

	With Lewis and Clark
	




Peter Goes Aboard



Little White Osage  did not understand the words, but they were said with a laugh. He could only stare.



Two, were these United States men. The one who had spoken was short and broad and quick,
like a bear. He had a lean freckled face and shrewd twinkling grey eyes. He wore a blue
shirt, and belted trousers, and boots, and on his head a wide-brimmed black hat. Leaning
upon a long-barreled flint-lock gun, he laughed.



The other man was younger—much younger, almost too young to take the war path. He
was smooth-faced and very blue-eyed. He wore a blue shirt, too, and fringed buckskin
trousers, and moccasins, and around his black hair a red handkerchief, gaily tied.



But as his hair was black, he could not be one of the chiefs. The short man's hair was not
black, but it was the color of wet sand—and so he could not be one of the chiefs.



Now the young warrior spoke and his voice was sweet.



"Who are you, boy?"



This Little White Osage did understand. The words penetrated through as from a distance.
There
had been a long time since he had heard such words. His throat swelled to answer.



"Boy," he stammered.



"I see. What boy? Oto?"



Little White Osage shook his head.



"Missouri?"



Little White Osage shook his head.



"'Maha?"



Little White Osage shook his head more vigorously. "What tribe, then?"



Little White Osage struggled hard to reply in that language. But his throat closed tight.
The young warrior was so handsome and so kind, and the broad warrior was so homely and so
alert, and he himself was so small and so full of hopes and fears, that he choked. He
could not speak at all.



"See what you can make out of him, Pat," bade the young warrior. "He seems afraid of me.
But he understands English."



"Faith, now," drawled the bold warrior, "sure, mebbe he's wan o' them Mandan Injuns, from
up-river. Haven't they the eyes an' complexion same as a white man?" And he addressed
Little White Osage. "Mandan?"



Little White Osage again shook his head.



"Well, if you're not Oto or Missouri or 'Mafia or Mandan, who be ye? My name's Patrick
Gass; what's your name?"



The throat of Little White Osage swelled. He
strove—and suddenly out popped the word, long, long unused.



"Kerr."



"What?"



"Kerr—white boy."



"Holy saints!" exclaimed Patrick Gass, astonished. "Did you hear that, George, lad? An'
sure he's white, an' by the name o' him Irish! Yell find the Irish, wherever ye go. An'
what might be your first name, me boy? Is it Pat, or Terry, or Mike?"



That was too much talk all at once, for Little White Osage. The man called George helped
him out.



"How can he understand your villainous brogue, Pat! Let me talk to him." And he invited,
of Little White Osage: "Kerr, you say?"



Little White Osage nodded.



"You are white?"



"Yes."



"Where'd you come from?"



"Oto."



"Where are you going?"



A boldness seized upon Little White Osage.



"You," he said. "Up big river—with 'Nited States."



"Oho!" laughed Patrick Gass. "Another recruit, is it? Does your mother say you might?"



Little White Osage shook his head. Somehow, a lump rose in his throat. "Mother?" What was
"mother?" That soft white woman, who away back
in the Osage village had hugged him and kissed him and taught him these words which
thronged inside him, must have been "mother."



"No mother. No f-f-father." He carefully felt his way. "Ken—Kentucky.
Peter—Peter Kerr. Go up river with 'Nited States." And he managed another word.
"Please."



"An' we set the prairie afire to call in the Injuns, an' here's what we caught,"
ejaculated Patrick Gass. "Peter Kerr, be it? Likely that was his father's name, an' he's
young Peter. Well, what'll we do with him?"



"We can take him back to the boats with us, I suppose," mused George. "But as for his
going on with the expedition, Pat, I don't know what the captains would say, or the Otoes,
either. He's from the Otoes, he claims."



"Ah, sure ain't he an Irishman from Kentucky?" reminded Pat. "An' ain't we Irish, too?
Mebbe we can buy the young spalpeen, for a trifle o' paint an' powder."



George didn't think so.



"I doubt if the Otoes would sell him. How long have you been with the Otoes, Peter?"



Little White Osage had been listening as hard as he could, trying to guess what these long
speeches were about. That last question, to him, awakened an answer.



"Always," he uttered, slowly. "First Osage, then Oto."



"Do you know where Kentucky is?" Little White Osage shook his head.



"No." But he pointed to the east. "There."



"Where are your father and mother?"



"There," and Little White Osage pointed to the sky.



"Do you know where St. Louis is?" 



"There," and he pointed south. 



"Do you know where we're going?" 



"There," and he pointed north. 



"When did you leave the Otoes?" 



"Two days."



"Why?"



"Me—white; you white. I 'Nited States." And Little White Osage stiffened proudly.



"Bedad, spoken like a good citizen," approved Patrick Gass. "Faith, George, lad, 'twould
be a shame to return him to the Injunsr—to them uncivilized rascals. Can't we
smuggle him aboard? An' then after we're all under way the two captains can do with him as
they plaze." His gray eyes danced at the thought, and he scanned George questioningly.



George's blue eyes were twinkling.



"I dare say that on our way up river we'll meet more traders coming down, and he can be
sent to St. Louis that way. But we're liable to be in a scrape, Pat, if we're found out."



"What's an Irishman without a scrape?" laughed Pat. "Listen, now," he bade, to Little
White Osage,
who had been attending very keenly. "After dusk ye slip aboard the big boat. Understand?"



Little White Osage nodded. They had planned something good for him, and he was willing to
agree to whatever it was.



"Slip aboard the big boat," and Pat pointed and signed, to make plain, "an' hide yourself
away for'd down among the supplies. Kape quiet till after the council, or the Otoes'll get
ye. I'll be findin' ye an' passin' ye a bit to ate. An' when we're a-sailin' up the big
river wane more, then yell have to face the captains, an' what they'll say I dunno, but
I'll bet my hat that Cap'n Clark'll talk the heart o' Cap'n Lewis, who's an officer an' a
gentleman, into lettin' ye stay if there's proof ye have no-wheres else to go." And
Patrick Gass chuckled. "Sure, they can't set ye afoot on the prairie."



There were too many strange words in this speech, but Little White Osage caught the
import.



"I hide," he said, obediently. "In big boat."



"Right-o!" encouraged George. "And if you're found, stand up for yourself."



"No tell," blurted Little White Osage. "Talk to 'Nited States chiefs. No tell."



"B' jabbers, there's pluck!" approved Patrick Gass. "Now, we be goin' to take some o' this
meat back wid us, but we'll lave you enough to chew on. You have plenty fire. 'Twas only
for signal to the Ink= to come in to council. We had no thought o''
burnin' annywan, 'specially a boy. No, or of burnin' me own coat, nayther, till I see the
wind changin'." He and George rapidly made up a parcel of the meat, blackened and charred
though the hunks were. "But we cooked our supper by it. Goodbye to ye. Chance be we'll see
ye later." With airy wave of hand he trudged away.



