserves the testimony of our deepest gratitude. He gave all his attention and care, with true Christian charity, to the sick and infirm Indians in the camps we met. Wherever Mr. Martin went, he was the benefactor of our missions. I will always remember the kindness and the truly fraternal attentions he showered on me. He intended to continue his little tour, and to return to Dublin by way of the Sandwich Islands, the Philippine Islands, Japan, China and the East Indies, the only parts of the world, more or less, that he did not visit. had not yet visited. May Heaven protect him! Our poor prayers will accompany him everywhere on his long and dangerous journeys. 

The main rivers we crossed were the Spokane, the Palouse, the Grande-riviere-au-Serpent, or Fourche-à-Clark, the Touchet, and the Walla-Walla. After a very pleasant and favorable walk, we arrived, on the eighth day, at Walla-Walla city (915 feet above sea level). This city is hardly new, and already it has more than 2,000 inhabitants and bears all the marks of civilization and progress. The movement and trade are very great there: we see arrivals and departures of travelers and goods from morning to evening. Vast farms, situated in places suitable for agriculture, already cover the whole neighborhood within thirty or forty miles around. The very reverend and very zealous Mr. Brouillet, vicar general of Mgr. de Nesqualy, was busy at Walla-Walla erecting a new church and convent for the education of the children of the town, under the care of the excellent Sisters of Charity of Montreal. 

On October 6, I left by diligence for Wallula, a small town situated on the banks of the Columbia River, 30 miles from Walla-Walla. On the 7th, very early in the morning, I embarked on the steamer which makes its regular run to the Dalles. To avoid the falls and the bad passages of the river, we pass on a railway of ten or twelve miles, and we arrive in the evening at Dalles-city. Its distance from Wallula is about 125 miles. Along the river, small villages are still very rare: we notice Umatilla, Grand Round city and Celilo. 

Dalles-city dates from about the same period as Walla-Walla, and barely surpasses it for the number of inhabitants; but its trade is more considerable, because its outlets are more numerous. The respectable parish priest of this town is the Reverend M. Vermeersch, Belgian. It has a beautiful frame church and sees the rise of a convent for the education of youth, under the direction of the Sisters of Jesus and Mary. A series of small towns and villages rise as if by magic along the river, as one descends it, and throughout the interior of the country. The many gold mines discovered during the last three years in this new Eldorado, attract thousands of inhabitants there, whose number is always increasing. Today the miners are staggered from the Gila River to the Fraser River, and from the Pacific Ocean to the sources of the Columbia, Missouri, Colorado and Rio Grande del Norte. While the searches of some, starting from the shores of the Pacific, tend to advance in the east, those of others, starting from Pike's Peak and the Rocky Mountains, approach the west. Both are found in Oregon, in the territories of Washington, Nevada, Idaho, Utah, Carribou and Arizona, and an immense population must necessarily come to fill all these countries. Forward to Idaho! today it is the loud cry, the magnum stadium of our miners. 

I have known of the existence of precious metals in this region for a number of years, and the idea has always filled me with apprehension for the future of the Indian tribes who inhabit it. On September 3, 1845, being among the Mountain Indians, as seen in the Oregon Missions, p. 82, I wrote: “Poor and unhappy Indians! they trample underfoot, without knowing them, even despising them, so many hidden treasures! They are content with fishing, they live on roots and fruits! they peacefully pursue the animals of the forest... Ah! they would tremble, the poor innocents, if they knew the history of this long list of peoples who have disappeared from the earth and whose names barely survive; if they knew that all the provinces which formerly concealed these riches in their midst have been invaded by greed and desolated by a cruel civilization, which has brought the Indians nothing but vices and has made them everywhere the sad victims of selfishness and evil passions! When I was writing this passage, I did not believe the discovery of gold was so imminent. We are there today, and this incessant current of emigration, which will follow one another like the waves of the sea, will be, I fear, the misfortune and the ruin of the poor Indians. 

Here's a little abbreviated record of what's happening in Idaho today. This territory embraces the mineral and gold-producing regions of the Tête-à-Castor, Beaverhead, Eau puante and Stinking water rivers, on which the towns of Banock (east) and Virginia were built east of the Rocky Mountains. To the west of these mountains, the great emigration flows into the valley of Deer-Lodge, on the Rivière-aux-Saumons, the valley of the Boisée, the Orofino, the mines at Warren and a great number of others. mineral localities, discovered last. The principal of the new towns in this part of Idaho are: Lewiston, the capital, situated at the junction of the Eau-claire and the Rivière-au-Serpent; Orofino-city lies south of Lewiston; Elk-city, Florence, Placerville and Banock-city (west). All these cities are already noted for their commercial importance, and each of them has a population of about 1,500 inhabitants. A considerable trade was also opened at Forts Boisée, Benton, Owen, Lemhi, Hall and Bonneville. Some of these forts contain garrisons, or rather a few soldiers, to protect the emigrants against the depredations of the numerous bands of Indians who prowl over the whole extent of the immense territory. All that I have just quoted to you, under the report of new cities, dates only from 1861. 

This same year, the product of gold was estimated at five million dollars; in 1862 the amount exceeded twenty millions. 

On October 8, I resumed my route by steamer for 45 miles. We pass part of the Cascade Mountains, five miles, on a railroad. We then resume the steamer on the Columbia and arrive towards evening at Van Couver's villa. This city contains 700 to 800 inhabitants. It is the ordinary residence of the Bishop of Nesqualy, Mgr. Magloire Blanchet. There are in this diocese, established in 1850, 6 secular priests, 8 regular priests, 7 lay brothers, 11 churches and chapels, 20 Sisters of Charity, a college, 4 literary institutions for girls, 3 institutions of the same kind for boys, 4 charitable establishments. Before the discovery of gold, the Catholic population among the whites was 6,000 souls. It must have more than tripled since this discovery. 

The Archdiocese of Oregon has 12 priests, 10 churches, 5 religious institutions for the education of girls, and 5 for that of boys. Portland is the ordinary residence of the Archbishop. It is the largest and most commercial city in Oregon. It has about 6,000 inhabitants. Twelve Sisters of Jesus and Mary direct a fine religious institution there for the education of girls, which is in a very prosperous state and enjoys public confidence, both on the part of Protestants and Catholics. 

I owe the greatest gratitude to the Venerable Archbishop of Oregon and to Msgr. the Bishop of Nesqualy, for the truly paternal kindness they showed me. Their Graces showered me with charity in their hospitable homes in Portland and Van Couver. I had the good fortune to meet in Portland a compatriot, the reverend and worthy Mr. Fierons, parish priest of the cathedral. On October 13, I sailed from Portland for San Francisco. We passed safe and sound the dangerous bar at the mouth of the Columbia. The steamer touched down at Victoria, capital of Van Couver Island. It is a city of still recent date. Its position is admirable, in respect to material advantages and picturesqueness. Its trade is already important and increases day by day, by the proximity of the mines on the Rivière-à-Frazer, and in the Carriboux mountains. 

Msgr. De Mers, bishop of Van Couver Island and the western part of the Rocky Mountains, in the English possessions, resides in Victoria. It has a cathedral and a school attached to it. The Oblate Fathers opened a college and a church there. The Sisters of Jesus and Mary have a very well attended boarding school there, and a school for the education of girls. These worthy nuns, like the respectable Sisters of Charity of the Asylum of Providence in Montreal, do immense good in these distant countries. Msgr. the bishop was absent and had pushed his apostolic journey in search of his flock as far as Carriboux, among the miners of the Mountains. The Oblate Fathers have several missions among the Indians of the interior of the island and on the waters of Rivière-à-Frazer, where they work with the greatest zeal and the happiest results: everywhere numerous conversions have crowned their noble efforts. 

IX 

On the 16th the steamer left Victoria. After a happy navigation, although accompanied by some strong jolts of wind and waves, I arrived at San Francisco on the 21st, happy to find myself again in the midst of my dear brothers in Jesus Christ. Father Sopranis, visitor to all the houses of the Society of Jesus in North America, was waiting for me at San Francisco. 

During my short stay in California, I visited the college of Santa-Clara, and the residence of our Fathers at San-Jose. The college is in a very flourishing state, as well as that of San Francisco. At San-José, I visited the establishment of the Sisters of Notre-Dame de Namur, whom I had taken to America in 1845, five in number. These first founders still enjoy good health. The Sisters today have two beautiful and large establishments in California. At San-José, the convent contains 22 professed Sisters, 7 novices and 2 aspirants. There are 120 students at the boarding school, 75 day students and about the same number at the free school. On Sundays, they give classes for the servants, and they bring Catholics together for Christian doctrine. In Mary'sville, the convent has 14 Sisters, who are also surrounded by a good number of children, internal and external, and strive to render the same services as the Sisters of San-José. The convents of the Sisters of Notre-Dame render very great services in America, wherever they are established. Their schoolgirls in Cincinnati and Boston number in the thousands. This religious congregation is growing marvelously. 

On November 3, I left San Francisco. I had the consolation and the happiness of serving as a companion to our Father Visitor during his journey to New York. Several of our dear colleagues from the College Saint-Ignace took us on board the steamer. The Pacific Ocean was truly peaceful, calm and beautiful, and varied very little throughout the trip. The boat stopped at Acapulco, a port in Mexico, to pick up the trunk and some coal. On the 17th, during the night, we arrived in Panama. Next morning we crossed the Isthmus of Panama, by rail, 47 miles. The same day, towards evening, we embarked again at Aspinwall, on the steamer Étoile du Nord. The weather continued to be clear and beautiful, however accompanied from time to time by strong gusts and contrary winds. Father Visitor was very inconvenienced and suffered greatly from seasickness; for several days her condition seriously alarmed me. We passed in sight of Jamaica, Cuba, and several low islands of the Bahamas group. We finally arrived in New York on the 26th of November, the day of thanksgiving proclaimed by the President of the United States, and the ninth day of our crossing of Aspinwall. An hour later, we found ourselves in the midst of our dear brothers in Jesus Christ at the College of Saint Francis Xavier, who received us with their usual kindness, that is to say, with the most fraternal charity. The Reverend Father Provincial of Missouri was expected in New York, and I wanted to await his arrival there. 

On December 9, I set off again to finally end my long journey. We passed through Baltimore, Washington, Frederick-city and Cincinnati. In Washington, I had measures to take with the government, in favor of our missions among the Indians. 

Finally we arrived in Saint-Louis, safe and sound, on December 17th. The next day I offered the holy sacrifice of the altar in thanksgiving for all the benefits received from Heaven in the long, painful and dangerous journey over the rivers, the seas, in various countries, through numerous bands of enemies. Indians, in the mountainous part of Idaho, infested with marauders and white assassins of the lowest kind; finally on the two great oceans, the Pacific and the Atlantic, traversed today by the enemy ships of the American Confederation. Glory to God alone and to the Blessed Virgin Mary for all the favors obtained! 

You have often asked me, my reverend and dear Father, for notes on the distances covered; here are those which relate to this last voyage: 

From Saint-Louis to the mouth of the Riviere-au-lait in Upper Missouri, Idaho Territory ¹2,400milesFrom the Riviere-au-Lait to Benton.280» From Benton to the mission of Saint-Pierre 75» From the mission of Saint-Pierre to Walla-Walla, passing through the mission of Saint-Ignace and that of the Sacred Heart700 » From Walla-Walla to Portland, via Wallula, the river Colombia, Dalles-city, Cascades Mountains, Van Couver City380 » Portland to Victoria300 » Victoria to San-Francisco1.100 » San Francisco to Acapulco1.800 » Acapulco to Panama1.500 » Panama to Aspinwall .47 » From Aspinwall to New York2,000 »From New York to St. Louis, via Washington, etc. .1,200 »A total of 11,782 »¹ I have just read, in today's gazette, that the vast territory of Idaho has been divided into two parts: the part lying west of the Rocky Mountains will continue to bear the name of Idaho; the part east of the Mountains will be called Montana. 

I commend myself in a very special way to your good prayers. Every day, at the altar, I form very sincere good wishes for you in particular, my Reverend Father, and for all our benefactors in Holland and Belgium. We will never stop praying, we and our dear neophytes, for their happiness here below and in eternity. 

I have the honor to be, with the deepest respect and the most sincere esteem, 
My reverend and very dear Father, 
Reverentioe vestroe servus in Chrisio, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
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JOURNEY TO THE SIOUX, IN 1864 

SIXTY-SIXTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels ¹. 

¹ The Table of Contents of the 1864 volume contains a gap: there is no mention of the Letters of Fr. De Smet, which are found on pp. 106, 290, 560 and 557. We invite our readers to indicate these letters in the Table, p. 647. 

It will be remembered that, last summer, President Lincoln called to New York Father De Smet, of the Society of Jesus, missionary of the Rocky Mountains, and charged him to carry, in the name of the government, proposals of peace to the Sioux savages of this country. The frontier of the Northern States is often disturbed by these adventurous cavalry, to the number of 30,000 to 40,000, and the Republic can hardly detach more than 6,000 men on this side, a completely insufficient force. Father De Smet acquitted himself of this mission; the Savages showed themselves docile to the Black-Robe; but the Commanding General of the United States Army thought he should not accept the peace proposals. Fr. De Smet will return to the Sioux in the spring of this year 1865, to make new efforts, in order to obtain more satisfaction. “If a peaceful mission can succeed with the fierce warriors of the Rocky Mountains, says the Propagator of Lille, it is assuredly when it is entrusted to a man who, for thirty years, has been evangelizing the natives; and earned everyone's respect. Between these two missions, Fr. De Smet came to Europe to seek new missionaries. He was in Rome on the day of the beatification of Fr. Canisius. 


On board the Yellow-Stone, Yanton-city, capital of the Dacotah territory, or 
Coupe-Gorge, 1,093 miles from the mouth of the Missouri, May 17, 1864. 

My reverend and very dear Father, 

I hope that my long letters, written from Saint-Louis, will have reached you. I have given you there the itinerary of my mission of 1863, containing my relations with the Indians, my brief views on the various countries traversed, and the incidents of the journey. 

Today is favorable weather, which gives me the opportunity to keep you informed of the progress we are making, and of my new voyage of 1864. The water is low; the banks and the sandbars stop us at every moment. In the last eight days we have hardly advanced six miles. I spend my leisure hours reading, taking notes and information relating to Missouri, its many tributaries, and the immense 500,000 square mile region through which they flow. I observe, I bring my little experience into play, I interrogate the best-informed travellers, and then I write, for my own use, and in the hope of being able to give you a fairly accurate idea of this great and interesting portion of the vast American continent. Let us first say a word about my departure from Saint-Louis. 

On April 16, the steamer La Roche-jaune, or Yellow-Stone, left the port of Saint-Louis. I left on the 20th, at night, by the North-West Railway, in the hope of getting ahead of the boat and rejoining it at Saint-Joseph. I even ventured as far as Leavenworth, in the company of our Father Provincial, to pay my respectful homage to Mgr. Miége, SJ, Vicar Apostolic of Kansas, and to our dear confreres in Jesus Christ. On my arrival, I learned, to my great surprise, that La Roche-jaune was fifteen hours ahead of me, and was making good progress, thanks to a large flood of water and a fine clear sky. moon. I thus found myself in the hard necessity of putting myself in diligence to run after the boat, on the right bank, over hill and dale, at a distance of nearly 200 miles. I will here add a brief sketch of the present aspect of this country, the greater portion of which is in the State of Iowa. 

I had traversed this same country in 1838, when I went, for the first time, among the Potowatomies of the Council-Bluffs, with Father Verreydt, to open our first Indian mission there. Then all this region was still in its primitive state, peaceful possession of the Indians, and serving as pastures and dens to the numerous bands of ferocious animals which roamed it. I will always remember, with interest, the impression made on my mind by the first sight of those endless plains and those beautiful meadows, dotted with flowers and plants which were hitherto unknown to me; and surrounded by forests and wooded edges, the delineation of which could be seen in the distance, which seemed to frame them. The woodcutter had not yet entered it, ax in hand. The whole face of this country, hundreds of miles in length and sea, from Missouri to Mississippi, has been changed, in the space of the last twenty-five years, by the influence of civilization and an industrious people. and industrious. We notice with astonishment and admiration a series of towns and villages in full prosperity and activity, several of which already have more than 10,000 souls, such as Leavenworth and Saint-Joseph. They are surrounded by vast and beautiful farms, by immense pastures, where innumerable herds of domestic animals are reared without difficulty. One hears everywhere the dull sound of the hammer on the anvil and the puffs of steam which sets the millstone and the saw in motion, and lends itself to all useful inventions. The land in almost all this region is extraordinarily fertile. 

I arrived in the city of Omaha on the 25th of April. This time, fortunately, I had managed to get ahead of the boat. Msgr. O'Gormon, the worthy vicar apostolic of Nebraska, received me in his house with the greatest kindness and with the most paternal charity. I had time, until the 28th, to recover from my fatigue and resume the religious practices prescribed by our rules. This important point requires very particular care, especially in an American stagecoach, where nine or ten people are locked up, stuffed, squeezed like in a tub, and that for two days and one night. I bade farewell to Msgr. the bishop, and, with his blessing, I received from his greatness all the powers necessary to exercise the holy ministry in his immense district, which embraces the territories of Nebraska, Dacotah, and Montana. I embarked on the 28th of April. 

We count among the greatest benefactors of our Indian missions in America, Mr. Charles Chouteau, who belongs to one of our most illustrious families. Each year, this respectable man grants free passage for missionaries and the transport of their belongings. He received me on board his boat with his usual kindness and cordiality; he granted me the quietest and most comfortable cabin, and immediately had an altar prepared for me there. Thanks to his charity, I find myself installed there as in a real little home of the Company. I have the great consolation of offering the holy sacrifice every day, in a kind of antechamber, contiguous to mine. A good number of Catholics can meet there, and come to attend mass every Sunday and fulfill their religious duties. 

Among our travellers, numbering about 150, we have all the various shades of Protestant sects, deists, atheists, and lovers of elective affinities, who have broken all ties of marriage and family. On a long-distance American boat, a priest therefore finds plenty to occupy himself with. In the number, he always finds a few people who respond to the grace of the Lord, willingly receive instruction and are converted. One awakens in most better feelings and often remorse, which later can take effect. When he arrives right in the middle of such an assemblage, the priest is observed attentively: it seems to measure him from head to foot; it's like the curious beast in a menagerie; we look at him with surprise and we are rather slow in approaching him; but once the first reserve passed, he is overwhelmed with questions on all points of religion, of which often some are quite fine, but for the most part they are bizarre, sometimes even indelicate and coarse; which denotes a profound and deplorable ignorance and inspires only pity and compassion. 

From April 28 to May 17, the boat has barely covered 340 miles; he finds himself stranded every moment on heaps of sand, which block the whole river. We are then obliged to unload part of the cargo, to lighten the boat and be able to pass; which causes long delays. 

These delays afforded me the opportunity of making some excursions into the adjoining forests and prairies, and of exercising my holy ministry. Here is the result. 

In a point of wood called Ouk-Cove, or the cove of the oaks, in the territory of Nebraska, I found a Canadian settled eight years in the place, and married in the manner of the country, as they express themselves, that is, by mutual consent, or before witnesses or a judge. His wife was Blackfoot, and had been baptized as a child on my first visit to her tribe. A priest's first entry into Oak Cove was a day of surprise and joy for the family. The father and mother hastened to have their four little children baptized, and immediately prepared to receive the nuptial blessing worthily. 

On the opposite bank, in the territory of Dacotah, I entered a cabin occupied by a young mestizo, Chief Yanton, and his family. He recognized me and greeted me affectionately. I had baptized him on one of my first visits to the Sioux. Later he spent several years in our Indian school at St. Mary's, among the Potowatomies. He introduced me to his four sons, the eldest of whom was barely six years old, and asked me to baptize them. 

Along the beach and in some points of the forest, I regenerated in the holy waters of baptism eighteen children belonging to the nation of the Winebagos, many of whom are Catholics. Here is a short note on what I was able to learn about their sad and unfortunate situation. 

They once lived happily and contentedly on a few branches and lakes in the upper part of the Mississippi, and occupied fine reservations there. At the beginning of the Sioux War in 1862, in which the Winebagos had taken no part, and despite their demonstrations of attachment to the whites, they were forced by the civil and military authorities to leave their peaceful homes, their beautiful fields and their gardens. Immediately their entire reserve, which had been guaranteed to them in perpetuity, was invaded by the whites. 

The allowance made by the government for the transportation of these poor and unfortunate exiles was quite considerable, and provisions were plentiful. Nothing was missing from the broad promises made to them "to do everything for them, in order to make them happy and comfortable in their new homeland, where they would lack nothing." About 2,000 Winebagos necessarily submitted to this agreement. They were put, last year (1863), on steamboats, which were encumbered with these strange figures, and set out for their new reserve, situated at the bottom of the great detour of the Missouri, 1,363 miles from its mouth. , and about 3,000 miles from their former abodes. What preparations had been made to receive so many unfortunates, who saw themselves forced to leave their permanent huts, their fields, their gardens, their mills, their fisheries? They were given in exchange a patch of desert, comparatively uncultivated and miserable, devoid of animals and game, and, moreover, situated in the neighborhood of the Sioux, their ancient enemies. 

When they arrived at this place, the sowing season was already too advanced to obtain favorable results. Last winter was harsh and long. These Indians were put on small rations. In this spring, they are still grainless and seedless. Many of their grandchildren have already died of misery; they usually perish of starvation. To-day they are found scattered in two, three, or four families, hiding in the islands and along the shore of Missouri, where I was able to approach several, and, to their great joy, give the baptism to eighteen of these little children. Soldiers have been stationed at different points on the river, to intercept them and take them back by force to the desolation reserve, where already 80 unfortunate people have died. It is a new link attached to the long chain of cruelties and injustices inflicted on the unfortunate natives. Several gazettes cry out and ask: “Who is the cause of this barbaric and crying injustice committed against the Winebagos? And they are answered: “Who?” Indeed, we have not yet obtained any clarification on this sad and distressing affair; but we did an investigation. Would it be for form? I'll let you know the results, if ever the public gets them. 

On the 14th of May, we found ourselves completely stopped by a bar of sand, a mile above Yanton, capital of the territory of Dacotah. This new city is still in its infancy. Its population consists of 30 or 40 families. The Capitol, the residence of the governor, and all the houses and the small houses are in frame and logs, or squared trees. Its location on the edge of the river, on a gentle and high slope, was well chosen. Yanton will become an increasingly important city as the country is colonized. 

At this moment of stoppage, the water continues to be low, and the difficulties of loading and unloading have been so great, that the captain has resolved to have a large boat or mackinaw built, capable of carrying 73 tons of freight, for lighten the steamer. 

The pioneers of civilization live here in continual anxiety, and are on the alert day and night. The Sioux, although driven back from their ancient territory and far from the tombs where the ashes of their ancestors lie, still roam the old domain in bands of marauders, to plunder and kill the new invaders of the soil. Recently, six unfortunate inhabitants fell under their blows. The gazette of May 10, on hearsay no doubt, announces that the ship will meet with great opposition from 3,000 Sioux warriors, who are planning an attack on the old Fort-à-Clark, and who are resolved to dispute the passage of the river to the steamboats which want to go up it. We will be able to judge, in a few days, the real value of this news. It is added that they are well armed, with two cannons and an abundance of gunpowder and lead, firearms and arrows. We will see. I place all my trust in the holy providence of the Lord and in the protection of the Blessed Virgin Mary, our good mother. I am sent by holy obedience and under the auspices of the government as a messenger of the word of peace. However, there can be no illusions, the moment is very critical; but if Deus pro nobis, quis contra nos; if God is for us, who can be against us? 

What aggravates the situation and makes peace almost impossible are the recent facts which I have reported to you relative to the sad situation of the Winebagos, and which increase in all Indian hearts the hatred against the whites; they are the continual aggressions of our frontier soldiery, unaccustomed to military discipline, and which abandons itself to all sorts of cruel and shameful excesses. Two facts will suffice to give you an idea. 

Eight friendly Indians, at full gallop as usual, approached a troop of soldiers. The latter, ignoring the signal to stop, shouted at them to stop. The Indians, understanding neither the language nor the order, continued their journey. The soldiers took aim at them and killed seven. Only one escaped and carried the news to his camp. The reprisal was terrible and barbaric. This fact was avenged some time later, in an attack directed against a steamer, in which four men were killed; and a second attack on a mackinaw, containing nearly fifteen men, a young girl and a woman with her two children, all of whom were slaughtered in the most hideous manner. 

Here is another feature: Some soldiers, in a state of intoxication, approached an Indian lodge which contained some women. They insulted them rudely. They fled to escape their brutality. They were pursued with rifle shots, and several of these poor wretches were hit and killed. 

That is enough about the causes which increase the present difficulties and accumulate them around us. The Lord alone can calm the tumult and calm the hearts of the Savages, overexcited by the spirit of hatred and vengeance. Let us pray and hope in the divine mercies and in the intercession of our good Mother, Refugium nostrum. 

I will end this letter, which is already quite long, with a rather characteristic little anecdote, very specific to the people of the country. On the 23d I met a Canadian, who had his cabin near the river and a firewood path for the steamboat service. He spoke to me of the great dangers in which his family found themselves, by the proximity of the Sioux and their hostile nocturnal visits. I tried to give him some salutary advice on his position, which he no doubt really needed. I end by recommending to him “to be always ready to receive the visit of the Lord; that it can come in the night when you least think about it; how unfortunate it would be to appear before your judge without being well prepared.” Obviously he had understood nothing of my little harangue, and he only dreamed of Sioux. He answers me: “Father, it's as you say, they arrive unexpectedly, these terrible Sioux, and without being announced. They throw a bullet or two at you and a few arrows in the body. And me, I am not prepared at all, because I am poor: I find myself without bullets and without powder, to take my revenge. It's a very sad position, isn't it, Father? Today, I will have better luck. I sold my wood to the boat; I will buy bullets and powder. Let them come next, these bad subjects of Sioux, and they will find me ready to receive them. Such is more or less the language used by all the woods and plains runners of this region. They were brought up in religion, but that's it. They will tell you: “When I was young, I served mass; I made my first communion; but, in this country of barbarians, where I spent the greater part of my life, I forgot everything. Moreover, by their continual contact with the Indians, they are imbued with their superstitious ideas and notions. We succeed imperceptibly in bringing them back, above all by gentleness and by reminding them of the great truths of religion on the end of man. Why don't we have two dozen zealous missionaries here? Will Europe refuse them to us? 

In union with your holy sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be, my reverend and very dear Father, 
Reverentiae Vestrae servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
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THE MISSOURI AND ITS BANKS 

SIXTY-SEVENTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Grand Detour du Missouri, May 29, 1864. (1,352 miles from St. Louis.) 

My Reverend and very dear Father, 

In beginning my first letter of the 17th, I intended to give you a little extract from my diary, on the beginning of my present mission; but imperceptibly my letter ended up being long, and it was necessary to stop. 

As I propose, time permitting, while sailing on the Missouri River, to tell you of the vast plains and prairies it waters, of the dangers of its navigation, and of the marvels it presents to us in its long course. , natives, and wild animals which inhabit its borders, it will not, I think, be out of place to begin this second letter by first making some remarks to you upon the State of Missouri, in which I of forty-two years, from where I leave and where I return from my long journeys and my missions among the Indians. I am surprised that I have not yet said a word to you on this subject in my long correspondence. Here, then, is a short summary, based on the most exact data I have been able to obtain. However, I will have to leave out many important things. 

The state of Missouri lies between 36° 30' and 40° 36' north latitude, and between 89° 10' and 96° west longitude, giving an extent of about 285 miles, east to west. , and 280 miles in width, from north to south; enclosing an area of 67,380 square miles, or 43,123,200 arpents. 

The State of Missouri is placed in the first row of the large States of the Union. It surpasses them all in natural resources. Considering the advantages of its climate, soil, rivers, variety of agricultural produce and mineral wealth, we know of no other state east of the Rocky Mountains which can be placed on the same rank. The characteristic point that distinguishes it above all is its mines. 

Nearly every county in the State, and there are 101 of them, contains mines of various kinds, some of which are of prodigious value. In Washington County alone are found iron, lead, copper, white and red chalk, sulfur, alum, coal, rosacea, black lead, black lead, building stone quarries , limestone, millstone; marbles of different colors, even traces of gold and silver. On the banks of the Merrimack, the Current, and the Gasconade, we find potash and saltpetre. Saline fountains are found in almost every part of the state. Compact limestone, compact limestone, is everywhere very abundant and contains a great variety of fossils. Sulphate of lime, or gypsum, exists in abundance on the banks of the Kansas River, in Jackson County, and other places. The grinding stone, the burr, is in quantity on the banks of the Osage river and the Gasconade. Potter's clay of the best quality is found there for a stretch of thirty-four miles, in that portion of the Mississippi which forms part of the Missouri, and in other places. Sulphurous fountains exist in the vicinity of Herculaneum and Saint-Louis. Zinc sulphate, associated with lead sulphate, is found in the mines of Washington, Sainte-Geneviève, Saint-François, Maddison, Jefferson and on the Osage River. 

The vast coal beds of Missouri surpass all that has hitherto been discovered of this kind. They extend across most of the state, north of the Osage River and to the borders of Iowa. The bituminous coals exist in immense beds on both sides of the Missouri River, towards the mouth of the Osage River, and on that river for a distance of 40 miles. Collaway County contains a layer 24 feet thick. In the vicinity of Lexington there is another layer 75 feet thick, the largest that has ever been discovered. 

The iron mines of Missouri are the most remarkable. Washington, St. Francis, and Maddison counties alone contain enough iron ore to sustain the entire universe for centuries. 

The Iron Mountain deserves its place among the wonders of the world. Its base is about a mile wide; its height is three to four hundred feet, and its length three miles. It is covered, in all its extent, with a shining ore possessing all the appearances of molten iron. To the south of the mountain, in Maddison county, is another mountain, larger and more plentiful than the first, under the name of Pilot-knob, at an elevation of 444 feet. It is completely covered in iron ore. 

All the hillsides of this district contain vast masses of the same mineral; the whole region is a solid bed of iron. In a place in the state, surnamed Arcadia, the iron forms a worthy several yards in breadth, and is topped with quarries of porphyry. 

The northern counties contain immense tracts of land excellent for the cultivation of hemp and flax. Cotton is cultivated, however without obtaining results as advantageous as in the south. Tobacco is grown successfully, in abundance and of excellent quality. All varieties of grains and grasses give abundant harvests. The vegetables come here perfectly. Fruit trees of all kinds, which belong to temperate climates, are laden with fruit. Among the forest trees are found all the varieties of the temperate zone, suitable for constructions of all kinds and for ornamentations and embellishments. There are entire forests of pines and firs on the Gasconade and Merrimac rivers. 

The ease of raising pets is great. The rocky districts, and where the ground is very uneven and pierced with dry lava flows, seem particularly suitable for grazing sheep. 

Missouri's main products are corn and hemp. The others are wheat, oats, tobacco, peas, beans, potatoes, fruits, wool, butter and cheese, hay, flax, honey, wax, rye, hops, wine, maple sugar, silk, syrup, pigs, horned beasts and other domestic animals. 

In short, the farmer could not be wrong, no matter what choice he made to produce this land. 

The whole state is well watered. There is an abundance of water wherever this element can be useful, either for mills or for any other mechanism. 

The Missouri River runs through the richest agricultural portion of the State, and is navigable for steamers up to 3,000 miles from its mouth. The Missouri has almost innumerable tributaries, which, with those of the Mississippi, water every portion of the State. The Osage and the Gasconade, on the south side, the Chariton and the Grande river, on the north side, are among the most considerable and cross very fertile and well-wooded regions ¹. The waters of Missouri are considered very healthy. They are strongly impregnated with muddy and yellowish muds; however without harmful mixture. The water is usually allowed to stand for a few hours before using it. 

¹ The main tributaries of the Mississippi, in the State of Missouri, are the Salée and the Merrimack. The Saint-François and Blanche rivers, with their tributaries, water the southwestern part of the State, and flow into Arkansas. 

Pray for me, my reverend and dear Father. 

Reverentiae Vestrae servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ
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THE MISSOURI RIVER 

SIXTY-EIGHTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

On board the Yellow Stone, June 4, 1864, near the 
Sheyenne River, 1,515 miles from the mouth of the Missouri. 

My reverend and very dear Father. 

Let's go down the Missouri River together. You will admire with me its extent, its wonders and its dangers. In the part already occupied by civilization, about 2,653 miles, you will admire especially the superb cities and the flourishing villages, whose size and importance always increase; the splendid castles, the gloomy and ancient forests, the smiling mansions, the fertile farms, the meadows enamelled with flowers, which nourish innumerable domestic herds, and spread everywhere, even to its entry into the great Gulf of Mexico, the abundance and happiness. 

I have rested quite frequently on banks of perpetual snow, on the edges of small lakes and marshes, of a waterfall or a noisy cascade, at the foot of a beautiful and abundant fountain, whose tutelary spirit, to use an Indian idea, seems to invite the solitary passenger to enjoy rest and freshness, close to its cold and pure waves like crystal. I spread out my bear skin and my buffalo skin, which form my bed, and I passed many nights in deep sleep, after the fatigues of a long day, sometimes at the springs of the Athabasca, of the Saskatchewan and Missouri, sometimes on those of the Columbia River, which are often only a mile distant, and then recede on two opposite points of the compass, east and west, towards the Atlantic and Pacific oceans. In this high region, the atmosphere is of a very remarkable purity; at night the entire firmament often resembles Magellanic spots, dark bluish-black, where the moon and stars figure in all their splendor and brilliance. Here, as everywhere, one cannot help repeating the beautiful words of Thomas to Kempis: “Lord, all that we have in the order of nature, it is you who have given it to us; and your benefits constantly remind us of your goodness, your tenderness, the immense liberality you use towards us, you from whom all the goods come to us... Speak, Lord, because your servant is listening.... Give me understanding, that I may know your testimonies.” 
With the exception, perhaps, of the great river of the Amazons of South America, the Missouri is considered the longest river in the world. It has its sources in the Rocky Mountains, latitude 45° north, and longitude 110° 30'. Its three upper branches are 
the Jefferson, the Maddison and the Gallatin. Thousands of miners go there today, attracted by the bait of the gold that this remote region conceals in its bosom. Already three towns have names there, namely: Banack, Virginia and Gallatin. All this region, east of the mountains, to a great extent, has recently been admitted into the Union, under the name of Montana Territory. 

The sources of Trois-Fourches, as well as those of Roche-Jaune, Dear-Born and Rivière-au-Soleil, intertwine their waters with the sources of several tributaries of the two great forks of Colombia, Rivière-à- -Louis and Rivière-à-Clark, known by their original names of Rivière-au-Serpent and Rivière-Tête-Plate. 

From the sources of Trois-Fourches to the great Falls of the Missouri, for about 500 miles, the waters slope towards the north; then, taking an east-northeast direction, they reach, by their northern extremity, the mouth of the Terre-Blanche river, at 48° 20' north latitude. From there, the general course of the river is southeast, until it joins the Mississippi at 38° 50' north latitude and 90° 10' west longitude. 

At the distance of nearly 411 miles from its first sources, the Missouri crosses the Gates of the Rocky Mountains, and there is compressed to a breadth of 150 yards. The waters rush there with a crash and rapidity over a distance of six miles; the rocks rise perpendicularly from the surface of the water to a height of 1,200 feet, with a single projection, where a man can barely stand. This channel, cut by the river, resembles the remarkable flagstones of Colombia. 

The bed of the Missouri proper begins at the confluence of the Three Forks, which descend from the mountains at roughly equal distances and parallel to each other. 

Between the Portes-des-Monts-Rocheux and the Grandes-Chutes, (110 miles), the first tributaries of the Missouri are the Prickly-Pear (Cactus), the Castor, the Camash, the Dear-Born and the Rivière-au- Sun, with several other lesser mountain streams or torrents. The last two rivers are the most considerable. 

The Great Falls of Missouri lie in the midst of a desolate and barren region, and lend it an aspect of grandeur, beauty, and interest, which is well worthy of notice. They begin nine miles below the mouth of the Riviere-au-Soleil, and extend, for 16 miles, in rapid currents, falls and cascades over a descent of 380 feet. The last charter is the highest; the water falls from a height of 84 feet. The river there is 480 yards wide. One half descends en masse from a perpendicular rock, while the other half rolls its tumultuous waters through a series of cataracts, falls and cascades, into the basin at its feet. From a high point overlooking the river to the north, one enjoys a delightful view. The water, the rock lightly covered with a veil of foam, the high walls which frame it, this succession of rapid currents, the thundering noise of the fall and of the cataract which spreads in the distance, the column of dew which rises and presents to the sun all the brightest colors of the rainbow. This scene is so beautiful and so wild at the same time! The Missouri Falls are among the largest in North America; they are 3,100 miles distant from its mouth. 

Leaving the falls, we pass the little Rivière-au-Sentier and some streams, and we arrive at Fort Benton, the highest post of the Saint-Louis fur company, 3,000 miles above the mouth, and where the steamboats managed to get on, under the leadership of the excellent and brave Captain Charles Chouteau. With the discovery of gold mines in the territories of Idaho and Montana, Benton became the great center of commerce east of the Rocky Mountains. 

Further down, the Missouri receives the beautiful Maria River, with its pure water, the small rivers of the Ile-34, the Sableuse and the Aigle. It is at the upper entrance to the "Missouri River Badlands," let us rather say: at the entrance to these wonders. 

At a distance of about 50 miles, we pass in sight of scenes as fantastic as they are marvelous, and where nature seems to have made efforts to vary, distract and produce them. There are obvious traces here that the waters have made their way through this barren and volcanic region. To give a real idea of it would require a very skilful pen and a very lively imagination. However, I will try to express something about it. Like all the other travellers, and they were numerous, I found myself in continual transports of admiration and astonishment, from one end to the other, under the influence of this succession so varied of scenes and picturesque views. , as curious as they are sublime, all at the same time, and where the beautiful and the great often mingle with the whimsical. We pass them in review like a magnificent panorama, which presents them successively to the eyes with rapidity. 

Washington's bust appears from a distance. Simultaneously a large number of passengers observe it and, with a unanimous voice, proclaim this name. There is no mistaking it. We contemplate and we admire. As the boat moves forward and changes position, this same bust represents a large lady in a crinoline, and then a shapeless mass. The great man par excellence of the last century finds himself united here, in the same block and on the same pedestal, with one of the strangest types of current fashion. 

When we find ourselves engaged in this astonishing passage, we cannot prevent the imagination from seeing many things in it. On both banks of the river, you think you see towns in ruins; you think you notice above all a series of blackish walls, several hundred feet high. We are astonished that such regular works are not the products of art, and, at the same time, we must admit that the architect who knew how to execute them would certainly pass for the greatest genius. One of these remarkable walls, nicknamed Hole in the wall, has a round opening, which represented a window of an old cathedral. You can admire, among other things, a carriage entrance, wide, high and regular, carved in the living stone; it is like the entrance to an immense monumental cemetery, with its statues, its busts, its obelisks, its columns, its vases and its urns, its tables, its tablatures, its mortuary frescoes, its monuments of all kinds; and which, in their structure and arrangements, appear to be ancient and venerable remains of very remote ages. We pass at the foot of the citadel; it is a huge solitary rock. Another depicts a steamship. Then there is a succession of ancient mansions and ancient convents, castles, cathedrals, bastions and forts, surmounted by turrets and parapets, and surrounded by motionless sentries at their posts. 

I must stop here. If we wanted to enter into all the details of these masterpieces of nature, this long passage of 50 miles would present only a series of rocks, marvelously cut by the hand of Providence. 
(To be continued. )
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On both sides the cedars and pines display their verdure, either singly or in groups, and augment the beautiful aspect of the landscape. They hold fast to the crevices of the rocks, which grant them a few handfuls of earth and dust; and they crown the sides and tops of the hills. In the absence of any other wood, one is obliged to cut them down to feed the greedy furnaces of the boat; and soon the vandal ax will have cut off one of the most beautiful ornaments of this marvel of Missouri. 

From time to time, one is pleasantly surprised there by seeing dominating, in the distance, the bluish peaks of the Small Rocky Mountains and Bear's Paw, which is the highest. They are two chains isolated in the high plains of these parts. 

Lovers of the wonders of nature and those who travel for scientific purposes will not be long in coming to visit such a remarkable place, which promises such rich discoveries from a geological point of view. I just tried to jot it down. The Missouri Badlands will one day take their place among the great wonders of this great American hemisphere. 

In my various travels, this remarkable place has always had charms and the highest interest for me. One sees and one contemplates this succession of scenes with an ever increasing curiosity and an ever new pleasure. The hand of man has not yet touched these astonishing works of nature: they are still intact, subject only to the atmospheric changes of this high region, under which, no doubt, they never cease to vary in aspect and of shape. 

Leaving the Badlands, the Judith River comes to pay its tribute to Missouri. It is followed by three small rivers (creeks) without names, by the two Rivières-aux-Veaux, the Ile-58 river, the Upper Rocky, the Cadotte, the Grande-Fourche-Sèche, the Rivière-au- Lait, Porcupine, Harvey, Petite Sèche, Rivière à la Pointe-aux-Loups, Tremble, Corne-au-Cerf, Upper Bourbeuse, Mackinaw and Petite Bourbeuse. The two main ones are Rivière-au-Lait and Upper Bourbeuse. 

The Judith is 2,768 miles and the Roche-Jaune 2,136 miles from the mouth of the Missouri. The distance from one to the other is 632 miles. One sees there, on high slopes, singular formations of solitary rocks, which are due to the nature of those of the Bad Lands. The main one is the Monument of Napoleon the Great, saluted, no doubt, by some former soldier of the Grand Army, to remind all travelers in the desert of the memory of the great man. 

The alluvial parts of the river then present interesting sights of another species. It is a succession of plains, often composed of volcanic alluvial soils, which only produce cacti, Adam's needle, whose popular name is yucca, with their beautiful flowers, and wormwood. It is still a series of meadows pleasant to the view, which, in spring, are adorned with a rich carpet of greenery enamelled with flowers. These plains and meadows are, for the most part, interspersed with poplar forests (populus canadensis), more or less extensive and bordered, along the river, by vast willow groves. These forests have little or no underbrush, the trees are scattered, and, though irregular, appear as if planted by some ingenious forester. One notices there especially wide and regular avenues, and smiling meadows, which cross them from side to side. Herds of bison, deer and roe deer, and here and there a grizzly bear, the terror of the mountain dwellers, often enliven these forests. It is like being in beautiful parks and flowerbeds, or on the estate of some great European lord. The old mansion alone seems to be lacking there. 

17 miles from La Judith, you arrive at the monumental prairie of Corne-au-Cerf. As far as I know, it is the only place in this whole region that has had a real monument, erected by the Indian hand. A tower had been built there, composed exclusively of deer horns, at a remarkable height. Its base formed a large square. The Indian hunters, at each hunt of deer, so abundant in this region, religiously came to deposit the trophies of their hunt, that is to say the skull surmounted by its antlers or horns. The oldest of the Assiniboins, and this is their land, could not give me the history either of the time or of the occasion which gave rise to the erection of this unique monument. The greed of a modern vandal has brought down this savage remembrance, which had hitherto withstood storms, winds, harsh winters, and all the inclemency of the atmosphere in this lofty region. He sold his remains to Saint-Louis, where deer horns were turned into handles for sabers, knives and forks! 

Pointe-aux-Loups, 31 miles below, deserves a little notice. It is here, the great rendezvous par excellence of these voracious and cruel animals, shy and cowardly at the sight of man. Together they attack a calf or a cow, which they have the skill to separate from the band; they watch for the herds of buffaloes, which cross the river in the steep and difficult places to climb, where the animals become bogged down in the mud and where often whole herds perish. The wolves devour them there. On these occasions, these species of jackals and hyenas express their joy in their own way, and together form a chorus of terrible howls, as if a whole pandemonium had been unleashed. I found myself several times near them on similar occasions. We would have passed the sleepless night if, in order to find a little rest, we had not fired from time to time a gunshot which frightened the wolves and reduced them to silence with a good dose of lead. 

From Roche-Jaune to Benton there is, at intervals, a succession of rapid currents, ten of which are principal, difficult to ascend and dangerous to descend. All the force of the steam and the capstan had to be put into it, and the whole crew had to be on the line to overcome the current. If, during the descent, you touch a point of rock or a large detached block, the shock is generally fatal to the boat or the barge: it sinks and breaks the strongest frame. These rapid currents usually bear the name of one or the other individual who has found death there or some other misfortune in shipwreck. 

Throughout this 632-mile region, and even to the headwaters of the Missouri, all along the river, one sees the roosts and ravages of beavers. These industrious animals, of which so many marvels are told, appear more numerous there today than ever; for the reign of beaver hunters diminished with the decadence of beaver hats, which gave way to silk hats. We discover the presence of beavers by the damage they do in the forests and willows that border the river. We are surprised to see the large number of felled trees, large and small. These industrious animals cut, to about four feet in length, branches which have soft bark; they serve as their favorite food and they carry them to their lodgings. On the Missouri they dig a hole in the cut or sheer bank of the river wide enough to admit them. The interior resembles a vault which can contain a whole family, that is to say, the old beaver and his old companion, and usually four little ones. I have been assured that they practice different alcoves there, more or less large. The entire interior is lined with finely peeled willows. The entrance to the lodge is carefully covered with a large heap of willows and branches, heavily built and interspersed with clay. They leave a communication or an aisle under the heap, which gives under water and a small opening to receive air. 

I have spoken of their manners and their labors in my previous letters. I therefore pass over these subjects in silence here. I will only add the account of a traveling companion, worthy of faith, hunter and witness to what he told me. Finding himself, one day, above a box, he heard the cries of the little ones, similar to the cries of children. The old man, to stifle the uproar and silence his little family, plunged them into the water on different occasions. The observer was moved by it. 

Another time, a big beaver was caught in his trap. In such circumstances, they often gnaw their paws to get rid of them. Our hunter, to make sure of his prey, had given the beaver an opportunity to easily tear off the stake, and drag the trap along with the chain that attached it. The driftwood served as a clue. He saw it struggling along the shore, pulled its prey out of the water and took a big stick to knock out the beaver. The poor animal immediately raised its paw to save its head, with complaints and cries of distress, like those of a human being. The hunter several times made a movement as if to strike him; each time the beaver raised its paw to protect itself and repeated its complaints. He told me that if he could have pulled the animal out of the trap, he would have given it life. But he was rightly afraid of his terrible teeth, which penetrate like the sharp chisel of the carpenter. 

The beaver is still found all along the river, up to very advanced places in the new colonies of the Whites, where in the long run it disappears. Their instinct makes them seek out the most secluded places, and it is on the forks of the least frequented rivers that the greatest number of their lodges are found. They are more regularly built than on the large river. The forks are barred with high and strong dykes, which provide them with beautiful ponds. Their instinct makes them anticipate the weather of drought for next spring, rare rains and little snow in the mountains; they then double and triple their dykes, in order to reserve a sufficient supply of water for the summer. It is for the Indians and for people accustomed to the country a sure indication that the water of the river will be low in the season of floods; and they adjust accordingly. 

I will finish by noting that in the spring, around the time when the female has her young, she alone takes possession of the lodge. The father, with his young offspring, has fun and spends the summer in the neighborhood; however, he provided his companion with plenty of food. We report a fairly unanimous opinion among hunters. As, among men, there are sloths who inspire rather contempt than pity, we find a similar class among beavers: they refuse all work, eat and live at the expense of others; but when the sloth approaches its fellows, it is usually received with teeth; his presence seems to horrify them, and he bears the marks of it on his slashed ears and on his long tail lacerated and split by the bites. He spends his sad days apart, thin and puny, in a sort of hovel or in an old abandoned lodge. 

The Indians, as well as the hunters, regard the beaver as the animal which comes closest to man "by its spirit," as they express themselves, their instincts, their manners, and their manners. The Absharoques or Crows treat him as brothers, because, they say, the beavers gave birth to their first father and their first mother. 

The region from Upper Missouri to Roche-Jaune, of which I have just spoken, contains more than one interesting memory of another kind. It is the country through which the Assiniboins, the Crows, the Blackfoot, and today the Sioux roam, and where the tribes of the western mountains, the Flatheads, the Pends-d'oreille, the Koetenese, the Nez-perce, the Banacks and the Serpents come down to hunt bison; where everyone disputes the empire for the possession of animals, and which was the scene of an infinity of stories, encounters and fights. It is the country where Tchatka ¹ used to lead his people, where so many other famous leaders led their tribes in war and hunting. A multitude of high hills, plateaus and meadows bear the names of one or another of the brave men who have distinguished themselves there, or of some great blow struck. It is here that their great and beautiful buffalo, deer and roe-deer hunts take place, 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1855, pages 430, 457 and 475 


. them, either as a spectator or an amateur. Motionless at my post, on horseback or seated on the grass of the plain or on some height, I contemplated the lively scene and the admirable skill of the hunters. I participated, in spirit, in all their ardor and in all their movements, as if I really belonged to the gang of runners. There is no look more charming and more interesting. The solitude of the desert, ordinarily so silent and so monotonous, is transformed into a great arena, filled with life and movement, where the air resounds on all sides with the bellowing of furious buffaloes, running as fast as possible to secure themselves. The earth seems to tremble under the dull sound of their footsteps. It is a chorus of cries of hunters animating their ardent steeds to approach the fat cow of their choice; they are confused and irregular rifle shots; they are columns and clouds of dust raised by buffaloes and horsemen. The whole is of the greatest interest to the viewer. It's a scene that always comes back to him with real pleasure. 

I witnessed a great hunt, in which more than 600 buffaloes were slaughtered by about 200 hunters, Flatheads and Pends-d'oreille. In the same place, I saw the whole camp prostrate in adoration, eyes and hands raised to heaven, giving thanks to the divine and paternal providence of the Lord, who had granted them, in their needs, a hunt so abundant. 

In these sorts of hunts, the whole animal is used down to the bones, which are pounded and ground to serve in soup. The fat of the bones is the finest and most agreeable of all the animal. The meat cut into long, thin slices is dried in the sun. When the hunt is over, a single horse easily carries the entire carcass of a buffalo. The Savages broke camp, happy and joyful. They literally follow and practice the axiom: Each day is enough. 

But I digress too far from my subject; back to the river and its tributaries. We had reached the mouth of the Roche-Jaune, the most important river in Upper Missouri. It is 800 yards wide at its entrance. Among its many tributaries are the Grosse-Corne, the Rivières-à-la-Langue and à-la-Poudre. Its course is nearly parallel to that of the Missouri. It comes out of Lake Eustis and has its main sources in the snows and fountains, in the icy peaks of the Rocky Mountains and in those of the Black Coasts, one of its many chains. The Roche-Jaune is supposed to be navigable for steamers, up to about 1,000 miles above its mouth. We have just discovered, at its sources, abundant gold mines, where thousands of whites go today. today, and where they will find to measure their forces with those of the Ravens and Serpents Indians, hitherto peaceful possessors of these mountains. 

La Roche-Jaune and its high forks also have their “Marvels” or their “Bad Lands.” We especially notice a volcanic place, where underground noises are often heard in the distance. We see jets of steam like the steampipes of ships; regions of jagged hills and hillsides, with the strangest figures, which seem to be lifted up by volcanic forces. The Savages pass through these places only with superstitious awe and deep reverence. They regard them as the “abodes of subterranean spirits, always at war with each other, and continually at forge and anvil to make their weapons. They never pass there without depositing some offering on an eminent point of the mysterious dwelling. 

In these same parts, on the sides of a steep rock, I noticed a high opening, which is supposed to be very deep. The Savage shows it to you "as the entry and exit of subterranean spirits," and, to make them propitious, at each visit he throws an arrow there with his hand. He who reaches the goal seems sure and certain of the success of his expedition; while he who misses the "opening," usually retraces his steps, and abandons, for the present, the project he had in view, whether war or hunting. At the foot of the rock, we see masses of arrows or missed offerings. A savage, in spite of his need for one of these objects, would not dare to touch it, still less to remove it. 

Between Roche-Jaune (2,136 miles) and Grande-Sheyenne, 1,515 miles from the mouth of the Missouri, there are eighteen rivers and streams (creeks) which penetrate far into the interior, on both sides, to the north and southwest. It is 400 yards wide at its mouth, leaves the Côtes-Noires and crosses an undulating region of beautiful plains and meadows. The great ammonite, or Cornu Ammoni, which I sent to Fr. Catoir, professor at the Saint-Ignace Institute, in Antwerp, comes from this region.In this distance of 621 heights, the principal rivers are: the Great Bourbeuse and Terre-Blanche, coming from the north; Petit-Missouri, Rivière-du-coeur and Boulet-de-canon; these three rivers and the next two come from the south; the Grande-rivière-superieur and the Moreau. 
(To be continued. )

 

	
 

	1865 - letter 68 - The Missouri River.

	
THE MISSOURI RIVER 

SIXTY-EIGHTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

(Continuation and end. See pages 169 and 219.) 

On the Rivière-au-coeur and on one of its high hillsides, which dominates the whole region, there is a rather important geological curiosity. At the top of the hill is a large stone, flat and smooth like a table, nicknamed Record-rock. It distinctly bears the footprints of men and children, the tracks of bears, bison, stags, roe deer and goats, all intermingled confusedly. The tradition of the Arrikaras, or Riccaries, that is to say, the primitive people, speaks to us of a deluge which covered the whole region; and this rock is the place where man and animal, forgetting all animosity and all fear, sympathized in common danger; it is there that all found salvation in the deluge, to then separate at the departure of the waters, each on his own, to go back to his old habits and tasks, to repopulate the desolate land again and to multiply there. 

The Rivière-au-boulet-de-canon is remarkable for its many stone balls of all sizes, from which it takes its name. These balls fill the high rocky shores near and above its mouth several miles away. It is still a curiosity to be defined and explained for a geologist. There are small balls the size of a marble, and others gradually larger, up to balls that weigh 200 pounds. 

Along the river, a large number of eminences bear names that bring back memories. Such is the Butte de la Tête-de-cheval. 

A flood of water, as sudden as it was unforeseen, in the Roche-Jaune and other rivers coming from the south, lifted the ice of the Missouri, and broke it into large, strong and tight ice cubes. The flood took place in a dark night and during the winter. These ice cubes formed a formidable dam, in a detour of the river and at the bottom of a large Indian camp. The dyke extended on each edge to the high hillsides which terminate the low and alluvial lands. This icy gorge, increased more and more by the icicles and the immense flood of water, rose to a height of forty feet, until at last the dyke, the formidable barrier of the Missouri, gave way to the mass. of water which forced its way there as impetuous as it was irresistible. A great number of Indians perished in the waves, with all their effects and all their horses. It was a matter of a few hours. The furious waters of the night carrying away the big and hard ice cubes, the bed of the river had resumed its usual calm before dawn. The valley where this frightful and deplorable scene took place has long resounded with the cries and tears of the poor and unfortunate Savages who have escaped shipwreck; and long after she bore the marks of their deep mourning. 

Some mounds, by their shapes, resemble animals or birds, and bear their names; among others, the Tête-de-l'aigle and 
the Butte-du-veau. 

The Butte de Wanité recalls the memory of this renowned chief, who was always happy in hunting and in war. He had brought up a young crow, his little favourite, or familiar and tutelary spirit, according to the Indian calendar. The bird followed the chief in flight on all his expeditions, and it was to him that he attributed his good fortune and his successes. The raven went and came back as it pleased, and was often absent for a day or two. Each time he returned, the chief observed him closely. He interpreted to his companions the cries and gestures of his little favourite. "The bird had discovered animals, or he had seen people." When we broke camp, the crow took flight, and the band followed the direction it indicated. Such stories are quite common among the Indians, and they relate them as proven facts. I thought I could quote you one of them. 

Vis-à-vis the old Fort-de-Clark, on the Missouri, you see, in the distance, the Butte de l'Ours-Blanc. It is the name of an arrikara chief, who used to practice his rigorous fasts and bodily macerations there. He went there every year, in certain seasons, or even before leaving for war or hunting. The Polar Bear spent whole days there without taking any food. He cut off a knuckle, threaded leather cords through large raw cut incisions under his shoulder blade or chest, tied a buffalo head or two to it, and dragged them nearly a mile away. to the top of the hill. In one of these circumstances, he was surprised and killed by his enemies. 

The whole tribe devotes itself to the practices of the most austere macerations. There are few men advanced in age who have not made the sacrifice of all the joints of the fingers and who are not covered with scars on all the fleshy parts of the body. We always except the two fingers needed to draw the bow and unload the gun. 

These poor wretches are still immersed in the most superstitious practices of paganism. However, at each opportunity that presents itself, they implore the help of the Black Robe, to come and instruct their children in the true way of salvation. I hope that this happiness will be granted to them soon and that they will become good children of God, worthy of the first times of Christianity. In a few days, I will find myself in the midst of them, and I propose to stay there some time to attend to their instruction. 

At the distance of 220 miles from the mouth of the Roche-Jaune, on a high coast of a large and beautiful plateau, are the three united tribes of the Arrikaras of which I have just spoken to you, of the Gros-Ventres or Hedâtza ¹ and Mandans. They number about 3,000 souls, united in a single large permanent village. Their houses are covered with earth, and look like mounds with an elevation of 25 to 30 feet. Light and smoke enter and exit through a round opening left at the top. 

¹ Or People of Willows. 


Although these tribes speak different languages and each has its own land, the common dangers from the formidable Sioux, who are waging a war of extermination against them, have forced them to join forces to put themselves on the defensive and protect each other. . 

The tribe of the Gros-Ventres and that of the Ravens have the same origin. A trifle, or a slight dispute over the possession of the carcass of a killed buffalo, split the camp in two. The Ravens reached the lands of Roche-Jaune and Côtes-Noires. 

The Mandans and the Winnebagoes, judging from the resemblance of the two languages, seem to come from the same stock. The two tribes have no tradition on this subject. 

The Arrikaras and the Pawnees speak the same language and separated for a simple refusal made by the chief of one of the tribes to that of another tribe. This one required nerves to repair his shoes and his clothes; on the refusal which he received, he left and advanced, with his band, very far into the desert. The two branches of the nation have never met since. 

The Assiniboins are direct descendants of the Siouse tribes. Here's what separated them. It was still the buffalo that was the bone of contention. In a common hunt, a large number of animals were slaughtered. The old men, the women and the children cut them up. Each family has its mark and recognizes the arrow of its hunters. Two women, the wives of two chiefs, claimed the same cow and argued over the mark of the arrow, which each claimed belonged to her husband. As usual, from the words they came to the hair, which they tore out, to the blows of fists and teeth, to the scratches. One arranged the other in the most pitiful way. In the meantime, the two leaders arrive at the same time on this battlefield. At the sight of the sad and lacerated faces of their dear halves, each side takes his side. Here they are, too, embroiled in the great quarrel. The dispute became general and ended in a general fight, which left dead and wounded. The band of Assiniboins had the bottom and separated from the others. Since then, they hardly meet except as bitter enemies unto death. 

From the River Sheyenne to Fort Rendall, a distance of 320 miles, the physiognomy of the country, on either side of the Missouri, is of a monotony which often overwhelms and tires the sight. The points of wood are rare there, and, with the exception of a few lowlands, the ground is generally dry and arid. The strong herds of bison, goats and roe deer which one sees there from time to time and from time to time, then seem to enliven the sad desert, and lend it a passing interest. Take away the animals, and for days and weeks one sees only an endless succession of plateaus, hills and hills, all lined up, like a long line of brothers and sisters, bearing the same types. 

I have crossed these parts in the four seasons of the year. I have seen its meadows in spring, covered with a supple and rich mantle of verdure, bowing and swaying to every breeze and wind; enamelled with varied flowers and all colors. At each curve or deviation of the river, we find the same meadow, the same slopes and hills, all on the same model and in the same form, and, despite their monotony, always beautiful and pleasant. I saw them after the scorching summer sun had turned the beautiful green to a grayish yellow, and the supple stem had become hard, dry and twitchy, awaiting only the wick of an unwary hunter or a flash of lightning. to become engulfed in flames. These aspects are tiring for the sight. I have seen these parts on fire during the day. The sun seemed to smother the flame, while clouds of smoke rose above all the slopes and all the hills and shallows, until the whole atmosphere was darkened. At night, the scene is quite different. The column of smoke becomes a column of fire. We see fire in all forms. Here, there are solitary torches and flames winding from branch to branch; there, it's a moving wall, a long, line of fire, which lengthens, advances and devours everything in its path. I saw these places, after the fire had swept them away, without leaving any greenery. These plateaus, these meadows, these slopes and these hills then offer the spectacle of a very sad desolation and hurt the sight. The snows of winter finally come to cover all this nature with a shroud. This is its last and saddest image, a faithful and constant image, moreover, of all passing and earthly things. 

From the Sheyenne to the mouth of the Plate, there are 800 miles. Twenty-three rivers are passed successively. The principal ones are: the Rivière-blanche, to the south, which is 300 yards wide at its mouth; the Eau-qui-court, to the south; Rivière-à-Jacques, to the north; and Grande-Siouse, to the north; it is 110 yards wide. The Plate or Nebraska, to the southwest, is 600 yards wide at its mouth. Its distance from that of Missouri is 716 miles. Its bed is quicksand, far above its two great forks. It is wide and shallow. It waters an immense region and serves as its sewer. 

La Plate has its sources in the Côtes-Noires, the Montagnes-au-vent, the Montagnes-Rockeuses and the Montagnes-du-Parc in the north and in the middle. We follow its great valley and those of several of its tributaries to reach the mines of Colorado, in the basin of the Salt Lake, among the Mormons, in the Rocky Mountains. From there, one goes, by other branches of roads, in Nevada, Utah, California, Oregon, the territories of Washington, Idaho and Montana. La Plate has become the Golden Gate, or the main road to the gold mines of these various countries. 

The Rivière-blanche comes out of the Côtes-noires, it is the great sewer of the Mauvaises-Terres of the interior. I gave the description of it in an old letter. 

The Eau-qui-court river, or Niobrarah, owes its name to its rapid current. It also comes out of the Côtes-Noires, and takes its highest source in the high peak of the Peau-crue, in the vicinity of Fort-Laramée. It crosses the barren and sandy region, called Sand Hills. 

The Rivière-à-Jacques and the Grande-Siouse have their sources in a series of lakes and high prairie hills, in the same region of Lake Wini-Wakan, or Devil's Lake, at 48 degrees north latitude. 

The most remarkable mound in the space indicated is that of the Blackbird, great chief of the tribe of the Omahas, 177 miles above the Plate. Like Tchatka among the Assiniboins,1 he made himself the terror of his people. The Blackbird claimed to have received from the Great Spirit the power of life and death over his entire nation. This power consisted simply of a certain amount of arsenic that a white man had procured for him. The criminal accomplice was the first to fall into the trap of the barbarian chief, who wanted to keep the secret of his terrible medicine for himself alone. He poisoned most of his tribe, and like Chatka, he took his own life. I gave the story of the Blackbird in the first volume of my letters. 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1855, p. 430: History of Chatka. 


