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By BYRON BEALL.

ODAY s Memorial Day, by
act of legislature, as follows
“An act to establish a day to be
known as Ploneers’ Memorial Day
for sultable recognition to the de-
parted piopneers of the state of Neo-

Pioneers’

braska.
“Be it Enacted by the People of the State of
Iiebraska:

“Section 1 That the second Sunday in Juns
ir each vear shall be Known as Pioneers’ Memorial
DPay and the same shall be set apart for holding
suiitable exercises In the schools and churches of
the state, and when possible in the cemeteries and
over the graves of departed ploneers In recognition
i the men and women who served and sacrificed
as ploneers in the settlement of this great siate,
and that the present Inhabitants ang
eratlons may no! forget the zpirlt and the achieve.
ments of the men and women who settied
plalng and pralrles and established the institutions
which we now enjoy

“Approved April 15, 1913,

“"Lawa of Nehraska, f23, ehap. 171."

I have wondered If 1 might not assist in this
good work as & ploneer, by giving & chapter of ex-

future gen

thesa

1913, p.

periences with the Indlans, of =ay about fifty
Years Rgo.
At that time, 1860, we lived at the mouth of

Wood river In Hall county,

The Deadly Arrow.

A pathetic incldent happened. About twenty-
five mlles southwest of us the Sloux attacked
George Martin's ranch, shot two littla hoys of
Martin's, Nat and Roberl, who were riding a big
fine stallion, trying to get away from the Indians,
rMnning them together, they fell off the horse and
wera passed by, They both recovered. Then came
the terrible massacre at Plum Creek of an emi-
grant train; then the blg gtampede of the settlers
beginning at Boyd’'s ranch., About this time, an
old man whose name was Storey, a blacksmith whao
lived near James Boyd on Wood river, was killed
whila over north, Eway hunting oulfalo, The man
had a little time before bought a load of hay of my
father, Sopon a band of Indians came Into Boyd's
ronch from the north, about elght, and were taken
in charge by a lttle squad of soldiers stationed
there, who at once sal out for Fort Kearney with
them. They camped on an ialand of the Platte and
next day returned and reported that the Indians
escaped, but afterward admitted that they killed
tkem, This was base treachery, the Indians were
titen wronged,

In the year of 1883, three of us, were over to
the Loup river hunting and trapping, when at
night a war party of Sioux, with a bunch of stolen
horases, passed by close to our camp and traps set
for wolves, We trailled them for & time and then,
l'eing particular about the kind of people we as-
pociated with, packed up and went home, twenty-
five miles away. We found the whole country in
au uproar. We were supposed to be killed. The
Fawnees, who had lost the horses, were out in
great force after the Sloux.

Murder of Captain Smith.

The avent of which | now write, happened
filiy-two yeprs ago, the fifth of last February, in
the year of 15862, Up to this time we hiad llved in
cvr settlement in peace with the Indians, but upon
the above date ocourred an incldent that threw our
little settlement into a fever of excltement and
clothed two families in mourning. On that day
Csptain Joseph P. Smith with his two sons, Charles
and Willle, aged 5 and 11, with a four-horse aled,
and Alexander Anderson, a neighbor's boy, 14
years old, with a two-horse gled went to the Platte
river [our miles from Wood River, their home, and
were all murdered by the SBloux, a small party who
were out on a horse stealing expedition, They had
been gone about two hours from home when Mr.
Apnderson, the father of the murdered boy, went
dcwn to the woods for a load of wood where, on a
channel of the Platte about twenty feet wide, he
fuund Mr., Smith with & boy on each side of him
down on the ice, shot to death with arrows. Little
Willle wis not quite dead-—he at once wheeled his
team about and with the agony in his heart of a
father who knows that a dear boy has been crually
murdered, whom he sent away that moroing with
a father's kiss and blessing. He drove home and
gave the alarm, Swift riders went up and down
the road and soon a little party went to the woods
fu find the Anderson boy. He had run for 100
yards up the channel of the Platte before
killed. The party put the four bodles on the sleds
ard returned home, then pushed on after the ln-
dians. But they were poorly armed and but a few
of them, and a light snow began to fall, covering
the Indian trail, so they turned back,

belng

1 saw the bodles of Mr. Bmith and the three
bovs after they were prepared for burial, The
sheet with which they were covered was drawn

down to their walsts disclosing their naked forma
which were plerced time wnd agaln with arrows
and spears. I shall never forget that sight, 1 cer-
lainly deaire not to see such another. Sadly we
lowered the four colfins into one grave under an
elm tpee on the bank of Wood river, It was such
elghts as tLls that go greatly embittered the
people of that time agalnst the Indiane

white

Very Strange Dream.