"His name is Patrick Gass. My name is George Shannon," emphasized George, lingering a
moment. "Yours is Peter Kerr. All right, Peter. Watch out for the Otoes, that they don't
spy you when you come in after dark."



"I come," answered Peter, carefully. "Oto no catch."



Away they hastened, toward the river. Standing stock-still, Peter watched them go. Good
men they were. They were white; he was white. They were 'Nited States; he was to be 'Nited
States, too.



He did not pause to eat now. He grabbed a chunk of the buffalo meat left for him, and
trotted for the nearest sand-hill. The fire had burned before him, and the earth was still
warm, ' but the sand-hills were untouched.



He drank, at last, from a branch of the Omaha Creek; and among the sand-hills he stayed
all day.



In the afternoon he heard, from off toward the United States camp at the river, a rumble
like thunder. It was the big gun! At dusk he saw a glow redly lighting the eastern horizon
over the river. Maybe the
United States were having a war-dance. At any rate, the man named Pat had told him to
come; this seemed to be the best time; and, guided by the glow, he hurried for the river.



When he had struck the river well above the camp, the boats and the beach were ruddy.
People had gathered about a huge fire. They were making music and dancing; and some were
white men and others were Indians: Otoes! Chief Little Thief had arrived.



Somewhat fearing, but very determined, Peter cautiously waded out into the water, and from
waist-deep slipping into the current silently swam down, down, outside the edge of the
firelight, until obliquing in he might use the big boat as a shield. With his hand he felt
along it; encountered a rope stretched taut from boat to water. Wah! Or—hoorah, he
meant.



As neatly as a cat he swarmed up the rope and hoisted himself over the gunwale. Sprawling
in, he dropped flat, to cower in the shadow of the mast. A dark figure, with a gun, had
seen him—was making for him, from down the deck.



"Hist, Peter!" huskily spoke a voice. "'Tis Pat. Ye're all right. Stay where ye are, now!"



Yes, except for Pat, the sentry, all the big boat was deserted. There was a great time
ashore. Crouched panting and dripping, Peter witnessed, from behind the mast. The shore
was bright, the figures plainly outlined. There were the two white chiefs. Of
this he was certain. They had on their heads the queer hats; they wore long tight blue
shirts that glittered with ornaments; they carried the long knives, in sheathes at their
sides; the one was the chief with the yellow hair, and the other was the chief with the
red hair.



The 'Nited States were giving a feast and dance, evidently. Two of them were making music
by drawing a stick across a box held to their chins; and the others, and the Indians, sat
in a circle, around the fire, watching the dances.



It was now the turn of the Otoes, for they sprang up, and into the centre, to dance. Peter
knew them, one by one: Head Chief Little Thief, Big Horse, Crow's Head, Black Cat, Iron
Eyes, Bix Ox, Brave Man, and Big Blue Eyes—all Otoes except Crow's Head and Black
Cat, who were Missouris.



They danced. It was the Oto Buffalo Dance. The 'Nited States warriors cheered—and on
a sudden cheered louder and clapped their hands together, for into the centre had leaped a
new figure, to dance by himself.



He was the black medicine man!



His eyes rolled white; his teeth were white; but all the rest of him was black—and
he was very large. Assuredly, the 'Nited States must be a great and powerful nation, with
such medicine men, decided little Peter, watching.



Along the deck Patrick Gass hissed and beckoned.



"Here," he bade. Peter scurried to him. "Get down in for'd," and Pat pointed to the open
door of the forecastle or wooden house that had been built in the bows, under a higher
deck. "Stow yourself away an' kape quiet. Yell find a place."



Peter darted in. It was a room lined with beds in tiers from floor to ceiling: the white
warriors' sleeping-room. Clothing was hanging against the far end; down the centre was a
narrow table. Like a cat again, Peter sprang upon the table, scrambled into the highest of
the bunks on this side, and came to the far-end wall. The wall did not meet the roof; it
was a bulk-head partition dividing off the room from the remainder of the bows. Peter
thrust his arm in over the top, and could feel, there beyond, a solid bale on a level with
the bunk. He wriggled in over, landed cautiously, explored with hands and feet, in the
darkness—and stretched out in a space that had been left between the ballast of
extra supplies and the deck above. Good!



That warm August night the "'Nited States" men of Captains Lewis and Clark slept on the
sand, in the open air, by the river; and in the tent of the captains slept Chief Little
Thief. But Patrick Gass, when relieved from guard duty, slept in the forecastle, near
Peter—that being, as he yawned, "more convanient."






Back Across the Mountains



Traveler's  Rest Creek, at last! But Pat's "ten days" had lengthened into twenty, for this was June
29.



There had been good reason. To be sure, the Kamass Prairie had been found all abloom with
the kamass, so that the host of pale petals had made it look like a lake. The wild roses
were in flower; the ground squirrels were busy, and supplied tender tidbits. But when the
company tried to climb they encountered snow fifteen feet deep, covering the grass and the
trail, and the air was that of winter. Game was very scarce.



The captains shook their heads, and called a council of the company.



"We can't go on in this fashion, men," said Captain Lewis. "Already we're short of food,
and so are the horses. Even if we knew the trail, and could travel at our best, we've four
days yet until we reach grass on the other side. If we lost the trail, in the snow, we'd
be lost, too. So Captain Clark and I have decided that we all must return to the Kamass
Prairie, kill more meat, and see if the Nez Perces won't furnish us with guides. The snow
holds the horses up, and with experienced guides we can make good time. Failing of guides,
we'll try again, anyway—sending our best
woodsmen ahead to note the marks on the trees and to blaze the trail. But first,
Drouillard and Shannon will start back immediately, to the Nez Perce grand council, which
is now in session, and offer two guns for some guides. They'll join us on the prairie."



This sounded sensible, although everybody did hate to retrace steps. The going down,
amidst snow-hidden rocks and timber, was cruel work.



Drouillard and George Shannon were gone for almost a week. When they reappeared they
brought three young Nez Paces warriors as guides. Then a quick trip was made. The first
day out the guides set fire to the timber, in order, they said, to "make fair weather."
They led rapidly. They never missed the trail. Whenever the snow thinned, in spots, there,
underfoot, was the trail, plain to be seen—the great Nez Perce Road-to-the-Buffalo,
from the west of the mountains to the east. Even Drouillard and Sa-caja-we-a exclaimed
with approval of such accurate guiding.



All the old camps of the fall before were passed. The Hungry Creek camp, where Captain
Clark had left the horse hung up, and where Peter and Reuben Fields had supped on the
horse's head; the camp of September 17, from which Captain Clark had set out ahead to find
the Nez Perces; the camp of September 16, where the spotted colt was killed; the camp of
September 14, where the black colt was killed.



"Sure, I'm glad we're goin' the other way,"
remarked Pat. "I've no pleasant recollections of the first trip, when we were afoot an'
starvin'."