From the Plate River to the mouth of the Missouri, we have 716 miles to go. This space contains 32 rivers, which come to pay him the tribute of their waters. Here are the main ones: the Nishnebotany, to the north; large and small Nemaha, to the south; the Nodowa, to the north; Kansas, to the south. The breadth of Kansas at its mouth is 235 yards. It is navigable for steamships several hundred miles. The Rivière-grande, to the north, is 190 yards wide. The Osage to the southwest is 397 yards wide and navigable for a long distance. I mentioned it in my letters. The Gasconade and the Moreau are following her closely, on the same tack. I will add the last small river or creek, the Cold Water, which comes to pay its tribute to the Missouri, a short distance from the mouth, because it is this which waters the charming land of Saint-Stanislas, where is the Missouri Society of Jesus novitiate. 

The named tributaries who pay tribute in Missouri are 123 in number. The number of islands situated between Fort Benton and the mouth of the Missouri is 219. 

From the mouth of the Missouri to the sources of its three upper forks, we may reckon 3,700 miles. Add 1,253 miles, the distance from its outlet to the Gulf of Mexico, and you have a course of 4,953 miles. To Benton the steamboat navigation is 4,253 miles. Its current is rapid; its water is yellowish and muddy. Throughout its course, in spring and autumn, the main obstacles to its navigation are the numerous flats, sandbanks and snags, against which the boats strike and where they often find shipwreck or at least serious damage. The other obstacles are the rapids above Roche-Jaune, which are insurmountable when the water is low. There are no waterfalls or rocks in the whole distance I have just indicated. 

The magnificent meadows of alluvial land which border the river are for the most part of extraordinary fertility, and compose what is called the Missouri Basin. As regards fertility, a good portion of the upper part of the river in the vicinity of the Mountains must be excluded, where the region is barren and arid, subject to long droughts and frequent night frosts, which destroy the harvest. The total extent of the territory watered by the Missouri and its tributaries, to its junction with the Mississippi, is 500,000 square miles. 

The task I set myself is accomplished. I dare not flatter myself that I have succeeded, that I have done honor to my subject; but I have, at least, the assurance of having tried to give you an idea of our great American river and its attributes, with my little memories and my little impressions. There would doubtless remain much to add, if one wished to enter into all the details; but that would exceed the limits of a letter, which is already very long. I will add, in closing, that at the mouth of the Plate, one finds oneself in the midst of civilization and progress. One never ceases to admire, on both banks of the river, a succession of beautiful towns and beautiful villages, forges, mills, factories of different kinds. Everything tends to improve. There are new mansions and ancient forests, vast fields and pleasant meadows, with innumerable herds of domestic animals. Such is the aspect, until one arrives at the Gulf of Mexico. 

If there were a lawsuit between the Mississippi and the Missouri, as to who had the right to apply its name to the great river, the Missouri would win. At the place where the two rivers unite, it is wider than its competitor. The Missouri is the longest; it exceeds the other by more than 2,000 miles; it is he who provides the greatest abundance of water; it is he finally who gives to the great river, its current, its color, its healthy and beneficial waters and all its other attributes. The name stuck to Mississippi, because when it was discovered, Missouri was still unknown. Fr. Marquette only noted it ¹. 

¹ See in the Précis Historiques, 1859, p. 133, 51st letter from Fr. De Smet: Discoveries of the missionaries, and Tomb of Fr. Marquette. 


A word more about the animals and tribes that inhabit Upper Missouri. This is truly a hunter's paradise. Countless herds of bison still roam the plains. The grizzly bear and its fellow bears, the black and the brown, can be found anywhere in the undergrowth of the forests. We see the big horn in the steep places; the goat in the high plain; black-tailed and white-tailed deer in open grasslands and forest glades; moose in the valleys; one meets the white goats or sheep in the surroundings of the perpetual snows. Everywhere crazy sees the roosts of the badger, the fox, the mephitis or stinking beast, the wolf, the wolverine, the panther, the wild cat, the hare, the rabbit, the squirrels and the little prairie dogs. The beaver still exists in large numbers on the Missouri and all its upper tributaries; the otter, the muskrat and the porcupine meet there. Add to all this a list of birds: swans, pelicans, cranes, bustards, ducks, prairie roosters and hens, snipes and doves; and tell me if that's not enough to make a hunting enthusiast's mouth water! As I write these lines (June 4), the boat's hunters are bringing back the remains of three bison, four goats, a deer and a hare. 

Here are the Indian tribes which inhabit Upper Missouri and its waters: the Serpents and the Banacs occupy the Côtes-Noires and the sources of the Trois-Fourches; the Blackfoot are at the eastern base of the Rocky Mountains and into English territory; the Ravens occupy Roche-Jaune and the base of the Côtes-Noires; the Assiniboins roam the desert between Missouri and Red River from the north; the Arrikaras, the Gros-Ventres, and the Mandans occupy the lands of the Missouri on both sides, between the rivers Sheyenne and Roche-Jaune; the Sioux, the most numerous nation, occupy an immense territory, from the confines of Upper Canada to the north and west, as far as the Black Coasts: the Winnebagoes occupy a small reserve at the great detour of the Missouri; the Poncahs, Omahas, Ottos, Missouries, and Pawnees have also their peculiar reserve; the Sheyennes and the Rappalios traverse the high forks of the Plate and a large portion of the Colorado. 

I am sending you my draft which you will try, my dear Father, to unravel. I don't have time to transcribe it. I am near Fort-Berthold, where I will have to occupy myself with the instruction of three tribes united in a single large village, eager to hear the word of the Great Spirit. I will certainly not miss the job there, while I will wait for the opportunity to go among the Siouse tribes. 

Please remind me of my dear colleagues in Jesus Christ in Brussels. Pray for me. 

My reverend and dear Father, 
Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
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TRAVEL INCIDENTS ON THE MISSOURI 

SIXTY-NINTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

Fort-Berthold, June 24, 1864 (1,916 miles from Saint-Louis). 

My reverend and dear Father, 

This letter is the supplement to the previous one. I will give you some excerpts from my diary, to keep you informed of my mission, the progress and the incidents of my journey. 

At the Yantons agency, on May 25, the boat stopped for a moment, to give me the opportunity to visit a poor sick woman, and to confer the sacrament of baptism on two little children. 

The same day he stopped at Rendall, where six children received the same happiness. 

The next day, at the place where the boat took its supply of wood for the day, I entered the forest. The path led me to a small cabin not far from the river. The solitary inhabitant recognized me and greeted me in the most affectionate manner. He was surprised and happy with this happy meeting. He called his wild wife and they presented their two small children to me for baptism. 

On May 31, the boat stopped at Fort-Sully, the old Fort-Pierre, to unload part of its cargo. This stop gave me a few hours to give me a little movement, which I really needed after my long detention on the boat, and which I wanted to put to good use for the souls. The half-breeds invited me to the main hut, and immediately the mothers came running to regenerate ten of their children in the holy waters of baptism. 

The news of my arrival had immediately spread among two camps of Sioux Indians, the Chaudieres and the Yantonnais, who still observe a sort of neutrality and keep aloof from the hostile bands. The chiefs, in their turn, came to beg me to enter their homes, telling me "that the mothers had already gathered together with all their little children, to have them placed under the special protection of the Great Spirit." that is, to receive baptism. They had formed a large circle, in the open air and in the middle of the camp. I instructed them on the importance and necessity of baptism and on the principal articles of religion. They all seemed very attentive. 

An Indian assembly, in which it is a question of hearing the word of God or witnessing any other religious act, is always held in the most reverent manner, and is truly touching and uplifting. To see them on these occasions, one would imagine oneself to be among Christians rather than among unfortunate pagans. Before the instruction, the chiefs will not stop repeating to you: “Black-robed, give us strong words, because our hearts are very hard; we are ignorant like the animals of our plains; we really need to hear from you. Speak; we're listening." 

On the present occasion, I distributed 164 images, with the names of the patron saints and patronesses of baptized infants. I added to each image a medal of the Blessed Virgin, to be worn around the neck, as a mark of their baptism. They keep both with the greatest care. 

The chief of the Yantons, called the Man who strikes the reef, begged me, with the most earnest entreaties, to obtain for them an establishment for the instruction of their children. I promised him to represent their distress and their good wishes to the great chiefs of the Black-robes, that is to say, to the bishop and to my superiors, and I urged them to hope and to prepare for this great favor by a good life, which would draw upon them the blessings of the Great Spirit. I then informed them of the government's intentions towards them, of the disastrous consequences of the war, and I urged them to continue to keep the peace. 

On June 3, on the way, I saw sixteen lodges of Yantonnais, grouped on a hillside. They beckoned us to approach, and invited us to a council, to deliberate on the present difficulties of their country. They seemed irresolute and eager for news. They were also made aware of the misfortunes into which the war would lead the hostile tribes, and of the necessity of peace. 

As we advanced into enemy country, our crew had to be on the alert night and day, lest they be caught unawares. 

A word about the nature of the Indians in these parts will, I think, not be out of place. Our regular troops will encounter these wandering tribes of savage marauders, enraged against the whites. The Sioux number 5,000 to 6,000 warriors, mounted, for the most part, on ardent and bold steeds. War seems to be for them not only a need and a pastime, but the occupation par excellence of their lives. Indian tactics render the regular system of warfare impotent or almost entirely useless. They are here today, and tomorrow they are here. Suddenly, they cause a terror among the horses and the mules of the emigrants who cross the desert in long caravans, then one finds them again on the Missouri river, watching the passage of the boats to massacre and plunder the weak crews. The Indian is everywhere without being anywhere. These men assemble at the moment of battle, and they disappear immediately if the fortune of war seems to leave them. The Indian takes his wife and children to safety in some place removed from the desert and far from the theater of hostilities. He has neither towns nor stores to defend, nor a line of retreat to cover. It is not overloaded with baggage trains or pack horses. He only comes into action when the favorable opportunity presents itself, and never without having the advantage of numbers and position. The strategic science of civilization is therefore of little use when one seeks to operate against such a people. There is not a nation on earth more ambitious of martial renown, and who hold in higher esteem the brave traits of a valiant warrior, than the savages of these deserts. Their life seems to depend on it. A young man cannot occupy a place in the council, unless he has met his enemy on the field of battle. He who has the most hair is the most respected in his tribe. the circle of their wandering races. Every man among them is a warrior, and each seems to have an intimate conviction of his own bravery. 

¹ When a savage has killed an enemy, he removes part of the skin with the hair from the top of his head, and this is a trophy for the victor. 


As the boat advances, one sees, along the shore, numerous signs of the passage of large herds of bison. From June 4 to 7, without dismounting, our hunters shot ten buffaloes in the water and on the shore; six goats, a deer, a hare and two wolves. They took three live calves, which were bogged down and struggling in the mud. They are easily tamed. 

On the 9th the boat arrived at Fort Berthold, 1916 miles above the mouth of the Missouri. I stopped there to wait for news of the movements of the Sioux bands. I hastened to send them an express, to let them know of my arrival and my intentions. I expect their response within the fortnight; if it is favorable, with the grace of the Lord, I will make efforts to join them in the interior of the country. 

The three United Nations, the Gros-Ventres, the Riccaras and the Mandans, received me with the greatest cordiality. They seemed to be thrilled when I told them that I was going to spend some time in their village. The next day I assembled the principal Mandans and Gros-Ventres in one of their large lodges or mud houses, which have a circumference of about 150 feet and can contain more than 600 persons. I made known to them the reasons for my visit, which were to announce to them the word of the Great Spirit, to give baptism to all the little children who had not yet received it, to penetrate, if possible, among their enemies, the Sioux; to make an effort, in the name of the Great Spirit, to make them taste the words of peace that I brought from the President of the United States, Mr. Lincoln. I spoke for two hours. I was listened to with the greatest attention and the liveliest interest. The Manchurian Chief, or the Flying Eagle Warrior, ¹ in the name of the two tribes, addressed their reply to me, in clean and well-chosen terms, accompanied by truly remarkable gestures and oratorical dignity, which seem to be natural to the Indians of the plains. In his long harangue he particularly thanked me "for my goodwill or charity towards them," and expressed "the hope that all my advice and counsel would be strictly followed and observed." He ended by adding: “I repeat once again the desire expressed for several years: we are poor wretches and ignorant people; we want to know the way the Great Spirit wants us to walk on earth. Oh ! let the Black-Robes come and reside among us, to place us all, with our wives and our children, in this path of happiness, and we shall live!” 

¹ His height is six feet six inches. 


After the councils and the speeches, the Indian mothers entered the lodge with their little children, and placed themselves in a double and triple circle. What consolation! 204 children were regenerated in the holy waters of baptism. Everything happened in the best order, but not without noise. During the ceremonies, we were honored from time to time with a dizzying chorus. It was enough for a little savage, seized with terror at the approach of the Black Robe, to deploy the strength of his young lungs with shrill cries, to put all his little comrades on the same tune. There was then enough to split the ear. The dogs outside increased the din, adding to the cries of the children their frightful barking and howling. The day of the 10 was for me a very beautiful and very consoling day. The ceremonies filled it entirely. By dint of bending down with my heavy body, to give baptism, I could hardly move for several days in a row, met het geschot in den rug. 

On the 12th, I was invited by the Riccaras chiefs. After the calumet had been circulated, I opened the council, announcing to them the reasons for my presence. As among their confreres the Mandans and the Gros-Ventres, my words were received with religious attention and approved. The great Chief Net-soo-taka, or the White-Arrow-Hog, gave me a long and beautiful answer very appropriately. Then I had to listen and respond to a series of complaints against their enemies and against government agents. The meeting lasted about three hours. 

The men left the lodge and made way for the mothers and the little children. I placed myself in the center of the lodge, seated on a buffalo skin, and all the little children, 103 in number, were presented to me two by two for baptism. 

On the 13th we had an alarm in the camp. A band of Sioux was seen in the vicinity. After killing a Gros-Ventre, wounding a Riccara and stealing a few horses, they headed out to sea and escaped pursuit. 

I will add a circumstance which has greatly increased the respect of the Indians for our holy religion. Last year, owing to an excessive drought, the harvest had been very poor: barely enough seed had been collected for this year. In the hope of a better result, these poor people had then plowed, to sow it, about a thousand acres of land. Their only plowing implements were a few pickaxes, a few spades, pointed or hooked sticks, the shoulder blades of buffaloes. After having thus prepared this ground, they had sown it. Unfortunately, this year again, the spring had been without rain and even without dew. Their maize and other plants were not growing, and the hope of a good harvest seemed to fade again. The Savages were in desolation. At the meeting of the 12th, they begged me to implore Heaven's help to obtain abundant rain for them, which would fertilize their land. “Black-robed,” they said to me, “you have such great power; can't you make it rain a little too?” I answered them that I did not have this power, that the Great Spirit alone has it; that anything can be obtained from him through prayer. I urged them to have recourse to the Great Spirit, who is always ready to listen to humble and well-disposed hearts, since he himself tells us: “Ask and you shall receive. I added: “Let us implore Heaven together, and offer our hearts to God. I will say the greatest of all prayers (the mass). Let us all hope in the infinite mercy of the Great Spirit, always ready to grant help and protection to his children on earth, who strive to make themselves worthy of it. I offered to God the victim of propitiation. The next day, the 13th, the sky clouded over for the first time, and a soft and abundant rain fell at short intervals for about twenty-four hours. This happy circumstance fills all hearts with respect for the word of God, with hope and joy. On the 17th, we again had recourse to Heaven, and the Lord granted a second and good rain. These blessings seemed to make a deep impression on these poor Indians. 

They willingly and diligently attend all instructions. A large number of adults, especially old men and old widows, the sick and the blind, are preparing to receive baptism worthily. I find in them all truly admirable dispositions, and all the chiefs have already taken it upon themselves to remedy the vices and pagan superstitions which have hitherto desolated the three tribes. 

I shall never forget the assistance which has been so liberally accorded to me since my arrival at the fort by the worthy M. Gérard, employee of the establishment; by Mr. Pierre Garrot, interpreter; M. Gustave Cagnat, clerk, and by all the employees. I will not stop forming wishes for their happiness. May the Lord return to them a hundredfold their great goodness and benevolent charity towards me. 

I have alluded to the eloquence of our Indian orators. Here is the translation of the textual speech of the Petit-Marcheur, Mandan chief, to the Indian superintendent of this district: 
“My grandfather, we want me to speak to you. -- What shall I say? -- Once upon a time we were a mighty people, -- and what are we now? -- Talk to your agent; -- he visits us every year, -- he knows our number, -- he will say to you: -- “Alas! few Mandans survive. " -- What have they become ? -- What part of the earth do they occupy? -- My grandfather, cast your eyes on the meadow, when it is covered with a rich greenery of grass and enamelled with beautiful flowers of all colors, both pleasing to the sight and to the smell. Let the burning torch be thrown into this beautiful meadow, and once again cast your eyes on it and recall to your memory the happiness and the life which reigned there before the fire. The emblem of my nation will then present itself to your mind. My ancient and large village was the image of this beautiful prairie; -- my people were this rich verdant grass; -- our wives and children were those flowers. -- Smallpox is the torch that lit and destroyed our beautiful beds! The memory alone remains with us. -- We have buried hatred and the spirit of revenge. We no longer reproach the White for having carried the torch in our midst. 

“Death thinned our ranks. -- Today three different peoples form only one village. When the Riccaras and the Gros-Ventres are suffering and hungry, we take part in them. -- I heard the speeches that our allies addressed to you. -- I thought it my duty to add my weak voice, in the hope that you will take pity on us all and that you will protect us against the attacks of our enemies. -- Extend your powerful arm, and it will form a barrier strong enough that the Sioux will not attempt to pass; and we will sleep peacefully, without bows and arrows by our side. -- Assuredly, the strong and powerful will not listen in vain to the tears and sighs of the weak, who ask him for help; especially when the weak can attribute to the strong all their misfortunes and the decadence of their nation.” 

This language of the Petit-Marcheur is not without eloquence. 

I recommend myself to your good prayers, my reverend and dear Father, and to those of my dear colleagues in Jesus Christ. 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
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FAREWELL AND THANKS 

SEVENTY-TH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Ostend, June 2, 1865. 

My reverend and very dear Father. 

It is today, at 6 o'clock in the evening, that I am once again leaving my country, my family, my friends, my benefactors, my brothers in religion. Farewell, farewell to all, and probably forever, until the supreme rendezvous in heaven. 

This separation -- why should I not confess it? -- is not without some pain for my heart; but I hope to be able to work a little longer for the glory of God and the salvation of souls; and this is the supernatural magnet which attracts me far from dear Belgium and the affections which I met there. I always miss something when I am not in the midst of my good Savages: despite the benevolent welcome I receive everywhere, because of my apostolic mission, I feel a void everywhere, until I return to my dear Rocky Mountains. Then the rest is done, then I am happy. Hoec requires mea. You can easily understand this: after having spent a good part of my life among the Indians, it is among them that I wish to spend the few years which still remain to me ¹; it is among them also, if it is the will of God, that I wish to die. Oh ! it would be my last and greatest happiness on earth! 

¹ Fr. De Smet was born in Dendermonde on January 31, 1801. He left for America for the first time in 1821. When he arrived in Saint-Louis, on the Missouri, this town contained barely 3,000 inhabitants, of whom about 1,000 were Catholics; there was a bishop and a few priests. Saint-Louis counts today, out of 200,000 inhabitants, 80,000 Catholics; and this city contains 23 churches, a numerous clergy, schools and hospitals served by monks and nuns. 


Before setting foot on the steamer which will transport me from Ostend to London, I would like, my dear Father, through the organ of your Historical Summary, to thank once again my compatriots who have been so good to me, and in particular my benefactors. Thanks to Heaven, my trip to Europe was blessed; I leave happy, I leave happy. All those who are interested in my mission will learn with pleasure that I am taking with me thirteen young people and one of our Fathers. They are going to dedicate themselves to the great work of civilization through the Gospel, the only one that is possible, as I have seen everywhere, for nearly forty-five years of continual pursuits. With these companions, I lead to America four Sisters of Sainte-Marie, whose motherhouse is in Namur. You see, my dear Father, that the mission of the Rocky Mountains is in some way a Belgian mission, like that of Calcutta, whose missionaries give you such interesting details in your Précis Historiques. 

On Wednesday the 7th of this month, with the grace of God, we will embark from Liverpool for New York, on the steamer the City of New York. We hope to get there for the feast of Saint Louis de Gonzague. 

It remains for me, my Reverend and very dear Father, to ask you, and through your organ to ask your readers, for prayers and masses for our happy journey. It will be the ninth time that I will cross the great Ocean, under the protection of Heaven, with complete and filial confidence in the Star of the Sea, Stella maris, our good Mother to all. I will pray for all the people with whom I have been in contact; I will make the Savages pray for them. May we, one day, find ourselves all together in paradise! On earth, all is vanity, nothing entirely satisfies the heart; I have been able to convince myself of this so many times, having traveled and talked with men of all religions, of all opinions, of all ranks of society: believers, that is to say, children of the Church are the happiest; and it is also among them that we find the most who make others happy, without personal interest and out of pure devotion. 

Farewell, good Father, farewell! I will continue to write to you the reports of my races, to publish them in the Précis Historiques, if you deem it appropriate. From today, the travel diary will begin with the mention of our departure from Ostend. 

While waiting for me to send it to you from New York, if good Providence allows us to land there, I enclose to this letter a curious little sketch which I found in my notes. It is the tradition of the Indians on the rainbow ¹. It will be seen, by this account, that the biblical truth finds traditional monuments everywhere, even among the Savages of the countries furthest removed from all communication. How, after so many proofs of our holy and consoling religion, can there be unbelievers? This is what I have never been able to understand, and what I will never understand. 

¹ We will post this preview later. 


Accept, my Reverend and dear Father, the assurance of all my gratitude and all my friendship. Make these sentiments acceptable on my part to the families and to the religious communities that we have visited together. 

Your devoted brother in religion and in Jesus Christ. 
PJ DE SMET, SJ

 
﻿

	
 

	1865 - letter 71 - Indian tradition on the rainbow and the flood.

	
INDIAN TRADITION ON THE RAINBOW AND THE FLOOD 

SIXTY AND ELEVENTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET ¹ 

¹ His Majesty King Leopold, wishing to give a mark of his high benevolence to Father De Smet, who carried the name so far Belgium and the benefits of civilisation, has just named him a Knight of the Order of Leopold. 
On June 7, at 8 o'clock in the evening, Fr. De Smet, with twelve companions and four Sisters of Saint Mary, embarked at Liverpool for America. 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 


My reverend and dear father. 

Here is the opinion on the rainbow and the flood, which I found among the Lenni-Lennapes or Delawares, who inhabit the territory of Kansas in the United States of America. 

Sin-go-wi-chi-nâ-xâ ² is the name given to the rainbow by the Lenni-Lennapes, that is to say, the first people. This word is very significant; it includes a lot of things and it can hardly be translated. However, I will try to give the literal meaning. Sin-go-wi-chi-nâ-xâ signifies a wide and luminous circle, composed of several narrow circles, which all differ from each other in color, and which are nevertheless so blended that no dividing line can be observed. between them. 

² The letter x in the Delaware language is aspirated, as in Spanish the letter j. 


This is the tradition that this tribe still keeps. The rainbow dates from the earliest times. After the creation of the earth, the Great Spirit covered it with a bluish and azure vault. A great concern seized the heart of the Spirit-of-the-waters or Manitou-of-the-waters. He feared that the rain would no longer be able to penetrate this pure azure, and that, consequently, the element in which he liked and which granted him existence, water, was running out, he, the Spirit- des-eaux, abandoned and without a domain, he would become the object of scorn and ridicule in the midst of the other tutelary spirits of the earth. The Spirit of the Waters therefore made a humble appeal to the Great Spirit, begging him to be favorable to him and not to allow such a great calamity to come upon him. 

The plaintive words of the Spirit-of-the-Waters entered the bottom of the heart of the Great Spirit, who was filled with pity and compassion. This is why he deigned to open an attentive and benevolent ear to her speech. 

The Great Spirit therefore assured the Water-Spirit that his fears were groundless, and as proof commanded the Wind-Spirit, who dwells in the region where the sun sets, to blow with impetuosity. Immediately thick dark clouds appeared above the western horizon. They spread out to sea with great rapidity, until the azure of the firmament, which had so alarmed the Water-Spirit, had entirely disappeared. 

Then the voice of the Great Spirit was heard in the midst of the clouds. They were dull, deep, prolonged sounds, like the sound of roaring waves falling from a multitude of cataracts, falls and cascades. 

At the same moment, the Spirit-of-the-rain, brother of the Spirit-of-the-wind and of the Spirit-of-the-waters, was unleashed and spread its torrents. The waters fell and continued to fall until the rivers and lakes overran their limits and covered the face of the earth. The birds took refuge in the highest branches of the trees, and the animals reached the highest summits of the mountains. 

At this sight, the heart of the Water-Spirit became calm and tranquil again; he ceased to fear and to doubt. 

His submission was pleasing to the Great Spirit. He ordered the rains to stop and the clouds to disappear, at the sight of the luminous circle called Sin-go-whi-chi-nâ-xâ. 

Since that time, the Lenni-Lennapes salute the rainbow each time it unfolds, because they regard it as the sure mark of the benevolence of the Great Spirit. 

Such is, among the Delawares, the tradition of the rainbow, and it is evidently the tradition of the deluge. How did this knowledge come among these savages? This is God's secret. Let's worship him. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ

 

	
 

	1865 - letter 72 - From Ostend to New York, in 1865.

	
FROM OSTEND TO NEW-YORK - F. DE SMET'S LAST VOYAGE, IN JUNE 1865 

SIXTY AND TWELFTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels 

University of Saint-Louis, August 24, 1865. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

I have been back in Saint-Louis since the end of June. The multiplied work and the little indispositions which have overwhelmed me since have delayed my letter. According to the promise I made to you when I left Brussels, I will give you a brief sketch of my trip, although it does not offer anything very interesting. He was happy and quiet; that's saying a lot in a few words. 

I left Tronchiennes and Ghent, with my dear traveling companions, on June 2. About six o'clock in the evening, we embarked at Ostend and bade farewell to M. Montens, to my dear brother-in-law Charles Van Mossevelde, from Dendermonde, and to the other friends who had accompanied us to the pier. We found the weather fine and serene on the English Channel. 

The next day, around eight o'clock in the evening, we disembarked at the Quai Sainte-Catherine, in London. Father Mac Cann and a scholastic were waiting for us there with several cars. It took us about an hour to pass this area of modern great Babylon and get to Liverpool station. Around noon, the steam took us away. Everything was going perfectly: we had little time to contemplate the beautiful and rich countryside, the numerous towns, the large towns and villages; everything went like a flash. About six o'clock in the evening, we arrived at our destination, and went to camp at the Queen's Hotel. We were still pretty much on an empty stomach since Ostend. You can easily imagine that we honored the big roast beef and the other dishes that passed quickly through our hands. 

Our good Fathers of Liverpool had the most fraternal regard for us and overwhelmed us with friendship, kindness and charity. 

On the 7th, we bade them farewell. Father Provincial Weld and several other Fathers took us on board the beautiful new ship the City of New York. Around five o'clock in the evening, he weighed anchor and left the port. I had taken the precaution to stop, a fortnight before, our seventeen places. The first night, the steam engine broke down and the boat was stopped for several hours. The next day, in the morning, we anchored in the port of Queenstown, Ireland, to pick up passengers and the trunk. The number was then complete: it approached 450, in which all the nations of Europe and America were represented. 

Our crossing can be counted among the happiest that have been made: no storm, no accident, only three of my companions and three Sisters of Sainte-Marie were challenged by the inexorable Neptune, and submitted willingly despite the tribute. Everyone had to show his sad face and make gestures and grimaces that sometimes made people laugh. 

We saw a large number of whales, and some very close. They passed majestically on both sides of the ship and threw columns of foam from the nostrils. Other large sea fish were also very numerous. 

For several days the air was very crisp and cold. Everyone was in a hurry to get back into their winter clothes. No wonder: we were imperceptibly approaching the floating palaces that had detached from the icy pole. Several actually presented themselves to our curious gaze. Most of our passengers were enjoying this marvelous view for the first time; so they opened their eyes wide and seemed to be unable to tire of contemplating these transparent islands, until at last they disappeared into the distance. One of these islands had the appearance of a large amphitheater, seen from a quarter of a league away. 

Every day, a few sailboats and steamers were reported. The direct route from Liverpool to New York is very busy. In the event of an encounter, the flag of his nation is hoisted on either side, while the pilot continues to keep his eye on the compass, without deviating from a mark of his destination. Only at signs of distress do we approach and communicate. 

We had several foggy days in the vicinity of the Newfoundland Banks, where the cod fishery is carried on on a large scale. It is the region par excellence of mists and rains. I don't remember having been there once, in my seventeen crossings of the Atlantic, in calm and serene weather. Throughout the duration of the fog, night and day, every three or five minutes, the boat's great whistle was sounded to avoid any collision. 

On the 19th, very early in the morning, we were in sight of Sandy-Hook. The day before, the American pilot had gone on board with his junk of news and gazettes. On setting foot on the deck, he had found himself as if besieged by a mass of curious people, eager to know the great and recent events of the country. The leaves were devoured and discussed with ardour; for we had on board many politicians of the old and new hemisphere, and a large number of interested merchants. 

I learned, with satisfaction and consolation, that imperceptibly, after the sad and unfortunate American war, calm was beginning to reappear among the masses, and that good order and law, in spite of the extinction of slavery, gradually re-established in the states where secession had caused so much misfortune and so much damage. The spontaneity of spirit of the people of the South, which threw so many States into rebellion, likewise provoked a general rallying to the Union. Today, no one in the South seems to be thinking about anti-government businesses anymore. The majority of the people only ask for luck and the means to get up again. True politics must seek to ensure a solid peace and lasting prosperity. It is to be hoped that President Johnson will remove the resentful agitators, and then soon the return to the Union will make this country more beautiful, more prosperous, greater than it has ever been. But the more violent and widespread the fire, the longer it takes to dampen and extinguish it. The American tremor was large and disastrous in its effects; the wisdom of the people will know how to appease it in the long run. 

On the 19th, around nine o'clock in the morning, the City of New York entered the port of the great American metropolis, which today has more than one million one hundred thousand inhabitants. What first strikes the foreigner on arriving in New York is the splendor of the public establishments, the great hotels and the houses; it is its commerce and its prosperity, its luxury and its extravagance. The war was a gold mine for the city; major contracts have enriched it over the past four years. 

The day of our arrival, we dined at the College Saint-François-Xavier. Our French Fathers received us with the most perfect and fraternal cordiality. Their establishment is very prosperous and has nearly 500 students. He is very popular. The administration of the town, whose members are for the most part Protestants, granted him, in the course of the year, a subsidy of 20,000 francs. 

My companions needed movement; they gave themselves some by traversing the city and its environs, and by visiting the public establishments which offered the most interest. I had my little business to take care of. I obtained free entry to all our cases and all our trunks. The head of customs, to whom I presented myself with a good recommendation, was extremely polite towards me. 

On the morning of the 26th we took the railroad to Jersey City via Cincinnati, where we stopped for eight hours to visit our dear colleagues at St. Xavier's College. Finally, we arrived in Saint-Louis on June 29. It was the feast of Saints Peter and Paul. We were there in time to attend the solemn distribution of prizes which took place that day at the University. I was really thrilled to be at the end of my long races, with all my companions, safe and sound. I was moved to the bottom of my heart by finding myself in the midst of my dear brothers in Jesus Christ. I soon went to join them in the exercise room. There was a large audience to hear the speeches of the students and to witness the distribution of the prizes. To my great surprise and confusion, my return was announced there by clapping of feet and hands. I confess to you that at this moment I was far from being in my place. 

The old proverb tells us: Sunt bona mixta malis. This is indeed the current case in Missouri. We find ourselves there in a kind of uncertainty and fear. The Radical party has put itself, per fas et nefas, at the head of the state government; the new constitution, which was adopted by a very small majority and which is publicly announced as fraudulent, requires that the clergy of all religions, all professors of colleges and seminaries, and all teachers and mistresses of schools lend the oath "that never in the past have they spoken a word nor had any sympathy for the rebellion in the South." Our clergy generally agree that such an oath cannot be exacted. Besides, our authority does not emanate from the State, and we cannot, without compromising ecclesiastical authority, consent to take this oath. No Catholic priest in Missouri will lend it. The penalty for those who refuse to take this abominable oath is a $500 fine and imprisonment. The governor announced in a speech that he had the state prison expanded and that the law would be carried out on September 4. If this cruel law is really applied, our churches will have to be closed, and our colleges and schools will be ruined. The affair seems really serious, and it is at the same time so absurd, that I feel inclined to believe that the act will remain a dead letter and a black stain in the constitution, a stain which will not be long in reflecting on the culprits. 

However, these circumstances in no way deprive us of our ordinary tranquillity: everyone sticks to his job as if nothing was going on around us. It is said quite openly that it is the Catholic religion alone that is blamed. The persecution against her is long-standing; but the Church comes out of it more glorious and survives all her persecutors. In the meantime, we pray, and we await the results under the protection of the Lord. That his holy will be done is all we answer to our enemies; and this silence seems to vex the agitators, whose consciences are always troubled. There is no peace for those who hurt. 

A word on the Indians, and I'll finish. My indispositions and the season, which is already too advanced, prevent me from visiting my dear Indians this year. The war against the Indians in the plains of Missouri and its tributaries continues unabated. Congress has lately made an inquiry into the barbarous conduct of Colonel Chivington, accused of having ordered his soldiers, without the slightest provocation, the massacre of six hundred Sheyenne Indians, women, children, and old men. The poor unfortunates had come to the fort to renew their profession of friendship with the whites. 

Today's gazette announces to us the circular of General Connor, commanding the expedition against the tribes of the Roche-Jaune river and its tributaries, by which he regulates the policy to be kept vis-à-vis the Indians. The general enjoins his troops to relentlessly pursue these unfortunates, without ever parleying, and not to leave a track before having reached and punished them. “They must first be severely punished,” he adds; we shall then see whether, by their good conduct, they are worthy of escaping complete annihilation.” It's still the same policy. The cruelties committed against them will inevitably bring reprisals, and the promised extermination will inevitably follow... I hope to see these poor tribes again soon. 

In union with your sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be, 
My reverend and dear Father, 
Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ

 
﻿

	
 

	1866 - letter 73 - Note on Fr. Pierre Arnoudt.

	
FATHER PIERRE ARNOUDT 

SEVENTY-THIRD LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, January 10, 1866. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

At the end of March or the beginning of April, I intend to leave for the Rocky Mountains. In the meantime, I send you a few more notes. 

In the month of July of the year 1864, we lost our venerable colleague and my dear compatriot, Father François-Xavier De Coen ¹; the following year, in the same month, we suffered another very significant loss with the death of one of the oldest and most respectable members of the Missouri province, Father Pierre Arnoudt, also a Belgian. You see that we are responding to the cry of Saint Francis Xavier, who wrote to Saint Ignatius: “Send me some Belgians.” 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1865, page 28. 


He was a man deeply versed in the interior life, an accomplished spiritual director. His name is known in America and Europe, because he is the author of a recent volume on the Imitation of the Sacred Heart of Jesus ², to which the Father General of the Society of Jesus gave his highest approval, with the very sincere desire to see the book printed for the spiritual well-being of the faithful. 

² In his letters, Father Arnoudt speaks of four booklets he composed. The first, in English, has chastity as its object, and it is entitled in Flemish: Het Vermaek van Jesus; the second is the Imitation, now published in Latin, English, Spanish and French; the third: Verscheide Woonplaetsen in het Hert van Jesus; and the fourth: De Eerlijkheid van het heilig Hert van Jesus. 
(Editor's note.) 


Pierre Arnoudt was born on May 17, 1811, in Moere, in the diocese of Bruges. From his earliest youth, he nourished the ardent desire to embrace the priestly state, and he disposed himself to it by the constant practice of the Christian virtues and by an assiduous application to the study of belles-lettres. He finished his course in humanities at the Saint-Joseph college in Turnhout, founded by the honorable Mr. Pierre De Nef, who himself directed it for a large number of years, until he could recover from it. care for the Fathers of the Society of Jesus. 

The name of De Nef is in very high veneration in our western American provinces. This excellent man employed all his energy, his talents and his means in the education of pious young people, the great number of whom faithfully repaid his favors by placing themselves under the standard of the Cross, as worthy secular priests or fervent religious. Several hundred of his grateful followers attended his funeral. This holy man delighted in kindling the pious ardor of zeal for souls in the young hearts of his students. De Nef was overjoyed whenever he discovered among them chosen souls burning with the burning desire to carry the faith to distant regions. America owes him the Druyts, the D'Hoops, Van Lommel, Blox, Van Zweeveld, Bax, etc., whose names will always be blessed in the regions they have evangelized. I could add the names of many other missionaries, students of Saint Joseph's College, who work with the greatest fruit in the sign of the Lord, and still travel the country from the shores of the Atlantic to the Pacific Sea. 

It was in this house of blessing that young Arnoudt's great aspiration had been nurtured. With the approval of his venerable director, he entered the Society of Jesus on December 31, 1835, and soon afterwards he went to the distant mission of Missouri ¹. 

¹ Father Arnoudt's elderly mother still lives in Couckelaere with a daughter and four sons. They are small farmers. Each year, in the month of September, she received a letter from the pious missionary. In the early days, he sent his news more often. Forty-six autograph letters from Father Arnoudt are kept in Couckelaere. This good mother recounted the vocation of her son almost in these naive terms: 
“Our Pierre was so good (zoo spawns), and he learned so willingly. They came to say (the priests) that he should study, and they took him to Thielt. When he had spent a year or two there, then it was said that he had to go even further; and they sent him very far, to the other end of the country, I don't know where. When he had been there for some time, it was said that he was going to America to become a missionary. Father does not want it; but in the end we consented, when he came with a priest (the same teacher) who knew how to speak so well that we let him go; and they departed together **. He wrote us such beautiful letters! ( 
Editor's note.) 
* To Turnhout, where a professor in Thielt sent him. 
** The same professor left for the novitiate of Nivelles, and Father Arnoudt for America. 


Having finished his novitiate at Saint-Stanislas, near Saint-Louis, the young Arnoudt spent several years in various colleges, distinguishing himself everywhere as much by his piety, by the strict and religious observance of the rules, as by the assiduous application to the high studies and by the extent of his classical talents. He was ordained a priest in 1843. From that moment he felt more and more led to a life of recollection and interior union with his divine and tender Saviour. His devotion led him above all to an ardent love of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. All his desires and all the aspirations of his life seemed to be concentrated on making known and spreading among the faithful the hidden treasures of this divine Heart. 

During a dangerous illness, Father Arnoudt vowed “that if the Lord should restore him to health, he would work with renewed and increased zeal and fervor for the propagation of this precious and holy devotion. We can say that he worthily fulfilled his promise. The work he wrote on the Sacred Heart was ready in 1846, and obtained the approval of the superiors in Rome, where he had sent his manuscript before publishing it. By a special disposition of divine Providence, which seemed to want to test the humility and patience of his servant, the manuscript was mislaid, and for fifteen years the good Father did not learn the slightest news of it. In this long interval, not a word, not a word of complaint ever escaped him. He devoted all his time to the advancement and literary instruction of his young colleagues, to retirement, to the constant practice of prayer and union with God. 

In 1854, Father Arnoudt was admitted to solemn vows. A short time later, a change of place and occupation procured him more favorable occasions for communicating to different religious communities and to secular congregations the treasures of graces which overflowed in his heart. By the expressions which sometimes escaped him in the direction of souls, one noticed, in his last years, that he had reached a very high degree of prayer. 

To give an idea of the virtues he practiced, I will quote an extract from a letter from one of our Fathers, who lived for a long time with him in the same house. “It was during the last four years of Father Arnoudt's life,” he said, “that I had the intimate and constant opportunity to know well and to be able to fully appreciate the personal qualities that distinguished him. I have often admired his great good sense, the most precious among social virtues. However, knowing the soundness of his judgment and the clarity of his perception, one could not expect to find a different result. Arnoudt was really a man of advice. Those who had the good fortune to consult him as spiritual director can attest that, no matter the perplexity and the difficulty in which they found themselves, his answer not only consoled and reassured them, but, at the same time, brought to their minds the firm and intimate conviction that the Lord had spoken through the mouth of his servant. Hence, his decisions in spiritual matters were always accepted as final. 

Exactly, yes even severe towards himself, Father Arnoudt was gentle towards others. He placed duty above all other considerations; and, in the performance of this duty, he had regard neither to person nor to rank; but he showed, by the holy freedom of his speech, that a nobler and loftier principle guided him in speech and action. 

He was obliging and affable in his manners. Although he loved solitude, he was always cheerful and sociable in conversation. He considered it a duty to make his relations with his colleagues a source of interest and recreation. He was invariable in his dispositions; in him, it was rather the result of a virtuous effort on himself than a blessing of nature. Naive in character, he had a horror of anything approaching hypocrisy and lack of righteousness. He was a true disciple of the Lord, whose lessons he had studied so well, and whose whole life was reflected in his every action; he possessed the simplicity of a child and the wisdom of a man of God. Allow 

me to add a final tribute to the memory of our dear confrere in Jesus Christ, it is the testimony given to the deceased by the illustrious Archbishop of Cincinnati. Here are his own words: 
“I bless the Lord to have had the opportunity to make the acquaintance of a priest so deeply imbued with the spirit of his divine Master, so zealous and so able to excite, in the souls he directed, the love of Our Lord, the principal object of his devotion and the subject of his instructions being the Sacred Heart of Jesus. His book, in four parts, on the plan of the Imitation of Jesus Christ by Thomas à Kempis, will always attest to his deep knowledge of the mysteries of graces and love contained in this divine Heart, and the immense benefits received by his worshiper. faithful and fervent. The religious communities of our diocese, although much favored and very grateful to the other Fathers of the Society of Jesus, who give them annual retreats, will particularly regret the death of Father Arnoudt. They will never forget the admirable instructions he so often gave them on the interior life, on the duties and obligations of their holy vocation, on the necessity of tending continually to mold their own hearts on the Sacred Heart of Our Lady. Lord and on that of his blessed Mother, and the great treasures, finally, that they would gain for heaven by fidelity to their holy vows. In my reflections, adds the Archbishop, on the day of his burial, I imagined the Heart of Jesus speaking to Father Arnoudt, and saying to him, as God said to Saint Thomas Aquinas: "Thomas, you have written of me. What reward do you want? And Father Arnoudt replied: “None other than yourself, O Sacred Heart of Jesus! In his long illness, which was a dropsy, Father Arnoudt edified all those who had the good fortune to approach him . 

His patience, his humility, his gentleness, his charity, all these virtues were manifested in all his words and in all his religious bearing. He peacefully surrendered his beautiful soul into the hands of his divine Saviour. 

Among the little relics carefully preserved after his death by his affectionate confreres, there is one which reveals at a single stroke the greatness of his progress in purity of heart. It is a pledge written with his own hand, “never to commit a venial sin willfully;” as also the vow "to propagate the devotion to the Sacred Heart," and the copy of his simple vows, which was enclosed in a bronze cross which he had carried for a great number of years. 

In union with your holy Sacrifices and prayers, I have the honor to be, 

My Reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ 

PS We found among the manuscripts of Father Pierre Arnoudt: 1° an epic poem in Greek verse (about 1,200 lines); -- 2° a collection of Greek odes; -- 3° a Greek grammar; -- 4° the Glories of Jesus, -- 5° the Delights of the Sacred Heart of Jesus; -- 6° a collection of retreats under the title: Abodes of the Sacred Heart of Jesus.
 
﻿

	
 

	1866 - letter 74 - Brother Jean De Bruyn among the Osages.

	
BROTHER JEAN DE BRUYN 

AMONG THE OSAGES 

SEVENTY-FOURTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

It is addressed to Canon De Lacroix, in Ghent. 

It will soon be fifty years since Canon De Lacroix, the zealous director of the Propagation of the Faith at Ghent, was among the savages. This venerable Belgian ecclesiastic began the mission of which Father De Smet speaks in this letter addressed to him. Leaving these places so dear to his heart, the worthy canon entrusted this vineyard of the Lord to the Society of Jesus. 

The letter contains, in addition to a tribute of gratitude, two parts: a general idea of the state of the mission among the Osages, and a note on a Coadjutor Brother, Belgian by birth, who has just died in the odor of holiness in Kansas. We add a complementary note on the stormy and unedifying youth of the deceased, who became, in a quite providential way, an object of mercy first, and then of the predilection of the Lord. 
University of Saint-Louis, November 30, l865 ¹. 


¹ On February 6 of this year, Father De Smet wrote to us from the University of Saint-Louis: 
"My departure for the wild countries will take place, in all probability, during the course of the next month, or at later at the beginning of April. As all the natives of the Plains are raised against the United States, we shall have many dangers to run; and I take the opportunity of this letter to commend us in a very special way to your holy sacrifices, and to the prayers and pious memories of the friends and benefactors of our missions. 
I have received several urgent invitations from the Indians, who are well disposed. With the help of God and under the aegis of holy obedience, I will once again travel through the immense desert, in search of the many pagan tribes, to announce to them the consoling word of the gospel. Many have a burning desire to know and follow this holy word. May all these poor tribes, lost and seated in the shadow of death, when the grace of the Lord calls them, enter joyfully into the sweet fold, the only port of salvation; and, docile to the good law, become worthy and humble children of God! ( 
Editor's Note.) 

Very Reverend Sir. 

It is a very dear duty that I have come to accomplish. Since my return to Saint-Louis, I have had and maintained the intention of writing to you. A few small indispositions, caused by my last and long journeys, and quite a few things to take care of, after such a long absence, have made me put off the fulfillment of this sweet obligation. 

I 

I will begin, Canon; by renewing all the gratitude I owe you; and I renew it in the name of all our missionaries among the Indians. We thank you all heartily for the benevolence and great charity that you have always shown to the success of our missions, and above all for the material assistance that you have granted them with such eagerness, through the beautiful Work of the Propagation of the Faith. 

On my arrival in Saint-Louis, I had the opportunity to pay my respectful homage to our very worthy Archbishop, and to thank him personally for the authorization granted to receive the 2,000 francs from the Association of Lyon, registered in her name. Msgr. the Archbishop authorizes me to write to Your Reverence "that he willingly allows for the future, in view of the great needs of our Indian missions in the high plains of Missouri and the Rocky Mountains, to use his name for the transmission of funds that the Propagation of the Faith would like to continue to allocate to the maintenance and increase of our missions among the savage tribes. Very Reverend Sir, allow me to take the liberty of recommending to you the continuation of the assistance which you have so generously begun in favor of our missions . 

I dare to hope at the same time that M. de C...., de T...., will also want to grant us his benevolent mediation with the gentlemen of the Propagation of the Faith, in favor of our work among the Indians. We will always testify to you, M. le Canon, and to all our benefactors, the most sincere and lively gratitude. 

To the 2,000 francs granted through you, I had the good fortune to see another 5,500 francs added. These two summons together were able to provide a fine shipment of provisions, clothing, agricultural implements, etc., etc., to help the missions in their pressing needs. I had the great satisfaction to learn that everything arrived in good condition at its destination. The missionaries make me their interpreter to express their gratitude to the benefactors; they will not cease, with their dear neophytes, to pray for their happiness. 

The Indian mission among the Osages, once watered by your sweat, and where you were the first priest to announce the divine word to these barbarians, still exists and thrives. You probably still remember, Canon, the desert you traveled as a missionary in your youth, a desert so solitary, so beautiful and so wild at the same time. His face was completely changed. It is the state of Kansas which today occupies this vast solitude. He is well on his way to temporal prosperity, and also, I may happily add, to spiritual prosperity. The number of its inhabitants, already very considerable, is increasing day by day. Towns and villages rise there as if by magic, and are already in great number; everywhere immense lands are subjected to agriculture. The Church there also made rapid progress under the administration of Msgr. Miège, Apostolic Vicar since 1851. There are already twenty priests, twenty-five churches, thirty-five stations where divine services are celebrated; about fifteen establishments run by monks and nuns. I pity the poor Indian tribes, surrounded and pressed on all sides by whites of all sects: the poor unfortunates feel this more and more. They seem unable to live under modern, Americanized civilization; as the snow melts before the sun, these children of the forests and the plains disappear at the approach of the whites, who bring them only their vices and their depravity. 

All the news which comes from the mission of the Osages, where you were the precursor of the missionaries, must please you. I therefore propose to give you here some edifying details on the life and death of one of our compatriots, Jean de Bruyn, Coadjutor Brother of our Society of Jesus, born in Antwerp on July 25, 1814, entered the Society on July 30 October 1842. He made his last vows on August 15, 1855, and died on November 4, at the mission of Saint-François de Hieronymo among the Osages, in Kansas. 

This good Brother deserves a notice, which will not fail to console and edify his family and all those to whom it may be communicated. I sketch it on the data that I have just received from the missionaries who serve this mission, and under whom the good Brother Jean lived for a great number of years. They therefore deserve all confidence. 

II 

The Reverend Father Ponziglione, missionary among the Osages, wrote to the Reverend Father Provincial: 
“On the 4th of November, Brother Jean De Bruyn died. We have every reason to hope that he passed from this earth to heaven. 

Since entering the Company, her life has never ceased to be edifying and exemplary, filled with Christian and religious virtues. The memory of good Brother Jean will always remain a blessing in these parts. His virtues, eminent in their holy simplicity, attracted the attention and admiration of all his colleagues and of all the people outside, Indians and whites, who had the good fortune to come into contact with him. His piety, humble and simple, his universal charity, his prompt obedience to the orders of his superiors were always very remarkable; and his unfailing patience, as well as his religious resignation to all that obedience imposed on him, were at all times and in all places Christianly heroic. According to the testimony given to him by his superiors, he was for all a true model of religious perfection. 

Here is what happened between Brother Jean and his spiritual director, immediately after the latter had administered the last sacraments to the patient, who received them with feelings of the deepest veneration and the liveliest piety. When he had made his thanksgiving, Brother Jean asked his confessor if the community, which had been present at his administration, had left the room. On the affirmative answer, he gave him the following communication: 
“Father, I was a poor and miserable sinner in my youth. However, I cannot hide from you, at this supreme moment, ready to breathe my last and to appear before my God and my judge, that the Lord has condescended to grant me, despite my unworthiness, great favors. 

“During my stay in the novitiate house of St. Stanislaus in Missouri, I was walking one day in the garden and I was in a great disturbance of spirit, resulting from an order which I had received from the superior of occupy myself with a job which I dragged myself to with great reluctance. Suddenly, I see before my eyes a crown of thorns. This sight strikes me, without my being able to understand how the crown came there. I compare it to that which Our Lord Jesus Christ wore during his passion. In the midst of these reflections, the crown disappears. This view has since imprinted itself so deeply on my memory that I have never lost sight of it; and, in all the troubles and in all the difficulties that I experienced afterwards, I have always resigned myself to the holy will of God.” 

“Another day, while I was praying in the old chapel of the novitiate, the building seemed to open, and I thought I saw the Queen of Heaven lifted into the firmament. This good Mother gave me a look full of kindness. The vision lasted only a moment; it has also served as an encouragement to me to overcome with eagerness all the spiritual difficulties that I have had since, and to help me to persevere in the holy service of the Lord.” 

He also told his confessor this last, very remarkable fact: “About ten years ago, while I was sweeping your room, my eyes fell on an image of the Blessed Virgin hanging on the wall; and at the same moment, the Mother of God appeared to me. I saw it as distinctly as I see you here, Father. This signal favor granted to me caused me great confusion. I prostrated myself on my knees, making an effort to speak to the Blessed Virgin; but, in my confusion, my speech failed me and I could not utter a word. Then the Mother of God gave me a consoling and tender look, and she disappeared. The sweet remembrance of this great favor has further helped me to bear all the spiritual desolations and all the difficulties which have since presented themselves.” 

He ended by saying, "I am filled with confusion at the thought that the Lord has bestowed such great favors on me, so unworthy." I have done so little in his holy service! » 

» I give you these facts, adds the Reverend Father Ponziglione in his report, as I received them from the very mouth of good Brother Jean, two days before his death. Here, in our community, all his confreres, constant witnesses of his great prudence and profound humility, all give credence to the stories he told on his deathbed, to honor and glorify the holy mercies of the Lord and the glory of the Immaculate Virgin Mary. 

The death of our Brother was very calm, despite his suffering. His last act was to kiss the crucifix and the image of the Blessed Virgin; then to press them devoutly against his heart, and to beg those present to lift him up a little. He died in our arms. 

We dare to hope and we express the intimate conviction that the good Brother Jean passed from our arms into those of his divine Creator, to be admitted into the heavenly homeland, and to receive the eternal reward of his virtues. 

The day before his death, with a smile on his lips, he had said to his superior: 'Life among the Osages is very hard and very thorny; however, I have never ceased to cherish it. I die in the height of happiness: I die in the Society of Jesus.” 

These are the edifying details given to me by Father Ponziglione on the religious life of good Brother Jean De Bruyn. 

All that I was able to learn about the antecedents of this good religious, before his entry into the Company, was that he was a soldier in the Belgian army, a gardener in a campaign at Deurne or Borgerhout; that he was coming out of a hospital in Antwerp, where he was spoken of with the greatest praise, when Mgr. Van de Velde, being in Belgium in 1842, received him into the Company. 

I end, Canon, by asking you to present my respectful homage to His Grace Mgr. the bishop of Ghent, to the president of the seminary, and to MM. Canons Van Boxelaere and Helias. 

In union with your holy sacrifices and prayers, I have the honor to be, with the deepest respect and most sincere esteem, 

Most Reverend Sir, 
Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ 


III 

God is wonderful, in the effects of his mercies! The life of Brother De Bruyn, which had become so edifying and crowned by such a beautiful end, had started very badly. We have drawn from reliable sources the following details on his early years, his vocation and his conversion. 

Jean De Bruyn was born in Saint-Willebrord, a suburb of Antwerp, surrounded by the new enclosure. The house where he was born is not far from the Stuivenberg cemetery. He came from a family of gardeners and was the fourth of six children. 

In his youth, he distinguished himself only by his unedifying conduct; he was the despair of his excellent family. When all the children went to mass, he alone did not go; he was not fulfilling his religious duties. 

As he fell to the lot to polish the military conscription, his parents redeemed him; but he enlisted as a substitute and continued the same way of life in the regiment. 

One day, he receives the news that his mother is mortally ill. He comes to see her. The good woman, who had always particularly loved Jean, shows him her affection again and gives him some money for his petty pleasures. She dies shortly afterwards. 

This death had shaken the soldier a little. He was heard to say that it was necessary to do penance. God was planning another stroke of his grace. 

One day when Jean was on guard, a storm broke out. The soldier is terrified. “It seemed to me,” he said, “that the lightning bolts were serpents of fire rushing towards me. I exclaimed: “There is no longer any sky for me! there is no more sky for me!” -- Since that day dates his conversion. He was no longer the same man. 

Soon the soldier returns to his homes. He brings back a patent of honor, which he had deserved in the practice of the baton. This patent is framed and hung on the wall of the paternal house. 

It seems that he was never attached as a gardener to a countryside: he worked at home and a little with the priest. 

From then on, when his former companions came to see him, they recognized his complete change from his first words: he apologized to those he had scandalized. 

Villagers report that, on his return from the army, he had to wait for the occasion of a mission given to Merxem, to receive absolution. 

He made frequent visits to the parish priest of Saint-Willebrord, Mr. Kumps, who for more than fifty years has fulfilled the functions of the holy ministry in this parish. This good old man loved her very much. "I never knew a better servant," he said, "he did everything he was told." Jean went to confession almost every week, and courageously put himself above human respect. In summer, in the evening, he retired to his room at seven o'clock; and at ten or eleven o'clock he was still found in prayer. It is believed that he went to bed fully clothed. In the morning, at the first ring of the bell, he left the house and went to church. Formerly, on carnival days, he usually went to Mechelen, Brussels or some other place to indulge in wild rejoicings. Since his return, he continued to be absent at this same time; but we have since learned that it was to retire to La Trappe de Westmalle. 

The parish priest of Saint-Willebrord made him enter as a servant with the Sisters of Charity, place de Meir, in Antwerp. He soon made himself loved by everyone. 

He dreamed of entering La Trappe as a monk; but, as he said to his parents, he wanted a place where he was farther from them, in order to be able to indulge in his penances more at his ease. When, in 1842, Mgr. Van de Velde, bishop of America, came to Belgium, Jean De Bruyn presented himself to him to be received into the Society of Jesus. He was admitted by this bishop on October 30. 

From that moment, if he met someone who had known him formerly, he asked forgiveness for his bad examples. Having one day met a man whom he had previously, with others, sometimes angered by giving him a nickname, he threw himself on his knees before him and implored his forgiveness. He commended himself to the prayers of pious people. 

The day of his departure for America, there was a celebration in the family. All the members were together. John already had the religious habit. He asked his relatives and friends for forgiveness for the scandals he had given them; then he gave them all a long and touching exhortation, and told them that they would see him no more on this earth. At the moment of leaving the house, he forbade anyone to accompany him to the port, crossed the yard dancing, and turned to cry once more: "Adieu, father, brothers and sisters, into the next life!" 

At the Scheldt, he found several people whom he had known at the Sisters of Charity and who had come to give him this last token of affection. When the boat left the port, he greeted them, waving his handkerchief, until he was out of sight. 

Later, we received two letters from him. One was given to her family when she returned from the funeral of Jean's father; the second, when she was returning from the funeral of one of her brothers. 

At the time of leaving his paternal home and Europe, Jean wanted to remove the certificate hung on the wall; his brother opposed it; but John removed it and put in its place, in the same frame, an image of St. Francis Xavier, which is still preserved there. 

He left twenty-three years ago; but many people have kept his memory. On Sunday, December 31, the parish priest spoke about him in the congregation .
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SAVAGE CIVILIZATION - POTTOWATOMIES, FLAT-HEADS, HEARTS-OF-ALENE KALISPELS 

SEVENTY-FIFTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

At the time when we publish this letter, Father De Smet must once again be in the midst of the Savages. We read in the Guardian, newspaper of Saint-Louis d'Amérique, on May 19: “Father De Smet's many friends will be happy to learn that news relating to his trip has arrived from Upper Missouri. The ship touched down in Yankton City on May 1 despite delays caused by rising waters, winds and machinery maintenance. All the passengers were in good health and perfectly well. Father De Smet has promised us reports from his new trip. In the meantime, we will publish the notices he sent us before his departure from Saint-Louis. 

Saint-Louis, March 1866. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

The mission of Sainte-Marie among the Pottowatomies was my first enterprise among the Indians, in 1838. I often spoke of them in my first letters. They gave me and continue to give their missionaries many consolations. I am going to give you here the result of the visit I made to them in the autumn of 1864, on my return from my last excursion among the Indians of Upper Missouri. I send you, although a little late, these notes. I found great changes. The Pottowatomies, finding themselves surrounded and squeezed by the Whites on all sides, had to submit to the demands of the weather. I fear that this mixture of whites and Indians will, in the long run, be detrimental to the latter. History, in this respect, is far from favorable to them. 

The moment has finally arrived when the Pottowatomies will lose that independent nationality which they received from their ancestors, and when they will forever be confused with the citizens of the United States of America. It would be more than useless for them to think about avoiding this unfortunate catastrophe. This great event, as it was easy to foresee according to the natural course of affairs, was gradually prepared and finally decreed in the counsels of divine Providence. 

The government of the United States had long intended to extend its domination over this vast territory between the Atlantic Ocean and the Pacific Ocean. The civil war, instead of delaying, accelerated the movement. The vast country west of the Missouri, which only a few years ago was inhabited exclusively by Indian tribes, is now divided into various states and federal territories. The Indians thus found themselves in immediate contact with the whites, who coveted their beautiful lands. Each tribe was at first confined within narrow limits, called Indian reservations; then the most civilized were forced to renounce the right of common property, to divide among their different members a portion of the common land, and to sell the rest to the whites, who came to colonize them. 

Two years ago the Pottowatomies were compelled by circumstances to make a treatise of this kind. They had either to divide their lands or seek a new habitation in the plains of the desert. The leaders of the Catholic party accepted the conditions of the treaty proposed to them; while the prairie Indians, the pattowatomie band, who had never wanted to listen to the words of the gospel, would not hear of it. The consequence was that the Catholics had their lands; each head of the family received for his part 160 arpents, and the other members each 80 arpents. A square mile was further reserved for each chief who signed the treaty. The people of the prairies had a portion in common. This whole affair excited much discontent among them; they burst into violent reproaches against our neophytes, and even came to frightful threats. But all was useless: the treaty was ratified in Washington. 

Immediately after ratification, men were sent out to survey the land. These surveyors, we must do them justice, were honest: they proceeded to the division of the lands with the greatest impartiality. Under the treaty, the Indians had the right to choose the most suitable place, each according to his taste. This right was recognized and scrupulously respected. Our neophytes were happy with the change, which put an end to their wandering life and ensured a permanent home for their posterity. "At last," they exclaimed, "a soft light shines in our eyes." Until now we were only travellers, or rather vagabonds on earth; we trod under our feet a ground which did not belong to us; we were building houses, we were clearing land that the next day was going to be taken from us. As soon as we were established in a place, we were forced to penetrate further into the desert. Today we took a step towards stability. Soon the line of demarcation which separated us from civilized peoples will be entirely obliterated, and we will have the honor and the consolation of being ranged among the citizens of the great republic, founded by the immortal Washington. Their joy was not 

without cause; but perhaps they did not foresee all the dangers. Poor Indians! we mingle our joy with theirs; but, at the same time, the future does not leave us without anxiety. We believe that, given the circumstances, they chose the best course; but that takes nothing away from our apprehensions. 

Although our good Pottowatomies have made considerable progress in the direction of civilization, yet there is still much to be done, especially in a country where they come into contact with people without principles and without remorse. They will be forced to become citizens of the United States; and, once citizens, they will no longer receive the small sum of money which the government paid them each year. They will no longer have in their service either doctors or craftsmen, without it costing them an obol. Moreover, they will have to pay the citizen's tax, which the civil war has made so exorbitant. Are they prepared to face all these demands? Will they have the art and the precaution to save part of the fruit of their industry, to supply so many needs which are now unknown to them? Alas! thereupon, though we are not without hope, neither are we without fear. Our confidence is in God alone, who we hope will not allow the fruit of the sweats of our missionaries, for so years, be annihilated. 

However, our brave Indians live happily on the lands which have been assigned to them. They have in their possession the most beautiful portions. Many live comfortably. One could hardly distinguish between their farms and those of the whites, their neighbours. Since scattering, their health has generally improved; there are no longer so many deaths. The Pottowatomies may be said to have abandoned all the habits of the savage Indians; whites regard them as good neighbours. Americans, Frenchmen, Canadians, Irishmen, Germans have married their daughters and give them the example of work and industry. But what consoles the heart of the missionary the most is that they are docile to his voice. Their presence at church, despite the long distances they have to travel to get there, is rarely lacking. There are those who have to walk ten, twelve, fifteen miles, and that in the heart of winter, to come to mass. They often purify themselves at the tribunal of penance, and for the most part bring to the Holy Table a sincere and tender piety. 