| wish to relate two dreams, and will some of
the wise wen of the grea: universities about Lin-
cvln glve thelr interpretation. On the nlght pre-
cuting the death of these four persons. Mr, and
Mrs. Anderson, parents of the 14-vear-old boy who
was killed, each dreamed that thes four cof-
fins. 8he related her dream after getting up, upon
vwhich her busband who had dreamed the same
ghing remembered his own. But belleving his wife
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t» be superstitious, and thinking 1t would troubl
her, sald nothing of+it. In two days they saw foul
coffins, and In one of them was the sweet upturned
fece of the boy who was relled upon as the staff of
tirair declinilng years. The light had gone out of
tieir household and In fts stead had come & great
gorrow that cast Its shadow nacross thelr hearth-
sione filling thelr hearts and Lhome with chill and
gloom and darkness,

Regulars Made Indians Laugh.

Meantime John Talbot of Dobytown, a lttle
village two milea west of Fort Kearney, with a
small company of settlers captured fourtegn Sloux
a little way east of the forl, and thinking them to
be the murderers of Smith, took thgm to the fort
and gave them up to the :nilh:kry The com-
mander turned two of the Indlans loose, with in
siructions to go to the Indlan camp and say that
unlese the murderers of Smith were promptly de-
Livered up to him with the stolen horses, he would
hang every mother's son of the twelve remaining
Bloux, The Indians went away and soon returned
with & message that unless the twelve prisoners
were sel free at once that there would be some
dead white men ere long in that section. And now
in the face of his threat and the fact that he had
the twelve cutthroats in his power, and the regu
lers back of him, with Iron nerve he promptly set
them all free. Of course the noble red man could
enjoy a joke like this, and the guffaw they sent up
when thelr companions returned doubtless
the woods and flelds ring.

made

An Old Time l’lalnlml;l.

Upon the death of Captaln Smith, Fred Evans
nmounted ones of his swiftest horses, and he was
roted for having the fastest horses and for belng
tle bardest rider in central Nebrasks, and strap
p'ng on his six shooters, rode with hot haste to
Fort Kearney to Inform the commander of the
post so that he might get his soldiers al once upon
the trall, But that worthy did not purpose to risk
Ihis precious carcass upon any such effort and
ceolly Informed Evans so, which had the effect tg
chuse the plainsmas 10 bofl over with wrath, and
ty denounce the captain us & coward, which truth-
ful effort nearly got him in the guard house, But
Uvans' work was not wholly lost, as 8 company of
soldlers was sent out, which went a lttle way up
Wwood river but soon returned

Up to this date the wily Sloux had sluded botk
the seldiers and the settlers, committed & number
of robberies and murders and got away with
hardly the loss of their usual sleep. But now a
new enemy appears, as cruel, as cunning, and as
riepld riders ns themselves, the Pawnees. | think
1" was some Ume In March that ¢ company of Paw-
nees, out for horses and scalps among the Sioux,
overtook a band of them on Wood river and in one
ol the terrible blizzards of that tlme attacked Lhelr

eamp and killed all of them but one.