And the other men agreed with him.



On the fifth day the mountains had been crossed. On the sixth day the snow had ceased, and
the head of Traveler's Rest Creek was reached. On the next day, June 30, they hastened
down the creek, and soon were camped again at its mouth—the camping spot of
September 11, before!



"Here we are, back in the Missouri country, boys," cheered Captain Clark. "We've been
clear through to the Pacific and not lost a man!"



"An' nebber killed an Injun," added York. "But we mighty nigh had to."



"May have a fight yet," quoth George Gibson. "We ought to have met some of the
Oo-tla-shoots hereabouts. The guides are afraid to go on. They claim their friends have
been wiped out by the Pahkees or Blackfeet."



"Dey much 'fraid," spoke Drouillard. "Dey see de tracks of two Injuns barefoot."



As Peter himself knew, Indians who were barefoot were likely to be Indians in distress.



However, the captains did not appear to be alarmed. The news was spread that the company
were to be divided. Captain Clark and party were to travel southward, along this, the east
side of the mountains, get the canoes and other stuff where they had been hidden at the
first meeting place with Chief Ca-me-ah-wait's
Sho-sho-nes. Then half the party, under Sergeant Ordway, were to descend the Jefferson,
from there, with the canoes and other stuff, into the main Missouri and on to the
White-bear Islands camp at the Great Falls.



The other half of the party, under Captain Clark, were to cross eastward, by land, to the
Yellowstone River, and descend that to its mouth in the Missouri.



The Captain Lewis party were to continue eastward from this present camp on Traveler's
Rest Creek, and try to follow the Pierced Nose Road-to-the-Buffalo to the Great Falls of
the Missouri; there they were to meet Sergeant Ordway, and at the mouth of the Yellowstone
they all were to meet Captain Clark.



Now, with which party did Peter wish to go? The Captain Clark trip sounded very
interesting—down that Yellowstone River, where no white men had been. Sa-ca-ja-we-a
was to guide him, too, across country. But the Captain Lewis trip also sounded
interesting—all by land, through another unknown country, to the wonderful falls
again. On this trip there would be good hunting—and possibly the Black feet Indians.



The Sergeant Ordway trip sounded the least interesting, for it meant merely floating down
the same rivers that they had toiled up.



However, Peter was a soldier and had no choice. So he waited anxiously while the captains
made their selections. It was like choosing sides in the game of prisoner's base.



For Captain Clark: Sergeant Ordway, Sergeant Nat Pryor, John Shields, George Shannon,
William Bratton, Dick Windsor, George Gibson, Hugh Hall, Francois Labiche, John Colter,
the fast runner, John Collins, Tom Howard, John Potts, Baptiste Lepage, Alex Willard, Joe
Whitehouse, Peter Wiser, Old Cruzatte, York, Chaboneau, and the Bird-woman.



For Captain Lewis: Sergeant Pat, Joe Fields and Reuben Fields, Drouillard, the hunter,
William Werner, Rob Frazier, Hugh McNeal, John Thompson and Si Goodrich.



Then where was Peter? Nobody seemed to want him. But Sergeant Pat made a scrape and a
salute.



"Beg your pardon, sorr," to Captain Lewis; "but are we to lave Peter here till we come
ag'in?"



"'Pon my word!" exclaimed the captain. "No! He's to come along with us, of course. He's in
your charge, Pat, remember."



'Yis, sorr. Thank ye, sorr," answered Pat. And Peter was glad.



So the parties separated, Captain Clark to the south, and the place where the canoes and
goods had been left last August; Captain Lewis to the east and the Great Falls.



"Good luck, boys," was the final word. "We'll all meet at the Missouri. Then down we'll
go, for home."



The Pierced Noses who had guided across the mountains went with Captain Lewis a short
distance
still, to show him the shortest route along the Road-to-the-Buffalo. Before they quit, in
order to look for their friends the Oo-tla-shoots or Flat-heads, the captain gave them
presents of meat, and exchanged names with the leader, who was a young chief.



The young chief was henceforth to be known as the Long Knife, and Captain Lewis was to be
known as Yo-me-kol-lick, or White Bear-skin Unfolded.



It proved to be only nine days' travel to the White-bear Islands camp at the head of the
Falls of the Missouri, and during all the way not an Indian was sighted, although fresh
sign was discovered—." Blackfeet!" asserted Drouillard. "De Grosventres of de
Prairie."



"Those Big-bellies must be bad Injuns, I'm thinkin', by the way everywan's afraid of 'em,"
said Pat.



"Very bad," asserted Peter. For even the Otoes of the south feared the northern
"Grosventres" as much as they did the Sioux.



There had been plenty of buffalo, bellowing all the nights; but there had been a
tremendous amount of mosquitoes, too, which bit so that even the little black dog howled
with pain.



Now, here at the old camp were the "white bears," as pugnacious as before. One treed Hugh
McNeal and kept him treed near half a day, after Hugh had broken his gun over the bear's
head.



Nobody had disturbed the articles that had been left here last summer. Some things had
spoiled from
dampness; but the frame of the iron canoe was all right, and so were the cottonwood
wagon-wheels.



"Gass, I'm going to leave you in charge, here," said the captain. "You will wait till the
Ordway party come with the canoes; then you will move the canoes and baggage, by the
portage trail, to the foot of the falls, and proceed on down the river. I shall take
Drouillard and the two Fields, scout northward and strike the Maria's River, which I wish
to follow down to the Missouri. I will meet you at the mouth of the Maria's River on the
fifth day of August—if all goes well."



"Sure, Cap'n, do ye think three men '11 be enough for ye?" blurted Pat. "Ye're goin' up
where the bloody Big Bellies live. Give me Peter alone, an' take the rist. Peter an' I are
plenty for this camp, till Ordway comes."



"With Drouillard and the two Fields I'll stand off the Blackfeet," laughed Captain Lewis.
"Eh, lads?" And he sobered. "If my life is spared, Pat, I'll meet you on August 5. But if
you don't hear from us, you wait till the first day of September. Then if there's no word,
you will proceed on to Captain Clark at the mouth of the Yellowstone. Tell him that my
directions as commanding officer are for him to carry out our program and return to the
United States, for I and my party have been destroyed. He already knows that I have
planned this side trip to the Maria's."



Pat saluted.



"Yis, sorr. An', sorr (his voice was husky), I hope to meet ye safe an' sound at the mouth
o' the Maria's."



The next morning, which was July 16, the captain took Drouillard, and the two Fields, and
six horses, and rode away, for the upper Maria's River in the country of the Grosventres
of the Prairie.



"Well, boys," spoke Pat; "we're now siven men an' four bosses, an' we'd better be busy
fixin' the carts an' trainin' the hosses to drag 'em, ferninst the day when Ordway arrives
with the canoes. I've no fancy for playin' hoss myself, when we've got the Tale animals."