The Sainte-Marie mission has two schools, one for boys, the other for girls. That of the boys has more than a hundred pupils; that of the girls, nearly a hundred. The devotion of the Ladies of the Sacred Heart, who devote themselves to the education of young Pottowatomies, is above all praise. About the time of my visit they made a great loss in the person of Mrs. Marianne O'Connor, who had devoted about twenty-four years to the service of Indian girls. His zeal, his patience in the midst of continual suffering, his unalterable serenity until the moment of his agony, have made his memory imperishable in all hearts. She rests in the cemetery of the mission, mixing her ashes with those of her dear Indians. 

You will remember, no doubt, that in the spring of 1864, I obtained a small colony of four nuns of Providence, from Montreal in Canada, who, filled with Christian charity, courageously offered themselves to devote themselves to the conversion and welfare of the Indians. These worthy Sisters arrived in the Rocky Mountains in good health during the fall of the same year. I recently received a letter from the superior of the missions in which he announces to me that they work with the greatest zeal in the mission of Saint-Ignatius among the Flatheads and the Kalispels, and that their labors are crowned of success. They learn the language of the country with extraordinary ease. They already have a thriving school and an orphanage. These two establishments would have hundreds of children, if the Sisters had the means to clothe and feed them. Two postulants, widows, joined the Sisters. The good Lord, who led them across the Atlantic, the Pacific Sea and the harsh highlands of Oregon to the Rocky Mountains of Idaho, will not forsake them. They participate with joy in the poverty of the mission, where, for two summers, the harvest was destroyed by drought and locusts. At the moment I am busy providing for the needs of the mission, and I have become a beggar again. Please help me in my charitable enterprise by your good prayers. 

In the mission of the Sacred Heart among the Coeurs-d'Alêne, the jubilee was celebrated in the most solemn manner. The whole tribe devoutly approached the Holy Table at the great feast of the Assumption. Father Giorda, superior of our missions in the territories of Idaho and Montagna, writes to me that “never, neither in Europe nor in America, has he attended a feast so edifying, so pious, so devout and also imposing in its primitive and Christian simplicity. Tears of consolation and devotion, adds the Father, escaped me during the whole ceremony. All the chiefs added to the charm of the fine celebration by their piety and their demeanor, both modest and honourable. Those who had the slightest stain of scandal to erase, especially the amateurs of games of chance, humbly asked to submit to discipline, that is to say, to the whip of the great chief, before approaching the holy table. On this glorious day of the Assumption of the illustrious patroness of the Rocky Mountains, joy and happiness were universal throughout the Indian village: the whole tribe was moved to tears. 

The news that Father Giorda gives me of Father Joset's missions on the Colombia River is also very consoling. This venerable Father, who for twenty years has worked with tireless and apostolic zeal for the conversion of the tribes of Idaho, still continues, with the same Christian devotion, to bring back to the faith the different peoples of Upper Columbia. At the same time, it does immense good among the new settlers who go to the many mines that are discovered there. His poverty is great. His superior wrote to me: “Apart from his great work in the missions, the venerable old man is at the same time his own cook, his baker, his gardener, his sexton, his horse-keeper, his own servant; in a word, he is all alone. As for me, I am so cramped that I have no Brother to offer him, nor money to hire him a servant.” Father Giorda ends his letter by asking for personal help. 

The Nez-Perces and the Indians of the Umatilla earnestly demand Catholic missions, and everywhere, in the localities of the mines, the Catholic miners demand priests. 

The missions are surrounded with dangers by the approach of thousands of whites. Montana and Idaho already have nearly 100,000. They necessarily come to take possession of the most beautiful Indian lands, rich in soil and mineral products. These invaders are, for the most part, people without faith and without confession, the scum of the United States and Europe, who bring to the Indians the vices rather than the virtues of civilization, and whose rapacity is so great that the poor and unfortunate natives are soon the sad victims. It is from this confused mixture that the greatest dangers are to be feared. 

Pray for the Savages and for me. 

My Reverend Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ
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JOURNEY TO THE SIOUX, IN 1866 

SEVENTY-SIXTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

The letter we are about to read comes from the country of the Sioux. It is of great interest, especially to benefactors of the Rocky Mountain Mission. As we will see, Father De Smet arrived among the Savages and baptized a large number of pagans. He promises us other details still on his evangelical excursion, on the country, the mores and the customs of the Savages. 

In last year's volume, page 36, we published the Voyage to the Sioux, 1864. 


On board the ss Ontario, Fort Benton, Montana, 3,100 miles 
above the mouth of the Missouri, June 10 1866. 


My reverend and dear Father. 

Your very dear letter of March 27 has fortunately come to surprise and console me in the midst of the sad and wild desert in which I find myself at this moment, and where the desolation seems to me even darker and more terrible as a result of the war which for four years has raged furiously between the Indians and the whites. I have just received this nice letter at this great distance from Saint-Louis, by mail or express. It will be to me a subject of encouragement and consolation, in my long and dangerous excursion among the nomadic tribes of this vast country. I hasten to answer you to show you my most sincere gratitude, and I even use this occasion to recommend, in a very special way, to your holy sacrifices and your good prayers, my person, as well as the conversion of all Indian tribes. 

You ask me to give you my news, to keep you informed of the events that pass on such a voyage, and to enter into minute details of the kind of life one leads. I will try to satisfy you. 

I 

Let's first say a word about the boat on board which I find myself. The ss Ontario has a single wheel at the stern. It was built in 1863, carries 450 tons or 900,000 pounds (have weight), draws 30 inches of water at itsleg, and has 3 boilers, which consume from 18 to 20 cords of wood per day. A cord of wood is 8 feet long, 4 high, and 4 deep, and sells on the Missouri for 4 to 8 dollars a cord. Ontario has two steam engines (engines), of a force or pressure of 132 horsepower. It is already considered lapsed. The constant service in which boats are employed on our great western rivers, where trade and transport are very considerable and varied, wears them out in a very few years. They have to fight against impetuous currents, to overcome rapids, to pass banks or flats of sand and clay, where the capstan must be used in all its force to overcome them. The snags or forest trees, fallen by the thousands in the river, and whose roots are covered with mud in the middle of the current, often form formidable and dangerous barriers against which, each year, a great number of steamers come to break or break. seriously damage. Against the current, Ontario is doing 5 to 6 miles per hour ²; with the current it is 15 to 18 miles. Its crew is made up of a captain, two clerks, two pilots and an assistant, two engineers, two foremen, an ammunitioner, two watchmen, a first cook and two assistants, a hotel keeper, seven cabin boys, a porter or porter, eight white tillac men, four furnace feeders, nineteen negroes for all the needs of the boat, and a maid. The Ontario Grand Cabin consists of 30 twin-bedded rooms, 7 feet long by 6 wide. The cabin is 150 feet long by 16 wide. The first class travelers are 32 in number, including 15 gentlemen, 12 ladies and 5 children. Among this number, we find a dozen Catholics, Protestants of various shades, freethinkers or infidels, and a few Jews. All this pell-mell sails in peace on American waters. 

¹ The value of the dollar usually exceeds that of our five-franc piece. 
² Three American or English miles make approximately one Belgian league. 


A priest must become everything to everyone, in order to win them all to Jesus Christ, according to the beautiful maxim of the Apostle. I say mass in my small room, where I find it difficult to turn to say the Dominus vobiscum and the Orate fratres. On Sundays and feast days, I leave the door open, and the Catholics come to attend the divine service. Each time I had the consolation of seeing several children of the Church devoutly approach the Holy Table. I often have occasion to converse with my traveling companions on one or other point of our holy religion; they never stop questioning me, and I always find in them a lot of honesty, attention and respect. A Protestant lady was regenerated in the holy waters of baptism, and I dare to hope that many others will have the happiness of following her example, faithful to the inspiration of the Holy Spirit and the grace of the Lord: The long days 

pass in conversations, sometimes political, sometimes scientific or religious. Prank-tellers or pranksters are never lacking in a meeting of American travelers. Some read, others play, either at cards, or at dice, or at chess and other games of chance, the names of which are unknown to me. In the evening, we have fun proposing emblematic scenes, that is to say, we imitate one or the other animal, the goat, the buffalo, etc.; or else one or the other word is staged, and the audience guesses. But the main amusement in the large living room seems to be dancing to the sound of music. In the beautiful moonlight, on the tillac, we give concerts, we laugh and we refresh ourselves. 

The Missouri, or Mud River, is usually from one to three miles wide. Its length, up to the three upper forks, is nearly 3,300 miles. It meanders in this long course and often changes its channel, which requires very vigilant and very expert pilots. They judge the depth of water by its surface; and, in places where the waters disperse over a large area, they have recourse to sounding. 

During high water season, in the spring, Missouri typically has two high floods. The first begins with the melting of snow in the immense plains of the West. Then the numerous tributaries discharge their superabundance of water into the mother-river, which gathers them all together in its vast bed. The second flood descends from the Rocky Mountains and its ranges, the main ones of which, in the upper reaches, are the Côtes-Noires, the Chaîne de la Ceinture, the Petites Montagnes-Rocheuses, the Patte d'ours, the Coteau des Prairies , etc. All these masses of water united often form an impetuous and irresistible torrent, which, in a few hours, removes entire acres from one coast and goes to form banks and flats on the other. The water penetrates, filters and even undermines the base of the high hills and hillsides that border the river, which sag under their weight and often descend to the surface of the water or disappear entirely into the riverbed . These slopes and hills, cut in the center, very numerous and very remarkable, reveal to the geologist all the different layers of which they are formed at a height of more than a hundred feet. 

II 

When the boat stops to cut and haul its wood, which usually takes one or two hours, the passengers occupy themselves either with fishing or hunting, while the great number go for a walk on the hillsides. adjacent or in the forests along the river. They make bouquets of desert flowers, collect shells and petrifications of different species. Geologists and nature enthusiasts examine the various formations and layers of the ground. I will give you here a little general note on our observations, which perhaps will interest you. 

From Independence to Fort Leavenworth, for a distance of 65 miles, the river flows between a long series of hills and hills which belong to the Tertiary rock system. From the city of Omaha to Benton, the hills and hills have an elevation of about 150,000 feet. They are based on layers of erratic rocks of various sizes, starting with small pebbles rounded by water and going up to rocks several thousand pounds thick. The next layer is a coarse-grained tuffeau, often covered with very thin blades or sheets of some laminated metal. A layer of fine-grained tufa follows, interspersed with mica. This tufa stone is not tenacious and contains light layers of gypsum, which disappear in the vicinity of the Rivière-Coeur, Heart river. As one advances, one observes mainly yellowish or grayish layers of limestone, often surmounted by blue clay, which contain petrifications, lymnea, of different kinds. Other layers have clayey sands, intermixed with a large quantity of iron oxide, in the form of brownish and reddish balls of various sizes. Beds of lignite, from one to seven feet thick, extend over a distance of about a thousand miles. Along the way, we found whole layers of petrified wood in abundance. This long series of hills and slopes, even in the Bad Lands, are often crowned with blocks of erratic rocks of various sizes. Heaps of petrified shells, even in the summits, abound in several places. 

A word about our little hunts. Our hunters, without going far from the boat, killed a large number of goats. It is the liveliest and kindest animal on the plains. The stratagems put into play by the hunter attract his curiosity. He walks, he runs, he drags himself on his hands and feet, lies down, shaking from time to time his handkerchief attached to the end of his gun ramrod. The goat, attracted by its natural curiosity, stops, approaches while hopping, looks, observes and finally receives its death blow. Its flesh is fine and delicate. 

The buffalo herds are very numerous this year, especially in the vicinity of the Mauvaises-Terres. It is the daily bread of the Indian tribes in the high plains. The tables of Ontario are well supplied at this time with the exquisite meats of this noble animal. 

Yesterday, June 2, the whole crew witnessed a beautiful scene, in which the buffaloes alone were actors. The chosen theater was the most wonderfully picturesque and wild part of this region. The mountainous hills here rise to a height of 500 to 1,000 feet. They are entirely barren, stony, adorned here and there with a few solitary pines with dark foliage; while the smiling valleys are covered with flowers and herbage, and thousands of buffaloes were browsing the tender grass there at this moment. As soon as they got wind of the man's approach and heard the sound of steam, they hurried off towards the nearest hillsides, at a slope of 60 degrees inclination; and advancing and climbing boldly in zigzags, they gained the summit. These living lines, snaking and blackish; these lines of dust which followed them from the base to the summit, the sound of the footsteps and the dull bellowing of these marching columns offered a spectacle of the most curious, the most picturesque and the most imposing. One could get an idea of the agility, the strength of the nerves and the enduring capacities of this powerful animal of the American desert. But the buffalo was not yet at the end of his prowess. As, in theatrical performances, we often end up in a farce, three old buffaloes treated us to it in their own way. The place chosen was an almost sheer hill, about 75 degrees and nearly 1,000 feet in elevation. They were right in the middle of the slope. It would be hard to say how they had achieved this. As they approached the boat, they made incredible efforts to climb to the top. All the gazes of the travelers were fixed on them. Our cheers were nothing less than inviting to make them hasten their pace. One of the buffaloes reached the goal and received applause from the spectators. His two companions, clinging on as well as they could, nevertheless descended, slipped under their enormous weight, rolled upside down, by a long series of somersaults and pirouettes, from the height of 400 to 500 feet, and fell into the river a few not from the boat. This whole descent took place in less than a minute. We thought them dead instantly; but, to our great astonishment, they survived, and, shaking themselves, blew the water from their nostrils. They were granted life, of course because our pantry was well stocked. We saw the two buffaloes come ashore, shake off the water from their heavily hairy heads and necks; and each triumphantly raising his standard (his tail), they galloped out to sea. 

Throughout the region of the Bad Lands, over an extent of about a hundred miles, the bands of big horns, or mountain sheep, are very numerous. The big horn has the body like the roe deer, and the head resembles that of the sheep, surmounted by an enormous pair of short and heavy horns. It uses inaccessible peaks and the wildest and least frequented valleys. She climbs with ease and speed very steep rocks, hopping from rock to rock, and grazing the tender grass she finds there. The flesh of the bighorn, when the animal is fat, is more tender, more succulent and more delicious than that of any other animal. In its habits, the bighorn bears a great resemblance to the Swiss chamois and is hunted in the same way. These animals walk in packs. When they have finished grazing, they seek the most remote place on the mountain and rest among the rocks. 

The Badlands region is worthy of the admiration of all travellers. Geology and nature lovers will visit it one day to contemplate its strange wonders. In its kind; it is, I think, the most remarkable place in the vast territory of the United States. Although uninhabitable to man, the buffalo roams it in herds, the big horn inhabits it, the bear and the snake have their lairs there; the goat, the common roe deer and the black-tailed roe deer visit it. In my description of the Missouri River, I have tried to give you a general idea of everything there¹. The boat, going up, takes two days to cross it. The varied views it presents hold you in continual admiration, and one loses them only with regret. 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1865, p. 96: The Missouri and its banks; p. 169, 219, 243. The Missouri River; p. 265: Incidents of travel on the Missouri. 

III 

Last winter was very harsh. It had frozen the Missouri to its full extent, and so solidly that, without the slightest danger, the herds of buffaloes and the Indian camps crossed it, as on an iron bridge, with their numerous bands of horses. At the time of the sudden thaw, the ice had still retained all its thickness and all its strength. It was broken into large ice cubes by the great flood of water which raised the river and formed it into a torrent. The loose Missouri rolled its tumultuous waves with noise and crash, formed here and there gorges and barriers of ice, from one to two leagues thick, 20 to 40 feet high, in the narrowest places of the river. It then overflows with fury, carries away its destructive icicles, which, in their furious course, crush the brushwood and the plantards, uproot the trees, remove the bark and change these smiling valleys, with their beautiful groves and their beautiful forests, into arenas. of desolation. Sand and silt deposits covered them to a depth of one to three feet. 

Spring ice caused great damage to adjacent forests in Missouri. These bear, in many places, the imprint of desolation. Last February there was a general thaw. The abundant snow which then covered all the upper plains with its white shroud suddenly melted under the ardent rays of the sun and under a spring breeze. The new waters, released from their icy embrace, rushed, by the thousand and thousand torrents and tributaries of the Missouri, into the great reservoir of this immense region, which drains and fertilizes one of the most beautiful and vast valleys of the world. 'America. 

At Rivière-aux-Moules, Muscleshell, a convoy of 25 wagons and more than 100 horses was stopped and encamped for the night. The river, surmounted by icicles, left its bed, overflowed, descended like an avalanche, with such rapidity and impetuosity that the whole train was engulfed. All the animals perished there. The men alone gained, in all haste, a nearby hill and had time to escape. At Fort Union and many other places the houses along the river were destroyed and removed. Several men perished through the ice, others fled into the branches of tall trees. The work of destruction had already begun before my departure from Saint-Louis. The ice, in breaking up, destroyed in its descent a good number of steamers. The damage was assessed at more than 5,000,000 francs. 

We had left the port of Saint-Louis on the evening of April 9th. The boat had at first sight had to fight against the strong flood of water of which I am mentioning, and against strong westerly winds, which often make any advance impossible or extremely difficult. The Missouri River was full to the brim, and began to overflow into the forests and plains of the lower valleys. Therefore, our race was delayed a lot. In many places the full force of the ship's two steam engines was brought into play; but he yielded and recoiled before the impetuosity of the current. They then had recourse to the slow but irresistible capstan; and each time he managed to overcome the obstacles. In a single maneuver, the thick cable broke and we were thrown, not without danger, a great distance. But “what is violent does not last,” as the Latin proverb goes. The fall of the waters was as rapid as the momentary flood had been prompt. Another kind of obstacle was then encountered in the numerous flats or banks of sand with which the river is strewn, which often change its channel, and which the most expert pilots cannot always avoid. Under the holy providence of the Lord, we have hitherto escaped all the dangers of navigation. 

We only had one serious alert. The fact shows the fragility and uncertainty of all human work, and with what celerity everything passes, disappears and makes the most beautiful hopes vanish. Under a strong contrary wind, and against an impetuous current, the boat became unsteerable, resisting the skill and the efforts of our excellent pilot; came alive again, and descending rapidly adrift, struck violently against a great hidden and imperceptible rock. The shock was violent and caused a major leak. For a few moments, we despaired of being able to save Ontario. It was sinking fast. Several officers thought it lost and wanted to abandon it, while others redoubled their efforts to save it, and, with the aid of all pomp, held it afloat. Ontario resumed its course. 

I always have great confidence in the four lamps which burn night and day in the convents of Saint-Louis, before the statue of the Blessed Virgin, our good Mother, the Star of the Sea and our Refuge. This confidence is further increased by the prayers offered in Europe and America for the success of my dangerous excursion. 

In our crossing to Benton, 3,100 miles from Saint-Louis, we passed thirteen boats, which were ten to fifteen days ahead of us. We were carried on the wings of angels to our destination. Under the powerful protection of the Queen of Heaven, and filled with confidence in divine Providence, I hope that my mission will end happily, and that I will return safe and sound among my dear colleagues in Jesus Christ. 

The lonely desert I cross is traversed by many nomadic tribes, made even more barbaric and more indomitable by the injustices and misdeeds of white people. Ferocious animals and venomous reptiles, bears, wolves and serpents have their lairs and their lodgings there; but more pleasing sights and scenes, numerous herds of buffaloes, stags, roe-deers, etc., change the aspect and revive the sad monotony of these primitive plains, so rich in verdure, and which every time refresh the spirit and thought of the Christian traveler, adding objects to his admiration and his gratitude towards the providence of the Lord, so powerful in his gifts and his benefits towards his poor creatures here below. However, the word from the Gospel: How sweet and pleasant it is for brothers to live together, very often comes to my mind in these distant parts; but always without mixture of regrets and without the slightest concern. Guided by holy obedience, we are everywhere in the hands of the Lord, and we are happy. 

IV 

On our entry into the country of the Sioux, Ontario was put in a state of war. The pilot house, pilot house, was surrounded by planks, safe from bullets and arrows. The cannon was mounted in the prow; all carbines, guns and pistols were examined and loaded; and, especially during the night, sentinels were posted to keep us on guard against any surprise by the enemy. The primers looked really great. 

From time to time we saw some war bands of Indians coming and going; but they stood at a respectful distance from the boat, without the slightest hostile demonstration. Until Benton, our firearms were fortunately used only to kill the timid animals of the desert, to be cut up afterwards and passed through the kitchen and onto the table, which was always abundantly provided during the whole trip. 

The feast of the glorious Ascension was for me a true day of consolation. I say Mass early in the morning; my little company attended, and all approached the Holy Table devoutly. Two hours later we were at Fort Sully. 

The arrival of a steamboat in such a locality is always epoch-making; especially on this occasion, it produced a great deal of movement. The fort was surrounded by a neutral Sioux camp of about 200 lodges. At the top of the great central mast, which dominates the whole plain, floated superbly, in the fresh breeze of this lofty region, the crossed and spangled flag of the Union. Fort Sully, according to the observations of the learned traveler Nicolet, has an elevation of 1,400 feet above the Gulf of Mexico. 

The day was really beautiful. I met, at the landing stage of the fort, a large number of my acquaintances, whites, mestizos, Indians and Negroes. After amicably exchanging our little tokens of respect and friendship, our little reciprocal news and handshakes, according to the custom of the country, I accompanied the chiefs to their camp. They were a mixture of different Siouse tribes, Yantons, Yantonnois, Brûlés, Ogallallas, Chaudières, Santies and Pieds-noirs-Sioux. We had a long talk together, in which entered all the details of their misery, their sufferings and their grievances. They were coming out of a long and severe winter on May 10; the new grass had barely begun to turn green, and the leaves of the poplar and willows that border the river, to develop. For several months, the Indians had fed on the flesh of their skinny dogs and horses, on a pittance of wild roots. They had greedily collected the sideboards thrown from the kitchens of the soldiers of the fort, even the rats killed and thrown over the palisades. A great mortality, especially among children, had brought mourning and desolation in most families. Measles and other diseases still continued the desolation. 

The Indians needed consolation and good advice. As a Blackrobe, I have done my best to fulfill my duty and satisfy their expectation with salutary advice. The grievances of the Indians against the whites are very numerous, and the revenges which they provoke are often very frightful and cruel. However, we must admit that they are less culpable than the whites. For the provocations, nine out of ten come from these, the scum of civilization, who bring them the grossest vices and no virtue of civilized and Christian man. 

The aborigines, or first inhabitants of the soil, are forced, to make room for the foreigners who come to live in the new States and territories, to sell their lands where the ashes of their ancestors rest, so dear to their hearts and to all their memories. They are forced to go and occupy a new, unknown and limited reserve, which later they will have to abandon again to go from one reserve to another, until they are left with only arid, sterile lands. , uninhabitable to whites, devoid of animals, where they drag a miserable life, die out and disappear. 

The annuity payments for the millions of acres of land ceded to the government are often postponed and delayed; while they are for the Indians the only means of support; and often even, when these annuities reach their destination, swindlers who accompany them extort them from the Indians, exchange them for barrels of "fire water," that is, brandy, whiskey; and for useless trifles. 

The stipulations of the treaties are often transgressed, and the Indians overwhelmed with abuse and insults. Woe to them if they oppose unjust and impious aggressors! They are then hunted or massacred ruthlessly like wild beasts, without the slightest remorse, as if killing a savage was not murder. A man named Shiv..., transformed from a Methodist minister to a militia colonel and placed at the head of a fort, ordered the massacre of several hundred Sheyenne Indians, children, women and old people included, who came to pay a friendly visit. at the post, as has been the practice for many years. All the pages resounded with it and exposed this dreadful atrocity. However, the wretch has found applause and defenders: he still wears his shoulder pads! It is a case quoted among a thousand. Is it any wonder that the victims of such cruelties, that these savages placed outside any law that can bring them justice, rise up in a rage, dig up the puzzle, call upon their quivers and their knives, as the only and last remedy? 

In this visit to the Sioux, I spent the beautiful feast of the Ascension and the following day instructing them in the principal points of religion. They conducted themselves with the greatest propriety and paid respectful and assiduous attention to all my words. They then eagerly presented me with their grandchildren, more than two hundred in number. I had the consolation and the happiness of regenerating them in the holy waters of baptism. As measles was in their camp, I was able to speak to them of the necessity and urgency of baptism, and of the eternal happiness reserved for these children, who could fall victim to the disease. They showed me the most lively gratitude. 

For several years, the Sioux Yantons have been asking for missionaries with insistence. The government agent, on the occasion of my visit, joined them in obtaining a Catholic mission, under the direction of the Fathers of the Society of Jesus, and following the example of the mission of Saint Mary among the Pottowatomies. The Yantons are numerous and have sufficient resources for the maintenance of their children, by the treaties concluded with the government during the sale of their lands. It is to be hoped that the superiors will take this important matter to heart: the salvation of thousands of souls depends on it. The nation of the Dacotahs or Sioux consists of a great number of tribes, which form a population of 35,000 to 40,000 souls. 

At Fort Rice, the Sioux received me with demonstrations of the liveliest friendship. The boat only stopped for two hours; my interview with them was therefore short. Mortality, as at Fort Sully, was terrible there during the winter: more than three hundred died of disease or starvation. A good number of Canadians and Catholic Creoles settled there for the trade in buffalo skins and pelts. From a religious point of view, my visits are the only ones they receive: there are no priests, for an area of at least three hundred leagues around. So they always receive me with eagerness. They have their grandchildren baptized, and when they have reached a suitable age and their means permit, the parents gladly place them in the convents and Catholic schools of the States, to receive there a careful and Christian education. They are, for the most part, married in the manner of the country, that is to say, without lasting commitment. I urge them, at every opportunity, to have their marriages ratified by the Church. A good number do; while others resist the advice and reply, for all excuse, “It is difficult, Father. Wild women are very sulky, and when a serious sulk seizes them, it is often impossible to bring them to their senses: they flank their husbands there, and go away never to return. With such consequences, one dare not risk oneself, Father.” They are not lacking in salutary advice. Happy are those who know how to profit from it! 

At Fort Berthold, during the last winter, as at Sully and Rice, disease carried off the majority of the children. Fortunately most had been baptized on my last visit. They rejoiced in my presence and hastened to present to me all the newborns among the three tribes: Gros-Ventres, Arricaras and Mandans, begging me to grant them the sacrament of regeneration. During the rigors of last winter, famine and misery were so great that about fifty people died. I will return later to the sad situation of these three unfortunate tribes. The government granted them a garrison to protect them against the incursions of the Sioux, their mortal enemies; but without the slightest barrier to deregulation and licentiousness. They are much more to be pitied today than they were before the arrival of the soldiers. 

At Fort Union, I baptized all the little children of the post and a large number of Assiniboin children, who were there at the time of my visit. Mortality among the Assiniboins was similarly great. Many of their children had had the good fortune to receive baptism during my various visits. 

Along the way, we encountered several camps of Plains Crows and Gros-Ventres, numbering in the thousands. They were encamped in the valleys, on both sides of the river. I received with joy their marks of friendship and respect; and, at their strong entreaties, I stayed some time among them. I gave them the sincere hope of acceding to their requests as soon as circumstances and the occasion allowed me to do so, and that I could obtain the services of a good and faithful interpreter. 

Finally, on June 7, after fifty-seven days of travel, I arrived at Benton, safe and sound, with all my effects. I immediately made all arrangements for transporting the crates to the various missions east of the Rocky Mountains. The consignment has never been so considerable, thanks to the aid which was given me so charitably and so liberally in Belgium and Holland, during my last visit to these two countries. A thousand thanks to all the benefactors of our missions. They will participate in all the good that takes place there, as well as in the holy sacrifices and prayers of the zealous missionaries among the Indians, and in the good prayers of their fervent neophytes. The consignment of church ornaments, missals and sacred vessels has reached its destination. Please present, with my respectful homage, my deepest gratitude to the worthy and respectable Ladies of the Poor Churches in Brussels, for the precious gifts they have offered to our nascent missions in the Rocky Mountains. As I promised them, at the first opportunity, I will write them a long letter on the present state of this remote country. I am currently making a collection of Indian curiosities for them. Over ten thousand Catholic emigrants have visited these parts during the last two years. 

I did not have the consolation, on my arrival in Benton, of meeting our Fathers of the mission of Saint-Pierre. A fierce war between the Whites and the Blackfoot has recently ignited. The whites were the first aggressors. This is usually the case. Our Fathers, therefore, have abandoned the mission of St. Peter for the time being and retired west of the Rocky Mountains. I'll give you more details about this war and the amazing progress of the new territories of Mantana and Idaha later. While in Benton, I baptized seven adults and several children. Baptisms done during this trip so far amount to over 420. 

Pray for me, my reverend and dear Father, and pay my respects to all our dear confreres. Write to me as soon as possible. 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
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STAY AMONG THE JANTONS, IN 1866 

SIXTY-SEVENTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Father De Smet is back in Saint-Louis, Missouri, from his trip to the Rocky Mountains. We received a letter from him dated from this city, August 24th. As will be seen by the one we are about to publish, which contains the consoling fact of the conversion of a great Indian chief, Father De Smet's excursion was very fruitful. The benefactors of this mission will rejoice in it with us, and will find in these fruits a reward for their charity. This is what the missionary desires. “In writing for your Précis Historiques for so many years, he tells us, I always had the idea of accomplishing, through you, a duty of gratitude towards my benefactors.” 


Tribe of the Jantons, in the vicinity of Fort Rendall, July 10, 1866. 

My Reverend Father. 

I hope you will have received my letter dated from Fort Benton, June 7 last ¹. In accordance with the desire you expressed to me in your letter of February 15 of this year, I have entered into very minute details on my journey and on my mission among the Indians. I will continue my little notes. If my consolations in the holy ministry among the Savages are sometimes great, in the station from which I write to you, I have also shared in a small portion of human miseries. The better the days in results, the more overwhelming the nights. The following story will give you a faithful account of it. 

¹ See p.382. 


On my arrival among the Jantons, Indians and mestizos received me among them with the greatest kindness. Each one in particular expressed the desire that I would come and share his lodge or cabin with him. As families are usually very large and their apartments very cramped, and in order to enjoy my time more freely among them, I expressed to them the intention of occupying a small private dwelling, no matter what condition it was in. find, where I could quietly fulfill my spiritual duties, say mass early in the morning and recite my breviary. At the very spot there was a poor hovel of fifteen feet square, built of squared timber and covered with earth, long abandoned. It served as a shed for the waste of the commune; it was filled with rags, pieces of rusty iron, pieces of wood, planks, etc., etc. Everything was removed, and the place swept. My small effects were very quickly transported there; and, in less than an hour, I took possession of it, in the hope that I was going to pass a few pleasant days there devoted to the instruction of the Indians, and a few quiet nights, after the fatigues and the heats of the day. . I had a long conference with the chiefs and their subjects, on the motives of my visit, which lasted well into the night. I answered all their questions. Finally, I say the prayers, with my new little community; we smoked a last calumet together; then everyone thanked me with joy for my presence, and all retired to their homes to give themselves up to the night's rest. 

Overwhelmed by the heat and fatigue, I expected to enjoy a good sleep. I had calculated without my hosts. Being barely ten minutes in bed and almost asleep, I was jolted awake. The hovel was swarming with hungry rats. They kind of came to laugh in my face. The night especially belongs to them, and they use it to their great advantage. They led a terrible train; they were rummaging through all my bags of provisions and would have started in earnest, transporting everything that might suit them into their subterranean holes, when I stopped them short. To prevent their depredations, I hung my bags on the posts of my house, sheltered from any attack on the part of the looters. During this work, I felt assailed by another enemy, less repulsive than the rat, more civilized than him, since he has access to everywhere, but more importunate and attaching himself to his prey in a very tenacious manner. I will not name this enemy, because his name alone would make grimace and irritate the nervous sensibility of many people who believe themselves bitten by him, as soon as one speaks of this hopping little companion. It often deceives the consoling thought that we have put our finger on: it is not there. In short, all night I was awake and up, hands, fingers and nails at stake to defend myself against the enemy and his malevolent associates: mosquitoes or mosquitoes, bedbugs, ants, spiders and like genus muscarum . As you see, dear Father, all that glitters is not gold. The more beautiful and consoling the day had been for me, in the midst of these good Indians, who paid the greatest attention to all my words, the more the night was sad and painful. In vain I took all my precautions to have better nights; all was useless: it was necessary to wage war every night with the common enemy, the real scourge of this region. Patience ! 

But what revived me was that, during my fortnight among the Jantons, my relations with them were every day happy and consoling in results. I employed all my hours in instructing them and in baptizing little children and the dying. However, miseries and consolations put in the balance, it goes without saying that the latter prevail over the former as much as the light prevails over the darkness. 

The results of my mission among the Jantons have been very happy. I baptized all the little children, about a hundred, who were in the camp, with about fifteen adults, among whom I count the great chief of the tribe and his wife. You will receive with pleasure, I think, a little note on the character and the life of this great chief. I transcribe it from my journal entry. 

On July 6, therefore, I solemnly baptized the great chief of the tribe of the Jantons, nicknamed Pananniapapi, or the man who strikes the rice. His tribe numbers about 450 lodges and nearly 3,000 souls. He is a remarkable man, descended from a long line of leaders recognized for their bravery in war against their enemies, but even more so for their wisdom in the great councils of the Dacotah nation, which numbers from 35,000 to 40,000 souls. I had first met Pananniapapi in 1844; he reminded me of all the circumstances of this meeting, here they are: 
"You had then," he said to me, "long talks with me about our holy religion. You urged me to pray to the Master of life, so that he would make me worthy, one day, to enter the fold of Jesus Christ and to become a worthy child of his Church. Since then, I have remained faithful to the words you addressed to me on religion, and I have carefully preserved them in my mind and in my heart. I have also preserved with care and respect the great miraculous medal, and I have always worn it, filled with confidence in the protection of the Mother of Our Lord Jesus Christ. And behold, I and all my tribe have participated in the mighty favors of his grace.” 

He told me with a primitive simplicity the benefits obtained from heaven through the intercession of Mary. In 1853 he found himself, with his whole camp, hunting buffaloes in the vast plains of the West. It was the year of cholera, and its shores were terrible in the Indian tribes where the dreadful scourge of God was manifesting. Thousands were the victims. Pananniapapi's camp was attacked in its turn, and in a single day thirty Indians died. Grieving is universal. We hear everywhere only groans and tears. In the consternation of the moment, the great chief exhorts his people to trust in God, to have recourse to Mary. He places the miraculous medal on a new white parfleche, properly painted. The chief and the people implore with one voice the help of the Blessed Virgin, the good Mother of the children of God. Pananniapapi devoutly kisses the miraculous medal, and, in the midst of their pious invocations to Mary, which penetrate heaven, all the Jantons, to the number of 3,000, filled with confidence, following the example of the great chief, kiss the medal. At the same time, all symptoms of disease disappear, and the cholera leaves them. 

I add with pleasure, in this little story, the universal testimony that I have received on the character of the great and good chief Pananniapapi. He leads an exemplary life among his people. His charity is boundless. Certain remunerative favors which his position of chief procures for him from the government, and which would bring prosperity to the family, he accepts and uses of them only to relieve the poor of his tribe. He shares with resignation, let us say with joy, the general privations. It bears no mark of distinction; he adopted the costume of the whites; his clothes are humble, but clean; its posture is both modest and noble. In his speeches, he is serious, imposing, and appropriately captures the issue of the moment. His life serves as a model and a lesson to all. Although sixty-three years old and almost blind, he is always the first to work, in the field, in the forest, in the garden. The men, women and children of his tribe need no further encouragement: axes, pickaxes or spades on their shoulders, they eagerly follow him everywhere. Such an example is rare, especially in a great chief among the Indians, so little accustomed to work. They have more than 800 acres under cultivation; now, this vast field was admirably cared for and promised an ample and fine harvest. 

During all my stay among the Jantons, Pananniapapi's manners and bearing struck me very much. This modest exterior, these words filled with wisdom and prudence, reminded me of the presence of an ancient patriarch of the desert or the Nestor of the fable. During his early years, he distinguished himself in war by feats of bravery; it bears its honorable marks, but without ostentation. The blade of a three-inch-long arrow remained in his loins for sixteen years. He distinguished himself still more by his wise and moderate conduct in the councils held for the most important affairs of the nation. On the death of the Grand Chief, his predecessor, he was unanimously elected, and he has always fulfilled the office with honor and in the interest of his people. 

My arrival on the Jantonne reserve, which is ten square leagues long, was a real day of celebration for Pananniapapi. He received me with all the demonstrations of the most sincere joy, and eagerly renewed the invitations made twenty-two years previously, to come and establish us on his land, to open a mission there for the instruction of children and subjects of his tribe. 

Often he had to oppose the wiles of the agents and employees of the government, who, on their own initiative, wanted, with all their might and in spite of his remonstrances, to impose on the tribe missionaries of their sect. Pananniapapi resisted all their attempts. When they asked him the reason for his refusal and his opposition to their benevolent and charitable intentions towards his tribe, he replied modestly: "I am grateful to you for the opportunity you have given me to tell you all my thoughts, on the subject of this important matter. My opposition to your plans is a sincere and conscientious duty to the Great Spirit, and I desire to fulfill it. My resolution has been taken on this point for twenty-two years. I want to place the education of the youth of my tribe in the hands of the Blackrobes. I consider them alone as the depositories of the ancient and true faith of Jesus Christ; and we are free to hear them and follow them. The ministers replied, “Our religion is the best. That of the Black-robes can be good. Why not accept ours instead?” The chief answered: “I told you that my resolution dates back many years. In the ancient Church, the Mother of Jesus Christ is honored. When cholera attacked us in the desert, my whole camp placed itself under Mary's protection. She deigned to come to our aid. I still wear his medal. And he told them the story of the miraculous event on the plain. Then he continued: “Besides, like us, you have your wives and children. They own your hearts and they are your primary concern. You want to become established among us; it is to amass and enrich your wives and children at our expense. The Black-Robe has neither wife nor children; his heart is not divided; he takes care of God alone and of the happiness of the people who surround his hut and the house of prayer. Since my first interview with the Black Robe, the thought of embracing the ancient religion of Jesus Christ, if I can make myself worthy of it, has never left me. My resolution is taken.” This answer was always the same, each time the same question was repeated. Pananniapapi has remained unfazed about his choice of religion for twenty-two years. Today he enjoys the signal happiness of having been regenerated in the holy waters of baptism, with his wife Mâzailzashanawé, under the patronage of Saint Peter and Saint Anne. 

When I arrived on his land, he ardently renewed his entreaties to obtain a Catholic mission among the Jantons. In my long experience among the Indians, I had never encountered such enduring and admirable perseverance. He spent all his available time with me; we had long talks together on religion; he paid the greatest attention to all my words. 

May the whole tribe of the Jantons, following the example of their great chief, make themselves worthy of entering one day into the sweet fold of the divine Pastor! May a Catholic mission, so long desired, be established among these children of the desert, under the illustrious patronage of the Blessed Virgin, so that they may be led to the knowledge of her divine Son! 

My reverend Father, come to the aid of the Indians by your holy sacrifices and your prayers, and obtain the accomplishment of their desires: a mission among them. The land which the Jantons occupy is like the entrance to the vast territory of the Dacotahs or Sioux, who number 35,000 to 40,000. In my various encounters with the Siouse tribes, these savages have always treated me with great respect and kindness, and have always paid great attention to the instructions I gave them. 

When my little task is finished, I propose to go from the country of the Jantons to the mission of Sainte-Marie among the Pottowatomies, from where I will again give you my news. From there it is only a step to get to Saint-Louis by train. I hope to hear from you there. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ 


Here are the names of the chiefs present at my visit to the Jantons: 1st chief, Pananniapapi, or the man who strikes the rice; -- 2 me chief, Peziechawakian, or leaping thunder; -- 3rd chief, Pêtewakanain, or the medicine cow; -- 4th chief, Magâtska, or the white swan; -- 5 chief, Ocshinnewashtê, or the pretty boy; -- 6 chief, Wiakaowi, or the father who is close; -- 7 me chief, Washesoushaské, or the head of the family .
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STAY WITH THE POTTOWATOMIES, IN 1866 

SIXTY-EIGHTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

This letter is the third that Father De Smet addressed to us on his last excursion. 

Mission of St. Mary among the Pottowatomies, July 28, 1866. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

I visited again the mission of Sainte-Marie. Finding myself there in the midst of my dear brethren in Jesus Christ, after a four-month excursion in the highlands of Missouri, and seeing the flourishing state of this mission blessed by God, my heart was filled with consolation and joy. . I therefore propose to give you, in this letter, an idea of its present state and of the influence which it continues to exercise in the country, under the new regime which governs it. 

The mission of Sainte-Marie continues its little march without making much noise, calm in the midst of the rapid changes that are taking place, both within it and among the surrounding peoples. The Pottowatomies, who profess Christianity, are faithful to their religious duties. Their attendance at the divine office is admired by all who know them. They take special care of the education of youth; their missionaries no longer have any reproach to address to them, as they did a few years ago; therefore, the two schools are very flourishing. That of the boys, entrusted to the Coadjutor Brothers of the Company, has 140 boarding pupils; the girls' school, entrusted to the Ladies of the Sacred Heart, has about a hundred boarders. The conduct of all these children deserves the greatest praise, as much from a religious point of view as from that of the progress they are making in the sciences. Last year the Vice-President of the United States, Mr. Foster, and the Senator, Mr. Doolittle, honored them with their presence, diligently examined the greater part of the pupils, and sent to Washington a testimony which is no less the faithful expression of an upright and generous heart than it is glorious for Catholics. The Americans know so well the value of the religious education which we give to the youth, that they constantly importune the Fathers and the Ladies of the mission to place their children in our schools. All the places are taken there, and if the houses were doubled, they would be immediately filled. 

The use of strong liquors, which is generally the scourge of the Indian tribes, seems to be moderated in proportion to the ease with which they are obtained. For three or four years no considerable crime has been committed among them. A good number of families live in comfort: their farms and their dwellings can be compared to those of the Americans who surround them. The railroad which, in a few years, will unite the Eastern States with those of the West, crosses the Pottowatomie territory. This path gives them several great advantages: it raises the price of land, facilitates the exchange of productions, opens a path of lucrative work to industrious young people. Many Americans settle among our Indians; some marry off their daughters, others buy the surplus land; some build near the mission, mainly attracted by the neighborhood of the church and the schools. Sainte-Marie is the center of a vast field of operations for the missionaries. Their labors among Catholics extend over 200 miles from St. Mary's. Besides the superior of this mission, who is the pastor of the Indians established on an area of ten square leagues, two other Fathers minister to the new establishments which are formed and increased every day. Father Louis Dumortier visits twenty-four white stations every six weeks, in which Catholics are already very numerous. In the space of about three years, he has built four small stone churches, and he plans to build several more soon. I cite this fact to give you an idea of the work of a missionary in these parts and of the zeal of your former fellow student from Aalst ¹. All races are done on horseback. 

¹ In college, RP Dumortier bore his mother's surname: Cousin, because he had left France before satisfying the conscription laws. 
(Editor's note.) 


This good Father recently wrote me these lines, which will please me: “You ask me for details of our apostolic works; I believe I cannot satisfy you better than by sending you a little geographical sketch which will put you up to date with our missions in Kansas ¹. You will see the successes and the difficulties there. The banks of the Kansas and its tributaries offer little but forests and wastelands. Many small missions are now established there. The Christians gather around them; they come to live there with their families, so that these missions already form so many Catholic centres. The great difficulty is the lack of missionaries. Our labors are beyond the strength of a single missionary. The great distance between the different missions, the abundant winter snows, the spring thaws, the overflowing of the rivers, the bad roads, the absence of bridges, are so many obstacles to my travels. I can only visit my good Catholics every five or six weeks. By doing my usual rounds, I succeeded in having four small stone churches built. The one on the Elboncreek is not entirely finished; however, I am already saying Holy Mass there. Each of the churches costs me 11,000 francs, of which only 9,000 francs have been paid. The liberality of the poor inhabitants is our only resource. I therefore believe, my Reverend Father, that I can recommend myself to the generosity of your friends and acquaintances, hoping that our good Catholics, who have so often shown you the interest they have in our Indians of the North, will still extend a times their charitable hand to our poor missions.” 

¹ This letter is accompanied by a geographical map of the edges of Kansas. It is drawn in pen and contains the location of the churches, the agglomeration of the houses, the number of inhabitants of each of the groups, and the distance to be covered from the residence of the missionaries. 
(Editor's Note.) 


Divine Providence has always been favorable to the mission of St. Mary, especially in the midst of the storms, the political movements of Kansas and the position of the Indian tribes in the territory of Kansas, which became State. of the Union. On several occasions, his existence seemed threatened. Lately, at perhaps the most critical moment in the history of the nation, it has given to the Pottowatomies, in the person of their agent, Mr. Palmer, an excellent Catholic, not only a sincere friend, but also a wise protector and dedicated. Through him, the nation has just concluded a treaty with the government which seems likely to establish the residence of the Pottowatomies in this country. Under this treaty, each Indian received his portion of land. Those who wish to become citizens and are judged worthy by a committee established for this purpose, may do so immediately. Those who are infants must wait until they are twenty-one; until then they cannot sell their land, and they continue to have the right to schools. Those who are of age, but who have committed some fault or have shown no industry, are judged incapable of being citizens, obliged to wait some time and to deserve this honor by an industrious life and irreproachable conduct. . 

He died in this mission on September 3, 1862, a Coadjutor Brother who had been, for his confreres and for the Indians, a model of all the virtues. Born in 1803, Pierre Karelskind, of German origin, entered the Society of Jesus in Missouri in 1837. all my parishioners.” He was so later for his brothers in religion and the Savages, and showed himself until death a perfect and holy religious. His charity, his gentleness and his piety further enhanced his punctuality in the observance of rules and vows. This charity was exercised at all hours, night and day, with indefatigable constancy. He was successively employed as a gardener, a baker, a spendthrift, a cook, a sexton, and a schoolmaster for the young Pottowatomie savages. Without preference for any of these offices, he submitted to all the wishes of his superiors. For a long time, under the government of Louis-Philippe, he had obtained the diploma of teacher; he knew Latin, English and German; which allowed the superiors to elevate Brother Pierre a little above the ordinary condition of religious of his rank. Day and night he was with his students, accompanying them everywhere. Above all, he had a very maternal solicitude for sick children, whom he cared for like a Sister of Charity. Brother Pierre gave them the example of all the virtues. His humility and affability endeared all hearts to him. Politeness was one of his character traits. Asked by his superior if he was not tired of teaching: "My only desire, he replied, is to live and die in the place and the employment that it has pleased divine Providence to designate me. by my superiors. His only complaint, if any, was that he "didn't have enough time for his spiritual exercises." Happy regret! It is one of the best proofs of a pious heart and of the confidence that an inferior deserves. He then repeated these words of Thomas to Kempis: “I so desire, Lord; deign to make up for what I lack!” The mission of Sainte-Marie loses in Brother Karelskind an edifying member and a laborious worker in the vineyard of the Lord; but we can hope that she will have gained an intercessor in heaven. 

May the Immaculate Virgin, whom the Pottowatomies have chosen for their patroness, continue her powerful help to them, in the midst of the difficulties and the dangers to which they are constantly exposed on the part of their enemies! 

In union with your sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be, my reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ 


PS -- I enclose here a letter which I received from the Governor of Montana, General Meagher, former pupil of Stonyhurst, to which you will, I hope, give a place in the Précis Historiques. 

LETTER FROM THE GOVERNOR OF MONTANA. 

This letter deals with the importance of the territory of Montana, its resources, its future, its social condition. 

“Government Hall, City of Virginia, February 10, 1866. 

” Reverend Father PJ De Smet, in Saint-Louis. 

It gives me great satisfaction to see that Montana is tending to become one of the most prosperous and powerful countries of the territories which the Rocky Mountains have added to the two slopes of our Great Union. It will take several years before we can, even approximately, determine its importance. It will only be when vast operations have been attempted on several points, that the most competent persons in these kinds of matters will be able to form a statement of the immense riches buried in the waters and the mountains of this territory. 

With the exception of half a dozen quartz mills, in operation at Summit, near the town of Virginia, in the valley of Madison, and at Pipestone, on the road from Jefferson to Silver Jew, the so far, for the exploitation of these riches of Montana, only work has been done which the miners call in their trade work of reconnaissance. And yet, in spite of these works so little developed and so superficial, the men recognized among us as the most competent and the most authoritative appraisers confess that, since the discovery of the precious deposits of metal, near Grasshopper Creek, which have given rise at the founding of the town of Bannock, on the southern borders of this territory, Montana has already added more than 50,000,000 dollars to the sum of the national wealth. 

But these mineral riches, however incalculable they may be, are not, however, in my opinion, the only elements of a prosperous and brilliant future. For all the necessities of life, this country possesses all that is necessary for self-sufficiency, if we except manufactured articles, which will still be lacking for some time. The soil is marvelously fertile, and I am glad to see that many of our inhabitants are engaged in the cultivation of the land, and are thus adopting a more certain, though slower, way of assuring themselves of independence in return for 'a career that, when successful, leads them to fortune more quickly, but is often also very precarious. The Valley of Deed-Lodge, the Valley of Stinking Waters, the Valley of Gallatin, and several other parts of the territory present today very remunerative cultures and give the most beautiful appearances. The valleys produce at very little cost and in great abundance vegetables, such as potatoes, turnips, carrots, beets, of a completely superior quality. Oats and hay also come there relatively very satisfactorily. I fear, however, that the climate of countries where the winter lasts as long as ours, is not generally favorable to the production of cereals. But this can exercise no untoward influence on the rearing of cattle, like horses and horned beasts; for our valleys, at the height of summer, offer them delicious shade and abundant substantial nourishment; so that the teams, when the season for work is over, are let loose in these pastures and recover their strength and their fat to a great extent, and are ready to begin their work again as soon as spring returns. 

As for the inhabitants of this country, I have always found them, since my arrival among them, with few exceptions, of the best character. Intelligent, industrious, enterprising, courageous and indefatigable, they have, for three years, done immense work, as much for agriculture as for the exploitation of the mines; and they knew how to give to this vast country a great importance, as well under the report of the commercial relations as under the report of the policy. California, Idaho, Oregon and Colorado have contributed to furnish this country with hundreds of active and resolute inhabitants. The States which extend along the banks of the Mississippi, Minnesota, Iowa, and Missouri, have further increased this population; especially Missouri, whose immigrants have today acquired the preponderance over those who came from other localities and settled in Montana. The Irish themselves are amply represented here, not so much by number as by the admirable energy of those who, working for their subsistence and securing a fortune, regard this country with love and enthusiasm as their true homeland. Your beautiful and noble little country, dear, old and glorious Belgium, land of true freedom, solid happiness and a mature historical reputation, has representatives among us, as do France and Germany. 

But what will interest you above all else will be to learn that the elements of the Catholic faith have penetrated deeply into Montana, and that if this faith is sustained and encouraged as it ought to be, it will spread and will grow stronger and stronger, take strong roots and bear beautiful fruit in our vast mountains. If this State, Catholic in its origin and foundation, as much as religion and civilization can contribute to the formation of a society -- and what other element can give it a stronger and more lasting life? -- if this State, in its development and elevation, should lose that character and that spirit which, even in the days when it was still in a savage and desolate state, were imprinted on it by the missions of the courageous and devoted Jesuit Fathers, of which you can justly claim to have been the victorious apostle, I should be grieved. 

"Thomas François MEAGHER, 
current Governor of the Territory of Montana."
 
﻿
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REVOLT OF THE SIOUX SAVAGES 

SEVENTY-NINTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER OF SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 


We spoke of the mission entrusted by the government of the United States to Father De Smet, missionary of the Rocky Mountains, to pacify the rebellious Indians. Our dear compatriot has just sent us, on this mission, a series of letters, written from the countries he travels and among the Savages whom he evangelizes. We are starting this post today. 

Sioux City, April 30, 1867. 

My reverend and dear Father, 

I find here a little moment of leisure; I use it to converse with you and to give you my news, which, although meager, will not fail to interest you and be agreeable to you. I will try, during my long and dangerous mission, to keep you informed of my little encounters, good or bad, among the hostile tribes of the plains which I propose to visit, if entry is permitted. Will they receive me among them, while all the puzzles are raised against the Whites, while hundreds of hairs dangle ¹, in sign of triumph, at the end of their spears, and serve as adornment for the warriors and the ardent couriers that 'they're going up ? Eagle feathers are much in demand among the Indians today, to cover their helmets, and the manes and tails of their mounts. Each feather denotes a hair removed from the enemy, that is, an enemy slain. More than ever, the dreadful sassakwi, Indian war cry, resounds throughout the great desert. The government, as you know, has asked me to go there as its envoy extraordinary; my superiors have approved this appointment, and I am on my way to accomplish my difficult mission. But it is a unique mission of charity in favor of the whites and in the interest of the Indians themselves, whose total annihilation is to be feared and will be carried out, if we do not succeed in bringing them back to submission and the peace. 

¹ When the Savages have killed an enemy, they remove a hairy part of the head from the corpse, and often hang it, as a trophy, from their own headdress. 

² See page 194. 


In time of war, the cruelties which the Savages practice are terrible and atrocious. All their passions are then unleashed, and they abandon themselves to their spirit of revenge against the white skin, for all the wrongs, all the injustices and all the misdeeds exercised by the Whites against their race. It is always true to say that, if the Savages sin against the Whites, it is because the latter have sinned very much against them. 

I make these reflections for you, to give a faint idea of my position, and above all to obtain a place in your pious memories and in those of my worthy and dear colleagues. The full and complete conviction that many fervent prayers accompany me, is for me a sweet consolation and a great encouragement. Convinced of my own nothingness, I place myself confidently in the hands of the holy providence of the Lord, and under the protection of our good Mother, the Immaculate Virgin. Pray, so that I will make myself worthy of this powerful help, and I will have nothing to fear. If Deus pro nobis, quis contra nos? 

I will begin by tracing for you the route I followed to get from Saint-Louis to Sioux City. It will be easy for you to follow me using your American card. 

On the 12th of this month of April, at three o'clock, I left Saint-Louis by sea to go to Chicago, 280 miles. It is the main city in the state of Illinois. It contains nearly 200,000 inhabitants. Our fathers established there a beautiful and large Gothic church, and a school which contains more than 1,600 pupils. Between St. Louis and Chicago there are fifty-three stations, towns, and villages, of which Alton and Springfield are the principal ones. The railway passes through a series of immense, beautiful and rich plains and meadows, varied from time to time by vast forests and thousands of farms, with their innumerable herds of horned beasts, sheep and their bands of horses. The journey takes fourteen or fifteen hours. 

I left Chicago and took the Northwest Railroad to Omaha, capital of the State of Nebraska, a distance of 500 miles. The road crosses the State of Iowa, and there are about forty stations, towns or villages in this route, some of which are already quite considerable. The soil there is generally very fertile and more undulating than that of Illinois. 

Arrived at Boonsboro, 158 miles from our destination, we learned that the sudden melting of the snows had swelled and transformed the rivers and streams into raging torrents. All the bridges were removed and all the shallows were inundated for a width of one, two or three miles. Although in a great hurry to get on my way, I had nothing better to do than to be patient and to make a virtue of necessity. At Boonsboro', I found a good number of Irish Catholics, who were rejoicing over our misadventure, in the hope of having holy mass the next day, Palm Sunday. They rarely receive a visit from a priest, at most three or four times a year. They built a small church, which consists only of four walls surmounted by a roof; inside, there are no chairs, benches, altars, not even a cross or a picture. A small scaffolding was hastily erected there for the priest. About two hundred people were gathered there to witness the holy sacrifice and the instruction. A good number approached the Holy Table with great fervor and piety. I spent three days among these good people. They showed me the greatest attention and overwhelmed me with kindness and charity. Wherever the priest has the good fortune to meet a child of Saint Patrick, he is sure to find a sincere friend and a benefactor, ready to render him all the services he may need. Wherever in America ten Irish families are found settled, no matter how poor or distressed they erect a little temple to the Lord, in the hope that soon a priest will visit them and later settle in their midst. I dare say that three-quarters of the Catholic churches, orphanages, and almshouses in the United States have been built by the zeal and donations of good Irishmen. The long and cruel persecution against our holy religion in Ireland has been, by a special providence of the Lord, the most effectual and surest means of making that country holier, and spreading the faith more speedily wherever the cohort of apostles and fervent followers of St. Patrick surrendered to escape persecution. Of all the European countries, it is persecuted Ireland which supplies America, Australia, India and elsewhere with the most illustrious bishops and the most zealous apostles. The whole universe calls for them today. 

On April 16 the railroad took us first 90 miles to the little village of Denison; then to Omaha, 68 miles further. We witnessed a series of ruptures and damage to the railway, which the current deluge made impassable. 

At Denison there was only one small hotel, where most of the travelers went, but which could not adequately accommodate the tenth part. "In war as in war," says the old proverb; and, under present circumstances, the travelers were put three or four together in one bed. For my part, I had the good fortune to pass the night alone, on a good sack of straw, in a small recess or bedroom without a window. On Good Friday, after three days of detention, and at the low waters, five travelers joined me in hiring a wagon to take us to Sioux City, about 100 miles west of Denison. Leaving later in the afternoon, we traveled 15 miles, and found shelter for the night in a solitary farm, two leagues from any centre. 

On Holy Saturday, we went to the crossing of the Petite-Siouse river, after a march of 42 miles. We spent the night in a small hostelry owned by a brave Bavarian Catholic, who for several years had not had the good fortune to attend mass. Judge of his joy when he learned that I was a priest, that they were going to have the opportunity, he and all his family, to fulfill their Easter duty, and that the holy sacrifice of the mass would be offered for their intention. He treated me with the greatest kindness and benevolence, and showed me all his gratitude for the spiritual benefits received for the first time in his house, on the great day of Easter. 

We crossed the Petite-Siouse in a small skiff or ferry. The shallows were still flooded for a mile in width. We hired another carriage to go to Correction-town, which still has only one dwelling, that of a good old Irishman, with his wife and their six children. The distance from the Petite-Siouse is 22 miles. We spent a good night there. The family was eager for education, and all my talks with them revolved around different points of religion. The worthy man was already contemplating in his mind the erection of a church at Correction-town, as soon as a dozen of his compatriots came to establish their homes there. 

On the 22nd he took us in his wagon to Sioux City, 27 miles away. The whole part traveled from Denison to Sioux City consists of rolling and elevated plains, of fertile soil, rich in turf and grass, where innumerable herds of domestic animals would find abundant food. This whole region looks like a rough sea, suddenly become still. Every day, it's the same monotony: you go up and down an endless series of slopes, hills, valleys, like waves on the ground. One sees edges of wood along the rivers and streams, and, in some deep valleys and ravines, of the highest parts. In summer, this region presents an ocean of greenery, adorned with flowers, always pleasing to the sight; in autumn, the fire runs through it and consumes everything, covering the entire surface with its sad and blackish imprint of mourning; winter spreads its mortuary sheet over all nature. At this time, winter is coming to an end; the snows which, in the rigorous season, have a height of two to four feet, melt and disappear rapidly, but still spread here and there innumerable white, sparkling and icy spots, on the blackish sides of the slopes and hills. 

After leaving Denison, for about fifty miles, we pass two small towns; and, for about fifty others, only three small farms. Winter is harsh in Upper Iowa. It will further delay colonization for a long time. Dubuque, on the Mississippi, is the main city in the state of Iowa. It has its bishop and its Catholic institutions of charity, and four communities of Catholics with their churches. 

When I arrived in Sioux City, I took up residence in the house of the young local priest, the Reverend J. Curtis. Here he exercises the holy ministry with the greatest zeal and the greatest edification; he enjoys the highest consideration, not only among Catholics, but even among Protestants. He was a pupil of the Irish major seminary All-Hallows, which each year sends its young and fervent apostles, filled with virtues and talents, to the various parts of the globe, where the bishops appeal to their devotion. In the twenty-five years since the existence of this seminary, more than three hundred students have been sent to the foreign missions. 

Sioux City has a small Catholic community of about fifty families, most of them Irish, the others German and French. Mr. Curtis' mission extends north of the Missouri River, a distance of 130 miles; and he administers the help of religion to more than two hundred families spread over this space. Their number increases every year. 

The good chief of the Sioux, Pananniapapi, with a band of twenty-eight Jantons, is now at Sioux City. We expect a steamer every moment; to embark together and go to his country. He returns from Washington, where he was called by the Secretary of the Interior, on the business of his tribe. 

He told me, with his natural simplicity, that a young chief of his nation, who accompanied him, had been seized with vomiting blood during his stay in the American capital, and that he was soon reduced to such great weakness that we soon lost all hope of recovery. In this extreme and distressing situation, Pananniapapi had recourse to prayer and implored help from heaven. He then approached the bed of the dying man, exhorted him to put all his trust in the Great Spirit, and, showing him the cross of the Savior which he carried on him, he brought it to the lips of the patient, saying to him: “Dear nephew, embrace the crucifix with confidence. The image of Christ reminds us of the Son of God, who came down from heaven and came to earth to redeem us and deliver us from hell, at the cost of his own blood. Jesus Christ can do everything; He will give you health and bring you back safe and sound to your family.” The dying man kissed the cross with pious ardor and great confidence; the spitting of blood ceased, and from that day his strength returned to him imperceptibly. "I hope," added the good chief, "that my nephew's healing will help bring all my tribe to the knowledge, service, and love of the Great Spirit." I am happy to meet you and to learn that you have again come to visit the Jantons and the other tribes of my nation. We would be at the height of happiness if you could establish your stay among us. 

I am told that the steamer on which I am to embark with Pananniapapi and his band is in sight. I have to hurry to pick up my small effects and close my travel bag. The distance to be traveled on the river is 260 miles. I propose to stay a few days on the lands of the Jantons, and from there to penetrate into the interior of the country in search of the revolted Siouse tribes. 

Help me with your good prayers and our sacrifices to obtain the graces of heaven, in the accomplishment of the mission that has been imposed on me. Farewell. 


Janton Agency, May 15, 1867. 

My Reverend and dear Father, 

As I announced to you in my letter of April 30, I embarked on the ss Guidon. The boat was jammed with cargo and passengers for the new territories of Idaho and Montana. It was No. 15 of the immense steam flotilla which is going this year to Benton, a distance of 3,100 miles. 

At the great melting of the snows of our vast plains and black coasts, the Missouri River and its numerous tributaries overflow, flood and cover all the lowlands. This spring surge is only momentary and short-lived. Already, when we embarked, the river was on the decline. This is the most critical and difficult moment for navigation. At high waters, all the different channels fill with silt and sand, and flatten the riverbed along its entire length. At the lowering of the waters, new channels are formed little by little; at these times, the great obstacles to the passage of boats, apart from the strong westerly winds so common in spring, are the numerous sandbars or banks of sand. It often takes hours and entire days to cross one or two. Above Sioux City, we noticed a new cut, where the Missouri at full brim had carried away an immense forest a mile in extent, and had dug for itself a deep channel. It was only a matter of a few hours for him. This cut shortens the river by fifteen miles. Without incident other than the ships, the boat took six days to get to the Jantons reserve, a distance of 260 miles from Sioux City. 