They re
turned in triumph bringing the vet bloody scalps
with them and stopping at the widow Smith's told

her they had avenged the death of he. boys and
Fusband by taking the seslps of their slayers
which they showed. This to them would have been
solld comfort; but it did pot sufy her and Naoml-
like, her widow heart turned to the home of her
Youth and it was not long untll she and* her re
malning children with her nelghbor, Anderson, re-
turned to Indinaon,

When Certificates No Good,

While o & general way there was pence be-
tween the Indlaps and whites at this time, you
could never be quite sure what an Indian would do
il you met him alone, | was encamped with three
teams on the banks of the Platie, miles from any
house In May, 1861, There were five of us, two
young women on their way west, and (wo men who
were hauling my father's goods to Wood River. All
of & sudden we were surrounded by & war party
0f Cheyenne Indlans, numbering, 1 judge, about
120, they had just come [from & fight with the
Pawnees where they had been roughly bhandled and
were not as a result, full of that spirit of brotherly
love that ought (o mark a Christlan; this | soon
saw and when they pulled cu!l papers which nearly
all Indians carried stating that they were "good
Indians, ete,,” and to give them flour and meat
and sundry other things, my plan was to give them
enything they called for, that nothing we had was
too rich for them, and so we contributed to thelr
wants with a generosity that was by no means
beartfelt. They bad one new scalp and sald they

"
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a savage wilderness {o a
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to the stirring e
deuts that marked the days when In
dian hordes roamed at will over the
plains of the Platte river country, car
rving terror to the settlers by their
ruthless  outragces. Some of  these
events nre here reconntod 1‘} .\l 1. Beall
a8 a sort of greeting to the Ploneers
of Nebraska on this Pioneer Memo
rial ay

had taken six; they soon departed when 1 found
that whila we were reading thelr certificates of
good charpcter, they had stolen & fine palr of my
blankets from the wagon, This teaches us, 1 think,
that we ought oft times Lo watch as well &8 pray,
spd thar testimonials of good character are not
certaln evidence of its possession,

Fioneers Biampede.

Just about thig time the Indians surprised at
Plum Creek, pn emlgrant train, and massacred
nearly all of them; o hig stumpede of settlers fol-
lowed as one of the results, My wite, who has
lived In Nebraska [ifty-six yesrs and lived then at
Beatrivce, sald that the runaway extended to her
people ang home. Many running away up on the
Viood river where 1 Hyved, We waere at supper, |
think, & man rushed in from the road and
velled, "The Indians are coming, get out of here,”
the road was full of
tenms, and a string of them coming, all of the set
There was pno time to

when

We went lo the door and
ters west of us for miles,
Investigate; If we stayed woa woiuld be mlone, so
hastily gathoering up a few things we bhitched up
a tleam and Joined the crowd. One wrilter says of
this exodug: “"The residents along the Pluatte from
the mountalps o Omaba were panic stricken, and
even Omaha trembled at the reports of the thou-
sands of Indians on thelr way down the Platie,.”

We went that night to the German settlement
elght miles east and camped. The Germans re-
malned and Willlam Stolley bullt a fort 24x24 out
of logs apd others put up a sod fort aboul Lan feet
high aroupnd Koenig & Wieba's store, but on we
went to Columbus; thers we halted., Oune writer

BaYn of ue londed

liarses,

“"Heavy wagons of goods,
people on foot, and
horseback crowded down the valley In
ofie solid mass of confusion and hurry.” A falrly
vorrect pleture,  But from Columbus, Fred Evans,
nI.\\ A¥e among the coolest heads, organized a small
party and mounting swift horses and heavily
armed weont back to find putl the true situation.
The danger was not so great as feared, and befors
leng mort of us returned, although many never re-
turned

Right here | wish 1o call the attention of good
old Dir. Bixby of the State Journal, to my attitude
toward war In that early day. By the way 1 wish
tu ask, In passing, why the dear man l# so flerce
ard warlike toward the preachoers, and so loving
townrd the Mexleans” He loves excliement too

droves of cuttle and
people on

well, His late posm, chaste, tender, full of pathos,
I think shpws this It Is entitled, "Give Ma a
Thrill, Mister, Give Me a Thrill.,” With great

beauty, he sars

1 have grown weary (n body and mind.
Tired of this dally monotopous grind
Smooth flows life's current from summer to fall,
Winter and spring no excitement at all,
What iz a story of exeltenmiant or flood,
When in my heart | am thirsting for hlood?
), the aweel yearning to cripple and kill—
5ive me a thrill, mister, give ma a thelll.”

Had the dear man  been
viars ago, riding a bucking bronche down the
Fiatta valley, breaking all speed limits at every
Jump, he would not have needed to bawl, “Glve ma
a thrill, mister.” He would have had it all right.