Nothing especial happened, except the mosquitoes, until the arrival of Sergeant Ordway and
party. One trip was made to the lower end of the portage, to examine the white pirogue,
and the caches; they all were safe. Harness was manufactured, out of elk hide, for
attaching the horses to the wagons.



Sergeant Ordway appeared at three o'clock in the afternoon of July 19. He had with him
Colter, Cruzatte, Collins, Potts, Lepage, Howard, Willard, Whitehouse, and Peter Wiser;
the six canoes that had been sunk in the Jefferson River, and most of the goods that had
been buried in the cache, when last August the company under Captain Lewis had set out to
follow Chief Ca-me-ah-wait to the Sho-sho-ne camp on the other side of the pass. Nothing
had been stolen or injured.



The Sergeant Ordway party had separated from Captain Clark and party at the Three Forks,
and had come on down without adventure. The captain probably was now on his way down the
Yellowstone.



"An' how were Sa-ca-ja-we-a an' the little spalpeen?" asked Pat.



"Fine and hearty. The Bird-woman said she knew the way to the Yellowstone. She'd been all
through that country, when the Sho-sho-nes hunted the buffalo."



When the canoes were loaded upon the carts, the horses pulled very well, for
buffalo-horses; but, just as a year ago, the rain and the mud interfered, the carts broke;
besides, Pat was taken ill; so that five days were required for carrying canoes and
baggage around the series of falls, to the old Portage Creek camp at the lower end.



One canoe was worthless, but the others were placed in the water; so was the white
pirogue; the blunder-buss or swivel cannon was unearthed and mounted in its bows, as
before.



"Faith, we're gettin' all our plunder together, wance ag'in," congratulated Pat. "An'
there's more of it, an' the red pirogue, remember, at the mouth o' the Maria's, where
we're to meet Cap'n Lewis. Do you be takin' the canoes down, Ordway, an' Peter an' I'll
ride by land with the horses."



The mouth of the Maria's was not far—fifty miles by river, according to Pat's
journal, written on the way up, but less by land. The Maria's, as Peter recalled,
was the fork of The Missouri where camp had been made while the captains debated which
route led to the Columbia. Captain Lewis had explored up the Maria's and he and Captain
Clark had decided that the other fork was the right channel.—the "true "Missouri.



Peter and Pat covered thirty miles this first day. They saw thousands of buffalo, and a
pack of wolves chasing an antelope. Pat shot an antelope, with his rifle, and Peter killed
a buffalo with his arrows; the next morning they killed, together, six antelope and seven
buffalo—which was all the meat that they could pack, although, as declared Pat, they
might have killed a hundred.



Shortly after noon they came in sight of the mouth of the Maria's. Sergeant Ordway's party
with the canoes already were there, and ashore.



"An' ain't that Brouillard, too?" exclaimed Pat. "Yis! An' the cap'n, b' gorry! An' the
two Fieldses! Somethin' must have fetched 'em back in a hurry. 'Tis only July 28; they're
a week ahead o' time."



He quickened his horse into a trot, and leading each a horse packed high with meat and
hides, he and Peter hastened forward to learn the news.





Seeking the Bird-Woman's People



The  was a series of five falls, said Captain Lewis, connected by cataracts; and in the top of
a tall cotton-wood tree on an island at the foot of the uppermost fall an eagle had built
her nest. The lowest fall was only five miles above the camp; but the boats would have to
be carried around all the falls.



Captain Clark took some of the men, to explore across country, from the camp to the head
of the falls, and stake the best route for the portage or carry.



A big cottonwood tree near camp was cut down. Its trunk was twenty-two inches through, and
cross-sections were sawed off, to supply wheels for wagons on which the boats should be
loaded. The mast of the white pirogue was brought ashore, for wagon axles. The white
pirogue was hidden in some willows, and a hole was started, as another cache where more
goods were to be left.



The men were told to double-sole their moccasins, because the prickly pear cactus grew
thickly all along the line of march. And hunters were sent out, to get meat and skins.



The captain had fixed upon a spot above the upper fall, opposite several islands, for the
end of the portage. It was eighteen miles.



"I dunno," commented black York, shaking his woolly head dubiously. "A monster white b'ar
done hab dat place already."



For York had been chased clear into camp by a bear; and when the captain had taken three
men and gone out to find the bear it had driven another of the hunters, John Collins, into
the river.



"Nice quiet place to camp," spoke Dick Windsor.



A quantity of the baggage and one canoe were loaded upon one of the little wagons, and led
by the two captains, the men ranged themselves before and behind, to haul and push. Away
they went, with the wagon jolting and creaking, and threatening to fall apart.



Chaboneau and York and Peter had been left here at Portage Creek to care for Sa-ca-ja-we-a
again. The Bird-woman had improved so much that she was able, to walk about—but
thereupon she had eaten a lot of dried fish and little ground apples (poinme blanc: white
apple, Chaboneau called it), which had made her ill once more and also had made the
captains very angry at Chaboneau and at Peter too. The Bird-woman was hard to control; she
thought she ought to eat, to get well.



In the morning Captain Clark came back down with all the men except Sergeant Pat, Joe
Fields and John Shields, after another load. The wagon had broken on the trip up, and they
had had to carry the baggage half a mile on their backs. They were very tired.



"Dat cactus so bad it steeck my moccasin to my feets," complained Cruzatte.



There was quite a bit of news, time to time, from the White-bear Islands camp, where
Patrick Gass and a few other men under Captain Lewis stayed to cover the frame of an iron
canoe with skins. The bears were bad. Joe Fields had met three at once and had been chased
into the river; had fallen, cut his hand and knee on the rocks and bent his gun.
Drouillard and Reuben Fields had climbed a tree, and from it Drouillard had killed a bear
with one shot through the head. The bear's nose was as large as an ox's, his front foot
measured nine inches wide, his hind foot measured nearly twelve inches long, not counting
the claws. That same night another bear entered the camp and carried away some of the
buffalo meat. The little black dog was kept busy all the nights, growling and barking.



"Dose islands full of bear," said old Cruzatte. "I never know bear so mean. Mebbe if we
don' go in dere an' clean dem out, dey eat some of us. I sleep on my gun de whole night."



"One good thing: that pesky swivel's been cached at the foot of the first falls," quoth
Robert Frazier.



"We don't have to lug a cannon around any more."



By the last of June all the stuff had been moved from Portage Creek. But there had been a
rain, making the trail soft; so part of the final two wagon-loads was dumped about four
miles on the way, and camp
was made, with the rest, at Willow Run Creek, two miles further along, inland from the
Great Falls.



In the morning everybody except Captain Clark, York, Peter, and the Chaboneau family went
back, with one of the two carts, to bring on the baggage that had been left behind on the
plain.



"Wouldn't Sa-ca-ja-we-a like to see the Great Falls?" asked the captain, kindly.