Pananniapapi and his traveling companions were received there with open arms by their families and friends. I participated, in my quality of black-robed, in their regard and in their friendly demonstrations. Everyone was thrilled to see us back in such good health. 

I took my lodgings in the house of the excellent interpreter of the nation, Mr. Al. Gion, who overwhelmed me with kindness and friendship. He put me in possession of a beautiful little room, where my altar and my bed were immediately arranged. After a few moments, I found myself in a real little home, happy to have escaped the great tumult of the boat. 

The next day, I set to work, while waiting for the arrival of the boat La Grosse-Corne, which carries my provisions and my necessary tackle for my long journey across the plains. Every day I had the consolation of saying mass, of instructing the Indians and of baptizing the little children whom they presented to me, and whose number had already risen to two hundred and eighteen. The Jantons are scattered in their reserve for a distance of 30 miles. Spring winds and rains often make communication by land difficult. 

I always read with the keenest interest, in my moments of leisure, the beautiful and interesting letters of Saint Francis Xavier. I try to take advantage of this reading; she serves as my guide and encourages me in my undertaking, far from my superiors and my dear colleagues in Jesus Christ; it often fills me with consolation. Allow me to quote to you from these letters two passages that touched me: "Among other intercessions," writes Saint Francis Xavier, "let us invoke that of the children whom I baptized and whom God, in his infinite mercy, called back to himself before that they had tarnished the robe of their innocence. I believe there are a thousand or more. I invoke them to obtain the grace to do, in this land of exile and misery, what God wants, and in the way he wants. In another place: "You can form an idea of my life since I have been here," wrote the saint from a place whose name he did not even know, "being understood by no one and unable to to understand. However, I baptize newborns, because for that I do not need interpreters, any more than to help the poor, who know how to make me understand their miseries. 

The life that the Indians lead is very hard, and the climate is very dangerous. A great number of their grandchildren succumb before the age of seven or eight, without being able to resist the fatigues, the miseries and the illnesses which are without remedy among them. It is for me a real day of celebration to baptize these poor little innocents. I have the intimate conviction that baptism has opened heaven to a very large number of those whom I have had the happiness and the consolation of baptizing, in my long excursions among the Indian tribes. 

I learn that the ss La Grosse-Corne, which left Saint-Louis on April 12, will be here tomorrow. I'm waiting for him. The leaves of poplars unfold rapidly; the grass of the plains grows visibly; everything seems to invite departure. 

I gave Chief Pananniapapi the beautiful and interesting letter written in the name of Mrs. Anna de Meeûs, Superior of the Worthy Ladies Directors of the Work of the Poor Churches. The chief asks me to thank these respectable ladies, in his name, for their great kindness towards him, and especially for the good prayers they offer to heaven in his favour. He greatly admired the little images they sent him, and which he will distribute to the different lodges or families of his tribe. He expressed his warmest and most sincere appreciation for the case of church ornaments and sacred vessels which the good ladies are preparing for the future use of the new church in his tribe. Pananniapapi also implores their prayers with ardor, in order to obtain that ministers of Jesus Christ soon arrive in their midst to erect there the house of the Great Spirit, and schools for the instruction of youth. The chief and his wife will not stop imploring heaven to pour its blessings in abundance on all these good mothers of the poor and on their pious and charitable enterprises, which they have extended to the miserable children of the great American desert. The good chief proposes to send to his benefactresses his photograph and that of his wife. Pananniapapi will add, with pleasure, some other small memories of his country ¹. 

¹ You can read the letter that we published in the Précis Historiques, 1866, p. 533, on the details of the conversion of this illustrious warrior and his tribe. A collection of Indian objects, the like of which has perhaps never been seen in Belgium, was sent to Brussels last year by Father De Smet. Among these objects are the complete costume of the great chief Pananniapapi, and his wife, Mazaïtzashanawé. These Indian curiosities were offered to the Association of Perpetual Adoration and the Work of the Poor Churches, in recognition of the church vestments sent to several of the missions evangelized by the famous missionary. The council of the Work, in response to the general desire, consented to these objects being exhibited for a few days; and they have been so successively in the towns which form the centers of the Association. Here is the list of these objects: 1° two painted buffalo skin dresses; -- 2° the war helmet of Pananniapapi, composed of ermine skin and adorned with two horns and a small plume; -- 3° the bow, the quiver and the arrows of the same head; -- 4° the large calumet and the tobacco bag of the same head; -- 5° the parade cotillion of his wife Mazaïtzashanawé, of goat leather, adorned with pearls and bells. (It is the work of his own hands,) The chief and his wife received baptism on July 6, under the patronage of Saint Peter and Saint Anne. Pananniapapi, or the man who knocks the rice, is the grand chief of the Siouse tribe of the Jantons, which numbers about 3,000 souls; -- 6° the bearskin garters of Pezieshawakiau, or leaping Thunder; they fasten on the knees, and the claws cover the feet and fasten there; -- 7° a ridiculous or portable bag of wild woman, adorned with pearls; -- 8° a man's bracelet; -- 9° seven pairs of moccasins, or wild shoes, adorned with colored porcupine feathers and pearls. 


To these details on the countries of the Omahas and the Sioux, I add a curious and dramatic episode, published a few years ago in the Courrier des Étais-Unis, which gives an idea of Indian life, and, in particular, , of the tribes in the midst of which I find myself. Let the Courier do the talking: 
“Western newspapers recently announced that following a bitter fight between the Sioux and the Omahas, Longan Fontenelle, the leader of the latter, had been killed with arms in hand. The details of this episode of Indian life have since come down to us, and are characteristic enough to offer our readers special interest. 

Logan, at the head of a party from Omahas, was leading a hunting expedition into the wilderness, such as is renewed every year, during the summer, among the various Indian tribes. A portion of the wigwams were planted in the plains, near Fourche-au-Loup, when one day one of the young warriors, wandering on the neighboring hills, recognized a numerous band of Sioux encamped along a stream, in a value withdrawn. Logan was immediately informed of the neighborhood and strength of his nation's enemies. As the struggle would have been completely disproportionate, with heroic devotion, the chief resolved to assure alone the safety of his people, and to protect their retreat by attracting the enemy far from their tracks. 

The camp was broken immediately, and the whole band marched with all possible speed towards the territory of the tribe. Logan was left alone. It was at sunset, and the retreating hunters had scarcely disappeared behind the nearest hills, when several Sioux scouts appeared in the vicinity, and were not long in discovering the place of encampment. According to Indian customs, they scrupulously examined all the clues left behind, and soon recognized that the Omahas had been there. So they rushed in the direction from which they had come, to report the discovery to their leader. 

Logan, who had observed everything from the post he had chosen for himself, understood that the time was right to divert the Sioux from the tracks of his warriors. He dashed on his horse across the prairie, and without slackening his pace for an instant, rode eight miles away, to a rise which cut at a right angle the road followed by his people. There he kindled a fire intended to attract the attention of his enemies; which he succeeds. 

The Sioux, scarcely hastening to the site of the camp, and being able only with difficulty to discern the trace of the Omahas in the night, had no sooner seen the fire than they rushed in that direction. Arrived at the place where the branches and the dry grass were blazing in the night, they could see, eight or ten miles farther, a similar fire. It was Logan who, after trampling his horse all around the first hearth, so as to mislead the number of warriors who had stopped there, had resumed his race to light a second one. The Sioux did not doubt that they were on the trail of a small band of enemy hunters, and they set off in pursuit with an ardor excited by the apparent ease of success. 

So they came to the third fire; but finding no one there, any more than near the two others, they finally suspected a stratagem. They proceeded this time with scrupulous attention to the examination of the traces left, and recognized, to their shame, that they had been duped by a single warrior on horseback who, evidently, had led them far from the true trace of those they thought they were pursuing. 

Logan, still watching, saw from the movement of the torches and the bustle of the warriors that the ruse was discovered. Now it was too late for his enemies to return to camp and track the fugitives there with any chance of reaching them. The time had therefore come for him to concentrate all his efforts on the care of his own safety; for the pursuers would no longer have but one desire, one aim, that of seizing at all costs the enemy whose dupes they had been, and of avenging by his death in torture the success of his stratagem. He rode at full speed and in a straight line towards the residence of his tribe, while the Sioux divided into several bands to scour the countryside in all directions. 

The chase lasted a whole day. Towards the evening of the next day, Logan hoped to have definitely put his enemies at fault, when, to his despair, he was able to see them again at the last light of day, relentlessly in their tracks and approaching him more and more. He therefore changed direction, and managed to reach a ravine covered with thick coppice, where he met a young Indian girl drawing water from a spring. The daughter of the desert came to the aid of the fugitive in the pressing danger in which he found himself. While he went on foot to an agreed place, she, mounted on the horse, continued the race in the wood, marking her track in zigzags by broken twigs and trodden grass, whose Sioux could not fail to follow the tracks. clues. At a certain distance, she lowered her horse into the bed of a stream, the course of which she followed in such a way as to leave footprints indicating that direction; then ascending the deepest channel, above where she had entered the water, she came out through rocky ground, where her trace could not be found, and ran to join Logan where he was. hidden. "My brother can go on his way in safety," she told him. The enemies move away on a false trail; he will see his wigwam again and the one waiting for him there. So 

Logan resumed his run, slower this time; he covered a long distance without being pursued, and he already considered himself beyond the reach of the Sioux, when, in a narrow defile, he found himself face to face with a band of fifty of them, who, having scoured the countryside in vain in pursuit of the Omahas, returning to their hunting camp. 

Logan was lost. He no longer dreamed of anything but dying a brave man and adding to the great deeds of his life the glory of a last exploit. His exhausted horse could not save him by flight; but flight gave him the chance to immolate more enemies; he turned the bridle towards the woods. The Sioux, uttering cries of rage and defiance, launched themselves after him like an avalanche. Soon a shot rang out, and one of them bit the dust. Another soon had the same fate; then another, and yet another... Each time the fugitive stopped, his murderous bullet would go through an enemy's chest; then he resumed his course, loading his weapon at a gallop, and only stopping to make a new victim. Four warriors had already been left lifeless in the grass when the Omaha chief's horse, exhausted, stumbled beneath him. Logan rolled on the ground, and before he had recovered from the stun caused by the shock, he was hit by the bullets, arrows, tomahawks and spears of his fierce opponents. 

He got up, however, and, wounded as he was, armed only with his carbine like a club, and his knife, he piled five more corpses under his feet, and only fell on this last trophy, the face up and still defying his enemies. Logan was scalped on the spot, and the Sioux danced a great war dance around the corpse of their enemy. So died Logan Fontenelle, the heroic leader of the Omahas. In union with your holy sacrifices and prayers, I have the honor to be, my reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe 

vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1867 - letter 80 - Councils of the rebellious savages.

	
COUNCILS OF THE SAVAGES IN REVOLT 

EIGHTIETH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

Fort Buford, at the mouth of Roche-Jaune, 
2,240 miles above Saint-Louis, July 8, 


1867 . 

eagerness to give you an idea of my occupations and my walk on the great plains and on the rushing Missouri, which is, at this season of the year, at full brim. I dare to hope that these details will not be without interest for you. I will write them as they present themselves day by day; in this way, you will travel in spirit with me. 

I hope my letters of April 30 and May 15 have reached you. In my first, I gave you my route from St. Louis to Sioux City, and thence to the Jantonne Agency, near Fort Sendall. At the agency, I had the consolation of regenerating in the holy waters of baptism more than 200 little children and a few adults. Many are already enjoying eternal joys. Happy innocents! They seemed to be waiting for my arrival to go and rest in the heavenly habitation, among the angels and saints of the Lord. 

The Janton interpreter, Mr. Alexis Gion, gave me, during my stay in the tribe, a small apartment in the attic, in his wooden house. In this hospitable asylum, I spent many sweet and happy moments in the performance of my religious duties, especially since I had the consolation of offering the holy sacrifice of the mass there every day. The two Sundays that I spent among the Jantons, a chapel was improvised, where Catholics and Protestants, whites, mestizos and savages hastened to go for divine service. All showered me with attention and consideration 

17 May. -- The steamer Grosse-Corne, after thirty-three days of navigation from Saint-Louis, arrives at the Jantonne agency, and disembarks, in good order, my waggon, my little traveling kit, my two mules and my horse of saddle. These three animals, on dismounting after such a long imprisonment, cavort. The enticing scent of fresh, growing grass causes them a delirium of joy; they throw themselves into it with their four feet in the air, rolling to right and left on the tender grass, rearing up, leaping, playing so well that they were very close to knocking off the hats of several spectators, gathered together to admire these leaps and feats. However, these pleasant animals did not forget to eat: in a short time, all three had rounded bodies, similar to bags full of oats. 

The captain of the boat deserved thanks for the care he had taken of these animals. In spite of his vigilance, only once the horse, untied from his rope, managed to leave the boat by stealth, while the latter was moving; my courier quietly went to bathe. It was only an hour later that we noticed his escapade. The boat went down immediately to look for it, and it was found, safe and sound, near an impassable steep coast, otherwise it would have reached the forest and escaped the eyes of the sailors. 

Three days were employed in making the mules and the horse workable. One of the mules acted quite stubborn, and revolted furiously each time the bridle was passed over its long ears. After several attempts and always with the same result, the handler, to punish the surly animal and for his own rest, leaves him the bridle and only removes the bit; the mule seems satisfied and the driver no longer needs a whip. 

May 21st. -- I am leaving the Jantonne agency, as well as the good chief Pananniapapi and his band. My little caravan is made up of a Sioux interpreter, a guide, a horse guard and a hunter. For seven miles the road crosses high ground, through beautiful, smiling, slightly undulating meadows. At the stream, we pass into the lowlands, or the lower valley of the Missouri. There, the janton chief, called Iron Horn, and his small band cultivate the fields. I give baptism to all little children. Six miles further on, at the Sentier de bois à proue, I baptized several others. We had great difficulty in crossing the muddy stream opposite Fort Rendall: all the baggage had to be shouldered and carried on the other side, and every arm had to be used to help the two mules and the horse to pull the empty wagon of tenacious slime. Three miles further on, on the banks of the Missouri River and on the land of Chief Magaska, or Swan, we encamped for the night, at a distance of seventeen miles from the point of our departure. 

May 22. -- I regenerate in the holy waters of baptism a Métis family, father, mother and seven children, who had been preparing for several years to obtain this favor. The parents then receive the sacrament of marriage, according to the Roman ritual. Seventy-four children from the Magaska band also receive baptism. The whole morning is employed in these holy ceremonies. We leave the camp around noon and return to the high plain. Several showers of rain make the road slippery, muddy. After eight miles of road, we pitch our tent on the edge of the Louison stream, with flowing and crystal clear water. For the traveler leaving the thick, muddy water of the Missouri, this view and contrast is very pleasing. 

In this place a solitary hostelry, consisting of two wooden cabins, had been erected and was inhabited by a Canadian, his Métis wife and several of their children. Everyone seems happy to see me. Several other Canadians, who occupy trails in the woods along the Missouri River, to supply the steamers, having been warned of my presence in the country, had brought their children along my path. All my spare hours, until late in the evening, are spent in instructions, of which these men seemed to be eager and to which they pay the greatest attention. Ten little children are presented to me for baptism; a Métis woman receives the nuptial blessing with the holy waters of baptism. 

May 23. -- Around ten o'clock in the morning, I leave the banks of the Louison, resuming our walk along the beautiful green and undulating roads. A spring shower pleasantly refreshes the atmosphere. After a nineteen-mile run, we pitch the tent on the edge of Pratt Creek and beside the Hamilton Inn. The host is an old acquaintance of mine; also he fills me with kindness. He puts at my disposal all the products of his farm: his henhouse provides us with all the eggs necessary to provide us with a good dinner the next day, Friday. At Hamilton's, as at its neighbor on Louison Creek, they had assembled and were waiting for me to confer baptism on two adults and thirteen small children. It was a beautiful offering for me to make on the eve of the feast of Our Lady Help of Christians, and on the feast day of the martyr of the Society of Jesus, Blessed André Bobola.
 
May 24. -- I offer the holy sacrifice of early morning mass. After having done honor to our host's eggs, we set off again for twenty-two miles. The road crosses immense and beautiful plateaus, which present innumerable beds where, during this pleasant season of the year, the beautiful little daisy abounds and is truly the queen of the meadows. She presents herself there in all her splendor and under your most vivid and varied colors; it passes from the purest white to purple, to red, to blue, to the deepest yellow. 

We arrived at Bijou around three o'clock in the afternoon, and camped near a fountain of clear, cool water. These high coasts serve as promontories in these parts; they are seen all around at a distance of thirty miles. Everywhere on these elevated plains are met with a great number of natural basins or reservoirs, small and large, which often deserve the name of lakes, since they have an extent of from three to six miles. They are filled and renewed each spring, when the snow melts and during the rainy seasons. Ducks, bustards, snipes and other aquatic birds abound there; they make their nests there in the reeds and tall grasses. 

We pass several large residences of prairie dogs, a kind of marmot. They are several miles in extent. Their inhabitants dwell underground and seem to live in good harmony with the owl, the prairie falcon and the rattlesnake. As the hunter approaches, they are often seen entering the same hole. Formerly, these beautiful plains nourished innumerable herds of buffaloes, stags, roe deer; now that the military road crosses them, the large animals have disappeared. We saw a few goats in the distance, and along the way a large number of snipes, prairie hens, wild pigeons, and a variety of small snow birds. 

The Sioux chief of the Burned tribe, Katanka-Wakan, or the Spirit-ox, joined us on the way, and we camped together at the foot of the coast, at Bijou. A Canadian pioneer built his cabin there. I baptized her five grandchildren there. 

May 25. -- The night was cold; the water froze in my tent. We leave the coasts at Bijou, at six o'clock in the morning, taking the road again. We cross the same series of plateaus, beds of varied flowers and gently undulating meadows, where there are many water basins. These waters usually evaporate during the arid summer months. Around noon, we stop on the shores of Lac Rouge. We have snipes and wild pigeons for dinner. We meet a lonely family from the Brûlés tribe. I baptize five of their grandchildren. During the whole route, we notice a large number of birds of different species. Our tent is pitched on the edge of American-creek. 

May 26. -- I celebrate the Holy Sacrifice of Mass early in the morning, having thirty miles to go. We leave early, the surface of the country is the same as the two previous days. Along the way and without leaving the road, the hunter kills fifteen pigeons and several snipes. We cross four small streams: Crow, Prickly-Ash, Elm and Boxelder; and arrived at Fort Thompson, about seven o'clock in the afternoon. We pitch our tent there, a short distance from the Missouri. I pay my visit to the officers of the fort, and spend a very agreeable evening among them. US Army officers are, in general, gentlemen in the fullest sense of the word. They show me the greatest cordiality and provide for all my needs. 

May 27. "I find more than a hundred and twenty lodges of Indians in the vicinity of Fort Thompson, belonging principally to the tribes of the Brûlés, the Deux-Chaudières, and the Jantonnais. The object of my mission on behalf of the government had already been announced to them, and they received me with affability and confidence. I summon the principal chiefs and braves in council. As the names they bear may perhaps interest you, because of their singularity, I will give you some of them; moreover, they are my spiritual children and my friends, and I take pleasure in naming them to you. Here they are: Mazoéâté, or the Iron Nation; Istamanza, the Iron Eyes; Tawagoekeza-numpa, the Two Spears; Tchetauska, the white hawk; Mantowa-Koua, the hunting bear; Gougounapia, the Necklace of Ossicles; Mantatska, the White Bear. Thirty-six chiefs and braves attend the council. I open the meeting with a solemn prayer to the Great Spirit, to implore the assistance of heaven on all the members present and on each of the tribes they represent. All raise both hands to the sky throughout the invocation. I then explain to them, at length and at large, the object of my mission, the desires and the views of the government with regard to them. Everything tended to strengthen them in their good dispositions, to keep them separated from hostile bands, for their own security and that of their families, and to lead them to a lasting and permanent peace. In their speeches and responses, the chiefs make solemn promises to listen to the advice of their grandfather (the president), and to keep the peace with the whites. They naively explain to me their delicate and critical situation. On the one hand, they assert their neighborhood and their relations with the soldiers, who are their own blood, their kinship; and the invitations of those to make them raise the puzzle against the Whites for the defense of the common country which saw them being born; invitations always accompanied by insults and threats. On the other hand, -- I continue to quote you their own words: -- “Government commissioners and agents come to them every year; they are gracious and profuse in words and promises from the Grandfather. To what do we attribute that fine words and great promises lead to nothing, nothing, nothing? They then go into a series of details about the injustices and misdeeds of white people, and end by saying: "We continue to hope that our words will reach our Grandfather's ear, that they will enter his heart and that he will take pity on us. The presence of the Robe-Noire today increases our hope and our confidence.” 

The council lasted several hours, with all the prognoses of a good and happy result. My religious instruction, which followed the great council, was listened to with the greatest attention. As I had spoken of the importance of the sacrament of regeneration, the various chiefs immediately harangued their camps, and the mothers hastened to present to me their little children, to the number of more than one hundred and sixty, "to dedicate them to the Great -Spirit” through baptism, as they express themselves. 

The life of the Indians is very hard; the climate is very harsh. A large number of children succumb before the age of reason, without being able to resist fatigue, misery and illnesses unknown to us and without remedy among them. It is a real day of celebration for me to baptize these poor little innocents: the baptism will have opened heaven to a very large number whom I have had the good fortune to baptize during my long excursions. I have the intimate conviction that they intercede for me with God. 

The council and baptism ceremonies continued well into the evening. The day was beautiful. I give thanks to Heaven and to the Blessed Virgin Mary for all the favors received. 

May 28. -- I say mass and make an instruction at Fort Thompson, late in the morning. The garrison is mainly made up of Irish, Germans, French, all Catholics. It was the first visit they received from a priest. Also, a good number hasten to take advantage of my presence to approach the sacraments. I spend part of the day with them and spend the rest in conferences with the Indians; which was the main object of my visit. 

May 29. -- I see very early in the morning that a mule and my horse have escaped during the night. I am not without concern: perhaps the hostile Indians, who often roam these parts, especially at night, have kidnapped them. I have recourse to the good Saint Anthony, and, to my great joy, the two fugitives are brought back to me shortly after my prayer. Lunch was ready. At seven o'clock in the morning we were on the march. The country we are crossing offers the same aspect: the different species of flowers continue to abound, while the song and the chirping of many birds enliven these green and solitary plains. We dined on the edge of the small Chaîne-de-roche stream: the pigeons, the snipes, the ducks which come to present themselves to the hunter on our way form our ordinary meal. A curiosity remarkable enough to be cited is at the Chaîne-de-roche, near the stream: one sees there, on the surface of the living rock, five deep and perfect traces of a man's foot. It is a famous place in Indian legends, of which later I will try to give you the whole story. Towards sunset, we camp at Chapel Creek, near three Indian lodges. I find there old and good acquaintances; they fill me with friendship and hasten to present me with nine of their grandchildren for baptism. 

May 30. -- On this glorious Ascension Day, I offer Holy Mass for the conversion of the Indian tribes. Initially, at seven o'clock in the morning, the wagon got stuck in the deep mud of Chapelle-creek. As at the muddy stream of Fort Rendall, all effects must be unloaded and shouldered. We managed with difficulty and by force of arm to extricate the wagon from its embarrassing position, and again we set off for a distance of twenty-five miles. We cross a mountainous region, filled with rubble, for the most part rounded by water. While we dined at Medicine Creek, several Siouse families, who were traveling, crossed the stream and took advantage of my presence to obtain, in favor of eight of their children, the blessings of baptism. The road passes within sight of the Missouri and enters the lower glen of the river. We encamped at old Fort Sully, now abandoned, around five o'clock in the afternoon, in the midst of two hundred and twenty lodges of Indians, who received me with all the demonstrations of the liveliest cordiality. 

May 31.--As at Fort Thompson, I summon the chiefs and their braves to the grand council. I will add here a second list of our plains nestors. Their names, as in ancient times, are either characteristic or significant, recalling some remarkable features or actions of their life. For the most part they are names of renown among the tribes of the Great Desert, and of my old acquaintances. I am happy to introduce them to you. Here they are: Nagi-Wakan, or the Spirit par excellence; Tchêtangi, the yellow hawk; Zizikadanakian, the man who hovers above the bird; Tokayâketê, the one who killed the first; Matowayouwi, the man who dispersed the bears; Tokaoyouthpa, the man who took the enemy; Wawantaneanska, the great Mandan; Wagha-Tshawkaeyapi, the man who serves as a shield; Tchatêpêta, the heart of iron; Ezzanimaza, the iron horn; Wâmedoupiloupa, the red-tailed eagle, and many others. 

At the first call they run to the council. I present to the principal chiefs a miraculous medal of the Blessed Virgin, which they receive with the greatest eagerness and the liveliest gratitude. They recognize the favors received from heaven during the cholera, and granted to Chief Pananniapapi and his band through the intercession of Mary. 

As soon as they know the object of my visit, they pay the greatest attention to my words and my opinions. They complain bitterly of the bad faith of the whites, the commissioners and the agents of the government, always so prodigal of words and promises, and always so slow to execute them, when they come to that. Patience weighs on them; however, they propose to continue to wait. In all their speeches and in all their words, they declare themselves in favor of peace with the Whites, ready to ask their young warriors to bury the puzzle and get away from the war bands. They express, at the same time, a strong desire to place themselves on reserves and to cultivate the soil. But until the fields bring them abundance, they propose to continue to lead the nomadic life of hunters, and to peacefully roam the plains in search of animals, roots and fruits. 

So far, all that I have observed and been able to learn among the different bands of Indians augurs well for their good disposition to live in peace with the whites, and to make efforts to dissuade the young people from committing depredations. They ask, and with right, that we do them justice, that the annuities granted by the treaties reach them, that we stop feeding them with promises, that we protect them against the Whites who come to sow the iniquity and misery throughout the country; finally, they humbly beg their Grandfather the President to grant them agricultural tools, seeds, plows and oxen to plow the land. I repeat it again, if the Savages sin against the Whites, it is because the Whites have missed them very much. 

At the end of the great council, mothers, with their little children, one hundred and seventy-four in number, were waiting for me for baptism. 

I have sent several express to the interior of the country to announce to the hostile gangs my intention of visiting them. I expect the answer within two months. I dare to hope for some result, and I offer my poor prayers to the Lord for the good success of my peaceful mission; it must regulate my future race. In the meantime, I will continue my visits among the Indians in the vicinity of forts Rice Berthold and Union. The express will be waiting for me at old Fort Sully. To come and go from Sully to Union and vice versa, the distances are 1,430 miles. 

June 1st. -- Rain, showers, overnight, thick fog and cold weather. Around noon, the sun breaks through and it is stiflingly hot. I spend the whole day with the principal chiefs in interviews on religion and on the present critical and dangerous situation of the Indian tribes of the plains vis-a-vis the American government. Like the whites, the Indians have proclaimed a kind of martial law; the warrior chiefs alone assume all authority. 

Today, I conferred baptism on thirty-three little children of the band of Burns. 

June 2, 3, 4 and 5. -- These four days are principally employed in conferences with the Indians. The heat is great. Departures and arrivals do not stop. The Little Soldier, second leader of the Jantonnais, joins the big camp; his tribe numbers more than four hundred lodges or tepies. He listens carefully to the religious instructions that I give him and the words that the government has asked me to address to them. The Little Soldier tells me, in his turn, of the friendly disposition of his tribe towards the whites, who, at this moment, were waiting for us in the neighborhood of Fort Rice. 

During these four days, I administered the baptism to thirty-nine little Indian children. 

On the evening of the 5th, a terrible hurricane, accompanied by a succession of lightning which transformed the night into day, and a roll of great claps of thunder like a battery of a thousand guns brought into play, broke out above from our field. One would have said the approach of the last day. On this occasion, two beautiful Flemish verses come to my memory. 

De velden dreunden door een dorren donderslag, 
Nooyt zag de wereld een vervaerlyker dag. 

The hurricane lasts several hours. A large number of Indian tepies are knocked down. The carriages leave, suddenly driven by the wind. The violence of the blows nearly swept away my tent: it takes three strong men to hold it upright. The scene ends with a deluge of rain and hail, which floods the entire region. 

June 6 and 7. -- Baptism of two children. Arrival of Generals Sully and Parker, extraordinary envoys of the government to take special information on the subject of the complaints of the Indians against the Whites, and the injustices of which they have been continually victims. MM. Sully and Parker are distinguished generals in the United States Army, also recognized for their bravery and probity. We have a long conversation together on the object of our respective missions, and it is resolved that I will accompany them to the top of the Yellow Rock, to unite our efforts in order to bring the tribes back to peace. 

June 8. -- Baptism of ten little children. A grand council is convened by the two generals. All the chiefs and the brave attend. At the request of the American officers, I made a short preliminary speech to the Indians to attract their attention and give them confidence. I tell them that their Grandfather the President wants to know all their grievances, in order to bring an effective remedy to them once and for all. The two generals then speak and give full details of their mission among them, promising them that all words spoken in council will be faithfully sent to Washington, to be submitted to the President. Each chief, in the name of his band, manifests all his thoughts. The council ends in the most perfect harmony and with a great feast, which all, young and old, old and young, attend and do honor with the greatest eagerness and an excellent appetite. I will give you later, if time permits, some of the speeches improvised by the chiefs; they are admirable for their good sense and their eloquence. 

June 9. -- Sunday. Large numbers of Indians come to attend divine service and instruction. It was a meeting of whites, half-breeds, Indians of different bands. Two marriages are then celebrated. The divine service is barely over when the great warrior chief Mazakampeska, or the Iron Shell, with several of his braves, comes to the camp and pays us a visit. A council is held immediately. La Coquille de fer, after preambles too long to be reported here, declares “that he desires tranquility and peace for his country; but, to establish it, three conditions seem to him absolutely necessary. Take away first, he said, all your soldiers from the country; close all your main roads through the black coasts; keep steamboats from going up into the upper Missouri, that the buffaloes and other animals will not be disturbed.” This is the conditio sine quâ non of Mazakampeska. 

General Sully gives him to understand “that the soldiers were drawn into the country by the massacres of Minnesota, the plains and Missouri; that if these murders and massacres continue, the number of soldiers will be increased and will cover their country as locusts cover their plains. Let us bury the puzzle, and the soldiers will return to their country.” The general says that he has come to hear the complaints of the Indians and that their words will be faithfully reported to their Grandfather. The chief promises to use his influence to reconcile the young people to peace. 

About three o'clock in the afternoon, we left for the new Fort Sully, by a high and beautiful road. We cover a distance of 25 miles in three hours. The steamer Graham was there with five companies of soldiers destined for the various upper forts. Our arrangements are immediately made: we leave our cars, our animals and our luggage at the fort, and we take our places on the steamer. 

June 10. -- The boat leaves very early in the morning and barely covers 20 miles during the day. All the time is employed in cutting and carrying wood to feed the furnace. It is so greedy that it consumes twenty-five cords of wood every day, measuring eight feet long by four feet deep and four high. The Graham is 249 feet long. It's a floating palace and the largest boat that's ever been on upper Missouri. 

My status as envoy extraordinary to the government grants me the title of major, singularly associated, it must be said, with that of Jesuit. However, it has the advantage that it gives me more access to the soldiers, many of whom are Catholic. I grant them, not as a major, but as a priest, all my available time. On Sundays, I say mass in public, in the spacious ladies' room; and every day I offer the Holy Sacrifice in my private room, with the consolation of distributing Holy Communion to many. I find myself on board in the middle of the exercises of a small mission: my days are spent teaching catechism, instructing and confessing the soldiers, who hasten to go to my little room. Along the way, I baptize a lady and her grandchildren. 

June 16. -- We arrive at Fort Rice, 260 miles from Fort Sully. The winds and the need for wood to be cut are great delays for the boat. At Rice, on both sides of the river, about 530 lodges are encamped and await our arrival. The whole tribe of the Jantonnais, with 380 lodges, is gathered there. The other camps are parts of other bands: Ankepapas, Pieds-noirs, Sioux and others. 

June 17 and 18. -- These days are spent in conferences and councils, which all the chiefs and the principals of the brave attend. I will give you details of our various meetings later. I opened it at the request of Generals Sully and Parker, who made known to the chiefs, in all their details, the intentions of the government with regard to them. All the chiefs are admirable in their speeches and in their answers, both wise and eloquent, as well as in their disposition to keep peace with the whites. All our dealings with the Indians bode well for success, and our meetings last until late in the evening. Since the camps are far from the fort and on the other side of the river, I only have the opportunity and the time to baptize fifteen of their grandchildren. They take me to a poor child who is in agony and who dies a few moments after receiving baptism. 

I hope to meet the same camps on my return from Fort Union, and to talk to them chiefly about religion, for which they seem very eager. 

June 19. -- We leave Fort Rice early in the morning. The distance from Fort Berthold is 175 miles. We get there without any incident. 

June 23. -- On the way, four goats are killed by the hunters. My time on the boat is above all taken up in hearing the confessions of the Catholic soldiers and in preparing them to approach the sacraments. A Brussels resident, named Charles Smet, is one of them; it was a great consolation for him and for me to be able to converse in the mother tongue. He had lost none of his accent. An Irish couple, the general's servant and a sergeant take advantage of my presence to receive the nuptial benediction; 

We spend a few hours at Berthold, in council with the chief of the three united tribes, the Arrikaras, the Mandans and the Minataris or Gros-ventres. They have always remained loyal to the government. A final council will take place when we return to Berthold. I'll tell you about it later. 

June 24. -- The steamer continues its course. We see the first band of buffaloes. A large number of passengers jump ashore in pursuit of these animals. Only one buffalo is killed. One of the hunters, still a novice in this sort of hunt, gets lost; and, despite all the searches and cannon shots, he is not found. 

June 28. -- We arrive at Buford, near the old Fort Union, at the mouth of the Yellow Rock. This place is situated 255 miles from Fort Berthold, and 2,240 miles from Saint-Louis. Fort Buford contains five companies of soldiers. I share my time there writing and making myself useful to the soldiers and thirty lodges of Assiniboins. I baptize a soldier and forty-seven Indian children; and I give the nuptial blessing to three couples. 

July 7. -- Arrival of the Assiniboin chiefs and grand council. All declare themselves friends of the whites and promise never to surrender to the solicitations of the enemies. We await the arrival of the Crows and the Santies chiefs, to announce and communicate to them the wishes of the government. Then I will descend the river as far as Rice or Sully, to reach the interior of the country and visit the enemy bands, if the thing is practicable. So far the number of baptisms conferred has risen to 857. 

Pray for me, my reverend and dear Father; and present my feelings of respect to all my colleagues, etc. 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ

 

	
 

	1868 - Response to criticism.

	
RESPONSE TO CRITICISM IN RELATION TO THE LETTERS OF RP DE SMET 

In putting to press the new and interesting correspondence of Fr. of Father De Smet in general. 

First, people believed that the letters of the missionary of the Rocky Mountains published in the Précis Historiques do not come entirely from him and from America, but that they are written in Brussels. It is a mistake. All these letters come to us from America and the place from which they are dated; we haven't written any; they frankly bear the signature of their author. 

Then, a priest leaving Belgium for America was told, not only "that Fr. De Smet is not the author of the letters published in the Précis Historiques, but that we know on good these letters are due to rhetoricians from the University of Saint-Louis.” It's still a mistake. All the letters that we publish, signed with the name of Fr. De Smet, were written by Fr. De Smet, "in discharge of a duty imposed on him by his superiors, for the good of the mission and for the greater glory of God,” as he himself wrote to us. 

Let us add to what we have just said that all these letters are written entirely by the hand of Fr. De Smet, except for a few quotations, which, moreover, bear the indication of their origin. Now, it would be quite curious to see the missionary copying stories told by rhetoricians or by us. Only, as Fr. De Smet has long been accustomed to speaking only English, there are necessarily some errors of style in his letters, which we are correcting. These inaccuracies are proof of the authenticity of the letters. Again, the editorial changes we have made, as is always done for the press, do not refer to substance, but only to form; moreover, they are few in number. Several of our readers, who have asked us to keep some autographs of Fr. De Smet for them, can see the truth of this assertion, 

, has always been a token of gratitude towards the benefactors of our missions in Belgium and Holland, where your Précis Historiques circulate. You have had the charity to lend us this means, and you have the right to participate in the prayers and merits of the missionaries, in the prayers of neophytes and new converts, in the intercession of the many innocents who, having been baptized, have been called to heaven without having tarnished the robe of their innocence. In another letter, he said: “I have a few more stories, which will perhaps end my correspondence, which is already very long! She has been a powerful help to our Indian missions.” After reading these lines, we begged our compatriot not to stop gratifying us with his correspondence. 

This is what we thought it appropriate to respond to those who think and especially to those who say lightly, that the letters of Fr. De Smet are written by us or by rhetoricians from Saint-Louis. 

In these widespread rumors, we are far from having suspected a malevolent intention towards us, even less towards Father De Smet; but it was important to deny them, because they would necessarily diminish the interest which attaches to the letters of our missionary from the Rocky Mountains. 

We also take this opportunity to affirm that, despite the generally accepted usage to the contrary, none of our particular correspondence from foreign countries was written in Brussels during the sixteen years that the Précis Historiques exist .
 

	
 

	1868 - letter 81 - A wild camp.

	
A 

WILD CAMP NINETY-FIRST LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

We have received several letters from Father De Smet since his return from the Rocky Mountains, where he had been on a peaceful mission from the United States Government, and where he saw the Indian camps again. The first of these letters is dated from the University of Saint-Louis, August 23, 1867. 

“I am back in Saint-Louis, Father De Smet tells us, after more than four months of absence from my mission . My visit to the Upper Missouri Indian tribes, through the kind prayers of my dear confreres and acquaintances, had very happy results. I had the great consolation of regenerating in the holy waters of baptism nearly 900 little Indian children and about fifty adults. Thousands of Indians, belonging to the various Siouse tribes, have made solemn promises to maintain peace with the Whites. Their speeches and promises were sent to Washington. I intend to send you some of these speeches, quite remarkable for Indians. 

New commissioners of peace have been sent among the hostile tribes, with several great generals at their head. The whole commission begged me to join them and return with them among the Indians; but, after a voyage of 6,000 miles and beyond, and in the height of summer, with the thermometer at 100 degrees, I felt at the end of my strength, and the doctor declared that I absolutely wanted rest. I was therefore unable to accept the honorable offer. 

In a letter, dated from Saint-Louis, September 21, 1867, Fr. De Smet wrote these lines to us: 

“Age is very noticeably gaining ground on me: my plumpness and my strength are disappearing rapidly. However, I will say to you in Flemish: Kraeken de beenen, het hert is goed. I would like to have another year or two to pass among the Indian tribes, especially among those which are hostile to the whites. A large number of warriors beg me, at this moment, to go among them; they seem disposed to make peace; but the season is too late, and my health is so weak that I could not accede to their wishes. It would be a new journey of a thousand leagues. I am forced to put it back next spring. 

In a more recent letter, dated from Saint-Louis, December 18, 1867, Fr. De Smet said: 

“As soon as the season allows it, I propose, with the grace of God, to leave Saint-Louis for the vast Far West plains. The hostile tribes that I was unable to meet during the course of last summer invite me to come and see them, at the very beginning of next spring. I want to meet their expectations, in the hope of being of some use to them. If these Savages do not submit, an all-out war will be the result of their insubordination. Generals Sherman and Harney, Government Commissioners to the Indians, asked me to accompany them on their spring expedition. I will do my best to get ahead of these gentlemen; for a black-robe in the middle of the epaulettes would, I think, seem a strange thing to the hostile Indians and would be disagreeable to them.” 

These lines of Fr. De Smet on his projects will interest the benefactors of the mission. 

University of Saint-Louis, January 1868. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

When one enters an Indian camp, regardless of its population, that is to say 100 to 200 lodges, which makes 800 to 1,000 souls, one is struck by the order and the tranquility which reign there. 

Among the Indians, as everywhere else, children amuse themselves wholeheartedly in their innocent little games: archery, ball games, running, etc. 

The women are at their ordinary family occupations, quite numerous and varied occupations, embracing almost all the work: they cook, cut wood, fetch water, work the skins of animals killed in the hunt, which they remove hair; they dry them, tan, rake, paint, make them flexible to be used as clothing; then they embroider them in various colors. Add to all this the whole care of their little papuans, or children. Women are found everywhere and always industriously occupied. 

The men take care of the horses, make bows and arrows, prepare and dry the kinnêkinick, weed for smoking,1 busy themselves with something useful or with objects of pure fantasy. Their favorite occupation is to quietly smoke the calumet, eat a good grilled buffalo or deer, then take a little slumber, chat about the news of the day and the future movements of the camp. 

¹ Kinnêkinick is an Indian term, which means a mixture of dry leaves of staghorn and inner bark of red willow. 


Although perhaps fewer in number than in civilized countries, the Indian camps also have their muscadins and idlers, good-for-nothings who kill time smearing their faces with colors and adorning themselves from head to toe, in front of the mirror they never leave. 

That's the usual agenda; but there are variations. Thus, when a character they wish to honor arrives, all is life and movement in the camp, everyone is on their feet to receive the guest; he goes through a long series of handshakes. Later, he is honored with a serenade accompanied by a dance. These dances are very varied and very animated, and, if the character's stay is long, he is offered the whole series. I'll give you an idea of this fun. 

A large circle of dancers forms. All are hideously smeared. The musicians begin to beat their drums and their tambourines, and all the dancers accompany the music with a slow and measured song, which they vary by piercing cries, growls, howls, to give tone to the cadence. When women's voices mingle, the vocal part of the performance is soft, plaintive and melodious. A dance party is often a combination of various dances. Here are the main ones: the dance of the chief, that of the beggar, of the buffalo, of the corn, of the dead, of the wedding, the dance of the return from war, with their prisoners and their sacrifices. The latter is everywhere the most important and the most varied; it is the faithful image of an Indian battlefield. It represents the departure of the warriors, their arrival in the enemy country, the attack, the removal of the hair, their triumphant entry into the tribe and the torture of the prisoners. These dances are done with great enthusiasm; the ardor and spirit of the dancing Savages form a very striking contrast with the stoic repose of the ordinary life they lead. 


The lawn dance was instituted by the good chief Pananniapapi, before his conversion to the faith. He is the grand chief of the Jantons tribe, which has nearly 3,000 souls and belongs to the Siouse nation. Among the Indians, each tribe has its societies or associations; the chief among the Jantons is called Pêjimakinnanka, or the turf band. All the brave, or men of courage, as the Indians express themselves, belong to this brotherhood; and all the members take a solemn engagement: -- 1º To avoid any quarrel between them, and to submit to the arbitrariness and the decision of two or three wise and prudent men all the disputes which could arise; it is their supreme court, improvised for the case that presents itself, and from which there is no appeal. The result is generally happy: the members live in good understanding and great harmony. -- 2º The company undertakes to give help and assistance to the weak, to protect the orphan and the widow, to help the sick and the stranger in their needs. 

The turf is among them the emblem of charity. It is the grass which nourishes their horses and other domestic animals, which fattens the buffaloes, the stags, the moose, the bighorns, the goats of the plains and the mountains. Horses carry all the assets of the Indian in his daily transmigrations, and he rides them for travel and for hunting. The flesh of wild animals nourishes him, the skins serve him as winter and summer clothing, as a bed and as blankets; the skins of buffalo are especially used for the construction of their skiffs and canoes, of their tents and lodges, and provide them with the cords and all that is necessary for the making of their saddles and their bridles. The grass band gladly shares the products of the hunt with the orphan and the widow, the old man, the poor and the stranger. 

It is particularly in the spring, when the grass is tender and soft, that the ceremonial dances take place. The insignia or hallmark of the society is a plaited tuft of grass which each member wears attached to the belt in the form of a long tail. At the first signal given by the master of ceremonies, all the colleagues are on their feet, carefully painted and in their finest costumes. They form a large circle, wielding their weapons, spears, clubheads, bows, arrows or any other weapon which has been the instrument of an exploit in some heroic act, in war or in the hunt. All the movements are timed to the sound of the drum, the tambourine, the flute, the calabash filled with small pebbles. While dancing and jumping, each colleague, in turn, accompanied himself with gestures, made fantastic capers, sang his dowampi, a song which recounted the high deeds of his bravery and the heroic gifts of his charity. The refrains, which all sing together, are filled with sarcasm against cowardice and avarice. Each dancer seems to have their own pirouette and personal poses. They make leaps, kick the ground so that it trembles under their feet; they turn in all directions. I would add that the whole forms an admirable confusion, set to the dizzying sounds of wild music. 

Allow me to make a final remark. The dances among the Savages, except the hair dance, which really gives shivers, are generally modest and innocent. There is never a mixture of men and women: the men dance among themselves, and the women form a circle among themselves. The Indian dances certainly prevail in propriety over many of the dances of civilized countries. 

I give you herewith a little smeared drawing of the lawn dance, made on the spot. Chief Pananniapapi is there standing behind the drum. 

The dance is always followed by a feast. As the guests are generally numerous, it takes place in the plain, at the very place where the dance took place. Circles are formed around boiling cauldrons and grills, more or less numerous, depending on the number of guests. Each guest carries their own plate or dish with them. The master of ceremonies, chosen for the occasion, is the one who received the most dangerous wounds in war. Eg-gha-kata-mâtscha, or the puny Deer, is today at the head of the association. In a fight against the enemies, he received a bullet that passed through his right arm and the whole chest. In the dance, it is he who rises first and sets the pace; after the dance, it is still he who first touches the boiling cauldron and the grill over the fire. Each associate of the gang serves after himself, and then all the guests. Everyone eats and honors their piece. We drink our soup and our coffee in the midst of joyous and lively conversations. 

In union with your holy sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be, my reverend and very dear Father, 

Reverentiae vestrae servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ
 
﻿

	
 

	1868 - Propagation of the faith in Canada and tribute to the RRs. PP. Franciscans.

	
Here now is the correspondence we received from Father De Smet. There will be new details on the propagation of the faith in Canada, and a tribute paid to the RRs. PP. Franciscans. 

"During my trip in 1864," he said, "I took some notes on Canada, which you may deem suitable for your Précis Historiques. They belong to the history of the United States. Here they are. 

In 1608, the energetic Champlain created the first colony in Canada, founding Quebec. To fortify the establishment of French power, his vast genius foresaw the absolute necessity of establishing missions among the Indians. Until that time, the interior of the vast continent, the Far West, had not yet been explored by the intrepid white traveler of ancient Europe. In 1616, a French Franciscan Father, named Le Caron, crossed the country of the Iroquois and the Wyandottes, Indian tribes, to go to different rivers, tributaries of Lake Huron. The Franciscan Fathers worked extensively in Canada. 

In the year 1634, two Jesuit Fathers founded the first mission in this region ¹. In 1659, for the first time, the enterprising Pelletier wintered on the shores of Lake Superior; and, in 1660, René Ménard founded the first mission of the Fathers of the Society of Jesus on these stony and inhospitable shores. Five years later, Father Allouez established the first permanent colony of whites among the Indians of the northwest. In 1668, a mission was founded at the falls of Sainte-Marie, by Fathers Dablon and Marquette. France took formal possession of northwest America in 1671; and Father Marquette was at the same time establishing a station of missionaries at Point Saint-Ignace, on the mainland, north of Mackinac, which was the first settlement of whites in the State of Michigan. 

¹ We have seen that Fr. de Magliano relates the arrival of three Jesuit Fathers to the year 1625. 


” No Frenchman had extended his course beyond the Riviere-au-Renard and Lake Winnebago, in. Wisconsin, when, in May of 1673, Father Marquette, with a few companions, left Mackinac in a canoe, ascended Baie Verte, Green Bay, entered Rivière-au-Renard, crossed the country to Wisconsin, and , following its current, discovered the Mississippi River. He named this great river, in honor of the Blessed Virgin, the river of the Immaculate Conception. They descended it several hundred miles, and the expedition returned to Mackinac in the fall. 

The description which the first explorers gave of the beauty and the magnificence of the valley of the Mississippi brought a great number of French colonists, accompanied by Jesuit missionaries, to go and settle on the fertile banks of the river. It was around the year 1680 that Kaskaskias and Cahokias, the oldest towns in the Mississippi Valley, were founded. Kaskaskias became the capital of the Illinois country; and, in 1721, an establishment with a college, under the administration of the Jesuit Fathers, was established there 

. early foundations of the city of Detroit. The entire vast region south of the Lakes was then claimed by France, under the name of Canada or New France. This fact aroused the jealousy of the English, and the legislature of New York passed a law ordering the hanging of any popish priests (popish priests) who would go of their own free will into the province. 

The influence which the French had obtained over the Indians and the friendship these people bore them were due to the mild and influential manners of their missionaries, so much so that when hostilities broke out in 1711 between France and the England, the most powerful nations became the allies of the French; and it was in vain that England attempted to confine the claim of France to the country south of the Lakes. 

At that time, Ohio was still little known to the French. At the beginning of the 18th century, their missionaries had penetrated to the sources of the Allegany river. 

About the year 1751, the principal settlements in Illinois were Cahokias, near St. Louis; Saint-Philippe, 45 miles below; Sainte-Geneviève, Fort Chartres, Kaskaskias and Prairie-du-Rocher. All these colonies were served by Fathers of the Society of Jesus.” 

This correspondence of Father De Smet complements and explains the documents provided by the Annals of the Franciscan Missions .

 

	
 

	1868 - letter 82 - Eloquence of the savages.

	
ELOQUENCE DES SAUVAGES 

NINETY-SECOND LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Last April, we received two letters from Father De Smet, one dated March 19 and the other the next day. The missionary announces his imminent departure for the Rocky Mountains. He sends us at the same time the speeches of savage chiefs, which we are going to publish, translated into French by him. Let us first quote a few passages from these letters. 


University of Saint-Louis, March 19, 1868. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

I am going to leave the United States again, this vast country where apostolic workers are still too rare, given the rapid and gigantic increase in population. When the 1900 era comes to an end, the United States, if the progression continues, will have reached the figure of one hundred million inhabitants. 

I hope to meet the worthy chief Pananniapapi soon. You can wait to hear from him. I am very busy at the moment making all my departure preparations. I have to provide for all the needs of our missions in the Rocky Mountains, today territory of Montana and Idaho; and these needs are very great. The missions are still progressing there, and each year sees an increase in the number of churches. I will leave, within a week, for distant and dangerous countries. I have received recent news that a large number of hostile savages await me and desire to see me. I am again authorized by the government to surrender at their request, in the interest of the peace and tranquility of the country. It's a business that will take a lot of prayers. So try to get them for me from good souls, and don't forget me in your holy sacrifices at the altar. If I reach my destination, I will write to you from time to time.

 
University of Saint-Louis, March 20, 1868. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

According to the promise I made to you in my last letters, I will give you a few speeches addressed to the government commissioners during the course of last autumn! I will precede them with two extracts, of ancient date, but which can literally be applied to the Savages of our day. 

In 1644, Father Jérôme Lallemant, brother of the illustrious martyr of the Iroquois, wrote, from Canada, to his superior in France, these lines which I am translating from English: "Many people are inclined to despair of 

the conversion of this people; they consider him as barbarians, having only the appearance of man and incapable of being converted to the faith. This judgment is very rash; I dare to affirm, in all truth, that, in respect to intelligence, they are in no way inferior to the native Europeans; and if I had remained in France, I would never have believed that, uneducated, nature would have produced such vigorous and virile eloquence, such profound judgment in their own affairs, as I have had the opportunity of so many admire among the Hurons.” 

Charlevoix remarks: “The beauty of their imagination equals the liveliness which is noticed in all their speeches; their reply is very lively, and their speeches are full of beautiful passages, which would have drawn applause in ancient Rome and Athens. Their eloquence is full of a force, a vigor and an energy that art cannot give, and that the Greeks admired in the barbarians. 

Quite generally, in the United States the Indians of the western Great Plains are treated as barbarians, always ready to shed human blood. My own experience makes me deny this vague expression. For about thirty years, I have passed and repassed through the territory of the Far West, without having been once attacked, and without having received an insulting word from the Indians. Everywhere they treated me with affability, cordiality and respect; everywhere the best lodge was offered to me during my stay in their midst, and they gladly granted me the chosen morsels of their hunting, providing in abundance for all my present needs, when the thing was in their power. They are always assiduous and attentive to religious instructions and show the greatest respect for the word of God. You will judge of their intelligence by their speeches. 

I. - LAST WORDS OF THE CÔTE-D'OURS. 

Fr. De Smet gives us the last words of the famous chef Côte-d'Ours to his friends, his brother, his eight-year-old son. He died in the neighborhood of Fort-Rice, last year, some time before the arrival of the Father in this country. 

Brother, a voice from the spirit region is calling me; but, before leaving you, I want you all to hear my words. 

I know you are well disposed, and if you will take my advice, which is, as it always has been, that you always harbor feelings of friendship towards white people, and that you act in accordance with the desire that our Grandfather (the President of the United States) made you known through his agents; the great men among the white people will be your friends and will come to your rescue in time of need, 

And first, above all, when I am no more, please do not be saddened concerning the place where I will be buried in 'after the ordinary customs of our race. The place of my final rest, which the Great Spirit and my best friends, the Whites, have taken care to provide, will be quietly visited; and, when you come there, remember my words, and when my people come to join you, tell all and to the last of them where I rest and what I have told you. My spirit will hear your words, and let no one think that all my desires were not for their good. Time will teach them, as my body crumbles into the earth, how indebted they are to white people, and how much the happiness of our race depends on white people. 

As for those who are foolish enough to believe that they can conquer and rule the Whites, I wish their bows would be without strength, their uplifted arm fall and lose its energy, and the battle cry cease instantly. Listen carefully to the words of the whites and my last confessions, from me who only knows and feels the best feelings for the whites. 

My son cannot understand my words; but you, my brother, you can. When he has grown up, often repeat my recommendations to him; my spirit will be with you all. 

Bury me among the whites. May my spirit, after my death, be associated with theirs, as it was with them during my lifetime. 

My Father calls me and says: “Come! come !" 


II. - CHALLENGE GIVEN BY THE IRONSHIELD. 

This speech was made by a Sioux chief, named Iron Shield, and addressed to Generals Parker and Sully, in the presence of Father De Smet. A proud and daring challenge was launched in the United States in these terms: 

When the Grandfather sends honest men like you to my country, I like to talk to them, to hear what they have to say to me. , and to respond through them to the Grandfather. This is why I have come to these places today. There is one of you that I know; he is a man of God; me and my people love it. 

You tell me that the Grandfather loves his Redskin children, that he wants to be fair to them and make them happy. 

In times past, we were all happy and had no difficulties: we lived in peace. For what ? Because those who came to talk to us and take counsel with us were honest men; they did not deceive us. Why did the Grandfather then send us people who lied to us and deceived us, if he really loves us as you tell us? When white people tell us the truth and are true to their promises, we love them and we can live happily with them; but when they come and lie to us and do the opposite of what they say, we hate them and we will fight against them. 

Since the time when such men came among us, everything has been wrong; nothing is good or prosperous anymore; even the climate, which before was pleasant, has become bad. These are the men who hunt and destroy our wild animals, even when they don't need it. No Indian likes that. These men, when they come among us, misbehave with young girls, and make my young people jealous. When they leave us afterwards, they do not take their children with them, but they leave them to my people, to be taken care of; and none of the Indians like that either. 

If the Grandfather wishes to put an end to these disorders, and to see things go as before; if he wants to live happily and peacefully with his Redskin children, he must send us honest and intelligent men with whom we can talk. 

We never come to your lands to cause trouble; but you always come to throw disorder among us. Why are you doing this ? The Whites built four roads through my country, and drove away all my animals. You hide from me and always take the gunpowder and lead from me. Why are you doing this? When I see game, I need to kill it to feed myself with my family; it is the means of providing for my daily needs and those of mine. Animals have become so rare today that I can no longer kill them with my bow and arrows. I need gunpowder and lead. 

I can't live your way; my habits are different from yours, and neither can I get used to your diet, nor my people. We cannot live in contact with you. Since white people come here to deceive us and tell us lies, I'm ashamed to set foot in a white man's house or receive his visit. The soldiers, too, behaved badly among us. If the Grandfather wants to get rid of his soldiers and leave us only the merchants we need, we will all be happy and the climate will be good again. He must give up all the railways his people have built on my territory. This territory is mine. It does not belong to you, and we do not want you to abandon it. We don't want to live in the lands you impose on us: we want to stay here. Me and my people can just as easily fight and die to defend what is ours as leave our country and starve to death. We're ready to do anything, and scalp as many heads as we can, if the Grandfather doesn't withdraw his soldiers and give us back our lands. 

My people are there waiting for me. If I go back to him smiling and happy, he will also smile and be happy; but if I go away angry and displeased, he will also be angry and displeased. That's what I have to say to Grandfather. 


III. - HARANGE OF SANTANKA FOR PEACE. 

Santanka is the chief of the Kiowas. His speech is addressed to the commissioners of the government sent to make peace, in October 1867. 


Commissioners of the Grandfather, 

I am happy to meet you. The multiplied harangues of my people will no doubt have stunned and tired you. Many have come forward to speak to you, and their words will have filled your ears. I stood aside, in the last row, without saying a word, while nevertheless considering myself the great chief of the Kiowa nation; but others younger than me wanted to speak, I let them. Nevertheless, before I return, as I have resolved, I come to tell you that the Kiowas and the Comanches have concluded peace with you, and that they intend to maintain it. If it grants us prosperity, we will naturally cherish it more. If, on the contrary, adversity and poverty should follow it and become our share, we will not be the first to violate the peace; we will stick to our contract and it will stand. 

Ci-devant, we made war against Texas, in the persuasion where my people were that the Grandfather would not be offended; for the Texians had renounced his alliance and had become his enemies. You tell us today that they made peace and returned to the big family. The Kiowas and the Comanches will no longer leave bloody traces in the country of the Texians; their word will be sacred and lasting, unless the Whites are the first to transgress their commitments, and again recall the horrors of war. We will stay true to our promises. Our contracts are few in number and we will not lose our memory of them. 

It seems that the Grand Chief of the Whites is not capable of leading his braves; the Grandfather seems disarmed in the presence of his children. He sometimes loses patience and gets angry when he sees the wrongs and injustices his people commit against the Redskins. His voice is heard like the roar of violent winds; but this voice grows weak little by little, and the deepest calm covers all our complaints. 

We hope more than ever in the future. If all spoke and acted as you did, the sun of peace would never go down. We waged war on the whites, but never for pleasure, only out of necessity, forced as we were to take up arms. 

Before the time to fear arrived, no white man who came to our village came out hungry. We had more joy in sharing our provisions with him than he experienced in receiving the benefit of hospitality. In that time already far removed from us, anxiety and suspicion were completely unknown to us. The world seemed large enough to satisfy whites and redskins. The huge plains seem to be narrowing today, and the white man is getting jealous of his red-skinned brother. First he came to us to trade; nowadays, we only come to fight. He used to come as a citizen; now he comes as a soldier. Formerly he had full confidence in our friendship, and our fidelity served him as a shield; now he builds forts and arms them with cannons. So he provided us with arms and powder to hunt animals; we loved him because he trusted in our loyalty; today he suspects us and forces us to join his enemies. He wraps himself in a cloud of resentment and jealousy and says to us: “Withdraw;” as a master angry with his dog would say. 

We give thanks to the Great Spirit that all these evils will end soon, to make way for days of peace and friendship. You introduce yourself as friends; you have listened to our complaints. They may have seemed unimportant to you, but for you they sum up our entire existence. You didn't try, like many others do, to take our land away from us for nothing. You did not try to make a new agreement, and that to deceive us. You did not think of reducing our annuities, without even consulting us; you have, on the contrary, increased them. The gifts already made have not been withdrawn; you have granted us, of your own free will, new guarantees for our greater advantage and the increase of our well-being. By opening your great hearts to us, we said: "Here are the men of old!" Without hesitation, we gave you our hearts. You own them today. The spirit that guides you will tell you what is best to do. We eagerly grasp your benevolent hand; guide us in the path that remains for us to follow, and we will never stray from it. From now on, thanks to the respect we will have for you, the green grass of our meadows will no longer be reddened with the blood of white people; your people will be our people, and peace will be our mutual heritage. If wrongs are committed against us in the future, you will come to our aid to right them; we know you will not abandon us. Tell your people to behave towards us as you have done. I am old, and soon I will join my brothers; but those who come after me will remember this day. This day will remain engraved in the memory of the old men; they will keep the memory of it like a treasure, and this memory will accompany them to the grave; they will transmit it to their descendants as a sacred tradition, and it will pass down to the children of their grandchildren. 

Now it's time for me to go. Bye. Perhaps you will never see me again; but remember Santanka, the friend of the whites. 


PRAYER OF THE BLACK BUFFALO, BY ONGPATONGHA. 

University of Saint-Louis, March 20, 1868. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

I read with pleasure, in the issue of last September 15, the extract from the Courier des Etats-Unis on the death of the leader of the Omahas, Logan Fontenelle. During my first mission at Sainte-Marie, in the council-bluffs, among the Potowatomies, I was very close to his father; trader in pelts among the Indian tribes. I gave him the last rites at the hour of death. In 1838, I baptized his four children, as well as their mother, the daughter of the chief of the Omahas, Ongpatongha, or the great deer. Logan, the eldest child, was my godson. Later, I also baptized Ongpatongha, in her extreme old age. After his death, Logan succeeded his grandfather, and was loved and respected by the whole nation, as much for his bravery as for his wisdom. He ardently desired to have a mission of Black-Robes for the instruction of his tribe; but, lack of apostolic workers, his vows were never fulfilled, and others necessarily came to settle on his land. 

Chief Ongpatongha, in his long career, has always earned and retained the esteem of white people, his own people and neighboring tribes. He was a peaceful man in his dispositions and his relations with his neighbour, of exemplary probity and rare intelligence. He was considered the orator par excellence among all the Plains tribes. 

In the biographical sketches of the Indian chiefs, one of his speeches has been preserved which would do honor to an ancient orator, Roman or Greek. In 1811, a great council was held at the Portage des Sioux. Governor Edwards and Colonel Miller represented the United States government; a large number of chiefs represented their different tribes. Immediately, a very renowned Sioux chief, the Black Buffalo, died suddenly and was buried with full honors of war. After the ceremony, Ongpatongha improvised in front of the whole assembly a speech, which maintained tranquility and good harmony in the great meeting. 

“My brothers, he said, do not be distressed; adversity can overtake the wisest and most worthy man. Dark death comes and always comes too soon, it is the decree of the Great Spirit; and all the nations of the earth owe him submission. We should never grieve over the past and what we cannot avoid. Sioux chiefs, courage! Banish from your hearts the bitterness, that while visiting your father here (the President of the United States), you lost the great chief of your nation. It is to be hoped that a similar misfortune and in such painful circumstances will not reach you again. Besides, this loss could have visited you in your own village. Five times I have visited this country, and on each occasion I have returned to my hut safe and sound. Misfortunes are not native to a particular place: they are found everywhere. 