I warn that dear brother that a day of judg-
ment 18 coming for him because of his persecution
of Nebraska préachers. But my attitude toward
war, | admit freely that I ran away, and that {f
anyone got away faster than I, he must have been
going some. But, there was o reason. [ was then
tco young and glddy. | beg also, to eall the atten-
tion of that sainted man to the fact that | am not
in the Mexlean war very deep, again, here is &
reason. | am now oo old and fat

with me Mfty-twe

A Decoy to the Death.

I have written of these early expariences with
the Indiansg an they were common In most settle-
ments, and show pome of our trials, But kindly
read my last [ittle story I had & someawhat aotive
part In . | wish to note an (ncident oceurrlng on
the fourteenth of June, 1860, or just forty-five
years ago today, On the night preceding., a party
ol Bloux waded across the Platte at the foot of
Grand Jeland, (en miles east of the clity, and stole
two horses, one of them a valuable stalllon. They
stood the horses In plain sight on the southern
bunk, about one mile away. John l. Martin, thelt
owner, sent two Young men, William BShoulders,
who had worked for me, and John SUftard after
them, supposing the horses had simply strayed,
while he watched them frem the north bank. When
thay got within twenty feet of the southern bank
whera the water was about up to thelr breasts, and
running so awliftly that they could do little morae
than keep on thalr feel, the Indians arose and
fired, then rode Into the water and scalped the
boys pearmitting them to float away, A #lmple de-
coy to the death, My clalm was within less than
two miles and within an hour about 100 of us wera
on the bank. It was resolved to form a party to
go over to see If wa could find the boys. But the
Indinns might be walting for Jjust this, It was
gimply alarming to find that so many of the erowd
could not swim, others were In such delleate
health. John Myers, who now Ilives In Custer
county, gave It out cold that he had not lost anv
ludiane and did pot propose to hunt for any, At
Inst four of us volunteared to go, Hen Hurley, two
others and myself. We approached the south bank
with great caution., HEach one of us was a good
shot and carried a six-shooter In his hand, pre-
sented and cocked with his finger on the trigger.
We ascended the bank and just op the other side,
within thirty feet was & campfire, the ashes yet hot
and by lts slde the scalp of Willlam Shoulders
whirh must have bheen dropped. We called out
their names and went down the river a little way
but no volce returned an answer, they were stiil
forever, We returned and the scalp was handed
to Martin, who turned pale and gasped for breath.

A Fond Good Rye,

Plonears of Nebrasda adieu.  ‘We shall, it 1s*
not Mkely, ever all meet again, even In this in-
formal way over & newspaper, Some of us, It may
be, by the next Memorial and Ploaeer's day, will
have passed over o the other aide. It is likely
tlat some are getting old. Remember we ware be-
fcre the G, A. R. men. Indeed if it had not been
for us, there had not bheen any stals to fight for,
My last word ls, kesp your hearts voung, let the
man of Calvary Hve in them. Look &t vyourself,
and then your good wife and children, and then
say with the poet

“] am not old—1 cannot be old,
Though tottering, wrinkled, and gray;
Though my eyes are dim, and my marrow Is cold,
Cull me not old today,
For sarly memorles round me throng—
Old times, and manners, and men—
As | look behind on my journey so long
Of three score miles and ten.

I look behind, and am once more young,
Buoyant, and brave, and bold,

And my heart can sing, as of yore it pung,
Before they called me old,

I do not see her—Lhe old wife there—
Shrivelled, and haggard, and gray,

But | look on her blooming, and soft, and falr
As she was on her wedding day.

I do not see you, daughters and sons,
In the likenesa of women and men,

But 1 kiss you now as | kissed you once,
My fond Mttle oblldren then.

And as my own grandson rides on my knee,
Or plays with his hoop or kite,

! can wall recollect | was merry as he—
The bright-eyed littie wight."”

But beloved Ploneeras, with teaurs In my eyes
and a choking sensation In my throat, agaln 1 say
Adieu! My heart goes Into this Jittle verse:

“God be with you till we mest again,
Keep Jove's banner floating o'er you.
Emite death's threat'ning wave before you,
God be with you till we meat again.”