The little Bird-woman grinned at the Red Head's notice of her. He was, to her, a big
chief. Of course she would like to see the wonders of this medicine river that roared.



"I fink I like to see, myself," ventured Chaboneau. "I been so busy I see notting yet."



And that was so, not only with Chaboneau, but with others of the men; for the Portage
Creek end of the trail was!below the falls and the White-bear Islands end was above the
falls, and the trail itself cut across several miles from the river.



"We'll go over, while the baggage is being brought up," said the captain. "York, you come
if you want to." He surveyed Peter—anxious Peter. "Peter, I'll have to detail you to
guard the baggage here. You must be a soldier. I'll lend you my pistol. You won't need to
use it. But keep the stuff spread out to dry. We'll be back soon. It's only three or 'four
miles."



Away they hastened, the Bird-woman carrying small Toussaint in a net on her back. Watching
them
go, Peter gulped. Was he never to see the roaring falls? Still, he felt proud to be left
on guard, like any soldier.



How hot and sultry was the morning! All the landscape of rock and prickly pear and low
stiff brush lay smothering, and no sound was to be heard save the dull booming of the
river, unseen in the north. Peter sat down, in the shade of the baggage on the wagon.



Presently a black cloud welled over the crests of the shining snow mountains in the west.
More rain? Peter watched it vigilantly. It grew swiftly, and rolled into mid-sky. Peter
rose with haste and covered the baggage with buffalo hides again. It was a fearful looking
cloud, as it bellied and muttered, and let fall a dense veil.



On swept the veil, hanging from the cloud; under the wagon crept Peter. A moment
more—and whish! crackle! r-r-r-r-r-r! Wind! Rain! Hail! The air turned black! Such
wind! Such rain! But such hail!!



Listen to the shouts! See! The party sent for the baggage were legging to camp! They had
left, trudging gaily, laughing and gamboling and stripped to the waist, because of the
heat and the work ahead. And here they were, a confused crowd, heads down, naked shoulders
high, beating through the storm for shelter while the fierce* hail lashed their skins.



It was rather funny—and it was serious, too. The hail pelted like grape-shot; some
of the hailstones were
as large as Peter's fist. Ah! One-eyed Cruzatte was down. He could not see very well,
anyway, and the hail had knocked him flat and sprawling. Down were George Gibson and John
Potts, and Nat Pryor—only, all, to stagger to their feet and lurch onward again.



In charged the crowd, blinded and bleeding, to dive frenziedly underneath the wagon, or to
grab right and left for shirts and robes, and crouch, gasping but covered.



"I t'ought I was knock' dead," panted old Cruzatte. "Feel as though I'd had a lickin',"
panted William Werner.



The hail was followed by a furious deluge of rain. The sky cleared—and here came the
captain and squad. What a sight they were, not only drenched, but muddy from head to feet.
They had been caught in a ravine, near the Great Falls, where they had sought the
protection of shelf-rock. But in a twinkling the ravine had filled with water—a
rushing mass carrying stones and driftwood. They tried to climb. The water rose almost as
fast as they climbed. The captain and Chaboneau helped the Bird-woman. She lost her net,
but saved little Toussaint. The captain lost his compass and an umbrella that he had
carried; Chaboneau lost his gun and bullet-pouch and tomahawk. York was up on the plain
hunting buffalo, and although badly bruised, fared the best of anybody, except Peter. So,
after all, Peter was satisfied that he had not been along.
Willow Run had risen six feet, and now was impassable. Because of that, and the mud, two
more days were required, to take all the baggage into the White-bear Islands camp.



That evening, July 2, the captains ordered an attack on the largest island, ruled by a
king of the white bears.



"Sure, they're so sassy we got to tache 'em a lesson," quoth Pat.



But although the island was thoroughly searched, by all hands, including Peter, only one
bear fell. Drouillard shot him through the heart as he was charging, and he died without
doing any damage.



"Have ye seen the falls, boy?" queried Pat, of Peter, the next morning. Peter shook his
head. "Well, nayther have I," continued Pat. "I've been work in' too hard—an' so 've
ye. But with the permission of the commandin' officers we'll jest take a day off, b'
gorry, an' make a tour of inspection. We'll lave the other lads to finish the iron boat."



And inspect the falls they did, from end to end. It was a marvelous spectacle—ten
miles of rush and roar and spray and foam. The eagle was on her nest in the top of the
lone cottonwood on the island. The Indians at the Mandan and Minnetaree villages had said
there would be an eagle.



"An' ten thousand buff'lo!" exclaimed Sergeant Pat, surveying from the brink of one of the
falls. "Ten thousand graain', an' another thousand drowned in the rapids. Sure, they're
bein' carried down like chips."



To the south and west and north were the mountains, those to the northward snowy, those to
the southward more bare.



"An' those are the wans we have to cross, I reckon," sighed Patrick.



But the iron boat did not prove a success. After days of labor at 'dressing skins, both
elk and buffalo, and stretching them over the frame, and cementing the seams with a
mixture of beeswax, buffalo tallow and pounded charcoal, she leaked so 'that she had to be
taken apart again and buried.



So Captain Clark, with most of the men, went out in search of trees from which canoes
might be hollowed; and it was the middle of July before the expedition was fairly on its
way again.



"Faith, we'll be lucky if we reach the Paycific before winter," remarked Sergeant Pat.



The river led southwest, toward the mountains. It grew swifter and shallower, and was
frequently broken by islands. There were days of arduous wading, hauling, struggling,
sometimes in rain and hail, and again in the hot sun with the thermometer at eighty and
above.



The mosquitoesand flies bothered. The shores grew rougher, and higher, until at one spot
the river boiled down, 150 paces wide, through a gap in solid cliffs 1200 feet high, black
granite below, creamy yellow above. The channel was too deep for wading, or for the poles;
and the boats were rowed, a few
inches at a time, with the oars. This gap was named the Gate of the Mountains.



"I told you we'd find a gate," reminded Pat, to Peter. "Now what's inside, an' where be
the Snakes?"



For this was the Sho-sho-ne country, at last. The Sho-sho-nes were horse Indians. The
captains counted on getting horses from them, and leaving the canoes. The firing of guns
was limited, lest the Snakes should hear and be alarmed. Indian trails and abandoned camps
were passed. The snowy range of the Shining Mountains was nearer, in the west. Captain
Clark took Chaboneau and Joe Fields and York and John Potts, and set out ahead, by land,
to find some Indians, if possible.



Sa-ca-ja-we-a began to remark familiar places, where she and other Sho-sho-ne women had
been, before she was captured by the Minnetarees. Now little flags were hoisted on the
canoes, to tell the Sho-sho-nes that the United States soldiers were coming in peace.



"Soon de river make t'ree forks, Sa-ca-ja-we-a say," informed old Cruzatte, at the evening
camp after Captain Clark had been gone almost nine days.



"An' which is the trail then, I wonder," mused Sergeant Pat. "Sure we ought to be crossin'
the mountains before we get much furder south. It's near August, already."