It would have been a joy for me to die in the place of this leader whose death we mourn today. The loss so insignificant that my nation would have suffered by my death would have been doubly compensated by my honorable funeral. Honors would have put an end to all regrets. My warriors, instead of being covered with a cloud of mourning, would have found themselves in a radiant sun of glory and joy. Certainly for me the occurrence would have been very glorious. Later, when death reaches me in my village, instead of a noble tomb and a great procession; instead of harmonious music and the sound of cannons; instead of a flag flying above my head, I will be wrapped in a buffalo robe, raised on a weak scaffolding and exposed to the winds to be soon felled. My flesh will become food for the wolves, and my bones, dragged across the plain, will be trampled by the animals that roam it... 

” Chief of the soldiers! (addressing Colonel Miller) your care and good service have not been rendered in vain; your attentions will not be forgotten; the echo will repeat them. I will announce to my nation the respect that our friends the Whites give to the dead. On my land, our firearms will repeat the sound of your cannons.” 

These four speeches from Bear Coast, Iron Shield, Santanka and Ongpatongha will give you, Reverend Father, an idea of the eloquence of the savages; they will confirm what Father Charlevoix said, that this eloquence would once have deserved the applause of Rome and Athens. 

I have the honor to be, etc. 

Reverentiae vestrae servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ

 

	
 

	1868 - Religious Chronicle.

	RELIGIOUS CHRONICLE 

. -- Rocky Mountains. -- The Cincinnati Catholic Telegraph, July 29, 1868, contains an important article, which will at the same time delight friends of religion and of Belgium. Here it is, translated from English. 

“The members of the commission responsible for negotiating peace with the Indians and the Reverend Father PJ De Smet. -- Our readers will find further on a very interesting letter dated from Fort Rice, territory of Dacotah. -- We are indebted to a distinguished officer of the United States Army. Everyone will unite in the praises he gives to the intrepid "Black Robe," as well as in the testimony that the peace commissioners address to him in recognition of the great services he has rendered them. 


Address of United States Army Officers Responsible for Concluding Peace with the Indians, to Reverend Father PJ De Smet, SJ -- Interesting letter from a distinguished 
Army officer to HE Msgr. Archbishop Purcell, etc. 

“Fort Rice, Dacotah Territory, July 5, 1868. 

” To the Reverend Father PJ Desmet, SJ 

“Reverend Father. We, the undersigned, members of the commission charged with concluding peace with the Indians, were present at the assembly recently held at this fort, and desire deeply to express to you our high appreciation of the important services which you have rendered to us, as well as to the country, by your unceasing devotion and successful efforts to bring the Indians into contact with us and enter into negotiations with the government. We are convinced that we owe the results we have obtained only to your long and painful journey into the heart of the enemy country, and to the influence which your apostolic labors have given you over the most hostile tribes. 

"We are aware, Reverend Father, that our thanks have little value in your eyes, and that the conviction of having worked hard to establish peace on earth and harmony among men is your most nice reward. However, we would respond poorly to our inner feelings if we failed to express to you how keenly we feel the obligations we have contracted towards you. 

We are, Reverend Father, with feelings of the deepest respect, your most obedient servants. 

(Signed) General WS HARNEY, Commissioner of Peace. -- J.-B. SANBORN, peace commissioner. -- General ALFRED H. TERRY, Commissioner of the Peace.” 


“Fort Sully, Dacotah Territory, July 12, 1868. 

” To HE Msgr. Archbishop Purcell. 

Monsignor, I send you herewith a testimony that the peace commission, recently established at Fort Rice, gave to our beloved missionary Father PJ De Smet. 

You are probably familiar with the commission's work over the past year. In May of the present year, the commissioners succeeded in bringing together at Fort Laramée, on the La Platte River, a certain number of chiefs belonging to the most formidable and warlike tribes. However, the Umpkapagas persisted in refusing to enter into any arrangement with the whites, and it goes without saying that any treaty with the Sioux would become impossible if this large and hostile tribe refused to cooperate in it. In this conjuncture, the Reverend Father De Smet, who devoted a laborious life to the service of true religion and humanity, offered himself, in spite of his great age, to try to enter the hostile camps and to use of his influence over the chiefs, to get them to appear before the commission at Fort Rice. As you will learn from the letter from the members of the commission, there is reason to believe that his mission was a complete success. 

I could only give you an imperfect idea of the privations and dangers of this journey, unless you know the great plains of these countries and the character of the Indian, naturally given to revenge. Alone of all the whites, Father Desmet could enter these cruel savages and return safe and sound. One of the chiefs, speaking to him while he was in the enemy camp, said to him: "If it had been any other man than you, Black Robe, that day would have been his last." 

The Reverend Father had with him, as interpreter, Mr. Galpin, who married an Indian of the Umpkapaga tribe. This lady, who is a good Catholic, is an excellent person and a striking example of what the influence of religion and civilization can do for the happiness of the Indian. Leaving Fort Rice, Father De Smet had to head straight west. The enemy had set up camp a little above the mouth of the Rivière de la Roche Jaune, near the Rivière à la Poudre. The distance to cover, there and back, was 700 miles. The country is a barren desert. One sees there, in fact of vegetation, only the wormwood, the artemisia of the plains. There are no buffaloes there, except on the banks of the Yellow Rock, where they are very numerous. 

The Reverend Father is known among the Indians as the Black Robe and the Great Medicine Man. When he is with them, he always wears the cassock and the crucifix. He is the only man to whom I have seen the Indians show real affection. They say, in their simple and open language, that he is the only white man who does not have a forked tongue, that is to say, who never tells lies. The welcome they gave him in the enemy camp was enthusiastic and magnificent. They rode 20 miles to meet him, and the principal chiefs, riding by his side, led him into camp in great triumph. This camp comprised more than 500 lodges, which, at the rate of six persons per lodge, gave a total of 3,000 Indians. During his visit, which lasted three days, the principal chiefs, the Black Moon and the Seated Bull, who during the last four years of the war had been formidable adversaries to the Whites, constantly watched over the safety of the missionary, sleeping by his side at night, for fear that some Indian might want to avenge on his person the death of a relative killed by the whites. During the day, multitudes of children flocked to his lodge, and the mothers brought their newborn babies to him so that he might condescend to lay his hands on them and bless them. 

¹ The Indians apply the name of medicine to religious things and, in general, to everything beyond the reach of intelligence. 


In the assembly of the Indians, the great chiefs promised to put an end to the war. The seated Bull declared that he had been the deadliest enemy of the Whites, and that he had fought them by every means in his power; but, now that the Black Robe had come to speak words of peace, he renounced the war and would never again raise his hand against the whites. The chiefs, delegated several of their main warriors who, accompanied by Father De Smet, arrived at Fort Rice on June 30. 

The arrival of the Reverend Father, with the Indian delegation, gave rise to great rejoicing among the friendly tribes gathered at the fort. They escorted him there with great ceremony. The warriors formed a long line and marched with military precision. It was a truly remarkable spectacle, although little in keeping with the tastes of the good Father, who did not like the sound of trumpets and the brilliance of parades. 

For fifty years, perhaps, we had not seen, in our country, an assembly so numerous as that which was assembled at Fort Rice. The interests that were to be discussed there were far beyond what our friends can imagine. The first chiefs, or, representatives of nine bands of the nation of the Sioux, were present there. let it suffice to tell you that the tribes represented at the assembly cover with their habitations an extent of territory equaling in area six times that of the Ohio; and whoever is acquainted with the Indian question, will know that peace with the Indians is void if it does not include the Sioux, who, of all the tribes with which we have had to deal up to this day, are the most numerous ¹, the most warlike and also the one who had the most to complain about the Whites. The treaty which has been signed by all the main leaders is only waiting for the sanction of the Senate to pass into the state of law ². 

¹ The Sioux, numbering about 80,000, are divided into different tribes, 
² The Senate has recently confirmed this treaty. 


I am persuaded that it is the most complete and the wisest of all the treaties hitherto concluded with the Indians in this country. Without going into specifics, according to the clauses of this treaty, the Indians will be abundantly provided with food, clothing, agricultural and mechanical implements. No pecuniary compensation was stipulated there, money unfortunately arousing the covetousness of more than one and often converting the commissioners, territorial governors, superintendents, agents and merchants into a gang of thieves. There is no doubt that the execution of the clauses of this treaty will secure peace with the Sioux. The importance of this result will be understood if we consider that a distinguished general noted, last fall, that the war undertaken with the object of exterminating the Indians of the plains (and he believed that it was necessary to come from there at this end) would cost the country $500 million. I will say in passing that this means of pacification seems to me a little violent. The same general, during the rebellion, says that no less than 200,000 men were needed to bring Kentucky and Tennessee back to their duties; his word then seemed insane; the sequence of events has made it judged otherwise. 

But it is time to end this long letter. Whatever the final result of the treaty which the commission has just concluded with the Sioux, we can never forget and we will never cease to admire the selfless devotion of the Reverend Father De Smet who, aged sixty-eight, never did not hesitate, in the midst of the heat of summer, to undertake a long and perilous journey, across burning plains, devoid of trees and even of grass; encountering only corrupt and unhealthy water, constantly exposed to being scalped by the Indians, and that without seeking either honors or retribution of any kind; but only to stop the shedding of blood and to save, if possible, a few lives, to preserve a few dwellings for these savage children of the desert, to whose spiritual and temporal good he devoted a long existence of labors and solicitudes. . The great leader of the Yanctonnais, the Two Bears ¹ said in his speech: "When we settle down to sow grain, raise cattle and live in houses, we want Father De Sment to come and live with us, to bring us other Black Robes to live also among us; we will listen to their words, and the Great Spirit will love us and bless us.” 

"(Signed) DS STANLEY, Major General of the United States Army." 

¹ This chief is at the head of 700 lodges, including about 6,000 Indians .
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THE PACIFICATION BY THE BLACK ROBE 

EIGHTY-THIRD LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

On page 459 of this volume, we have given the authentic documents concerning the pacification, made by Father De Smet, of the rebellious savages in the plains of Upper Missouri; and the treaty of peace concluded between them and the republic of the United States. This fact is perhaps the most remarkable in the whole history of the missions. It shows what influence exerts on the civilized and savage peoples who include/understand it, this religion with which rationalist Europe makes the war today. Here is an old man of sixty-eight, who goes away, without any other weapon than his crucifix and his rosary, without any other prestige than his black robe, without any other policy than his faith; who is going, we say, to travel 2,000 leagues to submit numerous and terrible bands, a submission which, according to the calculation of one of the generals, would have cost the United States about 2,500,000,000 francs, and would have made thousands of victims of war and revenge. Only the Catholic religion can bring about such triumphs. 

Let's see the details of this long and dangerous journey. 


University of Saint-Louis, August 28, 1868. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

I have finished my little work on my last excursion among the Indian tribes of the Upper Missouri plains. According to my promise and my custom, I am sending you the first copy, so that you may add this report to so many others which you have published in the Précis Historiques, for the satisfaction and edification of our benefactors and friends, as well only for the good of the mission itself. 

This letter may be the last. My health is very dilapidated by the fatigues of my last races of about 6,000 miles or 2,000 leagues; and especially by the terrible heat we have had for three months. As I grow older, the heat becomes more and more unbearable. Many times I look like a man coming to an end. 

¹ Rumor has been spread about the forthcoming arrival of Father De Smet in Belgium; it was even said already on the way. Until September 3, the date of the last letter we received from Father De Smet, he told us nothing of this trip. On this date, he told us again: "I have become very subject to many little bodily miseries, and my end seems to me to be approaching with great strides." 
(Editor's note.) 


I will send you, in a few days: -- 1° The translation of a rather long writing on the civil and religious code of the Indians of Upper Missouri, written in English and printed in the Month, at the request of RP Weld. -- 2° The history of the Gros-François family, Assiniboin chief, published in the Letters and Notices, of Rochampton. I had it translated to be sent to you. -- 3° The first letter I wrote, in 1838, during my first mission among the Pottowatomies. It has just been translated into French for the first time. Perhaps you will find something interesting about the customs and traditions among the Indians ². 

² We received these three notices with the September 3 cover letter. 
(Editor's note.) 


Let's get into my recent trip. 

After a few days among the Pottowatomies of Kansas, I found myself utterly devastated, my mouth gaping and panting to breathe in a light breeze, unable to stir the thin, little leaves of the acacias which surround and shade the mission of St. Mary. We were then at July 20. Everyone languished there under a blazing sun, which varied the thermometer from 104 to 109 degrees in the shade, and up to 130 in full sun. I will undoubtedly feel the effects for a long time; but wait and hope! 

I will try to give you in this letter a small outline on my mission; but, I beg you, pay no attention to the disjointedness of my story. 

I 

As in the previous year, in the month of March last, I was honorably requested by the government to go among the Indians of Upper Missouri, chiefly among the hostile bands of the Dacotahs or Sioux, to endeavor to bring them to peace, and to make known to them their critical and dangerous position if they persisted in wanting to continue their murders and their robberies against the whites. 

On March 30, I left Saint-Louis, by railroad, in the company of Generals Sherman, Harney, Sanborn, Ferry, Sheridan, and several other government envoys, to go via Chicago and Omaha to Sheyenne City. , Nebraska. At North-Platt-City, at the junction of the two great forks of the River Platte, a council was held with the great chief of the Brûlés, Spotted Tail or Queue tachetée; and its main warriors. This council ended favorably and was followed by an abundant distribution of presents, consisting of food, clothing and arms, which made the hearts of our Indians leap for joy. 

Sheyenne, by the way, is a true marvel of its kind. It dated barely six months to April 6, and already had nearly 9,000 inhabitants. At the time we are, this floating city has hardly more than 3,000 souls. Bentonville, situated in the same vicinity, is only a month old, and on the fourth day of its existence its population exceeded 4,000. 

With the generals, we made a 40-mile excursion to the summit of the Cotes-Noires, which the railroad crosses to reach San Francisco. It is said to be the highest point hitherto reached by a railway, that is to say 8,000 feet above sea level; Mont Cénis may be excepted. The peace commissioners then headed for Fort Laramée. According to the arrangements made, I returned to Omaha, where I spent the Easter days. I embarked on the ss Columbia, to go to Fort Rice, a distance by water of 1,005 miles. The waters of the Missouri were then very low, and our progress was slow accordingly; many flats and sand and clay banks had to be overcome and crossed. The greedy furnaces of our steam consumed fifteen to twenty cords of wood a day. 

When the boat stopped to take or cut off its necessary provisions, I often had, among the inhabitants of the neighborhood who went to the shipyard or landing stage, the opportunity to exercise the holy ministry, either by marrying couples who were waiting for the presence of the priest to receive the nuptial blessing, or to regenerate in the holy waters of baptism a large number of children and several adults. 

The captain and his first officer, father and son, the two pilots and other leading employees, were all good Catholics. I had my little chapel on board, and every day I had the consolation of offering the holy sacrifice of the mass. The Catholic officers and passengers took the opportunity to approach from time to time, and especially on solemn feasts, the holy table of the Lord... 

After thirty-three days of great efforts against the currents, against the flats and the snags , I made my farewells and my thanks to the worthy captain and to all my good and new acquaintances, and I was landed at Fort Rice, in the midst of a very large number of Indians, who awaited my arrival and showered me with friendship. . They had gone there to attend the great council of peace. I arrived at Fort Rice on the morning of the feast of Our Lady Help of Christians, Auxilium Christianorum, May 24, a very propitious day for obtaining favors from Heaven on the poor Indian tribes "seated for so many centuries in the shadow of the death." For many years they have been asking for Catholic missionaries, Black Robes, as they call them. It is the only region of the United States which is deprived of all spiritual help. Will it finally be provided with pastors, to lead these lost and so favorably disposed sheep to the true fold of the Lord? Pray and hope. 

Arriving at Rice, I first had to pass a long line of Indians lined up along the shore; in all their fanciful accoutrements, they presented a truly picturesque and admirable sight in its kind. Their hair was adorned with feathers and silk ribbons, where red and blue predominated; their faces were smeared with the most varied colors. I received a good handshake from all of them, according to their etiquette and custom; I noticed that those who knew me squeezed my hand much more strongly than the others. My little baggage was then carried to the lodgings which had been prepared for me in advance, and where all the great chiefs of the different tribes were waiting for me to learn the important news of the government concerning them. 

You will easily perceive, my Reverend Father, that I was at Rice on the job. The first four days were spent instructing the Indians and conferring baptism on all their grandchildren, to the number of 600 to 700. The 29th, 30th and 31st of May were devoted to the Catholic, Irish and German soldiers, who, for most of them took advantage of the opportunity to approach the Tribunal of Penance and the Holy Table on the solemn day of Pentecost. 

The 1st and 2nd of June were passed in interviews with the Indian chiefs and in making my preparations for leaving, to go into the interior of the country in search of hostile bands. My plan seemed to astonish them and they scarcely hid from me the dangers it contained, even for the safety of my hair ¹. I simply answered them: “Little children, in all their innocence, are the little darlings, the little angels of the Great Spirit on earth. Before the image of the Blessed Virgin Mary, the good mother and great protectress of all nations, six lamps burn, night and day, for the duration of my journey. In Saint-Louis and elsewhere, more than a thousand little children, in front of these lighted lamps, implore Heaven's favors and protection every day on all the band that accompanies me. I entrust myself with all my fears into the hands of the Lord.” All, as if in a single dash, raised their hands to heaven, exclaiming: “Oh! how beautiful ! We will be there! When will we leave? “Tomorrow, at sunrise!” 

¹ That is, the security of my life. The savages remove, like trophies, the hair of the enemies they kill. Hence this expression: the security of my hair. 
(Editor's note.) 


II 

On June 3, I said my mass early in the morning to recommend the trip to Heaven. A brief word about my traveling companions will, I think, not be out of place. Mr. Galpin, a former caterer or merchant among the Indians, who has spent thirty years in the country, an honest man of great experience, generously offered to accompany me as interpreter, with his old lady, Siouse. birth, converted to our holy religion, and who exercises great influence among all the Indian tribes of her nation. I will only add the names of the main leaders of my escort. The Two Bears, great chief of the powerful tribe of the Panctonnais, who is at the head of seven hundred lodges or families. He is a man very remarkable for his great zeal for peace, for his bravery as well as for his eloquence. He solemnly adopted me as a brother. The Cabri in the race, leader of a large tribe of Uncpapas, renowned for his bravery and his deeds in war against his enemies and especially against the Whites. Since last year, he has accepted all the peace proposals with candor and ardor, and today he is dedicated to upholding them. Then follow: the Côte d'Ours, the Joist, the Black in all its surroundings, the Returning Spirit, the Burning Cloud, the Little Dog and the Sitting Raven, all remarkable and renowned chefs. They stand at the head of my escort with eighty of their chief braves and warriors. They belong to the following Siouse tribes: Panctonnais, Panctons, Heads Cut, Black Feet, Uncpapas, Minicanjous, Ogallabas, Sissitous and Santees. All presented themselves and attached themselves generously and freely to my service, with the sole aim of inducing their hostile colleagues to lend me a favorable and attentive ear, and, if necessary, to protect me. 

The meeting was complete. A large circle was formed, joined by several officers of the fort, soldiers, and a large number of Indians from these different tribes. I then offered a solemn prayer to the Great Spirit to place us under his protection, and made a short speech to the many friends who surrounded us recommending us to their pious memories. 

Our march opened at seven o'clock in the morning. We headed west, following the direct line that the sun travels. We traveled twenty-two miles that day, and encamped on the northern bank of the Cannonball River. 

The country, in all the parts we passed through, is very undulating, and covered with a rich carpet of verdure, and, at this season of the year, with a great variety of flowers, always so pleasing to the sight. The star-shaped flowers of the cactus, yellow, white and red, were especially dominant there. During the day we had a heavy downpour, accompanied by a violent wind, which greatly delayed the progress of our two waggons, loaded with our small provisions and the traveling bags of my entire escort. 

Arrived at the camp, it did not take long to get comfortable there. 

All seemed animated and delighted and set to work joyfully. The hunters presented themselves with four beautiful goats killed. It would be difficult to follow the goat in the race. It is said as an extraordinary fact that a young Indian of my escort, in pursuit of one of these animals, having launched his horse belly to the ground, managed to lodge two arrows in the body of the animal. Cunning comes to the aid of the hunter; he imitates the cry of distress of the young, and when the goat stops and observes, the hunter deals him the mortal blow. 

While some busy themselves with arranging their bunks, made up of slender branches of willows and cotton trees, others hasten to light fires, fill boilers and coffeepots, lay out rows of grills at the end of pointed sticks. The Sauvage has an excellent stomach of great capacity; the four goats with a suite of etcoetera, brought from Fort Rice, quickly disappear at the first meal. Then, as if to obtain a salutary digestion, the Savages dance a few rounds, with the liveliest movements of arms and legs, accompanied by joyful songs at the top of their voices, and analogous to the circumstances in which they find themselves at the moment. They finally sit down, and while the inseparable calumet passes from mouth to mouth, they talk and reason about the business of the day, tell stories, their prowess in the hunt or their exploits in war, laugh and gossip until until sleep takes hold of them. So they retire to rest. I try, on occasion, by various instructions, to bring them to the good custom of doing their practices of devotion to the Great Spirit, every morning on rising and in the evening before going to bed. 

On June 4, after having spent a good and quiet night, we were up early in the morning for the second day of travel. They immediately light the fires, prepare the boilers and boiling water, say the morning prayer, hastily take their cup of coffee, their grill and their biscuit; the whole thing takes about three quarters of an hour. At five o'clock in the morning we were on our way. 

It would take too long to give you day by day the details of our march and of the country traversed. To spare you the repetitions and the repetitions, I will note you here that the country of which we crossed approximately 250 miles, is a succession of smiling undulating plains and high and immense plateaus, entirely stripped of forests. The soil, or topsoil, is everywhere very light, impregnated, in many places, with saltpetre, which makes the water stagnant, unpleasant to drink and unhealthy. Especially in summer, flowing waters are rare. The Boulet-à-Canon river has its small current throughout its extent and takes its source in the promontories which can be seen two days' walk away, and which the Indians call the rainy or nebulous mounds, constantly enveloped in a bluish mist. . All its tributaries consist, during the summer, of wells and holes of water which give their quota to the mother-river only in fairly ordinary momentary showers, and in the rainy seasons. Small fish, muskrat and beaver abound there. We find here and there on the banks of these little rivers the elderberry, sambucus, the elm, ulmus L., and the chokecherry, which gives a beautiful fragrant flower and a very agreeable fruit, which the savages carefully pick up. When wood is lacking, dry buffalo droppings are used for cooking; they burn like peat. The plains are covered with short but very nutritious grasses, called the buffalo grass, which will one day be used for the upkeep and fertilizer of innumerable domestic herds. Everywhere one finds in abundance the white apple, a species of wild potato which Providence has spread there in profusion for the support of its poor children of the desert. When hunger presses the Indian, he has only to dismount from his horse and, armed with a pointed stick of hard wood, which he always carries when traveling, in ten minutes he pulls out enough roots from the earth. to satiate at this time. This potato is floury and eaten raw, as well as boiled or cooked with meat. It is a great remedy against scurvy, a disease from which the Indians are hardly attacked. The beds of various beautiful flowers stand out especially in places where the soil is light and sandy. One sees, in all the region traversed, promontories or very high mounds, where the little streams have their sources and rise, and indicate to the traveler the route which he must follow. I will name the most remarkable ones here, based on the indications given by my traveling companions: the Three Buttes, the Butte Aux-dents-de-chien, the Butte Blanche, the Butte Au-sable, the Buttes Qui-regardent, the blue stone mound; these are the main ones that presented themselves on our way. The summit of the high plateaus which separate the waters of the Missouri from those of its great tributary, the Yellow Rock River, must have an elevation of four or five thousand feet above the level of the sea. The surface of the country is covered with slag , fragments of lava, petrified wood and in a state of crystallization. Nature there was evidently in violent trances and thrown into a complete transition. One still notices there, in great number, these mysterious remains of the monuments of past times, stumps of petrified trees of an enormous circumference, and a height of from four to eight feet. Today there is not a vestige of wood left. I have made in these parts a small collection of petrifications, which delights and astonishes our amateurs and our professors of geology. The region traversed in the valleys of the Roche-jaune and its tributaries is sandier and more sterile than the eastern part, on the slope of the Missouri; it is the country par excellence where cacti, Adam's needle, yucca, wormwood, artemisia and all the plants specific to barren land reach their maturity and perfection. There are still strong layers of lignite; wherever they have been in combustion, the high hills and the reddish mounds which cover this country, bear their imprints. The large animals which belong to the region covered are the buffalo, the goat, the roe deer, the elk, the big horn and the bear. During our twenty-eight days of travel, our hunters killed five buffaloes, over three hundred goats, a few roe deer, big horns and elk. Our rustic tables were, each day, abundantly provided; and our good Indians have never ceased to honor it. 

Along the way, we passed near two tombs of brave men killed in war and placed on scaffolding. My band stopped for a moment to pay homage to them, smoke the pipe, and sing in memory of their illustrious companions. To fight bravely and die covered in wounds is among them the ultimate in glory. Here are their words: “You have gone before us to the land of souls. -- On your grave today we admire the high deeds. -- Your death was avenged by your brothers in arms. "Rest in peace, illustrious warrior!" The melodious voices of the women mingling with the mournful tones of the men, made the dirge truly imposing. 

On June 9, after six days' march, having found no trace of an enemy camp, we deputed four runners from our escort, the Beam, the Burning Nue, the Little Dog and the Seated Raven, to go and scour the plain at the search for the enemy. We had agreed on the direction to take and the camps to occupy day by day. Each of them was carrying a small load of tobacco. I will point out here that the sending of the tobacco is equivalent to a formal invitation or an announcement that one wishes to meet to confer on important matters. If your tobacco is accepted, it is a sure mark of your admission among them; if, on the contrary, it is refused, it is a sign that all communication is forbidden. We then take our measurements. 

On June 16, we were camped at the sources of the Castor River, a tributary of the Petit-Missouri des Gros-Ventres River. It emerges from the mountainous hills which separate the waters of the Missouri from those of the Yellow Rock. Late in the afternoon, we saw, in the distance, the approach of a band of Indians. The telescope showed us the return of our forerunners, and soon afterwards they presented themselves at the camp, at the head of a deputation of eighteen warriors, announcing their arrival by loud acclamations and joyous songs. They all shake my hand with great eagerness, and after having smoked the peace pipe together, the first proof of their goodwill towards me, they announce to me, in the name of the great leaders of the camp, that my tobacco has been favorably received. ; that entrance to the camp is granted to the Black Robe alone; that no other white would escape with his hair; that all the chiefs and warriors await me impatiently, in the desire to hear me and to know the reasons for my visit. 

We then had an exchange of news. I learned that the big camp was three days' march away, in the valley of the Yellow Rock River, a few miles above the mouth of the Powder River. 

The night passed in feasts between the Indians of my escort and the newcomers, intermingled with joyful songs and fraternal rounds of the pipe. They were noisy meetings, in the wild, but where at the same time harmony and cordiality presided. 

On June 17, after a sleep as it was, we broke camp early in the morning. Several hours were employed in gaining the heights or the summit which separates the two waters. From this elevation, the view extends over a most arid and desolate region; it seemed to us impenetrable for our two wagons. After many examinations the resolution to push forward was taken, and by force of arms and by doubling and tripling the number of mounts for a distance of six miles, all the ascents and descents were at last overcome. This whole place has little or no vegetation or greenery. We then passed through the valley-aux-Peupliers, populus, level but very sandy for a long distance; we camped there near a pond of stagnant, greenish water. For the first time we found an abundance of wood there. The whole of the next day was occupied in crossing rolling and elevated plains, where cacti and wormwood dominated, for a distance of 25 miles, and we encamped on the Grande-Sableuse, a tributary of the Poplar River. 

(To be continued.) 


THE PACIFICATION BY THE BLACK ROBE 

EIGHTY-THIRD LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 

(Continuation and end. See page 476.) 



III 

On the 19th of June, after having crossed a beautiful plateau extending 12 miles, we finally arrived on the hills which border the Powder River. I will pass over in silence the beautiful prospect which presented itself to our view; one word will suffice. The Powder River was there in front of us. Its bed is wide and sandy without being deep. At a little distance to our right, it pays its tribute to the Yellow Rock and mixes its waters with those of a large cataract or rapids, which is above its mouth and whose dull sound can be heard from afar, resembling the distant roll of thunder. At this place, the mountainous hills of the Yellow Rock, although entirely barren, are very remarkable and very picturesque. 

At a distance of about 4 miles in the low plain of the Powder River, we saw a strong cohort of horsemen, consisting of 400 to 500 warriors, coming towards me. Immediately I raised my standard of peace, bearing the Holy Name of Jesus on one side, and on the other, the image of the Blessed Virgin Mary, surrounded by golden stars. They took it at first for the flag, so odious among them, of the United States. At this sign the whole cohort stopped and seemed to enter into consultation. Immediately afterwards, the four great chiefs approach us at full speed, and seem to flutter around the flag. They inquire what it is, and, understanding the meaning and the high importance, they shake my hand and signal to all the warriors to come forward. They line up in a single, long line or phalanx; we do the same, and, flag at the head, we go to meet them. At the same time, the air resounded with cries and songs of joy on both sides. I was touched to tears on seeing the reception that these sons of the desert, still pagans, had prepared for the poor Black Robe. It was the most beautiful spectacle I have ever had the pleasure of witnessing, and, against all expectation, filled with manifestations of the deepest respect. Everything was wild and noisy at the same time, and everything was done in admirable order. Arrived at a distance of two to three hundred yards, the two columns stop face to face. All the chiefs come to shake my hand as a sign of friendship and welcome me to their country. Then, surrounded by the leaders, I give my hand to the whole warrior cohort. Exchanges of horses, weapons and clothing take place at the same time between the two columns. This first ceremony finished, the four great chiefs serve me as guard of honor, to avoid any treacherous attack on the part of some hidden traitor, resolved to avenge himself on the white skin. According to the penal code in force among the Indians, any Indian who has lost a member of his family, killed by the Whites, is obliged to take revenge on the first White he meets. However, when I arrived among them, a good number were in this situation. Preceded by the pavilion of the Blessed Virgin, they then proceeded to the great camp, which was at a distance of 10 to 12 miles and comprised nearly 600 lodges. The Powder River once crossed, we reformed into a fairly tight phalanx. A kind of completely military order was strictly observed. 

The getups were all wild. Feathers from various birds, especially eagles, adorned the long hair; the couriers wore them on their manes and tails, intertwined with various silk ribbons and hair won from the enemy. Each, according to his whim, had smeared his face with red, black, yellow or blue, variegated or speckled with every conceivable color. I witnessed this true and unique masquerade which is very rarely seen here, and which I was not expecting at all. However, my heart was as peaceful and my mind as calm as if I had been among you, and I never ceased to form very sincere wishes for their conversion. 

We made our entry into the camp in the midst of 4,000 to 5,000 Indians, great and small, who received us with all the signs of lively and sincere joy. Soon after, I took possession of a large lodge placed in the center of the camp, which the generalissimo of the warriors, the Taurus-Assis, had had prepared for me, and which was guarded night and day by a band of his most faithful soldiers. Hunger and fatigue had taken hold of me; they will hastily prepare a bite for me, and I was not long in taking a little nap. 

When I awoke, I found the Sitting Bull by my side, as well as the great chief of the camp, the Four-Horns, the Black-Moon, his great orator, and the Neckless Man. The Taurus-Sitting then spoke to me and said: 
“Black robe, I can hardly support myself under the weight of the blood of the Whites that I have shed. The whites provoked the war; their injustices, their indignities vis-à-vis our families, the cruel and unprecedented massacre, without the slightest provocation, at the fort where Shevington commanded, of 600 to 700 women, children and old men, made all the veins that bind me vibrate and support me. I got up, puzzle in hand, and did the white people all the harm I could do to them. Today you are in our midst, and in your presence my arms stretch out to the ground as dead. I will listen to your good words of peace, and as wicked as I have been to the white race, so good am I willing to become for them." 

The chiefs then spoke to me of the preparations to be made for the great council which was to be held the next day. The rest of the day, until very late, was spent in visits and interviews with the principal warriors and representatives of the camp. 

A consoling and at the same time worthy of record incident took place in my box. A venerable old man, remarkable for his height and bent under the weight of age, supporting himself on a stick surmounted by an old bayonet, came to present his hand to me and express his happiness at seeing me again. He wore a copper cross, old and worn, on his chest. This was the only mark of religion that I could observe in the vast Indian camp. It fills me with joy and emotion. I questioned him with eagerness and interest, to know from whom he had received this cross. After a moment of reflection and counting on his fingers, he replied: “It is you, Black Robe, who gave me this cross. I have carried it, without taking it off, for twenty-six snows (1). The cross has raised me to the skies among my people (2). If I still walk on the earth (3), it is to the cross that I am indebted; and the Great Spirit has blessed my large family.” I begged him to explain himself, and he continued: “When I was younger, I loved whiskey (4) madly, and, on every occasion, I got drunk and committed excesses. It's been twenty-six snows since I witnessed my last, turbulent orgy. I was dizzy and sick. I had the good fortune then to meet you, and you let me know that my conduct was an umbrage to the Master of life and seriously offended him. Since then I have often found myself on occasion; my friends sometimes wanted to entice me to join them in their illicit rejoicings, and often my old and evil inclination fought against my good will, which wished to resist the temptation. Each time, the cross came to my rescue. I took it in my hands, imploring the Great Spirit to grant me strength; and your words, Black Robe, came back to me. Since the time of our first interview, I have given up drink, without ever taking a single drop. Armed with the grace of God, the fortitude of the good old man and his firm will to resist temptation were truly admirable. This good savage, simple of heart, living in the midst of his fellow pagans, in the most hostile camp of the desert, had little difficulty in understanding the loftiest things; he received the light of intelligence from above and drew his strength from the humble little cross. As Thomas a Kempis puts it so well (book II, c. xII), the poor Savage "found in the cross asylum against his evil inclination, the infusion of the sweetness of heaven, the strength of the soul and the joy of the spirit." He had always kept the hope of seeing me again. Something very essential was missing. I encouraged him to persevere in his good words. I spoke to him of the high importance of the sacrament of regeneration, which would make him worthy to enter, after his death, into the heavenly homeland, to live eternally among the happy children of the Great Spirit. Padanegricka, or the yellow Riccarie, was the name of the old man. After the council, and when I left the camp, he followed me to a distance of 350 miles. Every evening, at the camp, he received an instruction and was solemnly baptized under the name of Pierre, on June 28th. He showed me the liveliest gratitude, and, overwhelmed with joy, he returned to the camp he had left. 

(1) Years. -- (2) That is to say: made me great and respectable. -- (3) If I live. -- (4) Beverage. 

IV 

On the day of the great council, June 21, early in the morning, men and women were busy preparing the premises where the council was to be held. This place occupied nearly half an acre of land, or 2,420 square yards. The whole place was surrounded by a series of tepics or Indian lodges, each composed of twenty or twenty-four buffalo skins, suspended on long pine poles. The flag of the Blessed Virgin occupied the center. Beside this standard, a bench was intended for me, adorned with beautiful buffalo skins. When all the Indians, to the number of 4,000 to 5,000, had taken their places there, I was solemnly introduced into the country drawing-room, improvised by the two great chiefs: the Quatre-Cornes and the Lune-Noire. I took my place there. 

The council opened with songs and dances, noisy, joyful and very wild at the same time, in which the warriors alone took part. The Quatre-Cornes then lit his peace pipe, presented it first with solemnity to the Great Spirit, imploring his lights and favors; and directed him to the four cardinal points, to the sun and the earth, as witnesses to the actions of the council. Then he himself passed the pipe from mouth to mouth. I was the first to receive it, with my interpreter. Chiefs were placed according to their rank in the tribe. Everyone took a few puffs from the pipe. This ceremony ended, the great chief spoke to me and said: "Speak, Black Robe, my ears are open to hear your words." All this was done with the greatest gravity and in the midst of profound silence. 


Standing and raising my hands to heaven, I made a prayer to the Great Spirit to implore his lights, his blessings and his help over the whole great meeting. For nearly an hour, I explained to them the disinterested motives which had brought me into their midst, and which could only tend to their happiness, if my words were well taken. I spoke to them especially of the dangers which surrounded them, of their weakness vis-à-vis the great forces of the Whites, if the Grandfather was forced to direct them against them. The evils of war had been terrible, and the crimes committed on both sides had been atrocious. The Grandfather wanted everything to be forgotten and buried. Today, his hand was ready to help them, to grant them agricultural implements, domestic animals, men to teach them the work of the fields, and masters and mistresses to instruct their little children; everything was offered to them without the slightest remuneration or cession of land on their part. 

These points were discussed, and, at my request, the Indians resolved to send a deputation to the peace commissioners. Four chiefs spoke. Their speeches all revolved more or less on the same objects. It will suffice for me to quote to you the speech of the Black Moon, as well as the ceremonies which accompanied it. 

He gets up, pipe in hand; and, addressing his people, he said to them, "Give ear to my words." Then he solemnly raises the calumet to heaven and lowers it to the ground; which, in the Indian interpretation, is calling heaven and earth to witness. At his request, I touch the pipe with my lips, place my right hand on the pipe and take a few puffs. He does the same, and the pipe passes to others. He then said aloud: 
“The Black Robe has traveled a long way to come to us. His presence among us fills me with joy, and with all my heart I welcome him to my country. All the words the Black Robe has spoken are intelligible, good and filled with truth. I will keep them carefully in my mind. However, our hearts are ulcerated and have received deep wounds. These wounds are yet to be healed. A cruel war has desolated and impoverished our country. The desolate torch of war has not been lit among us; it was the Sioux in the east and the Sheyenne in the south who first raised the war, to avenge themselves for the injustices and cruelties of the whites. We were forced to take part in it, because we too were the victims of their rapacity and misdeeds. Today, when we roam our plains, we find here and there greenery speckled with blood. They are not the reddish spots of buffalo and deer killed in hunting; but they are those of our own comrades or of the Whites immolated in revenge. The buffalo, the deer, the goat, the bighorn and the roe deer have left our immense plains; they are only found here and there, and always less numerous. Couldn't it be the smell of human blood that puts them to flight? I will add that, against our consent, the Whites intertwine our country with their great routes of transport and emigration; they build forts on different points and surmount them with thunders (cannons); they kill our animals even beyond their needs; they are cruel to our people, ill-treating and slaughtering them without cause or for the slightest motive, even when they are in search of food, animals and roots to feed their wives and children. They cut down our forests, in spite of us, without giving us their value. They are ruining our country. 

“We oppose major roads that keep buffaloes away from our lands. This is our soil, and we are determined not to yield an inch of it. Our ancestors were born and buried on this soil. We want our graves to occupy the same ground. We were forced to hate white people. Let them treat us as brothers, and the war will cease; let them stay at home, we will never disturb them. The idea of seeing them arrive here to build their huts revolts us, and we are determined to oppose it or die. 

You, messenger of peace, you give us a glimpse of a better future. Well, so be it! hope! Let's spread a veil over the past and let it pass into oblivion. 

I have only one more word to add. In the presence of all my people, I express to you here all my gratitude for the good news that you have announced to us, and for all your good advice and advice. We accept your tobacco (or invitation). Some of our warriors will accompany you to Fort Rice, to hear the words and proposals of the Grandfather's commissioners. If their words are acceptable, peace will be made.” 

He then resumed his place. After the Black Moon, spoke the Taureau-Assis, the Deux-Ours and the Cabri-en-Course. All treated the same subject as the Black Moon, and declared themselves in favor of peace. It is useless to relate their various speeches. . 

At the close of the council and at the moment of separating, the leaders begged me, with the liveliest entreaties, to leave them my great flag of peace, as a souvenir of the great day of the council. I willingly complied with their wishes. I presented the flag to them as a token of gratitude for the confidence they had inspired in me in all their conduct towards me, and in the speeches they came to make. At the same time, I expressed the very sincere hope that the flag, which bore the sweet Name of Jesus and the beautiful image of the Virgin, Mother of all nations and Queen of Heaven, would be a pledge of salvation and happiness for the whole tribe. I recommended them very especially to the protection of the holy and good Mother, the Auxilium et refugium Indianorum, as formerly in Paraguay, in Canada, always and everywhere. 

A standard-bearer was named among the most distinguished warriors; it was Le Fiel, a very remarkable man because of his sufferings and the marvelous way in which he escaped the bayonets of the American soldiers. He told me the story of his misfortunes and I touched with my own fingers the scars he bears. He had been taken prisoner on the charge of stealing horses. It was during the winter, and the snow covered the ground. On the way to the fort's prison, the soldiers believed that he intended to escape, and they put two bayonets through his body. He fell, bathed in his blood. He did not lose consciousness and pretended to be dead. They trampled him underfoot and covered him with bruises with boots and shoes. To finish their cowardly and cruel work on their prisoner, the soldiers passed a third bayonet through his neck, and finally threw him into a deep ravine. He lay there for some time, unconscious, on the heaped snow and in a state of nakedness. When he regained consciousness, the night was already well advanced; he got up and walked about 20 miles. Arrived in the forest, on the edge of the Missouri, he found a fire lit there, where he warmed his limbs numbed by the cold. The hope of life returned to him then, and he implored the Great Spirit to take pity on him and preserve him. He then quenched his burning and feverish thirst, and washed his body of the curdled blood that covered it. In the hope of meeting someone, he continued to drag himself along, and finally, a few miles away, he discovered an Indian lodge. It was that of old Pierre Padanegricka, who treated him as a true Samaritan. When day broke, his host had him carried on a stretcher to the great camp, where he was received with all the honors of a great warrior. At the account he gave there of the cruelties of the soldiers and at the sight of his wounds, the rage of the warriors was at its height, and a great number of poor unfortunate whites fell their victims. Within a year, Le Biel himself set out on his war of vengeance and returned to camp, amid cheers, with seven white men's hair tied to the end of his spear. Le Fiel was one of the Uncpapas deputies who accompanied me to Fort Rice. He was well received there by the commissary generals and the officers of the post. He attended the grand council, made the first speech and signed the peace treaty. Laden with presents, he returned satisfied to his people. Such had been Le Fiel, who had since become the standard-bearer of the Blessed Virgin.
 
After the banner was handed over, there was a song, to which the echoes of the hills answered, and a dance which shook the earth. That was the end of the council. It ended quietly, in good order and good harmony. Everyone returned to their lodgings. 

I went to my lodge, where the principal Indians followed me. A large number of small children came to present themselves there, led by their mothers, who held their papus or newborns in their arms. I went out immediately, and they hastened, with a confidence very rare among Indian children, to present their little hands to me. The mothers were not satisfied until I laid hands on the heads of all their newborn babies and all their grandchildren. They then left happy and happy. 

On June 21, feast of Saint Louis de Gonzague, I say mass early in the morning. Before sunrise we began our return to Fort Rice, where the government commissioners awaited me. My escort, consisting of eighty-four men, was there. The eight Uncpapas deputies were there, and about thirty families from the enemy camp, 160 people, wanted to accompany me. As on my arrival, the four great chiefs and the principal warriors served as my escort and left me only after crossing the Powder River, showing me their esteem and respect until the end. Every day we did 35 to 45 miles. The weather was fine and favorable; wild animals, buffaloes and goats, were abundant. 

On the 30th of June, we made our solemn entry into Fort Rice, where we were received, with demonstrations of the liveliest joy, by the commissioners of peace, the officers of the army, and thousands of Indians gathered there. . 

The great council of peace took place on July 2. There, 50,000 Indians were represented. For fifty years it was the greatest council that had been held on the Missouri. Everything ended there favorably, and the treaty of peace was signed by all the chiefs and principal warriors. On July 3 and 4, the distribution of presents took place in good order and to the great satisfaction of the Indians. 

Along the way, I had baptized about sixty little children and five elderly people, among whom was the good old man Pierre. 

I left Fort Rice on the 4th of July to visit several tribes encamped near Fort Sully, where I baptized all the little children. I then gave a mission to the Catholic soldiers. 

On the 11th of the same month, I descended the river to go to Leavenworth and from there to the mission of Sainte-Marie. 

Recommending myself, with the poor Indian tribes of Upper Missouri, i.e. Nebraska and Montana, to the prayers of my friends, I have the honor to be, Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo 

, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
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SUPERSTITIONS OF THE SAVAGES 

NINETY-FOURTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 


RP De Smet arrived in Belgium on December 14th. Our compatriot is sent to Europe by his superiors, on the advice of several doctors in America, to be treated for a weakening of hearing, an infirmity which threatens him with the complete loss of this precious organ. Medical specialties are still rare in these overseas countries. During the crossing on the Atlantic Ocean, another accident occurred to the missionary of the Rocky Mountains: a storm violently shaking the steamer, the Father fell and broke two ribs. Fortunately this accident, so painful at sea especially, will have no unfortunate consequences. 

Since his return from the Mountains, he has received new pleas from the Indians, who are asking for Black-Robes: Father De Smet would be happy to be able to bring some twenty missionaries to these Indian tribes next spring. Let us pray to the Master of spiritual harvest that he deign to send reapers there. 

Fr. De Smet has just given us several interesting notices. We will publish them in the form of letters, and we will give several during his stay among us. 


Brussels, December 27, 1868. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

Some time ago, I opened a book which had, as an epigraph to its preface, the following two lines: 

Like an immense colossus, spanning the two seas, 
Superstition reigns over the universe. 

I applied this broad thought of Thomas to the superstitions and magic dances of our Savages. Magic, sorcery, and demonology are among the greatest obstacles to the progress of the true faith among the American tribes, and deserve a little notice, which I think will not be without some interest. I combine the three terms to give you a general idea of the belief and ceremonial practices of an occult character, allied to a subtle system of polytheism or the evocation of spirits, which are indulged among all our heathen Indians. 

These superstitions go back to the primitive history of the human race. The Leviticus of Moses states that God will punish belief in soothsayers: Anima quoe declinaverit ad magos et hariolos,..... interficiam illam de medio populi. As in the time of Moses, witchcraft has been condemned in all civilized countries. Under Henry VIII it was declared a felony, with no exemption for the clergy; under King James, the death penalty was established against one who magically invoked evil spirits, etc. Each country has had its laws to punish and to repeal all the occult sciences of necromancy. 

Witchcraft, so generally widespread among the Indian tribes of the American continent, would it not be a proof that the Indian spirit issues from a branch of the ancient trunk of the human race, and dates from a time when magic and sorcery predominated, and where true belief was distracted and attacked by theories of polytheism and savage and diabolical doctrines? 

It is a point well noted by those who have thoroughly examined the subject, that magic and medicine are first cousins and seem to go back to the same source. It should be noted that this ancient connection is maintained and practiced in all tribes of savages. When they convert to faith, they burn or destroy their medicine bags. These bags contain their idols or remedies, to which they attach mysterious or magical powers. 

The magician or the medicine man, as the Indians call him, to arouse the attention and to spur the belief of the multitude, uses incantations, accompanied by the sound of the drum and a gourd filled with small pebbles. . Belief in the efficacy of these magical practices and the confidence placed in them are always proportionate to the ignorance and credulity of the adepts. They attach to ceremonial juggling a degree of fearful respect, as if the medicine man or juggler were invested with mystical omnipotence, and disposed of life and death as he pleased; which holds the followers in continual awe and terror. Certainly, the oldest Egyptian sorcerers, those whom the holy books make known to us by name, after Ham, Jambres and Jamnes, had no greater importance, in the presence of Pharaoh and his retinue, than our modern jugglers. among the Indian tribes. Their feats of force would surely be regarded in a civilized meeting today as conjuring sleight of hand. The administration of the nostrums of our medicine men is always accompanied by gestures, cries, dreadful grunts, the sound of drums and gourds, to make a more lively impression on the imagination of the patient. The prank usually ends with a series of magic dances. 

Here I will give you an idea of the great medicine dance of the Senecas. I got it from the great chief of the tribe, who was part of the magic band for many years. 

In ordinary times, when someone is sick among the Senecas, or when an epidemic ravages the camp, the family of the sick person or the village authorities resort to the magic band of medicine to deliver the sick person from the evil spirit. who has taken possession of his body, or to chase away the malevolent spirits that afflict the village. In the first case, if the family of the possessed is rich in horses, or lives in abundance, it pays abundantly for the operation. In an epidemic, on the contrary, when a large number are attacked, the operation is free. 

The most solemn magic dance takes place on the day of renewing the medicine bag. The leader of the magical band makes a call to his followers; these assemble in a large lodge or cabin, kept in such profound darkness, that the least ray of light is excluded. All enter the dark place, dressed in the most fanciful fashion; the face covered with a coarse mask, made of light wood, hideously painted. Everyone carries their medicine bag. When they come forward and enter the dark lodge, their gestures and movements are all counterfeit and distorted; they howl, utter guttural cries, hop, kick the ground, dance, perform fanciful tricks and figures, swinging and shaking their heads. 

Here, as everywhere else, magicians seek to operate in darkness. A table is placed in the center; each juggler deposits his bag of medicine there. A profound silence reigns, interrupted only by sighs, or rather by momentary grunts. They all crouch on the ground until the signal for operation is given. An eagle hovers above the meeting room. He finally makes himself heard, breaking the deep silence that surrounds him and reigns in the place. The flapping of its wings and its piercing cries become more and more distinct as it descends; and finally, with a resounding brilliance, he announces his presence among them. 

Then the leader of the band rises and gives the signal for the magic feast. The only dish is boiled deer heads. He seizes one of them with both hands, imitates the cry of the voracious crow throwing itself on its prey, and eats, or rather devours, its portion. All the deer's heads pass successively through the hands of the guests, and each member, in the manner of the chief, imitates the cry of the raven until all the flesh is consumed. 

Then begin the dances, the dull beats of the drums, the piercing sounds of the Indian flutes, accompanied by terrible cries: the dancers stamp their feet on the ground in rhythm, according to the measure of the strange music. They represent a true terrestrial pandemonium. Thus passes the whole night in feasts and savage gasconades. 

At dusk, the curtains are drawn and the room is opened. Each juggler takes their bag, which contains a new medicine supplement, mysteriously and carefully filled by an unseen spirit. Each holds in hand, by the neck, the empty shell of a turtle, the chelydra serpentina, symbol of the medicine man. It contains small pebbles the size of marbles, which he keeps shaking as he leaves, repeating the same gestures and movements he had made the day before when he entered the room. A sort of procession is then formed, which goes towards the patient's lodge or cabin. The Indians jump and dance around the house, to the sound of drums and turtles; they make awful sounds through their nostrils and throats, imitating the owl in its nocturnal fanfares. All this juggling, according to our Indian magicians, is put into play "to frighten the evil spirit and to force it to leave the body of the sick." 

After going around the house on different occasions, the great juggler opens the entrance and throws himself into the interior at full length on the floor, then drags himself on all fours with a thousand contortions, lets out guttural cries at the noise deaf from the pebbles in his turtle. He crawls under the bed, moves every object, searches and chases evil spirits in every nook and corner, tumbles into the fire, thrusts his arm into boiling water, takes hot coals from both hands and spreads them in the patient's room. 

After all the antics and magic demonstrations of their leader, all the followers join in a common dance, holding the turtles in hand and to the sound of throat singing. Then the magic scene comes to an end. The evil or malevolent spirit which afflicted the patient has been put to flight, and the impostors receive the pay for their impostures. If the patient recovers his health, the jugglers have done wonders, and they reap all the honors of the patient's convalescence; on the contrary, if he dies, the death is adroitly attributed to a spirit more powerful than the men of medicine. 

Before ending this account, I will remark that the flapping of the eagle's wings and its cries are due to a secret amateur of the band, who, with his wild flute, imitates the sounds and cries of the eagle; that the mysterious renewal of medicines, in the midst of the darkness of the room, is the work of a secret accomplice of the band; finally, that the arms immersed in boiling water and the hands which handle hot coals with impunity are preserved, I am assured, by an astringent juice which the Savages extract from a certain root, and with which the magician rubs his hands and arms. 

I recommend to your holy sacrifices and your good prayers the unfortunate Indian tribes, seated in the shadow of death. Yes, pray a lot. Rogate ergo Dominum messis ut mittat operarios in messem suam. I have the honor to be, my reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ
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THE PATER IN SIX WILD LANGUAGES 

EIGHTY-FIFTH LETTER FROM THE RP DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 


My reverend and dear Father. 

In the volume of the Précis Historiques of 1856, page 614, you published one of my letters containing the Pater and the Ave Maria in the Osage language. Here is now the sign of the cross and the Pater in six other languages, spoken in the Indian tribes. 


I. -- IN THE BLACKFOOT LANGUAGE. 

Unni, Kuirkúi, Kisontuhá Kisini, ut sinnikasimoái. Kamúmani irtopi. 
Patris, and Filii and Sancti Spiritus in Nomine. Utinam will go sit. (Amen.) 

Kinnon spurkts kitsipirp arkakumi, masi kitsinniktisimi 
Noster Pater, coelo qui inhabitas, ut ametur tuum Nomen; 

arkitapina torsi kanasaskitsa purpists. Kits itsirtáni ackapistotórsi 
ut tua sint omnia corda; tua voluntas ut fiat 

ksarkumisk spurktsisk. An murk ksistsikuirk kukkinnan narkitapina 
in terra, in coelo. Hoc die da quoe nobis opus 

torpinnam annistp ksistsikuists mistapiksistomokinnan makápii ni 
sunt singulis diebus; projice nobis malum a 

tótsir pinnan anistsista piksistomorpinnan tsi kaá pistoto 
nobis sumptum, sicut nos projicimus pro iis qui malum 

kinnan nark slanatáki pinnan makápii tsikamut si puikinnan 
nobis fecerunt ut ne sumamus malum amplius, libera (erue) nos 

makapii. Kamúmani irtopi. 
badly. Utinam ita sit. (Amen.) 


II. -- IN THE DACOTAH OR SIOUSE LANGUAGE. 

Atê Jétságe, Sheinthoe, wátshinksàpà. Eê-iêtshetó-ni. 
Of the Father in his Name, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. So be it. 

Atê math, pie-a êketa ianka, nictságe mánka hakáchpê 
Father our, who art in heaven, may your name be great 

in ánka ok iétshatê wâtshe-i àkiloesa i-êt chè toegtá nit ghâ- 
on earth; we want you to possess all our hearts; may your 

watche oyóu zê mankân ietchêtoe mách pie-a êketa ish 
will on earth be done, as it is done in the 

iêtchetou. Ampêtoekilê niet ganâtshe oyóuzê tâkóki i-ó-ti-êwâkiê okihi 
sky. Grant us today all our 

máiaki-ingta ampêto tsh'ietsha owâggan ionshe mankila iò mesh-ia 
needs, forgive us the wrong we have done, as 

tshietsha-a watshin omankie onza on' shewiets háwakièla ón she onlyo 
we forgive the harm that others have done to us; and do not 

tâkó tshietsha Étshámon koetè shni tâko tshiétche êetshami-kian 
lead us into temptation, but deliver us from 

io-makie shni-o. Eê-iêtsheto-ni. 
all bad. So be it. 


III. -- IN THE LANGUAGE OF THE RICARRIES OR SANISHI (the primitive people). 

Atiach schi nàz ânou, nágâoù shitshiètou. No-ni-ryewou. 
Of the Father, in his Name, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. So be it. 

Atiach natshitúkà skàràcàt hânnánni Nahou nahanhune 
Our Father, who art in heaven, may your name be great everywhere; 

wathou houhahou nawisou nowishe nona oua hawit 
that everything is as you wish; your will be done here below, 

nenetou askeit ysheh koosoo chitou hakawasislisou 
as it is done above. Give us today all our needs; 

Necunnannan tounaach hat too 
Forgive us, as we forgive those who trespass against us; 

kawawiku achcootush Tohasit necunnunona harra. 
lead us not into temptation; deliver us from all evil. 

No-ni-ryewou. 
So be it. 


IV. -- IN HEDATZA LANGUAGE (people of Willows), OR BIG BELLY. 

Tâtish mascht, Edisash, Idaghé. Lokaree mashpish sakity. 
Of the Father in his Name, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. So be it. 

Talish makouka didâshe egtiè aroetzakie 
Our Father, who art in heaven, may your name be great, may your reign 

anashkênaspish aba iéha ibacksh shcaka magouka 
arrive; your will be done on earth as it is in heaven. 

Mâpe wickouara tapped etsche mamaêe. Maroua, 
Give us today all our needs; forgive us, 

arouishshiê wickouta amashkété ishsheé wiekoesaki waigúara. 
as we forgive those who trespass against us; 

kiroushoekàrà akoushêe waigarra akoetzakie wiherigkàrà addie 
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us 

akoetzakie. Lokarêe mas-piste. 
difficulty. So be it. 


V. -- IN ME-TOU-TA-HA-KE LANGUAGE (people from below), OR MANDANS. 

Dâtts noenèkâts, konix, wâtèra orageniz. Manatoze attarish. 
Of the Father, in his Name, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. So be it. 

Tâttê akita nanacoush Jekoengha; machhopeni 
Our Father, who art in heaven, may your name be great everywhere; 

matêbè hâbê norakékarat mapêta askirateez 
be the master of all hearts; on earth, may your will be 

ak'ita ieâpmauk malêbê hâbè noenatka gik kenerachta 
done as in heaven. Today give us all our needs; 

waoch gik matêbe hâbè ipasheri' èh noukouta malêbe hâbè 
forgive us the evil that we have done, as we 

waochgix ipâsheriz noukouta mâogix ewapasherist 
forgive the evil that others have done to us; make us strong 

kimikara makouta kimikara ochgiki habe makouta. Manatóze 
against evil, but deliver us from evil. So 

attarish. 
be it. 


VI. -- IN THE ABSHAROKÉ, OR CROW, LANGUAGE. 

Minópgha, Manákê, Inâgetchè, idágerre. Kotighia. 
From the Father, from the Son, from the beautiful Spirit, in his Name. So be it. 

Minópgha âkmâkoko innâtche dâgè àmat chéchè nascotá 
Our Father, who art in heaven, may your Name be loved, be master 

koto lidê amakejota nannas alakólê akmâkokona 
with all hearts; may your will be done on earth as on the 

mâtche hinnewâpe mabêniàmo bodekiew karrakomi kià 
heaven, grant us today all our needs; forgive us the 

anbàarraparé biró anbàarraparé biró 
evil committed by us, as the evil we forgive that others 

comock biro oshipche inbariraparé inbariraparé 
have done to us; make us strong against all evil, against all 

karrakomikia evil. Kotighia. 
deliver us. So be it. 

Here, my Reverend and dear Father, are a few rather bizarre lines, without interest for most readers, but which may have some for some linguists. In any case, I give them to you as a testimony of my very special friendship. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ
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THE FAMILY OF GROS FRANÇOIS - CHIEF ASSINIBOIN 

EIGHTY-SIXTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

When Messrs. Lewis and Clark went up the Missouri, the Assiniboins they met were composed of sixty lodges of the Stone Indians, or People of the Rocks. It was then the only band of this nation inhabiting Upper Missouri. The rest, consisting in all of about fifteen hundred lodges, resided on the plains of Red River and its tributaries, and traded with the Hudson's Bay Company. 

At the head of this little band was Wa-he-mugga, or the Iron Rock, surnamed by Canadian travelers and merchants, Fat Francois. He was, without a doubt, a corpulent and vigorous Indian. Several members of the American Fur Company, now residing in Saint-Louis, knew this chief well, who died a few years ago, in an advanced age, near the Minataree, or Gros-Ventre village. He was the father of a large family, and it is believed that he had fifty children by different women. His children dispersed little by little among the different bands that make up the nation of the Assiniboins. About the time of his death, many remained near him. They were first Wah-jan-ja-na, or the Light, his eldest son, named Jackson by the whites, on account of the visit he made in Washington to the president of that name; his second son: Sweet, or the Sucré; the third: Bow un-da-pa, or the Broken Cloud; the fourth: Na-pa-na, or the Hand; the fifth: La-ka-ke-a-na, or the First who flies; it is the same who, in 1851, left Fort de l'Union in my company, to attend the great council held under the presidency of Colonel DD Mitchell, at the mouth of Horse Creek, in the valley of Nebraska. . 

A great resemblance in character distinguishes this family and all the children who are still living. They were all proud, brave, arrogant with their own countrymen. In battles there were not and still are no better warriors than them; in the hunt, few equaled them. Their ways with white people were all different. They were tractable and benevolent, and protected the merchants with every means in their power. 

The bravery and good conduct of the elder, or the Light, brought him to notice, and about the year 1829 or 1830 he was selected as a soldier at the Union fort and charged with keeping order among the Indians. who came to trade, and to restore the horses belonging to the fort and stolen by the Indians of his nation. This kind of theft was, at that time, very common. He used to pursue the thieves into their camp, accompanied by some of his brothers, and the culprits could consider themselves lucky if they managed to escape with a good volley of blows, after he had taken them away. stolen horses. 

About the year 1831, President Jackson invited different tribes on the prairies to send delegates to him to visit him at the capital, and by means of the Indian agents he made his desire known to all the Indians. Of all the Assiniboins, there was not one who would risk the journey, except the Light, who went in company with a Cree, or Knistenau, of the North, named the Broken Arm. I believe they spent the winter in Washington, where they were well received by their Grandfather the President, and were great favorites in the city. In the spring, they were sent home, where they arrived safe and sound. From that time the Assiniboin was named Jackson, the name by which we shall henceforth designate it. 

The consequences of this trip were the loss of the Indian. He had seen and learned too much to go back to his old ways. He had been too flattered and caressed by the whites to still respect the people of his nation, and he thought himself far above them. Strutting around in a brigadier-general's uniform, wearing a government medal, riding boots and a cane, he thought and acted as if there were only two men in the world worthy of notice and fame: himself and General Jackson. He would, however, sometimes consent to relate some of the strange things he had seen, which, though strictly true, could not be understood by the limited imaginations of his countrymen. Most of them, knowing his character, said nothing, but believed him to be a terrible liar. Sometimes, however, if anyone had the boldness to doubt its veracity, he instantly struck the individual with his sword or his puzzle, and thus cut short all dispute. He could not conceive of people refusing to believe him, when he was only telling the truth, and, as a result, he had incessant quarrels, which he usually decided in his favor by means of his weapons. , thus surrounding himself with a host of enemies. He rang the bell for someone to come and clean his boots, to bring his horse to him, to give him a glass of water which was within reach of his hand; in a word, he sought to establish among the Indians a complete despotism. 

Long before his trip to Washington, it was said that he could not be killed by a bullet. This belief came from the fact that, having received several shots in battle which seemed to be fatal, he recovered from them in a short space of time. The Indians believed and said that it was lead proof. 