At breakfast time the next morning, July 27, the crew hauling the leading boat against the
stiff current suddenly cheered, frightened the big-horn sheep
that had been following along the tops of the cliffs and peeping over curiously, watching
the strange white men.



"De Sho-sho-nes!" gasped Lepage, who was on the line of the second boat, wherein Peter
sat, fending with an oar. This was Peter's job, when the current was very swift.



"Hooray!" cheered the men all.



Everybody expected to see Captain Clark waiting with some of the Snakes. But the first
crew had not cheered because of any Indians. They had cheered because the cliffs ceased,
and now there extended a broadly-rolling green meadowland rimmed about with high mountain
ranges white and gray. The mountains closed in behind, on the east and north and west; and
the meadow lay before, on the east and south and west. All lovely it looked in the
sunrise.



First, a river came in on the left, from the southeast. While breakfast was being cooked
Captain Lewis, climbing a rocky outcrop on the bank of this river, saw, beyond, two other
forks—a middle fork and a southwest fork, where the Missouri again split.



"The Three Forks, Sa-ca-ja-we-a?" he inquired.



The Bird-woman nodded, smiling.



"We'll breakfast and go on to those upper forks, men," informed the captain. "We may find
word there from Captain Clark, as to which is the better. Sa-ca-ja-we-a doesn't know."



So they proceeded. But deserted lay the meadow-land.
However, at the juncture of those forks was found a note, stuck in a cleft pole planted on
the bank. Captain Clark said that the southwest fork was the better.



Captain Lewis ordered camp made a short distance up this fork, until Captain Clark should
return. Right glad were all, including Peter, to rest awhile; eat, sleep, mend the
tow-ropes and repair moccasins, and kill meat.



The Bird-woman was especially delighted.



"She say here on dis spot is where de Snake camp was surprise' by de Minnetaree, five year
ago, an' chase' into de timber. De Minnetaree keel four warrior, an' capture four boys an'
all de women," explained Drouillard. "Sa-ca-ja-we-a was capture', too."



That noon Captain Clark returned, with Chaboneau, Joe Fields, John Potts and York. They
had not seen a single Indian; but they had had a hard tramp. Chaboneau's feet had given
out several times, and the captain was sick. He thought that he had drunk too much cold
water while he was hot.



The first fork was named Gallatin's River, in honor of the secretary of the treasury of
the United States. The middle fork was named Madison River, in honor of James Madison, the
secretary of state, at Washington. But the southwest fork was named the Jefferson, in
honor of the President himself.



The two captains agreed that the Jefferson River
was the main fork of the Missouri; and up the Jefferson they all went.



"Arrah!" groaned Pat. "An' how d' ye like it, Peter? Bad cess to that Bird-woman. Didn't
she say we'd meet her people, an' where be they?"



"Those Snakes are a wandering tribe, Pat," answered Sergeant Pryor. "And Sa-ca-ja-we-a
hasn't been here since she was a girl, five years ago, remember."



But Sa-ca-ja-we-a was remembering. This was her home country. She pointed out a high
shoulder of rock not far from the river, to the west, and exclaimed.



"Dat she say is w'at ze Snakes call ze Beaver's Head," explained Chaboneau. "Ze Snakes
spen' deir summer 'cross ze mountains jes' ze odder side, an' she t'ink some sure to be on
dis side, too. She t'ink we meet some of dem on dees river, furder up a leetle way."



"To-morrow I'm going in yonder and not come back till I find the Snakes and their horses,
Will," declared Captain Lewis.



Immediately after breakfast Captain Lewis resolutely slung his knapsack on his back,
donncd his cocked hat, and with Drouillard, John Shields and Hugh McNeal, struck into the
west.



"Keep traveling up river, Will," he directed, as last word. "I'll stay out this time till
I find Indians and horses. You won't see me again, before."



This was August 9. For a week the canoes were
hauled and pushed on up the crooked, rapid Jefferson, with never a word from the search
party.



"We'll all be turnin' into fishes," groaned Pat. "Me toes are webbed like a beaver's,
already. Sure, it's an awful empty country; an' we're thray thousand miles from home."



On August 16 they approached where the river forked once more. It was always forking,
decided Peter. Before, not many miles, was a gap in the mountain range. The river seemed
to lead for the gap. Were they going to follow it in? And then where would they be? The
trees were ceasing. There were only three in sight. What would the camps do for wood?
Ahead were brush and rocks; and this night the camp fires were made from willow branches.
Whew, but the water was cold—the source of the river evidently was near, in the
melting snow.



The river doubled in a great curve, before it reached the forks. Captain Clark had sent
Reuben Fields and George Shannon ahead, to the forks, but they reported no news. In the
morning he set out, with Chaboneau and Sa-ca-ja-we-a, to walk across the bend, while the
boats were hauled around by way of the river.



As all were hauling and puffing, somebody cried aloud. It was Sergeant Ordway, on the
foremost rope.



"Look, lads!" he bade. "The captain's sighted something!"



"Look at Sa-ca-ja-we-a! Has she gone crazy?"



"Hooray!" cheered Patrick Gass. "'Tis the Injuns
they're meetin'. I see some on horseback. Hooray! Heave, lads, on the lines."



For Sa-ca-ja-we-a had run ahead of the captain—she was dancing—back she ran to
him, and danced about him, her fingers in her mouth. Little Toussaint bobbed in his net.



"She suck her finger," proclaimed old Cruzatte. "Dat mean she see her own peoples! Now she
point. Dere dey come, on de hoss. Hooray!"



"Chaboneau swings his cap! The captain makes the peace sign!"



"Frinds, lads!" croaked Pat. "Heave, now; heave on the lines, or they'll get away from
yez!"



How the men tugged, even Peter laying his weight sturdily to the rope. Yonder, ahead to
the left, inside the curve (and a long, vexatious curve it was), half a dozen Indians were
galloping for the captain's squad. They met Sa-ca-ja-we-a first, then Chaboneau, then the
captain; all mingled together. The Indians were singing and prancing, and taking the
captain up toward the forks. One jumped to earth and made the captain sit the horse.
Hooray!
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'DAT MEAN SHE SEE HER OWN PEOPLES.'


"There's a village beyant," gasped Patrick. "Heave, lads, or else we're dreamin'."



"I see Drouillard dere, with dose Injuns," asserted Labiche, whose eyes were keen. "He
dress jes' like Injun. I guess he trade clothes."



"Heave, lads!"



The Indian camp grew plainer, as the boats rounded
the curve. More Indians were flocking out, afoot and ahorse. Sa-ca-ja-we-a and another
woman had rushed together; they were hugging each other. But before the canoes could
arrive at the bank, the captain and Chaboneau and Sa-ca-ja-we-a had disappeared into a
large willow lodge and most of the Indians had flowed in after.



Hugh McNeal met the boats, at the landing, and he had a long story to tell.





Peter Meets the Chiefs



The  hour was early when Pat stuck his head over the partition, and to Peter said: "Whisht! Are
ye awake, Peter?"



"H'lo," answered Peter.



"I'll fetch ye a bite to eat, an' wather to drink," said Patrick. "An' ye best lie hid
till we start, when the Injuns go. 'Twon't be long."



"Aw-right," answered Peter.



Patrick passed in to him some dried meat and a canteen of water. After that the day seemed
to move very slowly. Here on the boat all was quiet, particularly in Peter's end. However,
outside on the shore there was a constant sound of voices, from the 'Nited States camp.



The sun rose high, as betokened by the close warmth where Peter lay hidden. He felt as
though he must get out and see what was going on. So he peered over the top of the
partition, to find whether the forecastle was empty. It was. He slipped down into it, and
stealing through and worming flat across the deck, peeped through a crack in the gunwale.



Little Thief and his Otoes and Missouris had not yet gone. They were holding another
council with the 'Nited States. More talk! The 'Nited States chiefs
and warriors were sitting, and the Otoes and Missouris were sitting, all forming a great
circle.



One after another the Otoes and the Missouris arose and talked, and the white chiefs
replied; but of all this talk Peter understood little. After a time he grew tired; the sun
was hot, and he went back into his nook. He still had meat and water enough.



It was much later when he awakened, to hear people in the room beyond his partition. There
were white men's voices—one voice sounded like that of his other friend, George
Shannon. And there were groans. Soon the white men left—all except the man who
groaned. He stayed. Evidently one of the white men was sick, and had been put into a bed.



Dusk was falling, and Peter thought that he might venture out and stretch his legs. The
sounds from the sick man had ceased; maybe he slept. Peter peered over. Everything was
quiet; and forth he slipped—only to discover that in the open door was sitting,
amidst the dusk, a watcher. It was the United States warrior, George Shannon. He saw
Peter, poised about to leap down, and smiled and beckoned. Peter lightly went to him.



George Shannon looked worn and anxious. "Are you all right, Peter?"



"Yes. Aw-right."



"A soldier—very sick," said George, and pointed to a bunk.



"What name?" asked Peter.



"Charles Floyd. He danced and got hot. Lay down on the sand all night and got cold. Now
very sick."



"Huh," grunted Peter. "Mebbe get well?" 



"I don't know," said George, soberly.



That was too bad. Why didn't they call in the black medicine-man?



Except for George and the sick Charles Floyd, the boat was deserted; for on the shore
another dance and feast were in progress. Chief Little Thief and his Indians were staying,
and the 'Nited States appeared to be bent upon giving them a good time.



All that night the sick Charles Floyd moaned at intervals, in the bunk; and George Shannon
and Patrick Gass and others kept watch over him; while Peter, on the other side of the
partition, listened or slept. Toward morning, when Peter next woke up, he had been aroused
by tramp of feet over his head, and splash of water against the boat, and orders shouted,
and a movement of the boat itself.



They were starting, and he was starting with them! Hoorah! Now he was not hungry or
thirsty or tired; he was excited.



Yes, the boat was moving. He could hear the plashing of oars, and the creak as the sail
was raised. And in a few minutes more the boat leaned and swerved and tugged, and the
river rippled under its bow.



Peter waited as long as he possibly could stand it to wait. Patrick Gass had said for him
to lie hidden
until Chief Little Thief had left, and the boat had started. Very well.



All was silent in the room beyond. He peered, and could see nobody. Over the partition he
once more squirmed, into the top-most bunk; and feeling with his toes let himself down.
The door was shut, but it had a window in it that he might look out of; and if anybody
opened, he would dive under the table or under a bunk, until he saw who it was.



The sick man in the bottom 'bunk opposite suddenly exclaimed. He was awake and watching.



"Who are you?" he challenged weakly.



With his feet on the floor, Peter paused, to stare. He saw a pale, clammy countenance
gazing at him from the blanket coverings—end at that instant the door opened, and
before Peter might so much as stir, the chief with the red hair entered. Peter was fairly
caught. He drew breath sharply, and resolved not to show fear.



The chief with the red hair was all in buckskin, and wore moccasins on his feet, and on
his head a round hat with the brim looped up in front. His face was without hair and was
very tanned, so that it was reddish brown instead of white, and his two eyes were clear,
keen gray. His hair was bound behind in a long bag of thin skin. He had rather a large
nose, and a round chin; and was heavy.



"Well!" he uttered. He glanced swiftly from Peter to the sick man's bunk, and back again
to Peter. "What's this?"



"He stole down from above, Captain," said the sick man.



"How are you, Sergeant? Any better?"



"No, sir. I'm awful weak, sir."



"Much pain?"



"Yes, sir. I've been suffering terribly."



"I'm sorry, my man. We'll do all we can for you." Now the chief spoke to Peter. "Who are
you? How'd you come here?" His voice was stern and quick.



"I hide," said Peter.



"Where?"



Peter pointed.



"Who brought you here?"



"I come. Night. Swim down river. Hide." For Peter had no notion of telling on Patrick Gass
and George Shannon.



"Humph! You did!" And the chief with the red hair grunted. "Ran away, eh? Who was your
thief?"



"We-ah-rush-hah. First Osage, then Oto, but me white."



"Where's your mother?"



Peter shook his head.



"Where's your father?"



'Peter shook his head.



"Here's a pretty pickle," muttered the chief with the red hair—and Peter wondered
what he meant. "Well, you come along with me." And he added, to
the sick man, "I'll be back directly, Charley; as soon as I've turned this stow-away over.
Do you want anything?"



"No, sir. I'm sleepy. Maybe I'll sleep," and the sick man's voice trailed off into a
murmur.



"Come here," bade the red-haired chief to Peter, beckoning with his finger. And Peter
followed Captain William Clark, of the United States Artillery, and second in command of
this Captains Lewis and Clark government exploring expedition up the Missouri River,
through the doorway, into the sunshine and the open of the great barge's deck.



Captain Clark led straight for the stern, but on the way Peter, keeping close behind him,
with his quick eyes saw many things. The white warriors, in buck-skins or in cloth, were
busy here and there, mending clothes and tools and weapons and assorting goods, or viewing
the river banks—and all paused to gaze at him. The big sail was pulling lustily,
from its mast. At the stern two warriors were steering. In the barge's wake were sailing
the two smaller barges, the red one and the white one. They followed gallantly, the river
rippled, the banks were flowing past. Nothing was to be seen moving on the banks, and the
site of the Omaha village, and the sand sprit where the council with Little Thief had been
held, were gone. Good!



Before the cabin in the stern of the barge were standing the slim, yellow-haired chief and
Patrick Gass, and they were watching Peter coming. The slim
chief was dressed in his blue clothes and his odd hat, and wore his long knife by his
side. His hair hung in a tail. Patrick Gass was dressed as always. His eyes twinkled at
Peter, as if to say: "Now, what are you going to do?"