One spring evening, Jackson, stretched out as usual on his mat in his dressing room, rang for his servant, a young Indian to whom he had given the name of Jim. When the child appeared, he ordered him to go through the camp to invite a dozen of his compatriots, whom he named, to come and see him: "Tell them," he added, "that I am alone and isolated, and that I want to amuse them a little.” The boy went in search. Towards evening the guests began to arrive, and soon the lodge was full: there were as many Indians as the lodge could hold. Among them was a stranger from another camp, who had arrived the day before. This individual was one of those scoundrels who roam from camp to camp, stealing horses and disturbing the peace in various other ways. When all were seated and the pipes were circling rapidly, Jackson began to relate some of the things he had seen, and some of the scenes he had been present with during his stay in Washington. In all his stories, he always began with these words: "When I was in Washington," without caring whether the thing he was telling happened in another place. On this occasion he spoke in these terms: "When I was in Washington, one evening, the interpreter told me that the next day we would visit the hunting pellet tower, which was in the neighborhood of Howard park. ¹. The next morning, after dressing as usual, we went to the place in question and saw a round stone lodge, about the height of four of our tallest trees, stacked on top of each other. We entered and we went up by a staircase built inside the building and which goes around it. After counting two hundred and sixty steps, we arrived at the top. This building is completely round and plain on the outside. At its base it is four times the circumference of our largest lodges and decreases in width as it becomes higher. At this point in his story, he was interrupted by the stranger mentioned above, who declared that what he was saying was a big lie, because how could one climb so high? There was nothing to stand at such a height, etc. When he was silent, our narrator continued: “As for your words, it is a lie; I'll convince you when I've finished my story. So I was going to tell you that, from the top of this building, the molten lead is poured into a sieve, which becomes round as it falls. From the top of this building, one enjoys the most beautiful view one can imagine. Houses, ships, men and all objects appear as if seen from the middle of a cloud, and many look like small specks. Here the stranger burst out laughing and said it was a bunch of lies. Jackson, who was keen to finish his story, replied simply, "Have patience, have patience, I'll convince you in a moment." He gave his listeners an excellent description of the beauty of the landscape seen from the summit of one of these lofty places, and he was again contradicted in the most formal manner by the same individual. The latter knew neither the character nor the habits of Jackson, or else he cared very little about them. When the storyteller had finished this story and others besides, he said: “Friends, it is late, we must part for the night; but before that, form a circle outside the box, and I will convince, by moonlight, this stranger of the truth of my story.” This having been done, Jackson took his cane and went out in his turn: "Stranger," he said, "when I was in Washington, it happened that in the midst of a company assembled in a private house, an individual was in telling an amazing story. I was present with my interpreter. During the story, another individual who was there expressed his disbelief on several occasions and forgot himself until calling the other a liar. The storyteller said nothing for the moment, but promised to convince him as soon as the company separated; which she did shortly afterwards in a hotel café. Then the guest who had told the story seized by the arm the one who had called him a liar and beat him mercilessly. And suiting the action to the word, he broke his cane on his back and made him go around the circle beating him, to the great amusement of the spectators. 

¹ Near Baltimore. 


The company then dispersed to their lodges, and the one who had been beaten retired to the lodge of one of his relatives. Soon the camp was plunged into a deep sleep; but one individual was not asleep: the foreign Indian was busy filing off a piece of iron about an inch long, and making it the size of the barrel of his gun. This done, he awoke his relative and told him of the degrading punishment he had suffered, adding that he was going to take revenge and then leave the camp. He declared that, as his enemy Jackson was supposed to be bulletproof, he would try the virtue of an iron ingot, and he showed the other the projectile. Carefully loading his gun, he went to Jackson's lodge. He was still sitting on his mat, smoking his pipe and thinking perhaps of his visit to Washington. The other, seeing the shadow of his enemy reflected on the canvas of the tent, placed the muzzle of his gun barrel within inches of his head, let go of the trigger, and there remained of our brave leader only a mutilated corpse. The projectile had removed the entire upper part of the head. The camp took the alarm and went in search of the murderer; but the latter had fled, and the darkness of the night rendered pursuit useless. Jackson left several children, all of whom became as brave as he. Some of them were later killed in battle. 

The second brother was the Sucre. As soon as the funeral was over and the body was placed in the branches of a tree, according to the custom of the Indians, the Sucre began to take information from the nearby camp of the murderer. After some research, he succeeded in discovering it, although in a dangerous place for him, all the relatives of the assassin being assembled there. He nevertheless entered the lodge without fear, killed the man on the spot; but in turn he was literally cut to pieces by the other Indians. 

The arrangement of this matter now fell to the third brother, the Shattered Cloud. This one was filled with kindness towards the whites, who loved him very much. He had an indomitable character, like all the rest of his family, although he was more secretive with the people of the nation. He was a long time soldier at Fort de l'Union and was missed by everyone when he died. However, the Shattered Cloud, although resolved to punish the murderer of the Sucre, chooses his time to carry out his project. In this view he spoke kindly on different occasions, and appeared to be on good terms with his enemies. One winter evening, about two years after his brother's death, one of the culprits happened to pass by the Broken Cloud camp alone. The latter called him immediately, gave him a meal, smoked a pipe with him. To all appearances, he had forgotten all old grudges. After a few hours and when the individual least expected it, he shattered his skull with a jigsaw blow and threw the body out of the camp. 

For a year or two things followed their usual course; but some of the dead man's relatives began to seek an opportunity for revenge. It was not easy. Somehow they managed to convince the Hand, brother of the Shattered Cloud, to help them kill him. This Indian was the son of Gros François, but of another woman, and one of the worst of his nation. At that time he had, by his bad conduct, incurred the displeasure of his family. This circumstance was favorable to the enemies of the Shattered Cloud. In the long run and by means of money and promises, they persuaded him to take their side. They chose a time when the Broken Cloud had made his camp afar off, and hearing that, accompanied by some women, he had gone to the fort to trade, they arrived there the same evening, about twelve in number and giving each other the appearance of a party of warriors going to the Blackfeet. It was then the custom for merchants and parties of warriors to pass the night in a building about a hundred yards from the fort. The two hostile troops encamped there overnight, in apparent friendship. Nothing was heard by the people of the fort. But when they awoke, they were informed that the Shattered Cloud had been murdered during the night by the Hand and his companions. One of the merchants came to examine the body and found it pierced with twenty-three daggers and arrows. He was decently buried at Fort de l'Union. 

As a result of this misdeed, the Hand was declared an outcast by all his brothers; but these never found a favorable opportunity to seize him without exposing themselves. He mostly remained with the band of his accomplices, taking them on various warlike expeditions, in which his desperate bravery won him a reputation as a power among the other Indians, though, on account of his many acts of robbery, he was despised. and somewhat feared, by whites as well as by Indians. 

On one occasion he went to war against the Crows, or Crows, at the head of nineteen young men, most of whom were fifteen or eighteen years old. They met the Crows camp on their journey, ambushed, killed and scalped two Indians of that nation. The other men of the camp arrived on the scene, found the bodies of their comrades, pushed their search further and discovered the whole band of their enemies hidden on an island covered with tall trees and brush, in the prairie which extends to to the waters of the Roche-Jaune river. The Assiniboins had erected a small barricade there of tree trunks and branches. They awaited the attack of the Crows, determined to oppose them with a desperate resistance. The whole nation of the Crows surrounded the place, and several times assaulted the barricade, firing upon the Assiniboins, who returned without interruption, and who repulsed them several times with loss, though at each volley from the enemy some one of them fell dead. Those who remained, fighting fearlessly, seized the weapons of their slain comrades and continued to fight. They held about six hundred Crows in check for most of the day, killing ten and wounding twenty to thirty. To force them out of their retreat, the Crows set fire to the trees and brush; which allowed the Hand and three others to escape through the smoke to the high forests of the Yellow Rock. From there managed to reach the fort of the Union. These four Indians and a woman were the only ones who survived the battle; everything else had fallen. The Hand had had its powder flask taken away by a bullet; two guns had been broken in his hands; his hat and his coat were riddled with bullets, and yet he did not bear the trace of a single scratch. 

Shortly after this melee, a company of merchants, in opposition to the American Fur Company, established itself at the mouth of Roche-Jaune and began its mercantile operations. During the winter that followed their beginnings, the Hand came alone to Fort de l'Union. He learned during the night that a band of his nation had gone to trade with whiskey at the neighboring fort. He went there to drink with them. During their drunkenness, a quarrel arises over the Hand. The whole gang agreed that he had to be killed. Some barricaded the door of the room where they were, and stood in front of her, while others marched on him armed with knives, spears and puzzles. But such was the agility of this man, that for a few moments he struggled alone against twenty-five or thirty Indians, with no other defense than a battle-axe. He wielded this instrument in all directions. Finally, knocking down several of his assailants and killing one, he fought his way to a window. Leaping through the panes of glass, he climbed to the top of the house and with a single leap crossed the palisade. Although at the same moment a great number of shots and arrows were fired at him, he escaped again without a scratch and ran in the direction of Fort de l'Union, three miles away, entirely stripped, at the middle of an excessively cold winter night. The door was opened to him. After warming up, he recounted his adventure, laughing and showing great gaiety, doubtless regretting having left a place where such pleasant things were happening. 

A year after these events, the rest of the Gros François family, headed by the First who flies, half-brother of the Hand, arrived at Fort de l'Union to traffic and were placed in the usual reception room of the Indians. This room had no communication with the interior of the fort when its doors were closed. During the night, the Hand arrived and was admitted inside the fort, where he learned what had happened. Instead of escaping, which would have been easy for him, he asked to be let go and find the others, and the doors were opened to him. He promised to smoke and talk with the First Stealer and his gang. After a few moments, the latter, taking advantage of a favorable moment, shot a bullet through his body. He fell, and the others fired five or six more shots at him to finish him off. Towards morning, as soon as the gates of the fort were opened, the First Who Flies rolled the body of the Hand into it, saying, “Behold the dog that killed my brother, the Shattered Cloud. Do what you want with it.” 

The First who flies is now at the head of the People of the Rocks, which form about forty lodges, and he has become an excellent man for the Whites; but his people fear him, especially since he is surrounded by a large number of relatives. I traveled with him from Fort de l'Union to La Platte, and I had the opportunity to appreciate his character. The other members of his family are all of the same temperament and will probably be killed one after another in quarrels of the kind I have related above. 

Accept, my Reverend and dear Father, my feelings of respect and friendship. 

PJDE SMET, SJ
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RELIGIOUS AND CIVIL CODE OF THE INDIANS OF UPPER MISSOURI. 

EIGHTY-SEVENTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET. 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

Father De Smet will continue to stay in Belgium for a few more weeks, among his brothers in religion. He will leave, at the same time, the best memories among his acquaintances and within his respectable family. 

We wrote from Kortrijk on December 30 last: "Yesterday was marked by the presence in our city of Father De Smet, the illustrious missionary known throughout the world and whose eminent services have just been so justly appreciated by the government and by the American people. It will be remembered, in fact, that, thanks to the powerful mediation of Father De Smet, the cabinet of Washington succeeded last summer in concluding a treaty of peace with the Indian tribes of the West. None other than the friend of the Indians, as he is called, could have brought such an important enterprise to a successful conclusion. This treaty spared the United States, besides the incalculable evils of a war of extermination, considerable expense, which, according to the testimony of General Stanley, would have amounted to more than 500 million dollars. Reasons of health, the affairs of his order, and, above all, the will of his superiors had brought Fr. De Smet back to Europe. The presence of the great missionary among us was motivated by a religious ceremony. He came to bless the union of his nephew, Mr. Paul De Smet, a young lawyer from the bar of Ghent, with Miss Augusta Vercruysse, eldest daughter of Mr. Charles Vercruysse-Goethals. The church of Saint-Martin, where the union of the young couple was to be celebrated, was invaded early by the crowd. One was curious to see the features of the extraordinary man who, at the cost of his immense labors, had procured for thousands of Indians the happiness of Christianity and the invaluable benefits of civilization. The human mind sometimes stops at contrasts. Seeing the venerable missionary call down the blessings of Heaven on this young lawyer, whose talents equal his virtues, on this young girl, who combines so well the advantages of a brilliant education with all the graces of nature, one imagined the even missionary teaching the proud children of the desert to bow their heads under the blessings of the Church, and teaching them, in the name of the Great Spirit, to know and to respect the obligations of the conjugal faith. This event will leave deep memories in the minds of the people of our city.” 

Fr. De Smet is actively pursuing the main purpose of his trip to Europe. He comes above all to look for priests. There are 300,000 Indians to be converted. We asked him: “What are the main obstacles to the conversion of these unfortunate people? - There is only one, he replied: it is the lack of priests. If there were enough priests to teach them, all the Indians would convert. The missionary of the Rocky Mountains shouts, like Saint Francis Xavier: "Da mihi Belgas!" Give me some Belgians! Courage then, O you priests who are animated by zeal for the house of the Lord and who burn with the desire to exercise it! The harvest is great: 300,000 Indians asking to know what we know, to love what we love! The workers are few in number: barely a few Black Robes scattered here and there in these immense deserts, of which the European cannot even form an idea! If you feel, deep in your heart, the sacred fire of divine love and the zeal of souls; if you have health and vigor for this hard apostolate, throw yourself on your knees before the tabernacle and ask the Lord, following the example of the great apostle of the pagans: "Domine, quid me vis facere?" Lord, what do you want me to do? The letter that we are about to publish will show the sad darkness that envelops these tribes . 

This Religious and Civil Code of the Indians of Upper Missouri is summarized by Fr. De Smet, according to the best information he could obtain, either by his own experience in his dealings with them, or by merchants and interpreters. most endowed with intelligence and who resided among these Indian tribes. 


Antwerp, January 25, 1869. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

Among the human races which have hitherto been the object of the labors of missionaries with the object of converting them to Christianity, there are perhaps none more varied and more obstinate in their superstitions than the nomadic tribes. Northwest Indians. Despite what various writers and many people who have lived among them have said, I have found little to indicate what their errors really are, and how they can be successfully combated. Most of the writings of travelers among the Indians are content to report, in general, some usages and customs, without making known the motives of their actions. In truth, it would take long and continuous intimacy with them in their camp life and knowledge of their language to be able to do this; which is given to very few people. 

The qualities of the Indians have been greatly belittled by most travellers. They are generally regarded as savages of limited intelligence, thirsty for blood, hunting game or seeking plunder, debased by their customs and filled with creeping ideas. It's quite the opposite. They show notions of order in the government of their nation, of regularity and dignity in the conduct of their private affairs; they are zealous in doing what they believe to be their religious duties; they show shrewdness and shrewdness in their dealings, and often display a force of reasoning beyond the reach of the intelligence of uneducated whites. Their religion, taken as a system, is far superior to that of the inhabitants of Hindustan and Japan. To succeed in changing it and establishing the truths of Christianity, their reason and their feelings must be directed by masters whose way of life and occupations are calculated to convince them of the truth which they believe and proclaim, and from the disinterestedness of their views, while the grace of God works on their uncultivated minds and on their hearts, and brings them to the knowledge of his truth and holy faith, which he alone can procure. 

That is why it is useful to know what is the true nature of their religion, after having carefully analyzed it; what are their ideas about the Creator, worship, the future life; as also what, in their opinion, constitutes a crime. Is the crime an offense against the Great Spirit or against the individual? Do men have any moral obligation to serve the Great Spirit? Are good deeds rewarded and bad deeds punished, in this life or in a future life? Do they really believe in a future life? If so, what influence does this belief have on their actions? Are they really idolaters, and if they are, what are their idols and what do they consist of? These and other points concerning the moral condition of the Indians are what we propose to develop, although perhaps not in the order in which they are placed here. 

I 

All these Indians believe in the existence of a Great Spirit, creator of all things; and this belief seems to be with them a principle, an inherent and innate idea. They do not assume that this spirit is endowed with a body. The name of this spirit is Wahcon Jangah, or Great Medicine. The word wahcon, or medicine, in this sense, has nothing to do with the use of drugs: it means everything that is incomprehensible, supernatural, all-powerful, everything that cannot be explained by reasons. ordinary or who is above their intelligence. Their priests or wizards are also called wahcon; they would give the same name of wahcon to a steamboat, to a watch, to any machine and even to any children's toy whose mechanism they could not explain. This Great Medicine, or Wahcon Jangah, supposes something higher than the power of man. The acts of the Great Spirit are manifested in the elements; phenomena of nature, in diseases and death, in famines, great calamities, losses caused by invading enemies, misfortunes caused by lightning, and in all circumstances which they cannot account for by natural means. They believe that this Great Medicine governs the air, the earth and the firmament; that is to say, God is omnipotent, omnipresent, able to change himself and engage himself in their favor in their undertakings, if they offer him the ceremonies and sacrifices suitable. He is the author of good and evil, according to his good pleasure, or according to the attention they pay in their way of worshiping him. Its benefits are apparent in years of great abundance of game, in disease-free seasons, in triumphs over the enemy, and so on. His anger manifests itself in great calamities, losses, defeats, contagious diseases or any other great misfortune, the cause of which is unknown to them and which they cannot otherwise explain. As it seldom happens in their miserable existence that the intervals between accidents and calamities are long, the Great Spirit is more feared than loved: his bounties pass unnoticed and without thanks, while his trials are reckoned in fear and with trembling. Power is his attribute. The sun is supposed, by some, to be his residence. 

They do not know of the distinct existence of a Spirit of Evil, though they have in their language a name for such a being. The idea has been transmitted to them by the whites in recent years; it is only weakly received by the Indians. Great evils are a manifestation of the wrath of the Great Spirit, and they believe in their power to avert them by making proper sacrifices, praying and fasting; what they all do. Yet they make no show of gratitude, either by offering sacrifices or otherwise, when success has been the apparent result of their ceremonies. This would seem to prove that they believe that the protection of the Great Spirit has been bought and paid for by the value of the object offered in sacrifice, or that it is, on his part, only the fulfillment of a duty resulting self-imposed physical pain. 

This unknown Great Spirit created all things. A small number of men and women of different colors were first created, and from this primitive group proceed the different races of mankind, whites, Indians, Negroes, etc. “The Indians, they say, were created naked, endowed with all the qualities proper to a race of hunters; they were endowed with sufficient intelligence to make use of arms in war and hunting; of a temperament capable of resisting the most severe cold, prolonged fasting, excessive sleepiness and fatigue; eyes to see, ears to hear and legs to pursue game. So that they soon felt their superiority over other animals. All animals are made expressly for them: “Otherwise, they say, who are they for? They just devour each other. And then the Indians cannot live without meat. The land was created to support these animals, to provide wheat and timber, all for the use of the Indians. It was the work of the Great Spirit at the beginning of the world. 

They offer sacrifices to this Being, inflict punishments on themselves, by fasting and making incisions in the body, and make public prayers at different times of the year. The sacrifices consist chiefly of scarlet cloth, new boilers, skins, furs, tobacco, and other articles which they offer with great solemnity and ceremony to the sun and thunder, as to the two greatest powers through which the Great Spirit can favorably receive their offering. At the same time, the devotee whispers a prayer, imploring the grace he most needs, and promising to renew the sacrifice if his request is granted. Then they destroy the sacrificed objects, to prevent them from falling into the hands of travelers or enemies. This ceremony is generally performed by each retired Indian in his lodge, or on the hills, in the forests or in the bushes, at different times during the year. They also have national holidays, where they assemble; but it would take too long to give a description of them, our object being limited to discovering the principle of their worship. 

Although they offer sacrifices, inflict severe bodily punishment on themselves, and, out of devotion, deprive themselves of food for several consecutive days, they do so only for the purpose of obtaining temporal, present and future favors. We see nothing in all of this that denotes a sense of moral responsibility, nor of repentance for past actions, nor of thanksgiving for favors received. Therefore, crime and sin, considered from a Christian point of view, cannot exist among them. If they felt guilty of any wrongdoing, they would certainly do penance and offer sacrifices to obtain forgiveness. Moreover, according to them, crimes cannot be offenses against the Great Spirit, since, as we shall see later, they invoke his assistance to commit the greatest sins. The idea they form of the Great Spirit is therefore based solely on the fear of unknown evils which may befall them and which it is in their power to ward off, by offering their sacrifices and their penances to an invisible and incomprehensible power. , of which they know the existence by the actual phenomena. Beyond that, they get lost. They do not have the idea of supposing to this power such attributes as mercy, forgiveness, benevolence, truth and the like. 

Such is, stripping it of the superstitious and fabulous stories with which it is often clothed, the idea that in general all the tribes of the prairie possess of the Great Spirit. Peace and war are not regarded as emanating from him, because they know they can do both; but victory and defeat are attributed to him, because they are above their own will. It follows from this that a successful warrior is always named wahcon, medicine. By this they mean that he secured by one means or another the protection of the Great Spirit. Natural phenomena, which are not accompanied by good or bad results, pass unnoticed; but destructive whirlwinds, deaths caused by lightning or by diseases such as apoplexy, are considered special acts of the Great Spirit. Eclipses and rolling thunder are warnings, and when they occur sacrifices are offered in the hope of warding off some impending calamity. From this fear of unforeseen misfortunes comes the reluctance of the Indians to hold conversations on this subject, for that would discover the secret causes of their apprehensions and might, they believe, by some levity of chance, cause the evil which they seek to avoid. , or render their own practices useless, by affording some enemy an opportunity of offering a contrary sacrifice. 

Faith in amulets or charms is general among the Indians. The objects of which these charms or medicine are composed are so varied, and the influence which they exercise on individuals is so diverse, that to enumerate them all would take too much space, and, indeed, it is not necessary. I must, however, endeavor to explain the idea which gives rise to this belief, and this presents some difficulty. 

Although the Great Spirit is all-powerful, his will is nonetheless uncertain. He is invisible. He manifests his power only in extraordinary acts. Matters of lesser importance are below his attention and under the direction of spirits of an inferior order. It is the need they feel for some tangible intermediary, consecrated by ceremonies, guarded with care and invoked with solemnity, which leads them to choose whatever object they intend to fulfill this function. Every Indian when he reaches manhood becomes a warrior, hunter, head of a family, and from that moment he is obliged, as a result of his various occupations, to live in continual fear and to defend his life and his property against enemies and against various other opponents. For this reason, he chooses some object that serves as his wahcon. A dream, some incident or other, an idea which has presented itself to his mind on some important occasion, indicates to him the object to be chosen. The skin of a weasel, the stuffed head or body of different birds, images of wood or stone, necklaces worked on a skin, crude paintings representing bears, buffaloes, wolves, snakes, monsters who have neither name nor existence; in a word, every animate or inanimate thing is assigned to this use, according to the superstition or belief of the individual. This object, whatever it is, is wrapped in the folds of several skins, with a braid of the hair of some dead relative and a small amount of tobacco. Everything is placed in a scented sachet, properly decorated and garnished. This is what the mystery of the medicine bag consists of. This bag is never opened in the presence of anyone, unless its owner or some member of his family falls dangerously ill; it is then exhibited and placed at the head of the bed. Through it, the assistance of the Great Spirit is invoked. Ordinarily this sachet is opened in secret, and the Indian, after having smoked and invoked medicine, offers prayers and sacrifices in its presence and by its means, as the tangible intermediary near the Great Spirit, who is unknown and invisible. . He does not directly offer sacrifices to his wahcon; nevertheless he invokes him separately to obtain his intercession, or rather he considers him as an intermediary agent charged with warding off misfortunes of secondary importance, placed under the jurisdiction of spirits of an inferior order. Such are the appearances of ghosts, the diseases of horses and dogs, the discovery of a lost or stolen object, a successful hunt, but not the abundance of game, the provenance of the game being an effect of the power of the Great Spirit, though the killing of game depends on other powers made favorable or unfavorable by the ceremonies addressed to medicine. 

The Indians are aware that the matter of which the charm or medicine is composed has no intrinsic power, and they attribute none to it. The effect consists in faith in the supernatural attributed to the object, which is considered a visible intercessor. It is, in fact, the same order of ideas followed by ignorant whites who believe in charms, and it can be considered from the same point of view. Although a great number of whites believe, not without sin, in charms, fortune-tellers, dreams, spirits and warnings, this nevertheless does not diminish their faith in the Supreme Being; it is the same for the Indian. As long as his good luck in his various ordinary undertakings is not belied, he will say that his medicine is good; but if a series of insignificant misfortunes come to visit him, he will throw it away and replace it with some other. When the missionaries give them images, medals or crosses, they are obliged to take the greatest care to instruct them in the true meaning of the respect and veneration that should be given to these objects. 

From the above statement we can judge whether they are really idolaters. It is true that they pay a kind of worship to objects of all kinds; but their devotion is directed, through these toys, to the source of all power. The sun itself is worshiped as the residence of the Great Spirit, not as some alleged power inherent in this body. They do not believe in the virtue of the matter of which medicine is composed, and they do not attribute to it an immaterial spirit; but their intelligence finds in it a point of rest, a tangible object to which they can turn, not to obtain great favors or effective protections, but to assure themselves of daily assistance against misfortunes of secondary importance. . They hope that success will result from the request made by means of an object considered sacred, and consecrated, by care and ceremony, to the Being whose occupation in this world is to manage these matters. Uneducated as they are, morally compelled to seek protection from supernatural evils of all kinds and forms, they implore the protection of the great luminous body, the sun, considered most powerful, even that of the least atom, which they suppose can be of some help to them in one way or another. They seek, through the intercession of these parts of creation and by offering sacrifices and prayers, by fasting and inflicting bodily pains, to secure for themselves the interest and protection of a great invisible power, to which, according to the beliefs of the Indians, direct access cannot be obtained. In this respect they seem to go no further in their superstitions than certain whites, found in all countries, who also believe in luck, fate, fortune and other ideas which are as repugnant to faith in a Providence of infinite wisdom which governs all things, as any belief of the Indians. As we have already said, their prayers and their sacrifices are offered exclusively for the purpose of obtaining temporal and not spiritual goods: they do not pray for things which they do not feel the need for. If they address prayers and offer sacrifices to the sun and thunder, it is because their intention is to recognize the power of the Creator in his most admirable works. Great evils or great good can be averted or obtained through the intercession of these great apparent intermediaries; misfortunes or blessings of lesser importance are removed or granted by the intercession of charms; and even in this case the things demanded are not considered to be obtained by the power of the matter of which these charms are composed, but by the sanctity given to them by constant and reverent care, and the prayers and the sacrifices which are addressed through them to supernatural agents. 

Having shown what the Indians' idea of the Great Spirit is, and analyzed the nature of their worship, I will now consider what, in their opinion, constitutes a crime. Can the Great Spirit be offended, and if so, what actions are considered offenses against him? 

II 

The total absence of any moral check arising from belief in a future life, and the fact that the sole object of their worship is their own aggrandizement during this life, obliges us to conclude that they have not the weakest idea of moral responsibility. For this reason, crime, as we consider it, that is, as an offense against divine and human laws, cannot exist among them. Take, for example, the greatest of all crimes: murder. An Indian never commits an action which is equivalent, from his point of view, to murder, according to the idea that we have of it. As soon as he reaches manhood, he is left to his own resources. He must depend entirely on himself to defend himself, his family or his property, and to supply his interior with the things necessary for his subsistence. Property alone is of value to the Indian; he has no provisions or money prepared to replace it if it is lost or stolen. If someone tries to deceive him, takes away his property or insults his family, who will he turn to for justice? There are no tribunals, prisons, or public executions among them, and their civil or penal code refuses to intervene in private disputes. He is, therefore, compelled by the nature of his isolated position to be the sole judge of his own actions and to constitute himself the administrator of justice. He must be firm and obstinate, ready with his knife or his puzzle, according to the expression of the Indian; otherwise he is unfit for the position he occupies. 

The constant habit of bearing arms implies the necessity of using them. Many light offenses which among white people would otherwise be settled are emptied among them by way of arms. An Indian only strikes with the intention of killing, and he knows very well that if he misses, his adversary will kill him. We can therefore expect, in quarrels of all kinds, to see them resort to extreme means to obtain reparation; and these quarrels are not at all so frequent as one might suppose. When the two adversaries realize that their lives are at stake, they try to avoid provoking each other; but, if necessary, each of them will try to get ahead of his enemy, finding himself obliged to do so to save his own life. The Indians do not murder each other to acquire the property of the deceased; for, in killing an individual of his own nation, the aggressor is obliged to flee to another band to avoid being massacred by the relatives of the victim. So that, instead of finding some advantage in his action by inheriting the dead, he would be obliged to abandon his own property, to go into exile, to impoverish his whole family, who never cease paying for the dead, in order to avoid further bloodshed, and to continually expose his life to the danger of meeting some relative of the murdered man. It is, therefore, out of the question that they could deliberately commit murder out of greed. 

The only way one could kill the other would be in a quarrel, and this happens frequently. They don't care about the cause of the argument, whether it's the theft of a horse or an insult, or who is right or wrong. When the dispute escalates to the point of a battle, killing one's opponent to preserve one's own life becomes simply a matter of personal defense. There is no middle ground; and many of those who have committed homicide in like circumstances have keenly regretted the necessity in which they found themselves. They maintained that it was impossible for them to act otherwise. Failure to kill one's opponent when the death of one of the two becomes necessary for one reason or another, would be considered the highest degree of madness and cowardice, and would forever lose the Indian in spirit of his compatriots and even of his own family, even supposing that it would not be giving his life to his enemy without defending it. 

In any case, murder, for this reason, is, in their opinion, an act of personal defense which is the consequence of their particular civil organization. It is an offense to the individual, running the risk of receiving equal punishment from the parents of the deceased, proscription and poverty; but it cannot be considered by them as an offense against the Great Spirit. There is not a man among them who would kill another for the mere pleasure of killing him; for, as we have demonstrated, that would be to submit to being exiled, murdered, and ruined, without the slightest hope of gain. This would be entirely incompatible with the character of the Indian. 

Murder exercised on their enemies is considered honorable in battle. It is, moreover, the same among the whites; their different way of performing it stems from their military upbringing. 

Taking this point of view, we can easily conceive how an Indian, consistent with his ideas on the Great Spirit, invokes his assistance against enemies of all kinds, whether they belong to his own nation or to another. 

Robbery and theft are not frequent among the Indians. The former would be punished as murder; the second would expose the culprit to the laughingstock of everyone. Indians steal objects of little value from each other; but, if questioned, they will answer that they needed them and could not get them otherwise. When they rob the whites, they believe they are doing well. All the whites, in their eyes, are intruders, enriching themselves with the work of the Indians. To steal part of their property from them is only to seize something due and long overdue. They therefore have recourse to theft only to come to the aid of their needs, and the misfortune of practicing it is regarded as a complete punishment. Robbery, when it takes place, is the consequence of some quarrel. It is punished by the extreme punishment we mentioned above. 

We see from this that neither robbery nor theft can be considered as offenses against the Great Spirit, since they are only means which the Indian uses to provide for his subsistence and that of his his family. They are, however, offenses against the individual, and they are punished accordingly. If an Indian should happen to steal a gun or a horse, two of the most valuable objects among them, he will give as reason that he needed it for the support of his family. Besides, guns, horses, and even the meat carried into the camp, are more or less of public property, the whole tribe sharing in the produce of the hunt. The gun and the horse do not leave the nation; they just change owners. Wherefore, in this as well as in their other undertakings, they invoke the assistance of the Great Spirit. 

Transgressions against the sixth commandment are regarded by the Indian as an offense against the individual, father or husband, but not against the Great Spirit. As such, they are punished with the death penalty, or by exacting indemnities, or by removing the culprit's horses. 

As to oaths, there is not, in the language of the Indians, a single word equivalent to the least of the blasphemies so in use among civilized Christians. What a lesson for civilized peoples! The name of the Great Spirit is seldom pronounced except in a low voice and only on rare and solemn occasions; never in ordinary conversation. In the case of testimony, one can have as much confidence in the solemn affirmation of an Indian, as in any oath. 

They have no knowledge of the Sabbath day. Their feast days are frequent, and on these occasions they redouble their devotion in the practice of their ceremonies and their bodily mortifications, although they do not inflict these punishments on themselves as if they felt guilty of sin. They do not do penance for their evil deeds. Can the Great Spirit be offended? and, if it can be, how? "He can be and he is," they say, "when they do not offer him suitable ceremonies and when they do not practice the fasts, the penitents and the sacrifices proper to assure themselves sufficiently of his protection in their large enterprises. Neglect of his worship is the only offense to him." Hence their obstinacy in performing their ceremonies, as if the entire prosperity of their lives and that of their families depended on it. 

The general belief is that the soul lives after death and is then in a final state. Our researches among the Indians have not revealed to us any certain idea of the occupation of the soul in this state. They always answer "that they don't know." However many of them suppose that at death the spirit is transported to the South, in a warm country. This place seems to be neither in heaven nor on earth. It is the abode of happiness, free from all evils, needs, wars and accidents. Some are better treated there than others, especially the great warriors and those who have taken special care in performing religious ceremonies and offering great sacrifices. The punishment of sin is not feared: all is peace, abundance and harmony. If you question them more minutely, they describe a paradise that would parallel that of Muhammad, or a fantastic image of the world, suppressing evil. A large number of other Indian tribes speak, in a dark way, of the future of the wicked. Their home is a desolate place, devoid of fruits, roots, animals of all kinds, and where a perpetual winter reigns. It is a marshy and muddy place, filled with all kinds of reptiles. In the place reserved for the good reigns an eternal summer and sun. There are a large number of animals chosen for hunting, and an abundance of fruits and roots. It is a holiday of endless peace and happiness. 

According to the belief of the Indians, the bodies do not resuscitate. They nevertheless assume that bodies are given to them in the future life, having the same facial features and limbs as in the present life; but exempt from all vicissitudes, such as accidents, illnesses and other calamities of this kind. 

Among some Indians, the idea of two souls seems to reign: one of the body, which rests forever near the place of burial; the other of the spirit, which is admitted into the southern paradise. As I said above, one finds in this paradise animals of all kinds; but it does not appear that these animals are the souls of those who have died, nor that their state of happiness is eternal. The faculties of reason and immortality are not attributed to animals. 

There is a great diversity of opinion among the Indians. Some believe that death is the final state of soul and body, but the spirit of the body remains near the grave. In reality, they have only a weak faith in the existence of a future life, or at least they do not attach much importance to this idea during their life. At the time of their death, their greatest anxiety seems to be for their families whom they leave on earth, and they seem to care very little about what will become of their souls. They admit the uncertainty of their fate; but they seem to have no fear of future punishments. In short, there is nothing in this belief of the Indians which exercises any influence on their general conduct, either during their life or at their deathbed. 

Anything pertaining to the future life seldom forms the subject of their conversation. 

From this we may reasonably conclude that the foregoing statement of their religion is correct, that they feel no offense against the Great Spirit, and that they only claim a reward for the devotion they have shown in their way of worshiping him. 

They have no idea of an atonement or a Redeemer who came to earth to redeem them and lead them in the way of salvation. They sit, as the Scripture says, in the shadow of death. They must be given a correct idea of the Great Spirit, of crime, of good and evil; their passions must be tamed before the principles of Christianity can be planted in their hearts. Faith is a gift from God. The conversion of these poor heathens involves the complete regeneration of the adult Indian, which is nothing less than a miracle of grace. The task is great, indeed; but, with Heaven's assistance, it can be accomplished. In all my relations with the Indians, I have always found them respectful, assiduous and attentive to the holy word of God; on all occasions they manifest a keen desire to have their children instructed in the consoling truths of religion; in no case did I encounter a spirit of opposition among them. 

Accept, my reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
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MISSION AMONG THE POTTOWATOMIES IN 1838 

EIGHTY-EIGHTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 


This is an extract from the first missionary letter which was written by Fr. De Smet. The Catholic Almanac published it in English, in 1841. Father De Smet was then among the Pottowatomies, at the Council-Bluffs. “I am convinced, he tells us, that this is the first time that this letter has been translated into French.” It contains a lot of traits about wild life. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

On the day the boat stopped to stock up on wood, I sailed a considerable distance from the river's edge. On my excursion, I met an old man, ninety years old, who, on my approach, stopped and gazed at me with astonishment mingled with joy. Judging from my clothes that I was a priest, an impression in which I confirmed him, he exclaimed: “Ah! my Father, I am Catholic. It has been so many years since I had the pleasure of seeing a priest! I longed for it before I died. Help me to be reconciled with God. I hastened to satisfy his desire, and we both shed tears in abundance. He accompanied me to the boat, and I left this good old man with feelings which it is impossible for me to express. 

In the conversion of an Indian nation there are great difficulties to be overcome. The main ones come from the abuse of spirituous liquors, from polygamy, from superstitious practices, from the difficulty of acquiring a complete knowledge of their language, and from the inclination to a nomadic life. This inclination is so strong that the Indians fall into melancholy if they stay more than three months in the same place. Their conversion must therefore be entirely the work of God. This part of the Lord's vineyard demands, on the part of those who propose to cultivate it, a life of crosses and privations. We hope, however, that, strengthened by divine grace and aided by your prayers and those of our brothers, the Lord will deign to crown our feeble efforts with success. 

During these last four months, the result of our apostolic work has been truly consoling. A considerable number of Indians express the desire to be educated. We opened a school; but, owing to the smallness of our lodgings, we cannot receive more than thirty children there. Twice a day we give instruction to those preparing for baptism. We have already admitted 118, and I had the consolation of administering baptism to 105 of them. The Pottowatomies will keep a faithful memory of the day of the Assumption of the Blessed Virgin. The church in which the holy sacrifice was offered is perhaps the poorest in the world. Twelve young neophytes who, three months before, had no knowledge of the law of God, sang the mass in the most edifying way. Fr. Verreydt gave a sermon on devotion to the Blessed Virgin; I made an instruction on the necessity of the sacrament of baptism and on the ceremonies which accompany it. I administered this sacrament to twenty adults, among whom was the chief's wife. This person is full of charity and zeal, and highly esteemed among the people of his nation, and I have confidence that his conversion will bring many of them to the knowledge of the Holy Church. After Mass, I bless four marriages; in the evening I visited one of the newly converted families. I found the members assembled to give thanks to the Most High for the signal favors they had received that day. These poor people now roam the country to exhort their parents and their acquaintances to be instructed and to share the happiness they taste. Several sick women, whom their pagan parents refused to call us, dragged themselves to us, at a distance of two or three leagues, to receive baptism before dying. 

The Pottowatomies are divided into two tribes: those of the forests, among whom there are many Catholics; and those of the prairies, who have never received a visit from a priest. These last form a band composed of Pottowatomies, Winebagos, Toxes, Chippeways, Sancs, Otteways, Menomences and Kickapos. They number about three thousand. It was in the midst of them that we began our mission, under the protection of the Blessed Virgin and of Saint Joseph. At the beginning of the war of independence, they separated from their brothers in the forests, some throwing themselves into the English party, others fighting for the republic. The Pottowatomies, having ceded their lands in Illinois and Indiana to the government in 1836, received in exchange five million acres of land on the Missouri, about 41 and 42 degrees north latitude. 

The climate of this region is very subject to change: heavy rains, accompanied by thunder and lightning, are frequent during the months of June and July. Winter is not as long there as in Belgium, but the cold is more severe and the summer heat more overwhelming. The country is strewn with forests and beautiful plains; it is watered throughout its extent by the Missouri. It is also crossed by three other rivers: the Necshnebatlana, the Musquito and the Boyer. 

Pottowatomies are of a gentle and tractable character; they lack neither courage nor intelligence; they do not recognize rank and dignities. The only authority a leader can demand is that given to him by his spear, his arrows and his rifle; his steed is his throne. He must be the bravest of his subjects; he must be the first on the battlefield and the last to leave it. In the distribution of the spoils of the enemy, he has only a share equal to those of the others. In general, Indians are capable of holding a very agreeable conversation, so long as it is kept within the bounds of their knowledge. When they have to deal with some important matter, they think for a few moments before giving their opinion, and often they even postpone it until the next day. In their language they have not a word to blaspheme the name of the Lord; their most offensive term is dog. The deep peace that reigns among them comes largely from the fact that each of them is free to do as they please. Often years go by without a single quarrel arising; but, when they are drunk (and at this moment a large quantity of spirituous liquors is imported into their country), all their good qualities disappear: their cries and their howls are frightful; they throw themselves on each other, bite each other's noses and ears, and disfigure each other in the most horrible manner. Since our arrival among them, four Ottoes and three Pottowatomies have been killed in quarrels occasioned by drunkenness. 

Anyone who has committed a crime is put to death by the parents of the victim, unless he "redeems his body," by paying a fine consisting of horses, clothing, etc. If the murderer presents himself to atone for his crime, and no one is found to have the courage to deal him the mortal blow, which often happens, he is "cleansed of murder," and in that case he is not is not obliged to pay a fine. One of our neighbours, having murdered his wife, got out of the difficulty by making a present of a horse to each of the brothers of the deceased. The murderer, some time before committing the crime, paints his face black and his lips red, to indicate that he is thirsty for blood and wants to be satisfied. 

When one of the two spouses dies, the survivor pays the relatives of the deceased the "debt of the body," either in money or in horses, according to his means. Anyone who neglects to pay this debt would expose himself to the destruction of everything he owns. The woman is forced to mourn for her husband for a year, that is, she can neither wash nor comb her hair. However, if she feels eaten by vermin, a relative of the deceased can, out of compassion, do her this service. 

For a whole year the Pottowatomies feed the souls of their dead relatives, throwing a portion of each meal into the fire, believing that they are thereby comforted and strengthened. The Ottoes, their closest neighbours, have the custom of strangling one or two of their best horses on the grave of their comrades, so that they can use them to make the great journey into the other world. The sky, according to their belief, is an immense meadow which lies beyond the setting sun, where spring is eternal and where there are all kinds of plants and all kinds of game. 

When a chief or some distinguished warrior of the nation dies, all the warriors who have won a trophy over the enemy assemble to render him the last honors. They accompany the coffin to the burial place. There, one of their principal orators pronounces the funeral oration. It recalls the good qualities of the deceased, the most remarkable deeds of his life, the enemies his warrior ax felled, the heads he scalped and the ferocious beasts he slew. He is placed in his coffin with his face turned towards the setting sun, having at his side his rifle, spear, bow and arrows. One fills his powder flask and his bandolier, which one places in his coffin with his pipe, a certain quantity of tobacco and some provisions consisting of sugar, meat, corn, etc., so that he can use them in his route to “the region of souls.” Everyone wishes him a good trip and shakes his hand one last time before the coffin is closed. They plant on his grave "the post of the brave," at the top of which is painted an animal in red or "dodeme," which represents the guardian spirit of the deceased; besides, the assistants cover him with a very large number of red crosses, by which they pretend to indicate the names of the enemies whom their companion has killed in the fights, and whom they intend to serve him as slaves in the other world. I have seen some of these poles bearing as many as eighty-one hundred such crosses. 

Parents had made a slight opening in the tomb in which their child lay, in order to leave room for him to pass into the next world. His inconsolable mother spent two days near the coffin, with the aim of ascertaining whether the object of her tenderness was happy or unhappy in the other life. The signs which, in her opinion, should make it known to her were these: if she saw a beautiful bird or a pretty insect, she augured favorably for her child; if, on the contrary, it was a reptile or a bird of prey, she regarded her destiny as unhappy. Fortunately it happened that the weather was very fine, that butterflies and a varied crowd of other pretty insects were fluttering about everywhere. The poor mother returned home consoled and reassured about the fate of her child. A few days later, she came to see me to be instructed in our holy religion and to have her two little girls baptized. 

As soon as an Indian wishes to marry, he announces his wishes by playing a kind of flute called popokwen, walks around the village dressed and tattooed, and gives serenades in front of the lodge of the woman he wishes to take for his wife. If the young girl agrees to marry him, her parents or brothers fix the price. He must give each of them a horse or some other valuable; after that, the bride is handed over to him. However, parents sell their daughters to whomever they please, without consulting their inclinations; and they are so used to it that they rarely complain about it. A savage's wife is little better than a slave. The Indians say that the Great Spirit decided, in a council held between him and their ancestors, that “the man would protect the woman and go hunting wild animals; but that all the rest would be the responsibility of the woman.” They comply scrupulously with this decision. As a result, the woman is responsible for all domestic care: she washes, sews, cooks; she is even obliged to build the lodges, to cultivate the fields, to cut the wood, etc., etc. Hence it is that, at the age of thirty or thirty-five, she bears all the marks of old age. As for the men, apart from the time they spend hunting, they lead a lazy life; they chat together while smoking their pipes, play cards or ball, but do nothing more. 

When it comes to naming a child, parents throw a big party. They send each of their guests a tobacco leaf or a small baguette. They invite each other in this way. After the meal, the eldest of the family announces the name that the child will bear, which generally relates to some distinctive mark, to some dream that it has had, or to some good or bad quality that has been noticed in him. This ceremony takes place for boys when they have reached their seventeenth year; they must first observe a rigorous fast for seven to eight days. During this space of time, the parents recommend that they be particularly attentive to the dreams that the Great Spirit sends them and which must reveal their future destinies to them. Thus, he will become a great leader or warrior, according to the number of animals he has killed and the number of hairs he has won from the enemy in his dreams. The animal he dreams of becomes his "dodeme," and for the rest of his life he must bear the mark of it on him, in the form of a talon, a tooth, a tail or of a feather. 

The false priests among the Indians belong to a particular caste, known as the "Great Medicine." Each of them is provided with a large bag which contains some roots and some medicinal plants, to which they pay a kind of worship. They carefully hide their religious beliefs and are very slow to admit followers. When they get together, they dance and sing much of the time. There is a very remarkable circumstance which I have heard cited by many who have witnessed it: it is that they interrupt their superstitious practices when a baptized person, bearing a sign of his religion, for example, a cross , comes to pass close to the place where they are assembled. An elderly person, whom I am teaching at the moment and who belonged for a long time to the "Great Medicine," was threatened with death if she became a Christian. However, this threat did not shake her resolution, strengthened, moreover, by the example of her six children who were baptized by me. The leaders of this sect are greatly feared by the Indians; they make them believe that they can, at will, take the form of a snake, a wolf or any other animal; that they can predict future events and discover the perpetrator of a murder or a robbery. Their knowledge of medicinal plants often puts them in a position to operate extraordinary cures. When they have administered some medicine to a patient, they utter dreadful cries, pretend, with the help of long pipes, to suck the disease out of the body, dance around the patient, making at the same time the most ridiculous grimaces. . 

Their songs almost invariably relate to their religious ideas and are often addressed to Na-na-bush, or "the friend of man, the nephew of the human race." They pray to him to be their interpreter and to present their prayers to the “Master of life. They are also consecrated to Me-suk-kum-mik-okwie, who is the great-grandmother of mankind on earth. In these songs they tell how Na-na-bush created the earth by the command of the Great Spirit, and how the great-grandmother was ordered to provide for all the needs of Na-na-bush's uncles and aunts. By this expression, they refer to men and women. Na-na-bush, the benevolent mediator between the human race and the Great Spirit, obtained from the latter the creation of animals to feed and clothe man. He also obtained roots and medicinal plants for man, to enable him to cure all diseases and to be able to kill animals while hunting. All these gifts were entrusted to Me-suk-kum-mik-okwie, and so that Nana-bush's uncles and aunts could never invoke him in vain, the latter begged the great-grandmother never to leave her hut. Hence it is that each time a savage picks simples, he buries part of them in the ground, as an offering to Me-suk-kum-mik-okwie. All these songs are engraved on fragments of bark or on pieces of flat wood; ideas are represented by emblematic figures. 

Among the Pottowatomies there reigns a tradition according to which there is in the moon a woman always engaged in making a great basket. If she manages to finish her work, the world will be destroyed; but a large dog watches her constantly and destroys her work when it is about to be finished. The fight between the woman and the dog takes place at every lunar eclipse. They believe that the black dot that can be seen on the face of the moon is nothing other than the great dog. 

They are convinced that thunder is the voice of living beings; some suppose that they have the form of men, others that they resemble birds. Whenever they hear thunder, they burn tobacco, which they offer to it as a sacrifice. I don't know if they are aware of the relationship that exists between thunder and the lightning that precedes it. 

There is a very singular tradition that one of the chiefs of the nation told me. She reigns among all the tribes of the Illinis, or of the states of Illinois, Indiana and Ohio. Ascending the Mississippi, beyond Saint-Louis, between Alton and the mouth of the Illinois, the traveler discovers between two large hills a narrow passage, through which a small torrent flows into the river. This torrent, in the language of the natives, is called Piasa, or "the bird which devours men." In this place, one notices, on a perpendicular rock, carved in the rock, the image of a bird of gigantic size, with outstretched wings. The bird that this figure represents, and which gave its name to the torrent, is named by the Piasa Indians. They claim that several thousand moons (months) before the arrival of the Whites, when the great mammoth or mastodon, which was destroyed by Na-na-bush and whose bones are still found today, devoured the grass of their immense and verdant meadows, there existed a bird of such monstrous dimensions, that it used to seize, with the greatest facility, a deer between its claws. Having once tasted human flesh, this bird never wanted to settle for any other prey again. One day he took an Indian in his claws and carried him to one of the caverns in the rock, where he devoured him. It was in vain that hundreds of warriors tried to destroy the monster: for many years it caused the desolation of entire villages and sowed terror among the tribes of the Illinis. In the end, a warrior chief named Outaga, whose fame extended beyond the great lakes, separated himself from the rest of his tribe and fasted in solitude for the space of a moon, praying to the Great Spirit, the Master of life, to deliver his children from the ravages of Piasa. The last night he fasted, the Great Spirit appeared to him in a dream and ordered him to choose twenty warriors armed with bows and poisoned arrows, and lay them in ambush in a certain place. One of them was to come out in the open and become the victim of Piasa, at whom all the others were to shoot their arrows as he swooped down on his prey. Upon awakening, Outaga told his tribe of his dream, without delay choosing the appointed number of warriors and ambushing them, offering himself to save the nation. Placed on a rise, he saw Piasa perched on a rock, and, the hand on the heart, he intoned in a firm voice the song of death of the warrior. Piada soon spotted his prey and swooped down on the leader. At the same moment, all the bows relaxed, and a cloud of arrows penetrated the body of the monster, which fell dead at Outaga's feet. The Master of Life had suspended an invisible shield above the warrior's head, to reward him for his generous devotion. It is the Indian tradition, as I have been told. In memory of this event, the image of Piasa was carved into the rock. The Indians never pass this place without firing their guns at the bird, and the marks left by the bullets on the rock are innumerable. In the caverns which surround Piasa, the bones of several thousand men are piled up. When and how did they come there? It's not easy to guess. 

The Panis-Loups, who are only three days away from us and whom we hope to visit soon, offered, a few months ago, a horrible sacrifice in the person of a Siouse woman, barely aged fifteen years old, and whom they had taken prisoner. They fattened it until the time when they had to sow their fields. Last April 22, she was called to appear before the entire nation; she had no idea that she must be the victim of the sacrifice that was about to be made. Escorted by more than a hundred warriors keeping their bows and arrows hidden under their clothes, she was led from lodge to lodge to receive a small log of wood, which she passed to the warrior who was next to her; he passed it on to his neighbour, and so on, until all were provided with it. Equipped in this way, they walked in silence to the place designated for the sacrifice. Each laid down his log and the pile was set on fire. Two bars were then attached above the pyre. Perceiving at last the fate which awaited him, the unfortunate victim, all trembling and in tears, threw himself at their feet and implored their pity in the manner most worthy of compassion. A merchant from Saint-Louis, who happened to be present, offered a considerable sum for the ransom; but he could not manage to make the Indians change their determination. They bound the young woman by the feet to the two bars, and by the hands to two trees, so that she was suspended in the form of a cross above the stake. His body had been painted half black, half red. When these preparations were completed, his feet and hands were burned with fiery torches, while the executioners uttered their terrible cry called sas-sah-kwi, war cry. At this signal, all, with an expression of fierce joy, shot their arrows at the unfortunate victim. After that, the leader twisted the arrows and removed them from the body; then he tore out the heart and devoured it; finally, he literally chopped the remains of the victim into small pieces, with which he rubbed the potatoes and corn that were about to be sown. These Indians are convinced that such a sacrifice is pleasing to the Great Spirit, that it attracts fertility to their fields and procures them an abundant harvest. I learned these details from the mouths of four people who were eyewitnesses to this dreadful scene. 

Three chiefs of this nation came to visit us and lodged in our hut. They noticed the sign of the cross we made before and after our meals. On their return home, they taught everyone in their village to do the same, as something pleasing to the Great Spirit. Through an interpreter, they invited us to come and visit them. Although the government has sent a Protestant minister there, they want nothing to do with him. The use of spirit drinks is forbidden in their tribe. When it is offered to them, they reply "that they are already crazy enough not to try to become more so by getting drunk." They practice a singular custom: they mutually eat their vermin and render the same service to those who come to visit them. The Panis-Loups number ten thousand. 

The Protestant minister of the Omaguas, a tribe of about two thousand souls, was also forced to leave. Two of the chiefs of this tribe, Kaiggechinke and Ohio, with forty of their warriors, came to perform the pipe or friendship dance before us. This dance is definitely worth seeing; but it is impossible to give an exact idea. They squeal, slapping their mouths with their hands, while at the same time they jump in all imaginable ways, sometimes on one foot, sometimes on the other, turning to the right or to the left without the slightest regularity in their movements. movements, but always keeping the beat of a drum. They all show us the greatest affection and have invited us to smoke the pipe with them. I showed our chapel to the chiefs, who seemed to take a keen interest in the explanation I gave them of the cross and the images representing the Passion of Our Lord. They begged me earnestly to come and visit them to baptize their children, and presented me with a beaver skin as a tobacco pouch. I gave them in return some rosaries for their children and a beautiful copper cross for each of them. They received these pious objects with gratitude, and kissing them respectfully, they attached them to their necks. This tribe is only a hundred miles from the Council-Bluffs. 

According to a recent government decision, the new Indian territory will be bounded by the Red River to the south; the state of Arkansas, the state of Missouri and the river of the same name to the east. This territory currently contains the following nations: Punchas, Dourvas, Ottoes, Kansas, Osages, Kickapos, Kaskarias, Ottowas, Pottowatomies, Delawares, Sharvanons, Weas, Piankashaws, Peorias, Senecos, Sancs, Quapaws, Creeks, Cherokees and Choctaws. These Indians number about one hundred thousand. This is all that remains of these once mighty nations. 

In the early days of the discovery of the New World, the islands and the coasts were extremely populated; but many of the tribes then flourishing have disappeared from the face of the earth, and their very names have largely remained unknown. As the whites extended their power in the west, the savages retreated westward, leaving behind them sad monuments of their misfortunes and their decadence. Today, a hundred thousand of them are pushed towards the vast and uninhabited prairies. Hunting can no longer provide for all their needs, and they are not used to manual labor. We can therefore have serious apprehensions about their fate. 

Ah! if the number of missionaries were more considerable and our resources greater, it would perhaps be the favorable moment to do them a permanent good and to prevent their entire extinction. Besides, there are still, beyond and on this side of the Rocky Mountains, a great number of Indian tribes numbering several hundred thousand souls; many of them have invited us to settle among them. I can say that all the nations of North America manifest a decided predilection for Catholic missionaries, in spite of the millions of dollars which the Protestant societies spend on this poor people, and which only serve to enrich the Protestant missionaries. as well as their wives and children who always accompany them. They seize the opportunity offered to them to settle among the Indians, and wherever they are found, it is difficult to establish a Catholic mission. 

Bears are often encountered in our neighborhood. They rarely lunge at anyone unless attacked. Wolves often come right up to our doorstep. Lately, they took away our entire barnyard. There are two different species: prairie wolves, which are small and fearful; and the black mountain wolves, which are large and dangerous. We are, therefore, obliged to be on our guard against these bad neighbors, and never to go out without being armed with a long knife or a sword-stick. There are also different kinds of snakes here, and mice in such numbers that they ate our little supply of fruit. Insects, mainly butterflies, are very numerous and very varied; there are some of an enormous size, being about eight inches long. There are also a myriad of mosquitoes that do not leave us at rest day or night. 

I would like to give you some idea of the architecture of an Indian village: it is as whimsical as their dance. Imagine a great number of huts and tents, made of tree branches, buffalo skins, coarse canvas, mats, clods of green grass of all sizes and shapes, some supported on a pillar , the others on six, and having for the most part a sad appearance. Imagine them covered with ornaments and paintings of all kinds, scattered here and there in the greatest confusion, and you will have an Indian village. 

We have a pretty little chapel of twenty-four square feet, surmounted by a small steeple, as well as four little huts made of coarse logs, the roofs of which will not protect us well against rain and hail, and will still be of a less protection against winter snow. 

Accept, my reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ ¹ 


¹ During his current stay in Belgium, Father De Smet received the distressing news of the violent death of one of his colleagues from America . We know that the liner Pereire returned to Le Havre from New York, after having suffered a terrible storm. The bow of the ship had been broken. There were six dead and twenty wounded. Here are the details given by the Courrier du Havre, of January 26: 
"The transatlantic steamer Le Pereire, which arrived yesterday morning in Le Havre from New York, nearly sank as a result of the most monstrous storm it has been given to see a sailor. The steamer was at the cape, when suddenly a prodigious mass of water, estimated at 600 or 700 tons, fell on the bow, crushing the saloon and carrying away, in addition to part of the deckhouse, the dromes, etc. ; killing or wounding some of the crew and some passengers, and leaving the whole bow of the ship open and unprotected, so as to make it impossible, in safety, to continue the voyage, in the presence of bad weather and at the mercy of t a swell. Thanks to the fearlessness of the captain, the ship, somehow, was able to return to its home port. Many hearts were beating with anxiety, for many families still did not know if someone of their own was among the victims; and when the Pereire had taken his place in the basin of the Eure, a great crowd formed on the quay. The agents of the Transatlantic General Company took, with the spirit of decision and promptness for which they are known, all the measures which concerned them. 

Here are the names of those who lost their lives on board the Pereire on the disastrous day of January 21: Laisour, sailor, and Jean Cahaguet, employee, who were swept away by the storm; Jean Jouan, sailor, had his skull fractured by the fall of the yard; Miss Finkelberg, passenger, had her spine broken; Mr. O'Callaghan, priest, had his chest crushed; M. Foulquier, passenger, died of a brain congestion. As we said above, there were about twenty wounded among the officers, the men of the crew and the passengers. All are in satisfactory condition, with the exception of a Lazarist missionary, who has had to be taken to the hospital. The latter had a crushed foot and gangrene reached his leg. We 

gave from Le Havre, under the date of the 26th of January, particular information respecting this frightful catastrophe. Here they are: “Le Pereire, a superb propeller steamer from the Compagnie Française Transatlantique, has just returned to our port, almost disabled. Leaving Le Havre on January 16, he saw himself, after four days of painful navigation, assailed by a furious storm. On January 21, between two and three o'clock in the afternoon, a wave broke through a compartment at the rear of the boat and caused the death of six passengers: three killed, so to speak, instantly; three others removed and thrown overboard. One of the three victims who died on the ship was Rev. O'Callaghan of the Society of Jesus, who was crushed in his cabin. Brother Berardi, who accompanied him, had his legs broken. Many passengers were injured, including the RP Jos. E.Keller. We 

read in another correspondence: "The RP O'Callaghan was a man of much merit." He was returning to New York, after having made the trip to Rome, where he had been deputy to the General of the Company by his colleagues in the province of Maryland. His residence was Georgetown College, near Washington. The RP Keller, his traveling companion, had also been sent to Rome by the Jesuits of the province of Missouri .
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THE THREE TRIBES OF UPPER MISSOURI 

EIGHTY-NINTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, at Brussels. 


Brussels, May 1869. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

Being about to leave Belgium to return to my mission in the Rocky Mountains, I leave you a few notes as a souvenir. They have for subject: 1° the Three Tribes of Upper Missouri; -- 2° Father Dumortier, who was your fellow student at the college of Alost; and Brother Mazella; -- 3° St. Paul Colvile; -- 4° the Missionary of Seilles, of Bruges; -- 5° my Itinerary, begun in 1822 and which I will try to complete. If you deem it appropriate, you will be able to publish these writings successively. 

I recommend to the prayers of my compatriots my new journeys and my person; and I recommend to them, in passing, all this New World. There is also so much good to be done in the civilized part of North America! 

The progress which religion has made there has been immense since the war. It was already considerable before that time. To give you an idea of this, the Catholic statistics of the United States show that, in 1808, there was only one diocese, 2 bishops, 68 priests and 80 churches; and today there are 43 dioceses, 45 bishops, of whom 6 are archbishops; 2,108 priests and 2,334 churches. 

As the number of ecclesiastics increases, religious institutions multiply marvelously. In 1808, there were hardly a dozen of these institutions of different kinds; today the difference is also remarkable. 

At the beginning of the year 1860, there were 21 ecclesiastical seminaries for higher studies; 85 religious institutions or male monasteries; 141 religious institutions or women's convents; 75 colleges for the education of young people, several of which have the title of university; 170 religious academies for the education of young ladies; 158 asylums for orphans of both sexes, the elderly and the sick, mainly entrusted to the care of the Sisters of Saint-Vincent-de-Paul. The number of free schools for poor children of both sexes is also very large. And yet almost all of our churches and religious institutions are erected by the sole zeal and the sole gifts of the faithful. 

There are no very certain statistics on the total number of Catholics. It can hardly be far from four to five million. The priests are far from meeting the needs of the Catholics scattered over the area of this vast Republic. However, we hope to be able to deal soon, in a very special way, with the conversion of Protestants. 

You see by this, my reverend Father, that we need men and prayers for civilized America. Let me now give you some particulars of the Three United Tribes of Upper Missouri, for which I especially ask pious help. 

In one of my letters of 1867¹, I spoke to you of the baptisms given to Assiniboine children. A great number of chiefs and braves, belonging to the different bands of this nation, came to Buford to make their demonstrations of fidelity and peace to the commissioners of the government. They were lavish with fine words and promises, and unceremoniously towards the agents and other employees who constantly deceived them. Chiefs Corbeaux and Santies were too far from the post to be able to get there in time for conferences. 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1867, p. 428; Revolt of the Sioux Savages. 


We left the Buford on July 19, 1867. On our return, we again visited Fort Berthold, and I found myself among my old friends the Ariccaras, the Mandans, and the Gros-Ventres. They inhabit a single large village, which is nearly two miles in circumference. Their houses are large and sturdily framed, covered with earth in the form of mounds, with a hole or round opening at the top, through which light enters and smoke escapes. These kinds of dwellings are warm in winter and cool in summer. Their circumference is two hundred feet, to a height of twenty-five to thirty. These Indians number nearly 3,000. All their grandchildren are baptized. They live in peace with the whites, and cultivate, in a vast field of 1,200 acres, potatoes, corn, pumpkins and beans. For all agricultural tools, they use pointed sticks, spades and pickaxes. 

Their complaints against the government agents and against the soldiers were sharp and bitter. The former deceive them and rob them in the distributions of annuities; while the others demoralize them by their scandalous conduct. Throughout the winter of 1866-67 they were the playthings and slaves of a harsh and tyrannical captain, who seemed to take it upon himself to torment these poor unfortunates. When the old women with their starving little children approached the fort to pick up and collect the filthy mess thrown from the soldiers' kitchen, they were chased away without mercy, throwing boiling water on their emaciated and ragged bodies. , in the harshest season of the year. 

Everything I'm telling you was part of the speech that White Parfleche, leader of the Ariccaras, addressed to us. At the same time he begged Generals Sully and Parker to submit him to their Grandfather (the President), to let him know how his soldiers treat his friends in the distant plains. 

“Reduced to the last extremity, adds the Parfleche-blanc, before leaving my village in search of food, accompanied by my starving camp, I implored the help of the Great Spirit, raising my two arms towards the sky, in the name of our little innocents whom you baptized, Black dress! And my prayer has been answered. The excessively cold weather moderated, the mothers and their children endured the fatigues of the journey, and before sunset, beside the fires of our camp, we killed several buffaloes. Yes ! the Great Spirit loves his little children.” 

Finishing his speech, he asked with the greatest entreaties of the Black-Robes to come and establish themselves among the three united nations, and grant them the signal favors of religion. 

During my mission among the Indian tribes of Missouri, I sent several Indians to the hostile bands as deputies. I loaded them with torcettes of smoking tobacco to distribute to the chiefs. Each torquette served as a letter of introduction to invite the chiefs to come see me in order to confer together on their current situation. Over a hundred warriors, with their leaders, surrendered at our invitation and came to Fort Rice, hoping to meet the two generals there. After waiting for our arrival for ten days, they moved away reluctantly, forced by the lack of provisions and the need for food in which their families found themselves at the moment. So they took the road to the plains to go to the great buffalo hunt, which usually lasts two or three months. I very much regretted having missed this opportunity. When I left Fort Rice, they sent word to me specially, through the two local interpreters, that they had a great desire to see me in my quality of Blackrobe and to converse with me. The interpreters assured me that all showed a disposition favorable to peace. My health, a little dilapidated by the strong heat of summer, recovered imperceptibly and enabled me to go again among the Indian tribes in 1868. You, my Reverend Father, have published the details of this trip ¹. 

¹ See the Précis Historiques, 1868, p. 439, 476 and 506: The Pacification by the Blackrobe. 


During my mission in 1867 to the various Indian camps, the names of which I have given you in a previous letter, the chiefs, in all their speeches and in all their private conversations, manifested to me friendly dispositions towards the Whites, and a strong determination to stand clear of enemy bands. An exact record of all Indian complaints was kept by the Commissioners, and was forwarded to the Department of the Interior. I have the firm confidence that, if the government took into account the just claims of the Indians, if their annuities were paid to them in due time, if the agents and their subordinates treated them with honesty and justice, if they were provided with the necessary instruments for carpentry and agriculture, all the upper Missouri tribes in question would keep peace with the whites; and the war bands, which now infest the vast plains of the Far West, the new roads through the desert and the valleys of the waters of the Platte, where they cause so much damage and murder, would without delay cease their depredations and would not be long in coming to join the peaceful and quiet tribes. Yes, if the Savages sin against the Whites, it is because the latter have sinned a great deal against them. 

There is much talk at the moment of placing all the Indian tribes on one or two large reservations. It is not a matter of a moment to change the nature of man. The Indians tell us: "We were born hunters and to roam the countryside in pursuit of animals." To turn these men into cultivators, you have to take your time wisely and have recourse to patience. The execution must necessarily be a few years old. The Indians whom we visited were disposed to choose suitable reserves for agriculture, and that on their own lands, of which they are very jealous. In each band a good number of families showed a favorable disposition to set to work without delay, and they earnestly demanded plows and oxen. If they succeed, the first three years, in their efforts, the example of the industrious portion will soon be followed by the great number in each tribe; and when the great advantages of agriculture and the rearing of domestic animals and fowls are well understood, they will be taken with facility to one or two large reservations, like those of the Delawares, Cherokees, and Chactaws, to form together a beautiful and vast State of the Union with all the advantages and all the prerogatives, especially that they live in the abundance of the fruits of their own labors. 

In all the military forts on the Missouri River, a large number of soldiers are Catholic. My ministry has been claimed everywhere. I had the consolation of seeing a large number of them take advantage of my presence to fulfill their religious duties. An army general and several officers were the first to set a good example. In the various Indian camps and in the forts, there were 894 baptisms of children and 46 of adults. I married several Indian couples and several whites who lived in the forts. 

After these details of my recent visit and dealings with the Indian tribes of Upper Missouri, you will no doubt be pleased to know the approximate statistics of the lodges in each tribe, and the proportion of the tribes which keep the peace and of those which form hostile bands. There are quite generally eight to ten people in each lodge. The Jantons have about 300 lodges; all are at peace. The Minicanjoues have 300 lodges; only 20 lodges are away from the hostile camp. The Sans-Arcs have 220 lodges; except 20 lodges, they are all at war. The Oukepahpahs have 420 lodges; with the exception of 100 lodges which are for peace, they continue the war relentlessly. Les Brûlés have 500 lodges; part of the tribe lives in the area called Fort Laramée and is peaceful; 100 lodges are on the plains between forts Sully and Rice and are at peace; many are on a war footing. The Ogallallas have 200 lodges; apart from a small number of lodges, they are all hostile. Les Deux-Chaudières form a band of 160 lodges; a small number joined the enemies. The Blackfoot Sioux have 200 lodges, and most of them want peace. The Jantonnois, a powerful tribe, have about 1,000 lodges; they make a profession of friendship. The Santees have over 400 lodges; a good half are at peace, while the other half roam the plains in hostile bands. All these tribes belong to the Dacotah nation and speak the same language, Siouse. The Rickaras, Mandans, Minataries are about 3,000, loyal to the government and inhabiting a single village; they are at war with the Sioux. The Assiniboins have 400 to 500 lodges; it is an old fraction of the Dacotah nation; they speak the Siouse language and want the friendship of white people; however, when a good opportunity presents itself, they are often rogues and thieves, if not murderers. The Ravens have nearly 500 lodges, and though former enemies of the Sioux, they have for the most part joined the hostile grand coalition. The Blackfeet, who inhabit the high plains of Montana, on the upper waters of the Missouri, number over 1,000 lodges, and are generally hostile to whites. The Sceyennes, the Arrapahos, the Kiowas and other tribes of the Platte form several hundred lodges and, for the most part, make war on the whites. 

In union with your holy sacrifices and your good prayers, I have the honor to be, my reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ
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FR. DUMORTIER AND BR. MAZZELLA 

NINETY-TENTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 



We received a letter from Father De Smet, dated Saint-Louis, Missouri, July 31 last. The missionary from the Rocky Mountains had embarked at Antwerp on June 12, for the City of Dublin, to return to America. There were four hundred passengers on board, mostly Germans and Swiss, with a few Belgians, Dutch, French and Italians. Most of these passengers were craftsmen or farmers, who went to seek work in America to improve their lot. Many of them were Catholic; the missionary had the consolation of being able to be useful to them in religious matters. The whole crossing was happy, without the slightest accident. “These favours, writes Father De Smet to us, I attribute them to the many good prayers we made for our trip.” On the 29th of June, in the morning, the City of Dublin entered the port of New York, that great commercial metropolis, with a present population of 1,800,000 inhabitants. The heat was oppressive. At the customs, Fr. De Smet obtained free entry for all his luggage, consisting of four large trunks and five chests, filled with objects for the Savages, such as sacred vessels, church ornaments, paintings, books , etc. On July 7, he arrived at St. Louis University. 

Since then, he has had to keep the room, owing to the fatigues of the long journeys undertaken at the age of sixty-nine. “During the last sixteen months,” he says, “that is to say, from the beginning of April, 1868, to July 7, 1869, I have been shopping incessantly. After so much movement and travel, I usually experience a rather painful reaction, especially at the age I have reached. A brief summary of the past sixteen months may interest you; therefore I give it to you. 

According to the long letter which I wrote to you last year, and which appeared in your Precis Historiques, on my visits and missions among the hostile tribes of the great plains, from the beginning of the month of April until on my return to Saint-Louis in the fall of 1868, the distances which I covered amounted to 5,500 miles; November 21, 1868, from Saint-Louis to New York, 1,200 miles; November 25, from New York to Liverpool, 3,100 miles; December 11, from Liverpool to Antwerp, 400 miles; 1869, June 12, from the port of Antwerp to Queenstown, 579 miles; June 16, from Queenstown to New York, 2,900 miles; July 12, from New York to Saint-Louis, 1,200 miles; making a total of 14,879 miles covered in the months indicated. 

As a reminder of my nineteenth crossing of the Atlantic Ocean, I add the number of miles covered, day by day, from Queenstown to New York, where we weighed anchor, June 16, at 8 hours later. noon. 

distances. distances. 
June 16 . . 16 hours 22 min., 146 miles. June 24 . . 24 hours 19 mins, 212 miles. 
» 17 . . 24" 22" 205"" 25 . . 24" 20" 216" 
" 18 . . 24" 23" 215"" 26 . . 24" 19" 218" 
" 19 . . 24" 22" 217"" 27 . . 24" 18" 202" 
" 20 . . 24" 19" 192"" 28 . . 24" 30" 225" 
" 21 . . 24” 21” 227” 29 at the Sandy Book. . . . 113 » 
» 22 . . 24 » 20 » 229 » » » from Sandy Book to 
» 23 . . 24” 19” 221” New York. . . . . 19 » 

» With God's help and as soon as my health permits, I hope to be able to go again to the Indian tribes in Upper Missouri. The news reaching us from Indian territory is not very reassuring. The cruel war between the Whiteskins and the Redskins continues to rage in different places. As long as the provocations and injustices on the part of the whites last, the Indians will continue their revenge. The name of the barbaric colonel of a band of militiamen as ferocious as himself, will never be forgotten. This cruel officer, in an orgy with his soldiers and without the slightest provocation on the part of the Indians, ordered the massacre of six to seven hundred old men, women and children; and its soldiers committed against the victims the rarest and most atrocious brutalities and crimes. 

The news I received, on my arrival in St. Louis, from our Indian missions in Kansas, in the territories of Montana and Idako, is very consoling. Our Fathers continue their apostolic work there with great zeal, fervor and success. Even recently, Father Joset has brought several Indian tribes, who inhabit the valleys of the Colombia River, to the practices of our holy religion. I am happy to have arrived in Saint-Louis in time to be able to render assistance in the pressing needs in which our missionaries find themselves. 

These, my reverend and dear Father, are the only circumstances of my journey which offer any interest. Everything else is uninteresting. 

If the manuscripts that I left you in Brussels can interest your readers, I beg you, my reverend and dear Father, not to forget my letter on my two deceased companions: Father Dumortier and Brother Mazzella. When he wrote these lines, Father De Smet probably had not yet heard of what the newspapers were announcing . 

Not long before, an alarming fact took place among the savages. We had “terrible news, as of June 3, from Lincoln County, Kansas (North America). The Indians chase the whites and massacre them without pity, men, women, children. Germans, Swedes established in these regions were literally cut into pieces or knocked out with blows of brain teasers. Among the victims are Messrs. Alverson and Ziegler; a Swede, Mr. Peterson; two Germans from Hanover. One of them was called Wishel. His wife is in Indian power. 

Women, left alone by their husbands who had gone abroad for their trade, were surprised in their homes by Indians. Mrs. Kinds fled with a small child in her arms and on her back a child of Mrs. Alderdice, who was carrying one herself in her arms. Mrs. Alderdice still had one in her arms, one on her back and two by her side. On the verge of being reached, and unable to take it any longer, Mrs. Kinds put the child on her back, crossed the Salina River, with the other child strapped to her bosom, was able to climb the shore, hide under the trees and reach safety at Schemmerhorn. Her feet were bleeding. Mrs. Alderdice has been hit. She saw her three elders shot before her eyes. However the eldest of the three, aged nine, after having received four bullets and an arrow in the back, was found still alive, and it is hoped to save him. Mrs. Alderdice was put on a horse with the smallest of her children and taken away by the Indians. 

The Indians who had attacked MM. Alverson and Ziegler were fifty in number, four abreast, marching like soldiers. The two victims had taken them from a distance for a troop of the American government. 

But about the same time a savage chief was seen galloping down the valley of the Salina below Bull Foot, followed by nine other assassins of his kind. He had a bow, arrows, a revolver, a steel-tipped spear, and a shield clad in silver plates. He was an old savage. He attacked two houses, the inhabitants of which closed the doors in time, preparing for defence. Near Mr. Hendrickson's house, two boys of eight or nine years old, one to Mr. Strange and the other to Mr. Smootz, were in the meadow. Three Indians threw themselves on them. With brain teasers they wrung out the brains of Mr. Strange's son. Young Smootz, with an arrow in his back, fled to the house. Another son of Mr. Strange, about ten years old, ran to his aid with a rifle, followed by another six-year-old brother, who carried the bandolier and powder horn. The wounded man ran towards them with lamentable cries. The rifle-wielding brother takes aim at the nearest Indian, which is enough to turn the brigands around. Mr. Schaeffer, who had seen these horrible scenes from afar, galloped to the American camp, a quarter of a mile away; There he found a company of the 7th cavalry ready, which set out in pursuit of the Indians, and returned after two hours without having been able to join them. 

The next day the whole company resumed the hunt; but she met an Indian party too strong for her, and she returned to ask for help. Throughout the night, the settlers came to meet at the camp. Fires shone on the heights, They were signals lit by the Indians who were concentrating their forces. 

General Grant had already been informed of similar facts, and he had instructed the Quakers to negotiate with the Indians to induce them not to cross certain limits. The Quakers are respected by the Indians, because they have never violated their word. But it is doubtful that they can calm the anger of the whites. 

The Savages who still exist in America number 300,000. They are driven back to the West, around Arkansas.” 

Let us now give the floor to Father De Smet, to let us know the two deceased religious, on whom he left us a note. 


My reverend and dear Father. 

In previous letters, I have given you edifying notes on the life and death of several of our confreres, who have distinguished themselves by their virtues and their work in the Indian missions. You have published the short biographies of the PPs. Chretien Hoeken, Duerinck and De Coen; and FFs. De Bruyn and Carelskind. Their memory will always be dear to the tribes they rescued, and who were constant witnesses of their unusual virtues and their tireless work. 

We have lost Fr. Louis Dumortier, nicknamed Cousin in Belgium; and Br. André Mazzella. These losses are very serious for the mission of Sainte-Marie among the Pottowatomies. These monks, by their zeal, were the support and the joy in the hour of affliction and did honor to the flag under which they fought. To such friends we owe more than tears and regrets; we owe them a public testimony of esteem and affection. Father Gailland, a missionary for eighteen years, had the kindness to send me notices on these dear and worthy confreres, which I hasten to communicate to you. 

I 

“Louis Dumortier was born in France, in a village near Lille, on October 12, 1810. He did part of his studies at the college of Aalst in Belgium, where he bore the name of his mother Cousin, because he was resistant to the militia. In 1839 he entered the Society of Jesus and did his novitiate at St. Stanislaus, Missouri. Of a jovial character, he was very agreeable in conversation, where he shone with wit and a broad knowledge of the human sciences. His nervous temperament demanded great bodily exercises, fatigues which, by weakening the body, left the mind more freedom and vigor. He could not endure the sedentary college life; nothing was more injurious to his health. Providence, always admirable in its designs, had trained Fr. Louis for the piously wandering life of the prairies, so he was sent to St. Mary, Kansas, where for seven years he exercised the holy ministry with incomparable zeal. When he arrived, Kansas was populated by emigrants from all over the world. The Father began by looking for the scattered Catholics. Wherever he found two or three families, he gathered around him this little flock, converted a little hut into a chapel, baptized there, heard confessions, celebrated holy mass, distributed the bread of life, announced the word of God. Little by little his parish grew and acquired immense proportions. It soon covered an area 200 miles long by 50 wide. His zeal and his courage there expanded as rapidly as the field of his labors. The thirst for the salvation of souls made him brave the bad weather of the seasons. Whether the cold was piercing and severe, or the heat stifling, whether it was snowing or the rain was falling in torrents, the indefatigable missionary was at his post on the appointed day. In spite of his age, not a day went by but he was thirty, forty; fifty miles on foot and on horseback. When he arrived at his station, instead of sending someone to announce his arrival in the neighborhood, Fr. Louis remounted his horse and walked around the colony himself. This forgetfulness of himself, this modesty removed from the smallest pretensions of self-love, formed a salient feature of his life. Although his erudition was great, never a word of ostentation escaped his lips. What did he not have to suffer on these long journeys, especially at the beginning, when the colonists were at great distances from each other? What privations he had to endure! How many times was he obliged to sleep under the stars, without dinner or supper! So much work and fatigue deserved to be fertilized by the celestial dew. Thousands of Catholics were thus supported and strengthened in the faith, which they ran the risk of losing without the assistance of a devoted priest. Encouraged by the exhortations of the Father, the Catholics met at different points, the most accessible to his visits. Some of these small colonies now form flourishing congregations. To aid their piety, the Father began to build churches in their villages. In the space of two years, he built five. To raise these sacred buildings, he did not need to beg outside his parish: his name was in such great veneration that everyone, both Protestants and Catholics, made it an honor to be able to contribute largely to the success of his pious businesses. The last church he built in the town of Jonction was to cost 4,000 dollars; it was under roof when the Father died. All expenses incurred up to that point were paid. 

In the community, Fr. Louis was a model of regularity. The time which he did not devote to the exercises of piety was employed either in composing his instructions, or in reading some instructive or pious book. Nothing that belonged to his job was small in his eyes; to succeed, he applied all his strength to it. 

How pure his soul was in the eyes of God! She could not bear the slightest stain; she saw a serious fault where others would have barely discovered an imperfection. 

Father Dumortier was a martyr of charity. Cholera had broken out on the outskirts of Kansas, at Ellsworth and Fort Harker. Without delay, the Father flies to the aid of the victims of the epidemic. For a few days he heard the confessions of Catholics, prepared the dying, who called to him from all sides and at all hours, until, himself attacked by the scourge, exhausted with thirst and fatigue, stretched out under a tent, deprived of the spiritual help he had brought to others, the priest of Jesus Christ, the perfect religious saw with a calm and resigned eye approaching death. Either modesty or charity for his brothers, to whom he did not want to cause fear or illness, or because he wanted to be freer to converse with God and offer his last sacrifice, he beckoned to those around his bed funereal not to pass the touch. He died during the night of July 25, 1867. His death is precious before the Lord, since it won him, in addition to the crown of the apostolate, that of the martyrdom of charity. The news of his death spread like lightning throughout the Kansas Valley. The tears and sobs of his many spiritual children paid homage to his memory. His remains rest in Ellsworth. 

II 

» André Mazzella was born on November 30, 1802, on a small island near Naples. At the age of twenty-two, he entered the Society of Jesus. Father Roothaan had intended it for missions in the Levant. For this purpose, he brought him to Rome and put him for two years under the supervision of a doctor, so that he could render service to the sick of the mission. Providence, however, had chosen Brother André for a very different part of the globe: it wanted him among the Savages. At that time, America addressed itself to the general of the Company and urged him to provide for the spiritual needs of this vast continent. Father Roothaan listened to the prayers of the American Fathers. So, instead of leaving for Syria, Brother André embarked for the United States. After a stay of two years at the college of Georgetown, where he was generally regretted, he had the much desired consolation of going to work for the salvation of the Indians. He rode the Missouri to the village of Kickapous, which Frs. Charles Van Quickenborne and Chrétien Hoeken evangelized. 

His stay with the Indians was short-lived. In 1838, he accompanied Frs. Vereydt and De Smet at the Pottowatomies Mission in Council-Bluffs, Iowa. Brother Mazzella was like the soul of the mission by the example of his virtues and by his works. He put his hand in everything, and everything he did was well done; he was at the same time carpenter, blacksmith, shoemaker, tailor, farmer, cook, sexton, doctor and nurse. It would be difficult to say in which employment he excelled the most; it was a real and admirable factotum. 

Brother André suffered a serious illness. Two missionaries watched over the bed of the dying man when his last hour seemed to have arrived. They were about to recite the prayers of the dying, when Brother André, in a weak and dying voice, asked for a few drops of holy water from Saint Ignatius. They hastened to administer them to him, and at the same moment he exclaimed in a clear voice: "I am cured!" His strength quickly returned to him and he soon resumed his various offices and trades, with a renewal of zeal and fervor. 

Transferred first to Rivière-au-Sucre, then to Sainte-Marie, on the banks of Kansas, he spent more than thirty years among the Indians. It would have been difficult to find a man more suited to this kind of life. To robust health he added an ardent character, which grace had admirably conquered. It was not without effort that he was able to control himself in this way. To succeed in this struggle, he armed himself with the sword of mortification, raged against his flesh by the hair shirt, discipline, frequent fasting. At table, he was not satisfied with the strictest frugality: he was careful to abstain from all delicacies. He fixed his constant attention on the first movements of the passions. If sometimes the Lord allowed him to be surprised, it was to make him shed tears of humility. Brother André thus acquired perfect control over his passions. This inner victory shone without. We saw the result in its seriousness and its serenity. By means of this interior peace, Brother André attained a high degree of union with God. The world was no longer anything for him: he was entirely dead to the world; God was the sole object of his mind and heart. Whether he went from the infirmary to the kitchen or from the kitchen to the carpenter's shop, wherever he went, whatever his occupation, God was always in his thought and doing all the delights of his soul. Her tender piety was especially animated at the foot of the holy altars, in the presence of the Immaculate Victim who offers herself there every day. He nurtured a tender devotion to the passion of the Savior and to the Blessed Virgin Mary. His humility equaled his piety. In his work he had an admirable order. Always calm and composed, he filled the offices which would have occupied several workmen; he loved above all to care for the sick. A mother has no more tenderness and affection than Brother Mazzella had for his suffering brothers; when the illness was serious, day and night he was with them. His mere presence, his gentle and compassionate gaze, was enough to revive the patient. The slightest negligence of the orderlies caused him bitter pain. The patience which he knew so well how to inspire in others, he practiced it himself: although he was overwhelmed with infirmities, especially towards the end of his life, he never said a word about them, except to his superiors; he never slows down his work. Out of a spirit of poverty, he abhorred the superfluous and never asked for any of the privileges which his age and his infirmities seemed to require. Devoted to the salvation of the Indians, his prayers contributed no less than his examples to the conversion of the infidels and to the good spirit of the neophytes. One of his last words, as he died, was a formal promise not to forget them in heaven. 

“Finally, on May 8, 1867, his beautiful soul went to receive the crown of life due to his virtues.” 

Accept, my reverend and dear Father, etc. 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJDE SMET, SJ
 
﻿
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TWO AUTUMN EXCURSIONS, IN 1869 

NINETY-ONE LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, March 2, 1870. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

According to the issue of the Précis Historiques of September 15, 1869, my letter of July 31 escaped the sinking of the ss Germania on the coasts of France, and we were able to save the mail coach ¹. I spoke to you, in this letter, of the excessive heat of our months of July and August; I had to pay the ordinary tribute, because of the sudden transition from a moderate and cold climate to a hot and oppressive climate. In autumn, the weather moderates, and little by little my health and strength returned to me. I was therefore allowed to make two short excursions, one of four hundred leagues, to come and go; and the other two hundred leagues. Here's when. 

¹ Father De Smet was kind enough to send us some portraits of Indians, notably those of the chiefs or the most distinguished among them. These portraits were reproduced, at our request, by Mr. Jumperz, photographer and engraver, rue du Fort, 5, in Saint-Gilles, lez-Bruxelles; and rue des Moineaux, 1, in Brussels. They can be obtained, either in portrait-card format for the albums, or in-8° on ordinary paper, to insert them in the volumes of the Précis Historiques. Each portrait sells for 75 cents; 6 francs per dozen. You can make the request by postage stamped letter, to the address of Mr. Jumperz, insert the sum in postage stamps, plus 20 centimes for the sending that the photographer must make. 


I 

The Missionary Fathers of the Rocky Mountains entreated me to obtain for them nuns for the education of the young ladies of Montana, and to take care, later, of the orphans and the sick. With the intention of starting this first establishment as a Catholic boarding school, the Fathers offered their own house, located in Helena, the capital of the territory. With the consent of my superiors, I set to work without delay, because of the approach of winter and the great distance to be covered. I obtained a colony of Sisters of Charity, chosen from among seventy nuns. I accompanied them to Omaha, Nebraska. Well recommended, they took their places on the Pacific Railroad, to go 1,100 miles and then take the stagecoach at Corinne, in the territory of Utah, a six-horse stagecoach, which covers in thirty-six hours the course of 500 miles, to Helena. I learned, since, by private letters and public sheets, that the good Sisters arrived at their destination, with the acclamations of the citizens without distinction of worship. Deo gratias! Today their first establishment is in full operation. It is to be hoped that, each year, other religious houses will arise, according to the needs of the two vast regions of the Rocky Mountains, the territories of Idaho and Montana. 


II 

Recently, I have been able to undertake a second trip or visit among the Pottowatomie Indians, in the State of Kansas. 

We have two schools there, with about three hundred students. The boys are entrusted to the care of our Fathers, and the girls to those of the Ladies of the Sacred Heart. These two establishments are maintained and prosperous. The pupils give their masters and mistresses every satisfaction; their zeal, piety and application are exemplary. 

I had a strong desire to see the Pottowatomies again, especially at a very critical moment of the utmost importance to them. It was among them that I began my career as a missionary. They are my first children in Jesus Christ, and everything that concerns them interests me greatly. I baptized several hundred of these dear neophytes. Great dangers threaten these Indians. I will give you details of this without the slightest disguise, and which will show the dangers in which these good savages find themselves. 

The State of Kansas entered the Union of the United States in 1861. Its fertile lands and its beautiful central position; between the American East and West, attracted a large number of emigrants. There are already more than 400,000 inhabitants, and beyond 400 villages or towns are in full construction and on the way to prosperity. The missions of Saint-François de Hieronymo and those of Sainte-Marie among the Pottowatomies became two towns: one bears the name of the Catholic mission and the other that of Saint-Marys-ville. The houses rise there as if by magic, and everyone exclaims: “It's beautiful! It is marvelous!” But here is the sad reverse of this beautiful coin. 

I will only speak to you of the Pottowatomies, which I visited last, and which are divided into two classes: the citizens and those who are not. 


III 

Citizen Pottowatomies, or those of those Indians who are subject to the American government, form the bulk of this tribe. They are passing, at this moment, through the most critical ordeal, but which was not unexpected. They have recently received from the American government, with full possession of their portions of land or farms, a sum of five hundred dollars per head, which is worth more than 2,500 francs. This was the signal for the entry of a cohort of whites, who, like an army of vultures, threw themselves on these savages and made unheard-of efforts to ruin and devour these innocent creatures, once so happy. The drink, the abominable whiskey, was soon in great abundance at Sainte-Marie and among all the neighboring tribes, who also had received their advances from the government. A large number of sudden and unforeseen deaths took place, sad consequences of the excesses occasioned by debauchery. The missionaries had great difficulty in stopping the terrible scourge, this civilization-destroying sword, which the Whites, the first precursors of civilization here, unexpectedly introduced among the neophytes. 

Despite all the efforts of these henchmen of hell to stupefy and pervert the Indians, the missionaries were not without consolation. The greater number of the Pottowatomies remained faithful during the trial, and edified their priests by their piety and love of work. Even those who, for the moment, gave themselves up to drink were not weakened in faith, and immediately rose from their fall. All have made efforts to emerge from the abyss into which our civilizers sought to precipitate them. Moreover, experience is there to teach us that the purse is quickly emptied in orgies; and, when the money begins to disappear, reason imperceptibly regains its empire in the heart of the duped Indian. Our missionaries therefore remain firm and do not lose heart; they even redouble their zeal and ardor to stop the evil and the offenses which the divine goodness receives from its children. The Indians are always very dear to these hearts of priests, and the apostolic labors among them continue to bear consoling fruits of salvation. 

Let us admit, however, that the position of the missionary among the Pottowatomies is today more difficult than before. He must fight against all sorts of obstacles: against whisky, with which the whites want to poison neophytes; against erroneous doctrines, which false pastors sow with both hands; against racial prejudices, which are all the more revolting in that they often come even from our brothers in the faith, weak Catholics who are weak in name only and who come to us from Europe by the thousands and by the boatloads. The priest, taking to heart the interest of the poor groaning under the oppression condemned by the author of our salvation, is often thwarted by the very ones who should recognize and maintain his zeal and charity. 


IV 

Non-citizen Pottowatomies, or those Indians who are not subject to the American government, who have not divided their lands into farms, and who have ignored the advice of their missionaries, are far from being in a flourishing state. They are about five hundred. They are called the prairie Indians. They live together on a small reserve, surrounded by whites, who constantly molest them in every way, and who risk everything to pervert them. Already their money has been wasted and their lands are lost. What's left for them to do? We would like them to emigrate to the south; but they absolutely refuse to go there, for fear of not being able to resist the heat. If they want to go to the great plains of the northwest, the Sioux, the Sheyenne and other warlike tribes will dispute their entry. It is therefore very sad the future that presents itself to these unfortunates! 

I quote the Pottowatomies. The same thing exists for a large number of other tribes, which inhabit or have inhabited Kansas. We say to ourselves and we repeat to ourselves: What will become of these poor people? Alas! they go away and separate, either by small bands, or by families; they lose their nationality, disappear imperceptibly, are forgotten and wiped off the map. 


V 

Our Indian trissions, namely: Saint-François de Hieronymo among the Osages, Saint-Marie among the Pottowatomies, Saint-Mary among the Flatheads, Saint-Ignatius among the Pends-d'Oreilles and the Koetenays, the Saint-Coeur of Jesus among the Coeurs-d'Alene and the Spokanes, and Sainte-Anne at Colville among the Schuyelpics and the tribes dispersed on the Columbia River, as well as the numerous stations which our missionaries visit, are today surrounded and as if invaded by Whites. Everywhere these invading adventurers use every means to get rid of the Indians and force them to move away. 

For the missions to be able to bring about real good among the Indians, in the present circumstances, there must be profound humility, there must be a zeal truly purified in the fire of divine love, and above all a sovereign contempt for the rash judgments of men. 

I recommend the Indian tribes to your pious memories, and, in union with your holy sacrifices and your prayers, I have the honor to be, 

My reverend and dear Father, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ ¹ 


¹ We have received a note from Father De Smet on Reverend De Seilles, from Bruges, missionary among the Pottowatomies Savages, who died in the odor of sanctity. To complete this biographical sketch, we lack details, even the baptismal name. Persons who could send us notes on this missionary are requested to render us this service. 
(Editor's note of PRECIS HISTORIQUES.)
 
﻿
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BROTHER PIERRE DE GAND OF THE FRANCISCAN ORDER. 

NINETY-SECOND LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, March 15, 1870. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

Away from my dear homeland, when a gazette falls into my hands, I immediately scan it to see if, among the names of the countries put at the head of the articles, I come across Belgium, which interests me the most. The other day, leafing through the San Francisco Monitor, I saw in large print this headline: Brother Peter of Gand, first teacher in Catholic schools in America. I read the article with great eagerness and keen interest. He was new to me. Certainly, if the name of Brother Pierre is not known in Belgium, it deserves to be. Here is what the article tells us about our compatriot. 

The illustrious Cortez, desiring to convert the Native Americans to Christianity, begged the King of Spain to send them missionaries. One of his letters to the king alludes to the projected enterprise. “I beg, he said, Your Majesty, to deign to consider this important subject of the salvation of the aborigines, and to send them men filled with the spirit of God.” 

At this time especially, Spain was illustrious by its apostolic men, such as the Captain General demanded. The monarch hastened to fulfill the desire of his viceroy, and sent a colony of Franciscans to Mexico, under the leadership of Fr. Martin de Valence, first superior of his order. These valiant soldiers of the Cross arrived in 

Mexico in 1524. They were received with the liveliest eagerness by Cortez, a warrior of the caliber of Saint Louis of France and Richard Coeur de Lion of England. In presenting the religious colony to the natives, Cortez said to them: “These men are sent from God and ardently desire the salvation of your souls. They do not ask for your gold or your possessions; they despise all earthly goods and aspire only after those of the future life, which are immortal.” The marvelous successes which these zealous missionaries subsequently obtained by their apostolic labors verified the words of the invincible warrior: "These men are sent from God." 

Among the first Franciscans to arrive in Mexico was Brother Peter of Gand. According to the testimony of the historian Helps, an impartial writer, he was born in eastern Flanders and in the city whose name he bears. Brother Pierre distinguished himself among the most zealous and renowned missionaries in Mexico. 

The education of Indian youth was above all the great work with which he occupied himself. He opened a school in Telzulco, the first Christian school established on this vast continent. It is therefore to the good Brother Pierre de Gand that belongs the honor and the merit of being called the first Catholic teacher in America. His name must be preserved in the history of the Church of this country. He taught the Indians to read, to write, to sing the praises of the Lord and of the great benefactress of the universe, the Blessed Virgin Mary. To his instructions he added lessons in various musical instruments and several other arts, especially painting and sculpture. 

Thus Brother Pierre founded, in the capital of Mexico, the first great school, in which, under his administration, thousands of Mexicans were instructed and brought up, as the memoirs of Helps tell us. 

Also through his zeal, many idol temples were destroyed to make way for churches dedicated to the worship of the true God. In a few years, more than five hundred pagodas were razed and twenty thousand idols smashed. 

Before the arrival of the Franciscans, as stated by Msgr. Zamarraga, first bishop of Mexico, every year the hearts of twenty thousand young men and young women were offered in sacrifice on the altars of idols. The diabolical practices were abandoned, and, by the admirable zeal of the missionaries, more than a million Indians were regenerated in the holy waters of baptism. 

As the historian Helps assures us, "it was Brother Pierre de Gand who rendered the most effective service to the religious cause." His popularity was great, universal. The archbishop who succeeded Mgr. Zamarraga liked to repeat, admiring the great services rendered by the good Brother: “It is not I who am the Archbishop of Mexico, it is rather Brother Pierre de Ghent.” 

For fifty years, the Brother continued his apostolic work. Like its holy founder, Saint Francis, he resisted all the solicitations made to him to allow himself to be elevated to the dignity of the priesthood. The education of youth and the management of schools occupied all his moments. 

With what joy does the good and worthy Brother Peter of Ghent admire today, from the heights of heaven, the numerous Catholic institutions or houses of education scattered by the thousands over the vast American continent! Its merits, honor and glory are mainly due to religious orders and religious congregations. 

So says the San Francisco Monitor. 

I have the honor to be, my Reverend Father, in union with your holy sacrifices and good prayers, 

Reverentioe vestroe servus in Christo, 
PJ DE SMET, SJ
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SHIPWRECK OF THE PEREIRE 

NINETY-THIRD LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint-Louis, March 1870. 

My reverend and dear Father. 

I send you the account, given by Fr. Keller, of his return trip to America, and of the sad death of Fr. O'Callaghan. Let the dear deceased travel companion speak. 

In 1868, Fr. Joseph O'Callaghan had been chosen to represent the Province of Maryland at the Congregation of Procurators in Rome. I had been delegated by the Missouri Province to the same congregation. Desiring to make the trip with him, I proposed it to him, and my offer was gladly accepted. I went to New York, where I saw our good Father for the first time. Immediately I began to love him; because of its natural goodness and its singular sweetness. We embarked in this port, and, after a favorable crossing, we arrived in Ireland, in England, in France, in Rome. 

Our affairs finished, we began to think of our return to America, although it was dangerous to cross the Atlantic in the heart of winter. This danger was sometimes the subject of our conversations, although we never made it a subject of alarm. Our trust was in God, with full submission to his holy will, and we were willing to go, even though God would have us swallowed up in the deep abysses of the sea. So we left Rome, prepared for whatever might befall us 

. . Fr. O'Callaghan went to France to make preparations for our trip to America, while I went to Germany to finish some business there. We saw each other again in Paris and we continued our journey together as far as Brest, where we embarked on board the Pereire, a vessel remarkable for its great speed, and, at the same time, admirably proofed in all respects to withstand the harsher shocks. We were accompanied by a Neapolitan lay brother, Salvator Berardi, who was destined for the province of Maryland, where his services in the new scholasticate could be very precious. God wanted it otherwise. Not only will this Brother not touch the soil of Maryland, but Fr. O'Callaghan himself will never see his native country again, nor any of those who were dear to him. Such was the will of God. He tries those he loves, and, though terrible at times, he never ceases to be a father and to procure the salvation of his chosen ones in an astonishing way and according to secret designs. 

No sooner had our ship left the port and started cutting through the waves than a violent storm arose. It lifts the waves above our heads and surrounds us with imminent dangers. The excellent ship seems to have no need to fear either winds or waves: it continues on its way for five days, until finally, the wind becoming stronger and the sea more and more stormy, we were forced to slow down our course and give in to the violence of the waves. It was January 21, 1869. We had covered almost half the distance between Brest and New York, and we had entered that part of the Atlantic which extends to a distance of nearly ten degrees of longitude and which has been made famous by the large number of shipwrecks. This sad experience made this place an object of terror for sailors. All around the sea had been so whipped by adverse winds that nothing but foam could be seen. The waves rose to an immense height, clashed against each other like armies in battle, fought furiously, swelled in their violent assault, and formed, as it were, walls of water, which seemed not stationary, but in terrible motion on the surface of the abyss. Our captain, seeing the danger, thought it best to give in to the storm. He gave orders to use only as much steam as was necessary to steer the ship. His conduct is eminently commendable, for his prudence, though he could not guarantee the vessel against all loss, saved it from sinking. 

The first victim was a sailor. Falling from the mast, he broke his neck and immediately expired. Father O'Callaghan, learning of this misfortune, hastened to administer the sacraments to the dying man; but he found him dead. He came to tell me this with sadness, and added that it seemed strange to him that the feast day of Saint Agnes should be so different from the spirit and character of the saint; “For she was quite amiable, gentle, tranquil, he would say, whereas her feast day is harsh, threatening, dangerous.” 

Fr. O'Callaghan had always been very devout to this saint, always eloquent when he enumerated her gifts and virtues, and he tried to imitate her. I also remember with what joy and devotion he visited the chapel of Saint Agnes while we were together in Rome, examining in detail all that belonged to the life and sufferings of the great saint, and rejoicing that a martyrdom which was so dear to him was so honored in Rome. It was this feast, this day consecrated to his patron saint, which was to be the last day of his life; and the Father had to go to continue and finish in heaven the celebration of the feast that he had begun on earth. 

Fr. O'Callaghan was traveling second class. The first-class passengers escaped the sinking. The motive which made him travel thus was certainly not his spirit of avarice; it was the love of holy poverty, which he had undertaken to practice by a special vow. 

A few hours had passed since the accident. It was three or four o'clock in the afternoon. We were seated in the lounge, which served as both a dining room and a meeting place where passengers spent their time chatting, reading or playing games. Fr. O'Callaghan was seated at the table reciting Vespers. They were, I believe, those of his dear patroness. I was doing the same, not far from him, but I was standing in an inclined position, swaying; because of the roll of the ship, placing my elbow on the bench. Only ten or twelve passengers were in the saloon; most of them had gone down, and, as usually happens to those who are not accustomed to the sea, they were sick in their berths. 

So far I have told what I remember. Everything that happened from then until sunset, I will not tell from my own memories: I will report what I learned from others; for I had lost consciousness, and so suddenly that I do not remember the time or the events. I heard no noise; I did not feel any extraordinary movement of the ship. So I had no new apprehension of danger. What I remember is that I was saying my breviary and that I found myself stretched out as if dead. As to the events which succeeded one another in the interval, I know nothing; the change seemed instantaneous to me. It was like a flash of lightning which one does not feel and of which one has no memory. I cannot form any idea of the time I remained prostrate. Later, when I went over in my mind what had happened, it seemed to me that I had had a sort of dream before sunset, and that was, no doubt, the first effort of my reason. 

It seemed to me then that I was standing in the middle of the wreckage of the ship. A fragment of the broken bridge hung above my head. I could see, from the side that had been sunk in front of me, the foaming waves. I saw men running hither and thither, working for their lives, throwing the fragments of the shattered planking into the sea and bracing the deck above me. Very close to me lay a dead girl, and in front of me a seriously injured man. I was surprised and wondered what that meant? who were these men? what were they doing? where I was ? how had I arrived in this sea, which I believed to be the Mediterranean? I had the idea, however, that there had been a calamity. I was seen painfully stretching out my hand from side to side, making the sign of the cross in the air and murmuring the words of absolution. According to what I was told afterwards, I remained standing thus, as in a dream, for a whole hour, gazing fixedly at the sea, and, except for the repetition of the sign of the cross, perfectly motionless. 

Fr. O'Callaghan, I neither saw nor heard from him. There he was, however, as I learned later, lying very close to me, buried under the debris of the bridge and the fragments of the tables in the living room, above which I continually made the sign of the cross and said the words of absolution. 

Worn out with pain and an indescribable feeling of fatigue in all my limbs, I began to look for a place where I could rest; and, carrying my faltering steps along the side of the vessel, I came to the ladder which leads to the franc-tillac: I sat down there, and, for a considerable time, gazed at the ladder in my amazement, until until finally the idea occurred that the way to my berth was at the bottom of the ladder. I thus came to a district where perhaps sailors sometimes sleep, but where the berths were bare planks. I stretched out my weary limbs. Perhaps death would have closed my eyes there, if someone had not discovered me before nightfall and carried me to the part of the ship which had been set up as a hospital for the wounded. There, seated on a chair, without pillow or cushion, wet to the skin, I spent the night without sleep, but in a state of drowsiness. 

The next day, some of the passengers having come to the hospital, I asked them what had happened. My first words were: "Where is my traveling companion, Fr. O'Callaghan?" The individual to whom I made this request looked at me for a moment and gave me this laconic answer: “He is fine”. He left immediately, which made me suspect some misfortune. Another, who came a short time later and to whom I put the same question, took my hand, and after having felt my pulse, said to me: "You are now strong enough to hear the truth, which we dared not tell you earlier. Know then that your traveling companion was crushed in the middle of the debris of the living room, by this wave which came to burst above us, yesterday afternoon. please have the captain guard the body until we get to dry land. “Alas,” he replied, “it is too late: he is already buried in the sea!” I had nothing more to ask, nothing more to say, and, covering my wet face with my hands with tears, I abandoned myself to my pain. “Lord Jesus! I exclaimed, why did you act like this towards us? I did not reflect that Jesus also had done the will of his Father. For a long time I refused any consolation. Such a blow seemed cruel to me, such a horrible burial! But, finally, being a little calmer, I tried to conform to the divine will, thinking that many times God has sent the apparently most severe afflictions to his chosen ones, that he leads to the port of eternal rest by rough paths and by a road which, to men, seems ruinous. 

Finally, having regained some tranquility, I was able to observe and understand what had happened. Two enormous waves, crashing against each other and thus rising above us like a high wall, had fallen on the vessel, and, pressing down the deck and the side of the vessel by their weight, had crushed there the people who offered themselves to their passage, carried away and drowned three individuals of the crew. The girl had her neck broken. Fr. O'Callaghan had his chest sunk in by the living room table, which had been lifted from the floor and thrown with great violence against him, and his spine broken by the weight of the water. He probably died from the blow, unconscious and without pain. We can hope that he went immediately to sing with the angels in heaven the praises he was reciting when he was torn from his traveling companions. Brother Berardi had a broken leg. He was lying in our hastily improvised hospital. Six other passengers, including myself, had all been more or less seriously injured. My sufferings came mainly from a congestion of blood in the brain. I suffered a lot from the head, as also from the neck, the shoulder and the side. My state seemed almost hopeless. 

Later, I learned that a young man had died of his wounds, that he had expired during the first night, in a corner of the ship where he had dragged himself; and that fourteen others were being treated in other parts of the ship. I was also told that we had long been in imminent danger of sinking, on account of the great quantity of water entering the vessel; and that after the bow had been badly damaged by the waves, we had ceased to struggle against the sea and the winds, tacked and sailed for a port in France. Indeed, the sea, as if it had been satiated by the victims it had swallowed up, had become much calmer; and the tempest, having exhausted its efforts, had lost its wrath. So everything went fairly well until we arrived in Le Havre on the fifth day after our disaster. The following can be told briefly. 

But I cannot end this part of my story without mentioning a few facts which touched me deeply in the conduct of the companions in our perils. 

What struck me first was the perversity of some men who, in the midst of the dangers that threatened us all, did not hesitate to sully their souls with new misdeeds. Thus, an individual does not blush to search the pockets of the dead Father and to remove his money, his watch, his papers and his keys. Another took advantage of my absence to steal all that was left in my room, and he succeeded so well in hiding his booty that all my efforts to find my effects were useless. 

Thank God, I have much better things to say about the great majority of the travelers who showed us great affability and a charitable desire to assist us, sick or injured. They constantly came to the hospital where I was, and tried, by kind words and obliging services, to lighten our sorrows and lessen the boredom of a bed of pain. One of them, Mr. Simon Camacho, gave me marked relief by exchanging his good, very dry clothes for those in which I lay trembling with cold. This good service and his assiduous care earned him my perpetual gratitude. 

The heroic patience of our excellent F. Berardi excited the admiration of all who saw him. He was lying, like the others, without a pillow, on a narrow table, in his wet clothes. He had been so dangerously injured that it was impossible to remove his clothes without danger. What the good Brother had to suffer is known to God alone, who since then has rewarded the patience of his servant with a crown of glory. I say rewarded; for, although Brother Berardi was taken to the hospital and assiduously cared for by the Sisters of Saint-Thomas de Villeneuve as soon as we arrived, the surgeons found that the mortification had progressed too far to make amputation possible; so that, his life and his sufferings ending together, he had to go and receive his reward in heaven. 

As for me, as soon as I felt able to leave the ship, I directed my steps first towards a church, then towards another, but without finding a priest in any. I sent, by telegraph, the announcement of the death says P. O'Callaghan to Rome and to Paris, and then I went to the hospital to visit Brother Berardi. The good Sisters received me with great cordiality and gave me better clothes to exchange for my torn clothes. 

While I was sitting by our dear Brother's bed, giving him the consolations that were in my power, someone came to the hospital -- shall I say by chance or by a special disposition of Providence? -- a priest, Father Duval, chaplain of an Ursuline convent located not far from there. He had learned of the misfortune that had befallen us and was waiting for me outside until I left the Brother's room. Accompanying me and putting his hand on my shoulder, he said affectionately, "Now you are my prisoner, and you must come with me." I will never be able to praise and thank this sincere friend enough, for all the kindness and all the care with which he overwhelmed me; I will never cease to regard him as my guardian angel and the preserver of my life. 

The Ursulines are also worthy of praise. During the three days that I remained in Le Havre, they allowed me to lodge and say mass in their convent, and to take my meals with their chaplain. They thought they could not do enough to restore my health and strengthen my body and soul. Deign the good Lord, whom they cared for, as he recommended, in his poor creature, to give them an eternal reward! 

My days in Le Havre were completely full. I wrote everywhere to inform our people of this great misfortune; I had to wait continually, at the magistrate's court, to obtain Fr. O'Callaghan's luggage; and then, every day, I paid visits to Br. Berardi. 

On the fourth day, I embarked, sad and solitary, on another vessel, to make the voyage over the ocean a second time. Before my departure, one of our Fathers arrived from Rouen to offer me help; and another from Paris, from where I received several letters. Both begged me to postpone my journey and to stay a little while longer in France. I will always remember this fraternal affection and this tender solicitude of our Fathers of France. But I thought it my duty to hasten my departure, to reassure as much as possible, by the sad story of our terrible calamity, the painful anxiety which agitated each of our people in America. If I couldn't console them, at least I could mingle my tears with theirs to mourn the friend we had lost. Having therefore bade farewell, not without pain, to all those from whom I had received so many marks of benevolence and kindness, and having implored the blessings of God upon all my friends, I recommenced my journey. 

It was, this time, under better auspices. Notwithstanding a few storms and a few alarms, after a crossing of thirteen days, we arrived happily in New York. The Provincial Father of Maryland was waiting for me there. When I arrived at college, he embraced me tenderly and only greeted me with his tears. Later, having suppressed his pain, he thanked God for having preserved me; and, with the other Fathers who had gathered around me, he listened to my sad story. Oh ! How many times have I been obliged to renew my grief, by repeating my sad story in the different houses through which I passed on my way to the province of Maryland! You could see how much Fr. O'Callaghan had been esteemed, how much he was loved by his brothers in religion. Everyone mourned his death like that of a father. Indeed, Maryland had lost the flower of its province; the novices, a guide and a father; all, a shining example and master of all the virtues required in a religious; a man, in a word, versed in all branches of literature and experienced in the management of affairs. All the Fathers of the province looked upon him with joy as soon to be placed at their head. The arrival of the fatal news destroyed their hopes and changed their joy into pain. But God, who wished to reward his faithful servant by admitting him to the joys of paradise, rather than giving him to his brethren left on this earth as their much desired guide and leader, will console them himself; and he whom they have lost, taken from the living, but nearer to God, will not forget his brothers; he will help them all the more effectively by his prayers and his intercession. 

Fr. O'Callaghan was born in the State of Massachusetts, on April 18, 1824. He was admitted into the Society of Jesus, in the province of Maryland, on April 9, 1844; made the four vows on August 15, 1861, and died on January 21, 1869, in the forty-fifth year of his age and the twenty-fifth of his religious life. 

Brother Berardi, whose death I learned since my return to Missouri in the hospital at Le Havre, was born in the kingdom of Naples on March 7, 1824. He was admitted to the Company on October 26, 1850; and made his last vows, as temporal coadjutor, on August 15, 1861. When the Jesuits dispersed from the province of Naples, he was sent to Spain; and, being expelled from this country, with the other Jesuits, during the last revolution, he went to America. He died on February 2, 1869, at the age of forty-five; he had spent nineteen in the Company. 

May they both rest in peace and remember me before God! it is the prayer of their unworthy brother in Jesus Christ. 

JOSEPH KELLER, SJ 


Here, my Reverend Father, is the sad story of this shipwreck and the circumstances of the death of our good Fr. Rome with Fr. Keller. You understand how much this tragic death has affected us all. 

Accept, my dear and reverend Father, the assurance of my sincere friendship. 

PJDE SMET, SJ
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SAINT-PAUL COLVILLE 

NINETY-FOURTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

By a letter dated from Saint-Louis, May 27, 1870, Father De Smet announced to us his imminent departure for the wild countries. It was at the age of seventy that he undertook this new excursion. 

The Sioux City Daily Times of June 9, 1870 said: “We announced yesterday that the venerable Fr. De Smet, the apostle of the Indians, the missionary known to the whole world, has arrived in our city. He proposes to take the first boat that will be ready, to visit all the Indian stations located between our territory and the Grande-Rivière. His traveling companion is Father Panken, of Dutch origin, a zealous missionary and well versed in the knowledge of the French, English and German languages. Fr. De Smet's excursion among the Indians had no official character: he was not sent by the government; it is purely in fulfillment of a promise made to some chiefs of the Redskins, during his last visit, that he goes among the Indians. 

Fr. De Smet is now what his colleague, the famous Fr. Marquette, was once at the origin of the colonization of our region. A friend of the Indians and the Americans, he enjoys their full confidence. It doesn't matter that the savage tribes are at war with the Whites, but the Blackrobe is as welcome in the Redskins' wigwam as in the White's tent. 

There is no one, we believe, in the whole extent of the United States, who knows the manners and the character of the savage tribes so well as Father De Smet. His experience of nearly half a century has taught him that none of them has ever first violated the faith of treaties. 

It will be remembered that two years ago Father De Smet was officially a deputy, with the members of the Peace Committee, to some tribes in hostility, at that time, with the government of Washington. His intervention was not of little use in bringing about a convention with the United States. 

¹ See Historical Summary. 1868, page 439: Pacification made by Reverend Father De Smet of the rebellious Savages, and treaty of peace with the United States; and page 476: The Pacification by the Blackrobe. 


The missionary watchman is seventy years old. His exterior and all his moral and physical aptitudes give him the greatest ascendancy over these terrible children of nature. 

He was sent thirty years ago to the Pottowatomies and all the tribes west of the Rocky Mountains. The fruits of his labors are there, and attest to the happy influence of the Gospel for the civilization of coarse and nomadic peoples. 

A little later, our zealous pioneer set to work among the savage populations of Kansas. His successes there were so great that the government itself saw itself obliged to acknowledge them publicly. 

In the country of the Osages, a tribe established 40 miles from Fort Scott and in the mission of Sainte-Marie, a little beyond Topeka, there are already several flourishing villages, having their churches, their presbyteries and their schools, all the elements of prosperity, in a word, to make these poor Indians content and happy, and to make them live in peace with the Americans. 

Fr. De Smet will therefore embark for Fort Sully, and from there proceed towards Fort Berthold, Fort Rice and the Grande-Rivière. We wish him the happiest journey, and we hope that his forces will not betray him to work again this time for the happiness of Indians and whites. 


This trip was fortunate for the situation and the safety of the Indians. We have received a letter from Father De Smet, dated from the University of Saint-Louis, August 29, 1870. It gives a brief idea of this last excursion into the great American desert. 


“I'm sorry,” said Fr. De Smet, “to have to be short, because of the great heat, which doesn't seem to want to let go. Right now, the thermometer, in the shade, is at 96 degrees Fahrenheit. I feel very weakened and in a kind of universal prostration, from which, it seems to me, I will have great difficulty in getting out. It is to give you a sign of life and to ask you to give me news of yourself often that I hasten to write to you. I must delay sending some interesting particulars of my last and long excursion, over a stretch of more than six hundred leagues on the Missouri. When the fresh autumn air comes to give me new strength, I will share some facts with you. 

The fatigues of our excursion were not without fruits and consolations. My companion was Father Panken, a religious full of zeal and fervor to win souls to God. Everywhere the Indians received us with demonstrations of the liveliest joy and the most sincere friendship. They were very attentive to all our religious instructions and to all our good advice on their present situation vis-à-vis the government. They occupy vast reserves, they are clothed and receive weekly supplies of sugar, coffee, pork, flour and corn. Without this assistance, they would perish of hunger and misery, for the buffaloes, formerly their daily bread, have almost entirely disappeared from their lands. Everywhere the Indians insistently ask for missionaries. It is to be hoped that this keen desire will finally be fulfilled at the beginning of next spring: the Provincial Reverend assures me of it. 

The nation of the Dacotahs or Sioux is divided into a great number of tribes, with distinct names, which form a whole of about 80,000 souls. It is the largest Indian nation in the United States. It occupies a very large territory. 

"In this last excursion we visited 15,000 to 20,000 Sioux, and the number of baptisms of adults and children amounted to 434. 

" Our mission extended to forts and military posts on both sides of the Missouri, over an area of two hundred and fifty leagues. We owe the liveliest gratitude to all the officers, and we have only to praise themselves for their kindness and charity towards us, to make our visit among them useful and pleasant. They have facilitated every means for us to fulfill our holy ministry to the Catholic soldiers, who form the greater part or three quarters in all positions. Most of the soldiers hastened to fulfill their religious duties. The General-in-Chief who is on the Missouri is a convert to our holy religion, and a devout and zealous Catholic. Several of his superior officers were among the first to set a good example for their subordinates and fellow Catholics, approaching the Court of Penance and the Holy Table¹.” 

¹ A very distinguished officer of the United States Army, Colonel Ortis, has also just made his abjuration of Protestantism and embraced our holy religion. 


Thus expresses the missionary. Pending receipt of the promised letter, we will publish one containing earlier facts. 

In May 1869, Father De Smet, being on the point of leaving Belgium to return to his mission in the Rocky Mountains, left us a few letters as a souvenir. Their object is: 1° the Three Tribes of Upper Missouri; -- 2° Father Dumortier and Brother Mazella; -- 3° Saint-Paul Colville;-- 4° the Missionary of Seilles, of Bruges; -- 5° his Itinerary, begun in 1822. We have published the first two of these letters. Saint-Paul Colville, subject of the third, is the residence of Father Joset. 

The document that we are about to read was sent by this missionary to Father De Smet. The beginning bears the date of November 4, 1866, and the sequel, that of February 26, 1867. Fr. Joset confirms that he works with zeal and success in the remote regions of Idaho. He has already converted several Indian tribes, who inhabit the upper parts of the great Colombia River. Let him speak. 


At RP De Smet. 

“St. Paul Colville, November 4, 1866. 

” My Reverend Father. 

I think of all the mountain missionaries I am in the most difficult position. The others have their neophytes more or less isolated, more or less distant from contact with whites, consequently less exposed to temptations; here the neophytes find themselves continually mingled with the whites, who give them drink as much as they want. Corruption solicits them unceasingly; the calumnies against the missionary are continual; the authority of the chiefs is almost annihilated. However, a large number of them did not bend the knee to the idol. Our poor chapel continues to be frequented; she has even become too small. 

We made the month of Saint Joseph. On his feast day, there were 121 communions. Towards the end of the month, the great saint brought me nine infidels who were asking for baptism. For the most part, I had never seen them; they had probably never spoken to a priest. On Holy Saturday, in addition to these nine baptisms, I had to bless three marriages. Several families had come, against their custom, to spend the end of Lent near the church, to prepare for their Easter. Saint Joseph, to crown his work, in addition to the confessions which lasted almost all of Holy Week, brought us such a crowd for Easter Day that I was obliged to hoe; and, despite this, a good number could not find a place at the second mass. 


February 26, 1867. 

This letter was interrupted for a long time. I am very glad, because of the good news I have to give you. The Blessed Virgin has, as usual, crushed the head of the old serpent. In the month of August, during the novena which precedes the Assumption and during the octave, the church had been much more frequented than usual; but our enemy never loses heart. He sowed disunity among the chiefs, he tempted and brought down the best. Immediately the gambling, the practices of witchcraft, drunkenness and other unnamed vices appeared headlong. We were there when I started this letter, I saw no remedy. 

We made the novena for the Feast of the Immaculate Conception with all the solemnity of which we were capable. There were nearly 50 communions on the day of the feast. So I say to my people: "You will see how our Mother will deal with the old enemy." It has greatly exceeded my expectations: as if by magic, the Savages arrive from all sides, meet with the chiefs, attend church and the sacraments. The fallen leader rises solemnly, despite the efforts of hell. 

The four days leading up to the Christmas party were happy. I played them in the confessional, until well into the night. On the fourth Sunday of Advent, after high mass and instruction, I was pleasantly surprised to see about 200 Indians enter. They hadn't found a place in the church for mass, and they had had the patience to wait an hour and a half in the snow, so that they could at least say their prayers in church. 

At Christmas, I told them to split up; that the strongest could come to midnight mass, the others to that in the morning. I am going to tell you what happened to me then, although I expose myself to being blamed by your rubricists, as I was by those of Conville. At midnight mass, the church was filled to the communion rail. I immediately said the second mass for thanksgiving, by virtue of the privilege we have received. At daybreak the church was full again and we were still at the door. I warned my people to stand up, so that we could squeeze closer together; nevertheless not all the Indians could enter. We had to close the door to be able to light the candles. If you had been in my place, my Reverend Father, what would your missionary heart have advised you, thinking of those poor people who had come from 20, 30, 40 and even 60 miles for this Christmas party, and who were going to miss mass? , because our church is too small? Here is what I did. At Credo, I sent an acolyte to ask the chief if there were many Indians outside? “A lot,” was the answer. The theological case was new. Permission to hoe, I said to myself, is only permission to add a mass to that which the priest can say each day; Now, today he can say three masses, and, after all, sacramenta propter homines. I added a fourth mass to the three for Christmas. I think that Pius IX will easily forgive a savage heart, and you too, no doubt, gadfly good Father? 

Fr. Van Gorp was then at the Immaculate Conception. He was preaching to white people, who usually don't crowd much into their beautiful chapel. Ours is a true picture of Bethlehem except the altar ornaments; but I believe that Jesus finds there ornaments of his taste in the hearts of the poor. The chief said to me one day, in a moment of annoyance: "I am happy to see that there is no God except for the Savages." I answered him nothing; but I said to myself: Beati pauperes; blessed are the poor! 

The chiefs united. Many times Lucifer tried to sow discord, but Mary always forced him to lower his head. Supported by their young men, they have suppressed almost all public disorder. Three years ago, I counted, in the little tribe of the people of the lakes, twenty-eight scandalous unions, which makes about half of the nation; today there are only four left, and these people have been reduced to emigrating among the Chaudières. There are very few bad ones who will have to submit, those who held their heads high having already returned to duty. Gambling and sorcery are banned from all the chiefs' camps; cases of drunkenness have become very rare. 


On the other hand, the Indians are very regular at church, morning and evening, the men especially. From Christmas until now, they have given me very little rest. At every moment, confessions of two, three, four, ten years and more. Currently they are dispersed for hunting; but on Ash Day our church will again be too small, and I will spend the carnival time in the confessional. At Easter, we will see almost all of them again. We will redouble our efforts to solemnize the month of Saint Joseph. 

» I think that none of our missionaries should refuse as many rosaries as I do. They come and say to me: "We don't have a single rosary in the lodge;" or: “For two years, I have been saying my rosary on my fingers.” And I must refuse this consolation! 

My poor people often say to me, "Father, when shall we build a church?" I don't tell them: When we have what; this answer would hardly satisfy them; but I say to them: “When you are settled somewhere... when you have made peace with the soyapi (the Whites). What is the use of building where you are not sure of staying? 

“Do not lose patience, my reverend and very dear Father; continue your work. Although far from the Mountains, you are still their apostle through the efforts of your charity. In heaven, how surprised you will be to see yourself surrounded by children who were unknown to you! Filii tui de longè come. The missionaries do not all bear this name, are not all known for such, except by God. They will be one day, those who from afar practice the apostolate of charity, the apostolate of prayer. Without the fervor of each other, the missions would be impossible. 

Such, Reverend Father, are the main facts reported to me in the letter of Father Joset. 

Accept, my Reverend Father, the assurance of my sincere friendship. 

PJDE SMET, SJ
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THE DEATH OF GRAND CHIEF VICTOR 

NINETY-FIFTH LETTER FROM THE REVEREND FATHER DE SMET 

To the Director of the Précis Historiques, in Brussels. 

University of Saint Louis. 

My reverend and very dear Father. 

We have had here, in all the great towns of the Union, a series of meetings and processions of Americanized Europeans belonging to all political ranks. The French celebrated the return of the Republic, despite so many sad memories; the Germans, proud of the victories recently won by their compatriots over France, were crossing the streets with the liveliest enthusiasm; the Italians glorified their union with noisy demonstrations and cheers. All these processions were preceded by music and accompanied by mottos and flags. They often formed compact columns of pedestrians, horsemen, cars, several miles in length. But let us speak rather of our Savages. 

The Montana Leaves recently announced to us, as a calamity, the recent death of the Rocky Mountain nestor, Victor, Grand Chief of the Flathead Nation. His portrait is on the first page of my Oregon Missions. Captain Mullan, a former engineer in the United States Army, who traced the great Pacific route through the Mountains, addressed the Flatheads the following words, in memory of their illustrious leader. 

“Your friend Mullan has just learned, with deep regret and deep sorrow, of the loss which the nation has suffered in the death of our great and good chief Victor. 

Throughout his life, Victor was the most sincere and devoted friend of white people. As regards friendship and fidelity, he holds the highest rank among all the chiefs of the Indian nations of America. Gentle and affable to all, and, like a young child, innocent of all vice, Victor served as a guide and example to his tribe for half a century. 

Your friend Mullan, during his stay among you, made himself a glory and a happiness in having known Victor. I took my meals and rested beside the hearth of his lodge, and we often smoked his peace pipe together. I accompanied your leader on his long hunting trips. I have often had occasion to admire and appreciate his tenderness towards the widows and orphans of his tribe; the steps and missions of peace that he made in person among the Blackfoot, the Ravens, the Sioux and the Banacs, to maintain friendly and lasting relations between them and his nation. Valiant in war and generous in peace, he gave an example worthy of imitation to all the chiefs of the Indian tribes. It is especially to his constant and assiduous friendship that I attribute the fact that, during all my travels and my long residence in your Mountains, my employees have never had to complain; and that neither my horses nor my other animals have ever been disturbed. 

The memory of Victor, the great leader of the Flatheads, has obtained an honorable place in the archives of the government in Washington. I will make efforts with the Indian department to erect a monument in memory of Victor, because of his merits and his great deeds and, at the same time, to serve as an example and show to all the Indian nations that good deeds never die. 

When I learned of Victor's death, I had the deep conviction that every white man had just lost a true friend, and I want to communicate this feeling to the whole tribe. 

As for the election of Victor's successor, I sincerely hope that this choice will fall on a leader worthy of his illustrious predecessor, and who will make efforts to acquire and practice all the virtues of the deceased. May Victor's cloak cover him worthily with this noble fame, in your Mountains and afar! 

Victor, after a long and fine career of over eighty years, has obtained the eternal reward which the Great Spirit bestows upon all of his children who make themselves worthy of it. Flatheads, imitate his example, and Heaven will reunite you. 

“Father De Smet, Mullan and all your many friends among the Whites mourn the death of the great and good chief Victor.” 

Captain Mullan's tribute to him is well deserved. I knew Victor well. I remember with consolation the day of his baptism, the joy and happiness he manifested when he was admitted, with a large number of other adults of his tribe, into the fold of the Lord ¹. 

¹ In my Fifty New Letters, page 317, the same Captain Mullan speaks with great praise of Victor and the Flatheads. 


In giving you these details of the worthy chief Victor, I will add a feature which will perhaps not be out of place, especially in these sad moments of crisis in Rome. 

During the first years that I was among the Flatheads, -- years so filled with happy and consoling memories! -- sitting on the lawn, I spent the beautiful evenings of these Mountains surrounded by my dear children in Jesus Christ. They took the keenest interest in all that I told them of the Book of God, the Holy Bible, of the story of creation, of the flood, of the Maccabees, of Samson, of Joseph and his brothers, etc.; of the wars of Napoleon I, from his fall to the Battle of Waterloo. I talked to them about the long line of sovereign pontiffs, successors of Saint Peter, who represent Jesus Christ on earth. I was saying that Jesus Christ, the Son of God, had made the solemn promise to the first head, Saint Peter, that the gates of hell will never prevail against his Church; that for eighteen centuries the wicked and the impious had fought in vain against this Church of Jesus Christ and against her supreme and visible head. One day when Victor was there, he got up and, speaking to me, said these naive words to me: "Father, you are talking on paper." Well, if your high chief Blackrobe ³ is in danger, send him a message from us, we will raise his lodge in the midst of our camp, we will hunt for his maintenance, and we will be his guard against the approach of his enemies. 

² That is to say: you write. 
³ The Pope. 


In 1843, I found myself for the first time in Rome, and the TRP General was kind enough to introduce me to Gregory XVI. The Pope paid paternal attention to my little narration on the missions and on the good disposition of the Indians of the Rocky Mountains. He smiles at Chief Victor's proposal and invitation; then he said, in a serious tone which has always remained present in my mind: “Really, the time is approaching when we will be forced to leave Rome. Where shall we go?... God alone knows... Give these good Savages my Apostolic Blessing.” 

Accept, my Reverend Father, the assurance of my sincere friendship. 

PJ DE SMET, SJ

 
﻿

	
 

	1872 - obituary - Edouard Terwecoren.

	
BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE ON RP ÉDOUARD TERWECOREN of the Society of Jesus, 

Barely fifteen days after the death of the late Father Terwecoren, Father Broeckaert, called after him to take over the direction of the Précis Historiques, wrote in this journal: “ 

Since the loss that we have made in the person of the founder of the Précis Historiques, we have received many testimonials of the respect and affection shown to him. It is not only the publicist who is missed, he is a wise adviser, he is a religious saint; for many, he is a friend. This is also the feeling that dominates us. Our regrets, far from diminishing, are keener than the day after the Father's death. Then we had seen him so overwhelmed with bodily pains that death seemed to us a happy deliverance; today we remember the virtues by which he built us up during thirty-six years of religious life: his piety, his regularity, his modesty and, in a special way, his energy to pursue the work he had founded. These virtues, we hope, have received their reward. What would we complain about? The dear deceased himself aspired to the happiness of joining the One for whom he had worked. Besides, his whole career is a great instruction for us. For from an early age, he gave a glimpse of the virtues that distinguished his mature age, and God, on his side, seemed to have prepared the way for him to perfection. 

Born in Vilvoorde in 1815 from a family where virtue was hereditary, Édouard Terwecoren had only good examples before his eyes; having lost his parents at an early age, he was brought up by his maternal uncle, Mr. Beckers, a fervent Christian lawyer, who was always a true father to him. This one made him make his first studies first at MC Portaels, in Vilvoorde, then at Mr. André Peeters, priest of Steynockerzeel, and finally at a professor of the University of Louvain. These studies were necessarily private, because the Dutch government had closed the Catholic colleges. As soon as the emancipation of 1830 had made it possible to reopen them, the young Edouard was admitted to the college of Alost, where he completed his course in the humanities. It was there that, from 1833 to 1835, I had the advantage of knowing and appreciating him. A distinguished student, serious and diligent, he showed from then on great firmness of character and a pronounced aloofness from vice: never was an improper word heard from his mouth. In many circumstances he gave proof of heroic courage to extricate himself from the dangers to which his fortune, his isolation and his inexperience exposed him. He was, moreover, pious, but without any inclination for the religious life. His tastes carried him towards the bar: they never varied until the moment when divine Providence made known to him his intentions. The fact deserves to be reported. 

It was during the holidays of 1835. The young Edouard took advantage of his leisure and of the advantages he drew from a large patrimony to indulge in honest pleasures: sometimes he even went to the theater. We hasten to say that at that time the first theater in the capital did not display the lewdness that sullies it today. One could attend these representations without blushing too much; and those who had received the principles of Christian life could find there a salutary reflection. One day, therefore, Edouard was present at an extraordinary performance. He followed its adventures with great interest, when suddenly, at the sight of this immense crowd which cluttered the enclosure, a thought struck him vividly: "In a few years all these spectators will have left the stage of this world and will have seemed in the judgment of God!... What will be their fate for eternity?... What will be mine?...» - This thought, or rather this inspiration, was for Edward an extraordinary stroke of grace. At the same moment his resolution was taken. "It's all over," he said to himself; I want to stop at the safest party; I enter the Society of Jesus if they want to receive me there. From that moment he had no other object in view . 

To the astonishment of his friends and relatives, a complete change took place in him. From then on he applied himself more seriously to the exercises of piety, to the frequentation of the sacraments and to the practices of mortification. Finally, on October 1 of the following year, 1836, he left for the novitiate in Nivelles with three of his classmates. 

His stay in this city was not long; few months after its entry, the novitiate was transferred from Nivelles to the old and famous Premonstratensian abbey, located on the banks of the Lys, at Tronchiennes-lez-Gand. Edward followed his companions there and continued for more than a year to prepare himself, by a fervent life, for the first vows of religion. No sooner had he issued them in October 1838 than he left for Namur where he was a poetry teacher for three years. A rather considerable number of class compositions which we have found among his writings attest to the care with which he devoted himself to the instruction of his numerous pupils, several of whom today occupy a high position in the world. It was the same in Alost, where he was sent in September 1841 to teach rhetoric. Several dramas which he had his pupils compose, others which he composed himself and which he had performed at various literary solemnities, probably date from this period. 

After these four years of teaching, the superiors judged appropriate to make him undertake his own studies. He took two years of philosophy courses in Namur and four years of theology in Louvain. Here is placed, in the order of the dates, an event on which the friends of Father Terwecoren - for whom above all we are writing - will be all the more grateful to us for insisting that the Father himself will become the narrator. . 

“From the age of two,” he says in his notes, “due to a rather painful illness I had the misfortune to have my foot crippled. I was afflicted with varus or internal popliteal clubfoot. Every year my infirmity went on presenting more and more alarming characters: the tendency of the shrunken muscles to shrink still further, and walking on the outer edge, and later on part of the dorsal side of the foot, contributed much to increase torsion and deformity. The pains became more acute, the cicatrization of the wounds produced by the friction slower, the movement more painful; finally everything announced the approach of the moment when I was going to be condemned to renounce the use of the member and to use crutches. 

“All the resources of art were exhausted; doctors and surgeons had always treated me as if the whole cause of my illness had been a simple paralysis; they gave up hope of bringing me any relief. My misfortune seemed destined to accompany me even to the grave, but Providence blessed a skilled hand to heal me. 

This “skillful hand” was that of Mr. FN Lutens, full member of the Royal Academy of Medicine of Belgium. It was a question of nothing less than submitting the Father to the test of tenotomy recently restored to honor by two German scholars, MM. Stromeyer and Dieffenbach. “The success of the operation, continues the Father, seemed to be doubtful: my age – I was almost thirty-one – had aggravated the illness and made recovery all the more difficult. So Mr. Lutens was very reserved in his promises: he even went so far as to tell me that he made no other commitment than to check the progress of the evil and not to leave me in a worse position than previously; that, moreover, I had a good chance of a better success and that the operation seemed to him without danger. So that's where I was reduced to: resign myself to the operation with the hope of seeing it succeed or resign myself to the use of crutches for the rest of my life! Faced with such an alternative, what could I do? Raising my heart to God, questioning his holy will and his greater glory; to take finally, under the inspiration of on high, the party which would leave me later the least sum of regrets. I obeyed the secret inspiration of Providence which made itself felt so manifestly, especially when the happy day of my priesthood was already approaching. - The Father was in the middle of his second year of theology. - Mr. Lutens had earned my trust. His reputation, his talents, the frankness of his proceedings and the firmness of his convictions gave me great guarantees. Without further consulting either the anxious solicitude of my family or the theoretical opinions of doctors little familiar with the new operation of tenotomy, I decided to undergo the treatment. The poor patient did not have to repent. 

On April 28, 1846, he had arrived in Antwerp, where M. Lutens was garrisoned, and two days later the first operation took place, which consisted in inserting the bistoury up to the handle into the sole of the foot and cutting, "at the strength of the wrist, the tendon of the posterior tibialis muscle, all the muscles of the foot, the blood vessels and the ligaments of the sole of the foot as well as the Achilles tendon. 

In his diary, the Father recounts day by day with his usual precision and the treatment he had to follow, and the eminently painful operations he had to undergo, and the impressions that in turn aroused in his heart or the hope of recovery or the fear of seeing oneself forever condemned to inaction. If it is impossible for us to reproduce here all these details which would form a small volume, nothing prevents us from picking up in passing some of the beautiful thoughts which enamel these pages: " 

The disease or the infirmity is an excellent apprenticeship of proper conduct towards the sick and infirm. You have to have gone through their condition to know what to say to them and especially what to keep silent about. And elsewhere. “The world that judges so badly exalts my courage. I can only smile at his mistake when I consider how little human considerations would have given me strength, if I had not carried my views upwards and repeated incessantly: Da robur! ... Give me strength!...” Under the date of May 3: “They bring me bread from the strong. How consoling it is for the poor patient to see approaching his bed the celestial physician of bodies as well as souls! What a thrill makes him feel the tinkling of the bell announcing the arrival of the great King! He approaches; I see it, it unites with my poor heart. Leave me with Him. Inveni quem diligit anima mea. I have found Him whom my soul cherishes!...” 

It was in these intimate communications with his God that the poor patient found his sweetest consolations. So we should not be surprised to hear him say: “I experienced cruel sufferings; I never knew boredom. I was happy in my position and if I had asked in advance for a certain measure of happiness, I would have been deceived in my expectation. The goodness of God has extended far beyond that. If I had to start these two months over again, undergo this painful operation again, I would ask Heaven for neither more resignation, nor more calm, nor more consolation; but I would ask him to be more grateful for his graces and less unworthy to receive them.” 

The first operation, as we have said, took place on April 30; on July 15, the happy convalescent took the road to Louvain, where “a reception of the most charitable, the friendliest, the most touching” awaited him. There he found his brother Henri, whose birthday it was and who was able to attend the feast and the little meeting of congratulation which had been prepared on the occasion of this fortunately successful cure. It was not that the healing was complete. The Father remained condemned for the rest of his life to arm his leg and his foot with a very inconvenient device and to use a cane for any long journey. But compared with what he was in the past and especially with what he could legitimately fear, it was an immense progress that exceeded everyone's expectations. So there was no longer any hesitation in admitting him, to the supreme happiness of the priesthood, whom he received in Liége, on September 18 of the following year, from the hands of Mgr de Mercy-Argenteau, Archbishop of Tire in partibus infidelium, 

His theological studies completed, Father Terwecoren returned to Tronchiennes to prepare himself, according to the customs of his institute, for a new year of novitiate, for the making of his last vows. He made his solemn profession of the four vows on February 2, 1854. 

At that time he was at the Collège Saint-Michel in Brussels, where he had been sent at the end of 1849 and which he was never to leave until his death. . He had already undertaken then, for two years, the publication of his Précis Historiques and he exercised at the same time the holy ministry both in the church of the college and in several religious communities and in particular at the boarding school of the Dames chanoinesses of Berlaimont, of which he instructed and assiduously directed the students. As such, before recounting his last moments, it becomes necessary to stop for a moment to consider successively, in Father Terwecoren, the man, the religious, the director and the publicist. We have, to guide us in this work, the notes of a colleague who lived with him at the college of Aalst before his entry into religion, then at the novitiate of Nivelles, at Tronchiennes, at Namur, at Louvain and finally for twenty-two years. two years in Brussels; the notes also of a person dedicated to God who, for many years, was able to appreciate the qualities of the director first in his own conduct, then in that of the young girls entrusted to his prudent and maternal direction; finally the testimonies of a large number of people with whom he had made so many friends and who still mourn his premature loss today as if it only dated yesterday. With such guides, we cannot go astray: all the less so since we will most often quote their own words verbatim. 

“Fr. Terwecoren, we read in the notes of his colleague, had a very developed sense of his personal dignity and social propriety. In conversation, he knew how to combine a certain cheerfulness with the abandonment and trust that are like the perfume of friendship. Devoted from the heart to all his confreres without distinction, he did not fail to profess for some of them feelings of a very special affection, feelings so little contrary to religious perfection that God himself made the panegyrist in the Holy Scriptures. But this friendship was what it ought to be, holy and pure, based most generally on gratitude and having no other aim than exclusively spiritual advantages. Outside also, in the most distinguished world of Brussels, he counted warm friends whom he in turn served with a devotion which I would call limitless if in all his feelings, in all his words, in all his actions he never He would have been constantly restrained by the bonds of a timorous conscience, itself guided by the good pleasure of his superiors, in whom he instinctively venerated the authority coming from God. Rather than disregard the prestige of this authority, he would have broken with his most intimate friends, when this rupture had opened the widest and most painful wound in his heart. It is enough to say that he was far from throwing himself into the eccentricities of a few extreme minds who imagine themselves to be agreeable to Heaven by neglecting the duties imposed by family relations of which God himself is the author. With regard to the members of his relationship, he always had an affection which, to be purified by religion, was only the more sincere and more lasting. Without remaining indifferent to their temporal good, he constantly thought of the advantages of their soul and applied himself to bringing them to virtue by his words and his conduct, with a view, he said, to restoring to them the edification he considered himself happy to be in their company. 

"One thing, moreover, which contributed to making Father Terwecoren's society more agreeable and to winning him valuable sympathy, was his loyal frankness or, if you will, his entire sincerity, qualities rarer than one would expect. generally believe so. No doubt he sometimes made a mistake - it is alas! our sad appanage to all here below; - but in everything and everywhere he sought the truth and told it as he knew it, without human respect and without weakness. On this point as on the others, he never compromised with his conscience, which he had made extremely delicate without falling into the false subtleties of scrupulousness. Not content with constantly watching himself, he scrutinized himself pitilessly and did not forgive himself even for involuntary faults, all of which it is impossible to avoid, but the number of which a more active vigilance succeeds in considerably reducing. He would have liked to be as pure as an angel to offer the holy sacrifice of the mass to the Lord. So he never passed more than two days without approaching the tribunal of penance. He was, moreover, of great fidelity to all his spiritual exercises, not that he found there any particular consolations, but solely because he knew that this fidelity was pleasing to God and useful to his soul. He adhered to it as to all the details of the most perfect regularity with that energy of will which was incontestably the most salient side of his character. It was this energy that led her to religious life, despite her inclinations for the world; it was she who supported him in the fight, very bitter at times, against difficulties of all kinds, all the more formidable as they are less perceived; she who generously encouraged him to practice even the most painful virtues; finally she who made him such a valiant and sure guide in the always somewhat mysterious ways of salvation. 

“The RP Terwecoren, wrote us a person who had a very intimate relationship with him, the RP Terwecoren is so well characterized in the Précis of July 1 (1872) that even, after having known him for some twenty years, one does not can only say: "This Christian energy, this affectionate gentleness, this exquisite politeness, this elevation of feeling, this noble independence of character, it is indeed him!" Is it not, in fact, the combination of these fine qualities that made Father Terwecoren a friend as devoted as he was reliable, a guide as prudent as he was discreet and enlightened! For him, to oblige was a need of the heart; to render service, a sweet satisfaction. How he knew how to enter into the interests of those who trusted in him! He felt their sorrows, as his own. Also, to dissipate an anxiety, to console a pain, he spared no step authorized by prudence; and these steps he took with that gentle solicitude which betrayed the heart of a friend, with that delicate discretion which not only sought to efface itself, but which would willingly have declined even the right to recognition. 

“It's not too much to say that he spared nothing. All those who have ever had recourse to him know well enough that he did not count his moments when he could be useful. It was in vain that he was pressed by important affairs, one would have said that he had only to think of the one about which he was being discussed. This pious prodigality showed itself even in his correspondence: a necessary or useful answer was never expected. I say necessary or useful, because he never had any condescension for uselessness: it would have been a waste of time, he was holy to spare it, because Father Terwecoren was above all a man of duty, exact and punctual, I would say scrupulously, if he had not abhorred scruples at least as much as false devotion. It is certainly not too hard to call by this name the shortcomings of so many people, reputed 

to be pious, who attach exaggerated importance to certain devotional practices, without taking the trouble to satisfy the demands of their social position. One of Fr. Terwecoren's special cares was to prevent this reversal of the spiritual world. First of all, he had a marked preference for the ancient devotions, which had somehow become part of the customs of our country, and approved by the experience of centuries. As for the others, he showed great reserve and even when he happened to retrace their history in his Précis, it was less with a view to recommending their practice than to bring out the almost infinite variety of formed that zeal to glorify God and his saints can assume. He relentlessly fought against what he called sentimental piety; not doubtless that he proscribed the thrills of the soul which are one of the joys of our life - we would not find him to be praised if it were otherwise - but in the sense that he wanted the outpouring of heart, pouring out words of love, was accompanied by the generous performance of duty in the spirit of love. He preferred a young person to be submissive to her parents, gentle, humble, considerate and charitable towards all by virtue and most often in spite of her character than to see her overloaded with external practices of devotion while conducting herself in her own way. head, or according to his whims. Doubtless he had no objection to his penitents engaging in associations for good works; but he wanted this to be done not only with the consent, but of the free will of their parents or their husbands. Yet he did not grant it indiscriminately to everyone. He was very careful to examine above all whether the person who consulted him on this subject had enough fortitude to put himself above the frictions which are almost inevitable in this sort of society, especially when it happens that the nobility, often a little proud, found herself there mixed with the bourgeoisie, always very touchy. Naturally, this discreet conduct did not please everyone; it sometimes gave rise to petty jealousies, to bitter censures, to clandestine annoyances which the Father had the good sense to despise, resolved, with good reason, to account for his acts only to his superiors and to God. 

Since 1849, except for a very short interval when his presence was greatly regretted, Father Terwecoren taught catechism every week to the pupils of the Dames de Berlaimont. To acquit himself of this ministry, he was not satisfied with an ordinary preparation; he wrote down almost everything he intended to say, not that he read these notes to the children, but because he could thus be at the same time more precise, more exact and more practical. He drew from this preparation a double advantage; the first to regularly review his dogmatic and moral theology; the second to put more life and animation into the explanation of Christian doctrine, and to give more interest to this important element of education. One can regard as a proof of the success he had in this humble and hidden ministry, the eagerness with which his young listeners confided to him the secrets of their souls and allowed themselves to be formed by his experience. This new role was certainly not without grandeur. The father understood perfectly well that he had in his hands not only the safety of a great number of young people, belonging for the most part to the upper classes of society; but also the happiness of their families and the happy or fatal influence that one day they would exercise around them. He proposed above all to make them solidly instructed in religion, sincerely pious, seeking their happiness here below in the accomplishment of their duties, as far removed from scruples as from spiritual neglect. “He wanted an upright and sure conscience, we are told from this excellent house of education, and he neglected nothing to enlighten it, for fear that scruple would enter it or become fixed there. Hence this constant attention to reassuring too fearful souls. Thanks to his perfect tact and the authority of his words, he managed to calm all anxieties: usually he only said a word; but this word cut short all the difficulties and took away even the thought of returning to them. 
He did not believe that, as a general rule, a young person should settle on her state of life at the time of her pension. On this point, he was only conforming his opinion to the well-known conviction of one of his most esteemed colleagues, Father Boone, who had long instilled this principle in the Ladies of Berlaimont. “Also, adds the father from whom we borrow this detail, it is perhaps to their wise reserve on this point of the vocation that these Ladies owe the constant favor which their house has always enjoyed and the considerable number of excellent mothers of family that they had the good fortune to form. Once, however, Father Terwecoren thought he had discovered a religious vocation, with a firm hand and without hesitating before any human consideration, he encouraged, he helped to follow the call of the Lord. “His heart, we are told, suffered in these circumstances with the hearts torn by a painful separation, and he made himself the comforter, the brother, the friend of those who cried, at the same time as, like a second Providence, he accompanied in their career those whom he had been able to introduce into it.” 

It was indeed not uncommon for this excellent Father to meet his spiritual children of the past among the religious souls whose retreat he directed at various times of the year. We found him in his exercises as he always was in all things: clear, neat and methodical, sometimes to the point of excess. Everything he said in these retreats was written down in advance in substantial notes, collected from the best works or inspired by his own meditations. He feared nothing so much as producing only a parade effect, at the risk of leaving only a futile memory. He wanted the nuns without distinction to know better their duties and the reasons they have for performing them. He therefore addressed himself especially to the intelligence, especially in communities dedicated to the instruction of youth, convinced as he was that, if the affective way is the shortest way to go to God, it is often rendered impracticable. by the cares inseparable from active life, unless the intelligence constantly shows both the obligation and the possibility of surmounting all the obstacles which meet on this path. 

If Fr. Terwecoren's life had been spent exclusively in the employments of the holy ministry such as we have just recalled, no one, even in his order, would have had the right to reproach him for inaction or lack of zealous; and yet this was only the smallest part of his labors; I was going to say that these were its relaxations. His main occupation was the writing and direction of the Précis historique. For more than twenty years, he alone took care of all the details of the publication of a bi-monthly review; he surmounted by the energy of his will all the obstacles which he encountered in this career. A pious, moderate, modest publicist, Father Terwecoren had no other desire, as he said himself when announcing his work, “than to make religion known and loved by its splendours. “The history of the Church, he added, is dogma, morals and worship in action. To popularize this history, to put it within the reach of all intelligences, of all conditions, of all fortunes, this is the goal towards which our efforts will tend. To achieve this goal, the father began by publishing twice a month a small pamphlet in-18° which sometimes was an original work like the Opinions on the origin of the beguinages, sometimes did nothing but translate or even simply reproduce a work, the more often lost in large volumes or in extensive collections. To this category belong the extracts from Bergier, Scheffmacher, Cardinal Wiseman, etc. These beginnings give better than the continuation the reason of the title: Collection of Précis historique. This first series embraces the two years 1852 and 1853. With the year 1854 began a new series which the director announced in these terms to his readers: "The desire to be useful to the young people of our colleges gave the first idea of this publication. But the age and social position of most of our readers, the encouraging words addressed to us orally or in writing by several prelates of the Church and other persons of distinction: the subscriptions of LL. YY. RR. the Duke of Brabant and the Count of Flanders... all this warns us to rise a little higher. We will make efforts to respond to this tacit call, without however giving in to reckless confidence.” From this time the format was enlarged and took definitively the proportions of in-8°. 

This change had just taken place in the drafting of the Précis historique when the Crimean War broke out. Father Terwecoren had the good luck to find himself in correspondence with the Father of Damascus, one of the chaplains of the French army. The interesting letters of this zealous man gave an extraordinary vogue to the magazine which had the first of them. It was the same at various times with the letters of Father De Smet, and so many letters that kept us informed of the exploits and virtues of our brave Papal Zouaves. To these eminently useful documents to be preserved were added historical dissertations, biographies of saints and famous men, little treatises of piety, in a word, everything that was of a nature to interest Christians and to attach them more intimately. to their religion and faith. 

However, in the absence of General Tables, as this repertoire of historical facts grew, it became somewhat less useful since it became more difficult to find, in a large number of volumes, facts which had not been kept. only a vague and hesitant memory. It was necessary to think of obviating this inconvenience. Unable to take care of it on his own, owing to his increasing occupations day by day, Father Terwecoren had the happiness of finding, in the circle of his most intimate relations, a friendship as delicate as it was frank and devoted, who of this long and tedious work willingly took on the difficulties and troubles without claiming any benefits other than a remembrance from God. By good fortune, which we congratulate ourselves on since the death of the father, this gracious and intelligent assistance has never failed us. Thanks to him, we can through these Tables make better appreciate the work that Father Terwecoren had been directing alone for twenty years, when, in the month of May 1871, he was struck in the entrails by an illness that was to leave him no longer rest. nor illusion; which, day by day more intense, ends up becoming literally unbearable. In this ordeal, his virtue was not belied for a moment. On the point of receiving Holy Viaticum, he had the strength to address to the community gathered around him a few words which we have collected with respect: in their simplicity, they reveal the elevation of his soul; here they are: 

“Before receiving my Lord and my God, I ask forgiveness of you, my Fathers and my Brothers, for all the shortcomings that I may have to reproach myself with regard to you; pardon also for the bad edification that I have given you, especially perhaps through a lack of fidelity to my exercises of piety. I thank God for all the benefits He has showered on me, especially for having me born in the bosom of the Catholic Church. I want to live and die in this holy Church. I believe everything she teaches and I condemn everything she condemns. I thank God, above all, for having called me to religious life; this vocation has been for me the source of the graces that make me hope for salvation. I thank you all, my Brothers, and you especially, Father Rector, for the kind care and charity I received in the Company. I also thank the Blessed Virgin Mary, who has always been a good mother to me... I firmly believe in the real presence of Jesus Christ in the Holy Eucharist. I put all my trust in him and I hope that he will give me in his mercy the forgiveness of my sins, the grace to die well and eternal happiness. I love you, my God, from the bottom of my heart, and I sincerely regret having offended you. I also love my neighbor out of love for you. I want to love you always, O my God, and I want my last sigh to be a sigh of love... I am confident, my dear Brothers, that I will be admitted to paradise by the merits of our divine Saviour. When I am in the presence of God, I will pray for you all. You in turn, please pray for me so that I may make the great passage from this life to eternity in a holy way.” 

The moment of this great passage was not far off. On June 1, 1872, at 6 o'clock in the evening, the patient gave up his beautiful soul to God, or, to put it better, the indefatigable workman who had worked from the third hour of the day went to receive from the heavenly Father of the family the agreed denier, that is, the enjoyments of eternity. 

HPVANDERSPEETEN, SJ
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BRIEF OF HIS HOLINESS TO THE INDIANS OF THE COEURS D'ALÊNE MISSION. 

Dear Sons, greetings and apostolic blessing. 

The feelings of devotion which in the simplicity of your hearts you have expressed to Us, Dear Sons, have caused Us great joy: your pain at the sight of the attacks directed against the Church, as well as your love and devotion to this Holy Seat, are a striking proof of the faith and charity which is widespread in your hearts and which binds you closely to this center of Unity. This is why We do not doubt that your prayers and supplications, which ceaselessly ascend to God, will be of great efficacy for Us and for the Church, and we consider the gift of your cordial charity great and precious. And as the hand of God protects all those who sincerely seek him, We hope with complete confidence that your good works will obtain for you the necessary graces against the dangers of corruption which threaten you, and the spiritual help which you desire for your daughters. As for Us, certainly, we pray to God that he completes more and more the work of his grace in you and that he fills you with all his favours. As an omen of these favors and as a pledge of Our gratitude and Our paternal benevolence, We wholeheartedly impart to you the Apostolic Blessing. 

Given at Rome, near St. Peter, on July 31, 1871, 
the twenty-sixth of Our Pontificate. 

Pius PP IX. 

This Brief was sent to Father De Smet by the TR Father General of the Society of Jesus. 
“I had the honor, writes TRP Beckx, to give His Holiness an address from the leader of the Coeurs d'Alêne, supporting it verbally. His Holiness deigned to reward the zeal of his children. This brief is the first addressed by the Sovereign Pontiff to an Indian chief.” 

By communicating this precious document to us (letter of February 10, 1873), Father De Smet gives some details on the way in which he was welcomed by the Indians. “The Brief was addressed directly to the Coeurs d'alêne, of the Sacred Heart Mission, in the territory of Idaho. It was communicated on the day of the Assumption in five languages: first in Latin; then, in the Coeur d'Alêne language, in Kalispel, in Schuyelpi, in Nez-percé and Yakama. Each missionary read it to his own neophytes. All the tribes of the territory and beyond were represented at the solemnity. 

“Before the reading of the Brief, the whole Assembly formed a long procession. Twelve young acolytes, in surplices, torch in hand, took the lead. Then the missionaries, in sacerdotal robes, preceded the statue of the Blessed Virgin, placed on a throne under a magnificent canopy, adorned with flowers and garlands and carried by the four principal chiefs. A large band of Indian militiamen, in their finest accoutrements, surrounded the statue; then, in serried ranks, followed the whole multitude, devoutly reciting the rosary and other prayers. A high mass was celebrated, during which a large number of neophytes approached the Holy Table. 

“But who could express the feelings of all those children of the plains and of the Rocky Mountains, when they heard the words of the Vicar of Jesus Christ, of the great and infallible head of their religion, of the common Father of all who are united in one faith ? Oh ! do not imagine that the heart of the savage is inaccessible to noble and delicate emotions, or that it is not capable of reforming its fierce inclinations under the vivifying influence of the Catholic faith! Taught by the missionary, the rough and ignorant savage acquires with faith all the virtues which distinguish the true Christian. The Pope's Brief, with the apostolic blessing, will strengthen them in their good intentions. The feast of August 15, 1872 will go down in the annals of the tribes of Idaho .
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A MISSION WITH THE NEZ-PERCÉS. 

The dispersion of the Jesuits in Europe was favorable to the new world: the distant missions received reinforcements which they had been seeking for a long time. It is in this way that the German Fathers ¹ were able to effectively help the missions of Bombay and Ecuador, and the Italian Fathers of the province of Turin spread out in greater numbers in California and Oregon. This last mission cost a lot of labor before giving satisfactory results. We knew in all its details the painful life led there, in the poor residence of Saint-Ignace, in the middle of the Pends-d'oreille, Father Ignace Joset, Swiss by birth and Father Alois Vercruysse who, exhausted from fatigue , came to die in 1867 within his family in Kortrijk. What deprivations! What attempts to bring these poor savages to God! This hard work was shared and continued by other missionaries ², among whom we distinguish Father Cataldo, who attached himself especially to the Nez-Percé tribe. After many fruitless fatigues, this ardent missionary has finally given us more favorable news. 

¹ At the beginning of this year 1873, the German province of the Society of Jesus had about 200 members in the foreign missions. Its most important stations are those of Bombay, Buffalo, Brazil and Quito. 

² Last year, Father Guidi traveled from Tronchiennes to the mission of Saint-Ignace. We learn from his letters that he found two other Fathers and four Brothers there. Their establishment is situated in a smiling valley, on the banks of a river which descends from the Rocky Mountains. They occupy a house as miserable as those of the four other missions included in the same circumscription; but they have a larger church and, precious advantage! a convent of Sisters of Charity from Canada. There are around the Residence a thousand faithful, true faithful. 


Until now, one or another chapel had been built among the Nez-Perce and some children had received their first religious instruction, but the result seemed to be limited to a very small number of baptisms. Father Cataldo was even withdrawn by his superiors from the mission of Saint-Ignatius and sent to that of the Sacred Heart in the tribe of the Coeurs d'alêne; but in 1871 he made a new visit to his dear savages and he had the consolation of converting a young sick woman who promised him when dying to present to God the wishes of the missionaries in favor of this poor tribe. Now, this is what happened a month after the death of the young girl. 

Several chiefs of the Nez-Perce, meeting in council, decided to invite Father Cataldo to come among them, and they immediately sent him a deputation. The Father wrote to Father Giorda, his superior, and obtained a favorable response; but he was obliged to wait until spring. This delay was regrettable and all the more dangerous because a Presbyterian minister found himself in a position to hinder the apostolic work. However, they asked for prayers, they addressed themselves especially to the adorable heart of Our Lord, and, as we shall see, it was not in vain. 

In the month of April 1872, Father Cataldo set out, and he arrived fortunately in Lewiston. -- What an admirable change! The news that the Father has come spreads quickly; the savages come running from all sides, and those who some time before had shown themselves cold and indifferent come from several leagues to see and hear the missionary, to congratulate him on his arrival, to complain even of such a prolonged absence. The following day, a large number of savages throng around the church of Lewiston: they come, against all odds, to hear holy mass. But the church is too small to contain them all. The Father then told the chief of the savages to gather all his people, to ask them to wait: in a few moments, they too, after the whites, will enter the church, they will pray there, and they will hear the instruction. In the meantime, the Father celebrates Holy Mass for the whites; then he brings in the savages, and in their language he begins to recite the prayer. What was his astonishment when he heard all these savages responding together and aloud to the prayer he had begun! Who had come to teach them? Marvelous thing! it was the work of those few children who alone in time had been instructed by the Father, and who during his absence had taught others the Catholic prayer! After the prayer, the good Father instructed them on the necessity of baptism and he ended by promising them that on the following Sundays, before the mass for the whites, there would be a mass exclusively for them, so that everyone could attend the holy sacrifice. . 

The movement was printed, the grace was felt. From that moment the savages showed themselves confident, communicative, full of zeal. On May 4, several chiefs assembled in the presence of the missionary, and resolved to receive instruction and baptism. The next day, a Sunday, they came in large numbers to the church of Lewiston: they all attended, with admirable devotion, the holy mass and the instruction. On the 10th of the same month, on the other side of the river, the Father found almost all the savages encamped with their families; and he began to instruct them, from morning till night almost without interruption. Here too the good Father was surprised to see that everyone had learned the prayers through the zeal and apostolate of those few little children whom he had taught in the past. In this excursion alone, Father Cataldo gave 78 baptisms, blessed 14 marriages, and he had the good fortune to count, among the Nez-Perce, up to 97 Catholics. 

This success will not stop there. Already the news of the changes wrought is spreading among the neighboring tribes: it produces an auspicious sensation among the Tamburinai, or sun-worshippers; everything promises us, this time, an abundant harvest. We do not want to end this summary report without reporting a remarkable conversion, as told by Fr. Cataldo in a letter to his Provincial. 

On the 12th of May, I was called, towards evening, to go and baptize a little child, who was only waiting for this to leave the earth. I leave in haste, accompanied by a chief named Abraham Uyaskarit. He was one of those who had hitherto shown themselves very cold, I would say almost hostile, towards our holy Religion. He rarely came to prayer, and for the pleasure of hearing one of his daughters sing rather than in a spirit of devotion. I thought he would never convert. On the way, he said to me: "Black Robe, what shall we do?" -- Enough to ? I said. “From myself,” he resumed; I have two wives who love me very much and whom I love equally: I don't know which of the two to send back; I will do, however, whatever the cost, whatever you want. Only please consider that they are two sisters belonging to a family of sun worshippers. The one who leaves me will return to her parents with her children: she will never be Catholic, and she will be lost with them. On the other hand, I don't want to, I can't keep her with me; I fear the languages of others too much and above all I fear my poor heart. Robe Noire, save my soul, but do not lose those of my wife and my children!” I couldn't believe my ears; but I perceived that this time my dear Abraham had entirely surrendered to the grace which had pursued him for so long. I thanked God for it, and I begged him to enlighten me on the decision to be made. Then, turning to Abraham, I said to him: “Abraham, my dear friend, your name will not be useless, you will be a second Abraham. I thank God for your conversion, and I hope that everything will work out so that you can save your soul without losing those of your wife and children. Tonight we'll get the Chiefs together, and we'll decide what we can do. At this moment we had arrived at the lodge where the dying child was. I was happy enough to baptize him, and I returned home well consoled for the double fruit of this excursion. So the Chiefs are called together that very evening, they discuss, and it is decided that Abraham will retain the first of the two women; that he will send away the other, for whom a little lodge will be built, at a certain distance, where she can dwell with her child; and that Abraham will provide for them. Abraham, after having heard the answer, seemed very displeased: but then I related to him the vocation and the sacrifice of Abraham, to which I had alluded when I spoke to him of his name. I explained to him how he could imitate the generosity and obedience of this holy Patriarch. Abraham listened, but he felt the full force of the test and he struggled terribly with himself. As midnight approached, we were obliged to postpone the matter until the next day, May 13. After prayer, instruction and lunch, the Council of Chiefs meet again. One of them had the good idea to send for the woman who was to be fired; but the latter replied that, the sentence having already been passed that night, it was useless to hear it a second time. Another Chief comes out and manages to get her to come. A very large number of savages followed her to see the end of it all. When I learned that she was there, I turned to Abraham, and summing up the talk I had given him the day before, I urged him to make the sacrifice to God. The good old man was already ready for anything: so he gets up and wants to talk; but the pain cuts his voice, and he falls back to his seat, hiding in his hands a face full of tears. Everyone was moved, especially the woman; when after a moment of silence, Abraham, encouraged by me, rises again, and begins to tell the story of the Patriarch Abraham, applying it to himself: he exposes the full extent of his sacrifice, he showed what it cost his heart; but he added that he was determined to follow the example of the Grand Patriarch whose name he bore; and here turning to his wife, he exhorted her to accept, she also, her part in the sacrifice for the love of God and the salvation of her soul. In short, he spoke with such force and such eloquence that I have never heard such a speech. The chiefs and the savages wept. When Abraham had finished speaking, the woman said to him, “Yes, I will go; but where to go? With my parents perhaps, to lose me and my child, who love prayer so much, and who hoped to receive baptism soon? So I got up myself, and told her, “No, she wouldn't go and get lost with her child; she would stay not far from there, and would receive from Abraham himself the necessary to live. She then said to me: “No, it is not possible for me to remain here repudiated. I will go to my house, and when you come to our house to build a church, I will come with my child to live nearby. I pointed out to him that I did not know when it would be possible for me to build a Catholic church among the worshipers of the sun; that in the meantime, her parents would have corrupted her in no time. Then I begged her not to increase poor Abraham's pain; to go to the councils of the Missionary and the Chiefs, for the love of his soul, for the love of Saint Joseph and the Sacred Hearts of Jesus and Mary. She answered me: “Well, so be it! here I am, ready for whatever God wants of me. I have been very bad up to this moment, but now I promise to live as a true Christian. Tomorrow I will bring you my child; I'll beg you to baptize us both when we're worthy, and I'll do whatever you tell me." This indeed happened under the marvelous impulse of God's grace. 

* 
* * 

We have received recent news (February 10) from Fr. De Smet on these interesting missions. Conversions are numerous among the tribes of Idaho, especially among the Spokanes and the Nez-Perce. According to a letter from Fr. Cataldo, his church register in the Nez-Perce mission, from May to November (1872), gives the following result: conversions and baptisms 128, mostly adults; marriages 18; first communions 23. 

In respect of zeal and fervor, writes Father De Smet, the Coeurs d'alène prevail over all the other tribes; their piety is admired by foreigners, visitors or emigrants. A senior officer of the American army visited the mission: he was a Catholic: after having attended Holy Mass and received Holy Communion, he said to Fr. Joset, with emotion: "I will never forget those prayers and those hymns. . O Father! if you could keep your savages isolated... But that will be impossible for you and contact with the whites will spoil them. This, in fact, is the great danger alluded to in the Pontifical Brief. 

Joe. BROECKAERT. SJ
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OBITUARY. 

We announced the death of Father De Smet. Although the infirmities of the great missionary left us with little hope of keeping him for much longer, the sad news nonetheless deeply moved his many friends in Belgium. It is the same throughout the Catholic universe, or rather in all civilized countries. Let us recall here some biographical details: 

Pierre Jean DE SMET was born in Dendermonde, on January 31, 1801, of a very honorable family which provided the Church, the bar and the magistrature with men distinguished by talent and even more by the character. Like several members of his family, the young Pierre spent a few years at the college of Aalst, then entered the minor seminary of Mechelen. It was from there that he left in the month of July of the year 1821, in the company of Mr. Charles Nerinckx, Belgian missionary of Kentucky, for Holland, from where he embarked at Texel, on board the ship Columbus, bound for the United States. After forty days of sailing, he happily arrived in Philadelphia. 

It was at the Jesuit novitiate at Georgetown, in the District of Columbia, on the Potomac, that the future apostle of the Redskins received his apprenticeship in the spiritual life. Soon after, he studied philosophy and theology, until 1827, when he was promoted to the priesthood. His superiors then sent him on various missions: to Saint-Charles, Portage-des-Sioux, Dardenne, Saint-Ferdinand, etc. He worked energetically there for the space of three years. At this time, the Jesuits laid the foundations of their university in Saint-Louis. Father De Smet was sent to Europe on the business of his order, and to repair his dilapidated health. After staying some time in his homeland, he returned to America and devoted himself entirely, according to the wishes of his superiors, to the hard work of the missions among the Indian tribes. From 1838 until 1871, we can say that he was constantly preoccupied with the fate of his dear Indian tribes: sometimes he stayed among them, sometimes he left them, to provide them, thanks to the generosity of his numerous and pious friends, the resources necessary for the stability and development of the various missionary posts that his zeal had created. 

Nothing makes his work better known than his own letters, of which RP Deynoodt is currently publishing a beautiful edition. In reading these letters, one glimpses at the same time the qualities of the writer; but to fully appreciate his great character, one must have known him more intimately. 

Naturally serious, bold, calm, loving, Father De Smet was made to gain considerable influence over those around him; on the primitive nature of the American tribes, he exercised a sort of fascination. Delivered to grace, transformed by the love of the God-Saviour, and placed face to face with the needs and abandonment of the poor Indians, he became a prodigy of zeal, of devotion, of tenderness. Everything he did in the Rocky Mountains, we'll never know; but here, how often have we witnessed the sentiments which overflowed from his soul! Usually he was very calm, almost cold, and averse to sentimental demonstrations; but were he to speak of Flatheads or Hearts of Awl, to enumerate their needs, and above all to speak of the malevolence of the whites with regard to his children, oh! then he became animated, his voice veiled, his muscles relaxed, his eyes even swelled, and a tear could be seen running down his handsome face. In this state, he was eloquent and he interested all hearts in his dear missions. So that was the main secret of his success in Europe. In his many visits to Belgium, the zealous missionary obtained large alms for his Indians and, more importantly, more than a hundred missionaries, whom he led to America. How did he manage to succeed? He did not ask, he did not invite anyone to follow him; but he explained the state of his missions, he spoke of his children in Jesus Christ with the ardent love he had for them, he made them loved, and the rest followed. 

¹ To give an idea of the impression that his view and his simple words produced on the aspirants to the sanctuary, I transcribe a few lines that a Belgian seminarian wrote in his spiritual notes on October 28, 1860: "Yesterday Father De Smet we talked for half an hour. He is the first missionary in the world, he did us good. Here is a true apostle, a man dead to himself, speaking of his travels and his labors as if they were someone else, and doing so only to edify us.... How beautiful he is to see this venerable old man illustrated throughout the world, still subject like a child to the orders of a superior who is perhaps not worth it. I will return to America in May, he said, my superiors told me so. Yes, go, noble old man, our wishes will follow you with our prayers; work, you who have already done so much, work for those who, almost before getting to work, are already languishing in cowardly repose; work for me weak and without virtue. Or rather may your merits persuade me to also do my part in the vineyard of the Lord. Oh ! if I too could follow you; there is still so much good to do and so few workers! You have, you say, to evangelize a land comprised in a circumference of a thousand leagues, it is too much for a man. O my God, let your holy will be done in me; I submit to it and I embrace it, don't allow my cowardice to get in the way. But it's not enough feeling, you have to act. -- Fr. De Smet seems tired; his face is noble and very gentle, he speaks French badly, but his very carelessness gives pleasure. 


The most surprising side of this character was his shyness. I'm not just saying his modesty or his simplicity, but his extreme shyness. Let's get it though. To throw himself into the most adventurous undertakings, to oppose his Herculean strength to the most furious attacks, to meet even the most angry savages, even at the moment of struggle, he was bold even to temerity; but when it was a question of appearing in public, of speaking to an otherwise benevolent audience, he was the most timid of men. On one of his last journeys, being in Liége, he had agreed to speak to the people in the little church of Sainte-Catherine. When the day came, he seemed completely embarrassed. "I wouldn't dare," he told me; I couldn't say anything. “You will show yourself,” I said to him; you will simply say that you recommend your Indians. In spite of everything I could say, he remained undecided, or rather, at the moment of mounting the pulpit, I was obliged to tear him from his room and lead him to the church. He mounts the pulpit, he speaks, he recounts with that inimitable accent that our readers have known from him; it becomes animated, it no longer dries up; he would have spoken for three hours; and the audience was enchanted. 

The authority which Father De Smet had acquired over the Redskins offered a valuable resource in the often difficult relations between them and the United States. The presidents of the Union had understood this and they sent him more than once on an official mission to the rebellious Indians, in order to bring them to reconciliation and peace. For his part, he willingly lent himself to this peaceful intervention: it was the only means of stopping the American authorities for some time longer in their system of extermination. Poor Indians! If they must disappear from the earth, at least their zealous protector will not have had the pain of seeing this iniquity consummated. 

Fifty years had passed in this work: the apostolic man was about to be called to receive his reward. Since returning to the United States last year, he has languished; and already, during the month of February, he had nearly succumbed to a strong attack. Thus expressed Father De Blieck ¹ in a letter addressed on May 26 to the brother of the missionary, Mr. François De Smet, justice of the peace in Ghent. The patient recovered a little from this attack, but at the beginning of May he fell into a state of extreme weakness. "Soon," continues Father De Blieck, "a chill followed by a high fever, which returned periodically and which left us no longer in doubt about the approaching end of our dear patient." Such, however, was the moral force of this extraordinary man, that he continued to occupy himself with his dear mission, until death approached. I have before me a letter written in his hand, and in a still firm hand, to Father Deynoodt in Brussels: it is dated from the University of Saint-Louis, May 17, 1873 -- five days before his death. -- I extract the following lines: 
“I have just received your very dear letter of the 2nd of this month. Please accept my sincere thanks for all your kindness towards me. -- I have been in a very bad state for some time (a few business details follow). 

"Please excuse me, I can't take it anymore. I hope to be able to write to you shortly and at greater length. 

“My respectful regards to the entire community and pray for me. 

“Revea. Vae. Served in Xto. 
“PJ DE SMET, S.-J. ¹ 

A Belgian missionary who, as he says himself, has been a close friend of Father De Smet for thirty-three years. 


Let's go back to Father De Blieck's story. “Last Wednesday, May 21, he again received the last sacraments, and grew weaker until Thursday night, in the full enjoyment of all his intellectual faculties. Towards midnight, symptoms of approaching dissolution began to show themselves. The good Father was very peaceful and did not seem to suffer. He gave up his soul to the God whom he had loved so much and for whose glory he had worked so much, at a quarter past two after midnight, after having received the last absolution and the plenary indulgence in articulo mortis...» The the same day, May 23, the telegraph informed us of this irreparable loss. 

Today the news has spread everywhere, and North America resounds with regret and praise. On this subject the newspapers of all opinions have only one voice. Those of Saint-Louis naturally distinguished themselves in this manifestation of public sentiment. “A priest of the Catholic Church, said the Missouri Republica of May 24, and a member of the Society of Jesus, Father De Smet was known and revered by all, Protestants and Catholics alike. 

“The world is losing in him one of the most indefatigable and enterprising missionaries of Christian civilization.... If he did not achieve all that he had believed possible, at least he gave a great example of what a deep conviction can do to fight against obstacles deemed insurmountable.... The heroic exploits of this great missionary will live long in the memory of humanity. -- To an indomitable will, he united a charming simplicity of character which won all hearts for him. If he willingly put himself within the reach of children and savages, he knew how to converse no less well with kings and princes, with letters and scholars. 

We would find similar testimonies in the Globe and in the Times of St. Louis; but these extracts suffice to give some idea of the popularity which the name of Father De Smet enjoys in the United States. These feelings had the opportunity to occur on May 24 at the funeral celebrated in the church of Saint François-Xavier. We borrow the principal details from the Missouri Republican of Saint-Louis. 

The church was invaded early by the key people of Saint Louis and by people who had come from afar to pay their last respects to the apostle of the Indians. Curiosity had the least part in this eagerness: it was an audience of mourners, perfectly in harmony with the severe decoration of the church. 

At the head of the clergy of the city and the surrounding area was the bishop of Saint-Louis; among those present were several generals and other senior officers, and there were people from Cincinnati and even further afield, such as Father Coosemans, rector of the Chicago college. Father Van Assche ¹ sang the Holy Mass, Mgr Ryan, Bishop of Saint-Louis, absolved him, then ascended the pulpit to pronounce the eulogy of the deceased. He presented him as another Onias and applied to him the portrait of this high priest as found in book II of the Maccabees ². This eulogy, necessarily improvised, but issued from a heart touched in its dearest affections, caused tears to flow and sobs to burst. The prelate particularly insisted on the missionary's love for his Indians; he recalled his answer to someone who asked him how he could go to such trouble for savages! "Savages ! exclaimed the Father, eh! I have found more savages in our populous cities than in the mountains and deserts of the Far West.” 

¹ Father Josse Van Assche de Saint-Amand, one of the six young Belgians who left in 1821 with Mr. Nerinckx. He and Fr. Felix Verreydt, from Diest, are the only survivors. 

² The text is not quoted in the summary we have. Probably it is the one found at ch. XV. 12. Virum bonum et benignum, verecundum visu, modestum moribus 


The ceremony lasted three hours. The remains of Father De Smet were taken to the novitiate of Florissant where they are placed next to the remains of Fathers Verhaegen, Elet and Smedts, his first companions. 

JOSEPH BROECKAERT, SJ
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Voyages to the Rocky Mountains and sojourn among the Indian tribes of Oregon, by Father De Smet of the Society of Jesus. Revised and enlarged edition by RPF Deynoodt. Brussels, Devaux. 

Two months ago, in a scholarly article in the Revue Catholique, Professor De La Vallée-Poussin described to us the natural beauties and scientific treasures of the Far West. He took us, following the explorers of the United States Geological Survey, through the snowy peaks of the Rocky Mountains, the valleys of the Missouri and the Green River, the gorges dug by the Yellowstone and the thermal springs of the Fire Hole River. “Of all the portions of American territory visited by order of the United States government, the most curious, he told us, is incontestably the zone of the Rocky Mountains which extends from Frémont peak to the source of the Salmon River ( Salmon River). The main merit of this country, what must be admired there, is the picturesque aspect of the sites and the diversity of the phenomena of internal origin which have shaped the whole region and which continue to give many signs of life. The result is a kind of mixture of the beauties of Switzerland with the beauties of Iceland. Here 

is a charming book that invites us to explore these same regions following an explorer of another kind. It is not the beauty or the richness of the soil or the teachings of geology that he seeks there; he is in search of the immaterial beauty of souls. And he finds it in these mountains and in the middle of these plains on which God was pleased to spread all the splendours, all the treasures and all the mysteries of his creation. One of the first savages to whom the missionary addressed himself made this admirable confession: "When I was young, and even well into old age, I was plunged into a profound ignorance of good and evil, and no doubt I must have often displeased the Great Spirit. But whenever I recognized that something was wrong, I immediately banished it from my heart. Are there many Christians in our old Europe who can bear such witness to themselves? 

Fenimore Cooper has been reproached with idealizing his American savages too much; it was repugnant to our pride to see ourselves surpassed by these heroes of the new world. However in this point Fenimore Cooper does not exaggerate. The admission of this is quite humiliating for us, children of a very advanced civilization. Yes, in matters of probity, of proud and independent energy, of fidelity to one's word, of constancy in friendships, the Redskins, the Flatheads and the Pend d'Oreilles can teach us a great deal. 

It is therefore a happy thought, and we congratulate Father Deynoodt, for having taken over the edition of the Voyages of Father De Smet in the Rocky Mountains and in the Indian tribes of Oregon. 

Fr. De Smet is well enough known in our country, but what is not enough is the detail of his work and his apostolic successes. -- On March 27, 1840, on the banks of the Green River, Father De Smet met his "dear savages" for the first time, the Flatheads and the Ponderas who had come to meet him. “Black Robe” said the eldest chief of these tribes to him, “Black Robe, welcome to my nation. It is today that the Great Spirit fulfills my wishes! Our hearts are heavy, because our great desire is fulfilled. Black robe, we will follow the words of your mouth.” From that moment Fr. De Smet belonged entirely to them. He became a hunter with them, following them in their races, eating like them and conforming to their habits to lead them more surely to change them. He has not left them since, except to come and seek collaborators in Europe. We saw him last year, in spite of the failings of age and profoundly impaired health, barely recovering from a fatal illness, hastening his farewells and his departure and resuming for the fourteenth time the crossing of the 'Atlantic. “I don't want to be surprised here, he told us, I want to die among my savages. The 

Voyages to the Rocky Mountains recount in great detail this somewhat adventurous life, often full of dangers, always generous and devoted. We see the missionary of Jesus Christ and of civilization at work. His first concern is undoubtedly to make the Great Spirit known and loved, but he is not the only one. The favorite plan of Father De Smet has always been to introduce among the Indians a taste for agriculture, to tear them away from the wandering life and the habits of idleness which it engenders. "Cruce and aratro" was really his motto. Hence the eminently social character which he attaches to his work; hence also that double religious and political influence which he exercises so powerfully over these nations. It has not been forgotten that in 1858 and several times since then, when the United States found no other resource against the exasperated tribes which their administration had driven to revolt, but this dreadful project of general extermination which to shudder Europe, Father De Smet intervened and by his advice pacified the tribes which the American army would have annihilated, but would not have tamed. 

This is enough to say the interest that this book must inspire. By the very nature of the subject it treats, it has the charm of a novel and the superior usefulness of a serious and profound book. 

Allow us one more thought. In reading Father De Smet's Voyages to the Rocky Mountains, we are reminded of the no less famous voyages of Dr. IVingstone in Southern Africa. God preserve us from desiring in any way to diminish the superior merit, the glory very legitimately won, and the religious sincerity of the Protestant minister. But if one wants to compare the two works, the reader will notice a striking difference. A thought, a real vocation dominates Doctor Livingstone: it is the scientific study of the country he explores, the discovery of Lake Ngami or that of the Zambese, the determination of the southern and eastern longitude of the highlights of his journey, etc As for the conversion, the moral improvement of the tribes through which he passes, there is scarcely any trace of this secondary concern in the middle of the 750 pages of which the interesting account of his explorations is composed. And yet, I repeat, Dr. Livingstone is sincerely religious and he is the envoy of the London Missionary Society. It is the scientist who travels and the missionary accompanies with great nonchalance. -- See, on the contrary, the stories of Father De Smet. Oh ! that it is the souls that form the dominant thought and the first love of the Jesuit! But science is not scorned. It already has its place in the missionary's first letter: the flora of Missouri is indicated there in detail. It is the missionary who travels and the scholar who accompanies. -- Is this not one of the thousand aspects under which the disastrous sterility of the Protestant missions presents itself? The sacred fire is not there. The thirst for souls even to the sacrifice of blood and life is one of the virtues reserved for the Catholic Church and one of the signs with which her divine Founder marked her. 

We would reproach ourselves for not mentioning the typographical care given to this new edition. Few books have been printed with this delicacy and luxury. It does great honor to the presses of M. Devaux. The work is accompanied by the portrait of Fr. De Smet engraved by MJ Franck after the painting by Mr. De Keyser, a view of Saint-Louis and a very detailed map of the countries visited by the missionary. 

We cannot recommend this excellent book highly enough. 

* 
* * 

Fr. Deynoodt at the end of the preface to this new edition said: “God bless Fr. De Smet for a long time yet to realize his generous designs!” This wish was not to be granted. After the layout of this article, a telegram announced to us the death of the valiant missionary. It therefore pleased God to call to rest from heaven this indefatigable worker, whose age and illness had cooled neither courage nor ardor. Oh ! how happy are those who can, like him, present themselves before the Judge with a procession of souls conquered to Jesus Christ and to the truth! 

We miss the details on the death of the revered Father De Smedt, but his life will be written, this life so full of examples and teachings. It is important that oblivion not pass over this glory. It is especially important that we can learn in his school how the apostles love and serve the souls redeemed by the blood of Our Lord Jesus Christ. 

MDK
 

	
 

	1873 - The eloquence of the whip.

	
THE ELOQUENCE OF THE WHIP. 

Many treatises, many volumes even, have been written on sacred eloquence. But have our learned rhetoricians exhausted all means of persuasion? and are their much-vaunted topics flawless? Certainly not; and if inventive genius did not try to make up for it, our poor savages of the New World would be much to be pitied, they whose simple and coarse intelligence is hardly in a condition to perceive the subtlety of our arguments. Among those who have distinguished themselves in this extra-literary part of oratorical art, the famous missionary of the Rocky Mountains, whose loss we still mourn, can justly claim one of the first ranks. Many times, while traversing the vast regions of Oregon, his ingenious zeal suggested to him admirable means, and of an efficiency which success has fully demonstrated. We can judge of this by the following trait which we have gathered from the very mouth of Father De Smet. Why can't we put into it the charming bonhomie with which he related his work! 

The zealous missionary had been staying for some time in a mission in the Rocky Mountains, the privileged theater of his apostolic labors. Aided by grace, his simple and ardent words had already won many souls to Jesus Christ, but although he was listened to and venerated by the greatest number of the inhabitants, not all were equally docile to his voice. A savage of this tribe especially, a fierce and haughty man, and feared by all because of his prodigious strength, bore an implacable hatred for the religion of the Great Spirit and its ministers. He had sworn to immolate the Black-Robe to his fury, and was looking everywhere for an opportunity to carry out his criminal project. A good Coadjutor Brother, living in the same mission, nearly fell under his blows. Met by the savage, he only escaped his pursuit by hasty flight. 

A few days later, the missionary had to leave to visit a neighboring reduction some leagues away. He sets out at daybreak, mounted on a good horse, and having no luggage but his breviary and his whip. He was walking peacefully, admiring the nature so rich in these regions, when, having arrived in a vast meadow, he saw our savage coming from the opposite end. What to do?..... Fleeing would be easy, but if the savage noticed it, he will soon have taught the whole tribe that the Black-Robe has fled before him and the respect and esteem one has for the missionary will lose. The Father therefore commends himself to God and advances boldly. No sooner had the savage seen him than, inflamed with anger, he brandished his ax and uttering his battle cry, he immediately rushed forward. The Father followed all his movements. Quicker than lightning, he leaps from his horse, and just as his adversary is about to give him the mortal blow, he strikes his wrist with such a vigorous blow that he knocks the ax out of his hands. The furious savage bends down to pick it up, but at the same moment the Father seizes him, knocks him down at his feet and holds him pressed under him. Agitated by fury and shame, the vanquished utters cries of rage, tries to free himself, but his efforts are useless. Then forced to recognize the superiority of his enemy, he calms down a little and his anger gives way to more peaceful feelings. He begs the Father to spare him, to set him free, and promises to be more respectful towards him from now on. Without letting go, the missionary promises him his forgiveness, but on one condition: he will tell the whole population himself that he has been beaten by the Robe-Noire, a very humiliating punishment for this proud character. and fierce. Despite his repugnance, it must come to that; but will he get away with it so cheaply? Oh no ! And it is here that the missionary is sublime in his eloquence. He knows that, without a sensible argument, the memory of the savage would soon have failed him: so, like a good missionary, he takes care to provide for it. He grabbed his whip and with an arm that the savage would have liked lighter, he administered a harsh discipline to him, which made him quite humble and quite contrite. This duty accomplished, he allows him to get up, and holding back the ax, he orders him, if he wants to recover it, to come and fetch it himself in a few days from the reduction. After which the Father resumes the path of his Mission and the savage that of his home, but with a much less bellicose air than he had left. 

The conversion was not done, but it was well prepared. To complete it, the counterpart of the first process was needed. 

Eight days after the event, the savage presented himself at the residence of the Mission and asked to speak to the Robe-Noire. The Father appears, and receives him with all possible marks of benevolence. He serves her a little treat and speaks to her with the greatest cordiality. The face of the savage, a little cloudy at first, changes imperceptibly, and an almost radiant air soon shines on his features. The Father takes advantage of such a happy disposition. He brings the conversation down to religion, demonstrates to his host the absurdities of his own and develops for him the mysteries of our faith. Grace second speech, the savage a second time confesses defeat, and asks earnestly to be admitted into the bosom of such an admirable religion. The Father promises him and they part as the best friends in the world. For eight days the catechumen faithfully follows the instructions of the missionary, is finally baptized with all pomp, and from then on becomes one of the most fervent Christians of the whole tribe. 
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	1878 - obituary - François De Smet.

	
On April 28, 1878 died, in Ghent, Mr. François De Smet, former justice of the peace. 

A worthy brother of the famous Jesuit-Missionary, Father Pierre De Smet, he understood that he too had a mission to fulfill: for 40 years he fulfilled the delicate functions of his office with integrity, intelligence and a tact that never wavered. 

He was in the seventy-fifth year of his retirement, and his robust constitution seemed to promise him many more days in the bosom of his excellent family: but the rest imposed on him by the resignation of his duties was disastrous to him, and a short illness took him away. removed from the affection of his own. But death did not take him unawares: he prepared himself for it with the courage and the simplicity which were in his character: he received the sacraments of the Holy Church with exemplary piety: he left her children, though sorry for her loss, edified and consoled by her holy dispositions. 

Lucid and firm spirit, upright and compassionate heart, faithful and generous friend, declared enemy of all iniquity, Mr. François De Smet is deeply missed. All those who knew him, friends and adversaries, unite to surround his memory with a sympathetic recollection .
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