Peter knew what he was going to do. He was going to stay with the 'Nited States.



But the slim chief's face betrayed no sign. He simply waited. For this Captain Meriwether
Lewis, of the First United States Infantry, the leader of the exploring expedition sent
out by President Jefferson and Congress, was not much given to smiles, and was strong on
discipline. A thorough young soldier, he, who felt the heavy responsibility of taking the
expedition safely through, with the help of Captain Clark.



"Here's what I've found, Merne," announced Captain Clark, with half a laugh.



"Who is he, Will?" Captain Lewis's query was quick, and his brows knitted a trifle.



"He says he's white. I found him in the forec'sle when I went in to see about Floyd."



"How is Floyd?"



"No better."



"How'd that boy get there?"



"Ran away from the Otoes, he says, and hid himself in the bows beyond the bulkhead. Like
as not he's been there a day or two."



"What's your name?" demanded the Long Knife Chief, of Peter.



"Peter."



"What else?"



"Peter—Kerr."



"Where did you live?"



"Oto. No like Oto. No like Indian. White boy." 



"Hah! Did the Otoes steal you?"



"Osage. Oto buy me."



"Where did the Osage get you?"



"Do—not—know," said Peter, slowly, trying to speak the right words.
"Kill—father. Take mother. She die. Long time ago. Me—4 white."



"Sure, Captain, didn't we hear down St. Louis way of a fam'ly by the same name o' Kerr
bein' wiped out by the Injuns some years back," spoke Patrick Gass, saluting. "'Twas up
country a bit, though I disremember where, sorr."



"Yes, but there was no boy."



"There was a bit of a baby, seems to me like, sorr," alleged Sergeant Gass. "An' the woman
was carried off, sorr."



Captain Lewis shrugged his shoulders impatiently.



"Very well, Pat. You go forward and you and Shannon see if you can do anything for Floyd.
Don't let him move much. He's liable to be restless."



"Yes, sorr." Patrick Gass saluted but lingered a moment. "If I might be so bold,
sorr—"



"What is it?"



"Sethi' as how the boy's Irish'



"Irish! He's as black as an Indian!"



"Yes, sorr. But the eyes an' hair of him, sorr. An' sure he has an Irish name. An' I was
thinkin', beggin' your pardon, sorr, if you decided to kape him a spell, Shannon an' me'd
look after him for ye, sorr. We Irish are all cousins, ye know, sorr."
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'HERE'S WHAT I'VE FOUND MERNE.'



Young Captain Lewis's mouth twitched; he shot a glance at Captain Clark, who smiled back.



"Does that sound to you like an Irish name, Captain? More like good old English, to me!



"I was thinkin' again, sorr," pursued Pat, "that more like it's O'Kerr."



"That will do, Gass. Go forward and find Shannon, and the two of you tend to Floyd."
Patrick saluted and trudged away. Captain Lewis continued, to Captain Clark: "There's
something back of this, Will. Gass is too willing. I'll wager he and Shannon know more
than we do."



"Oh, it's the Irish in him, Merne. Do you think they smuggled the lad aboard?"



"If they did—who brought you on this boat?" demanded the Long Knife Chief of Peter.



Peter shrugged his shoulders.



"I come," he said.



"Why?"



"Go with 'Nited States. Up big river."



"Who taught you to speak English?"



"My—mother," stammered Peter. "No English; 'Merican; Kentucky."



"Kentuckian!" blurted Captain Clark. "He is
white, sure enough. That comes pretty close to home-folks, Merne. I know some Kerrs there,
myself."



"But the question is, what are we to do with him?" reminded Captain Lewis, sharply. "We
can't cumber ourselves with useless baggage, and we can't start out by stealing children
from the Indians."



"No; and yet it sort of goes against the grain to let the Indians keep any children
they've stolen," argued Captain Clark.



"Yes, I agree with you there, Will," answered Captain Lewis. "But the President instructed
us to make friends with all the tribes. We could have shown the Otoes they were wrong, and
could have offered to buy the boy or have made them promise to send him to St. Louis if we
couldn't send him ourselves. This looks* like bad faith."



"Shall we stop and put him ashore, Merne?"



"If we put you ashore will you go back to Weah-rush-hah?" queried the Long Knife Chief, of
Peter.



Peter had not comprehended all that had been said, but he had listened anxiously—and
now he did understand that they were talking of putting him off.



"No!" he exclaimed. "No go back to We-ah-rush-hah. 'Maha catch me; Sioux catch me; Oto
whip me. No Indian; white." And he added: "I follow boat."



"If you give the order, Merne, we'll stop and send him back with an escort," teased
Captain Clark, who knew very well that Captain Lewis would do no such
thing. "And we'll tell the Otoes to forward him on down to St. Louis: You think they'd do
it, do you?"



Captain Lewis tapped uneasily with his foot.



"Oh, pshaw, Will," he said. "We can't stop and waste this fine breeze, even to send back a
boy. When we land for dinner will be the proper time. We may meet some traders, bound
down, and he can be started back with them, to St. Louis. Meanwhile Gass and Shannon must
take care of him."



"He can be sent down river with the first party that take back the dispatches," proffered
Captain Clark.



Patrick Gass came clumping up the deck and again saluted.



"Sergeant Floyd wishes might he speak with Cap'n Clark, sorrs."



"How is he, Pat?"



"Turrible weak, sorr, but the pain be not so bad."



"Go ahead, Will," bade Captain Lewis. "You enlisted him. He knows you better. If I can do
anything, call me."



The Red Hair Chief hastened away. The Long Knife Chief spoke to Patrick Gass.



"You'll take charge of Peter until we send him back, Patrick. Draw on the commissary for
such clothes as he needs. We can't have him running around naked, this way, if he's
white."



"Yis, sorr," replied Patrick Gass. "Come, Peter, lad; come with your cousin Pat, an' we'll
make your outside as white as your inside."



Peter gladly obeyed. He was rather afraid of the handsome young Long Knife Chief, but he
was not afraid of Patrick Gass—no, nor of the Red Hair.



When dressed in the clothes that Patrick found for him, Peter was a funny sight. There was
a red flannel shirt—to Peter very beautiful, but twice enough for him, so that the
sleeves were rolled to their elbows, and the neck dropped about his shoulders. And there
was a pair of blue trousers, also twice enough for him, so that the legs were rolled to
their knees, and the waist was drawn up about his chest, and the front doubled across
where it was belted in.



"Niver you mind," quoth Patrick, while the 'Nited States men gazed on Peter and howled
with merriment. "Sure, I'm a bit of a tailor an' if we can't fit you with cloth we'll fit
you with leather. Let 'em laugh. Laughin's good for the stomick."



And Peter did not mind. These were white people's clothes, and he was proud to wear them,
although they did seem queer.



The sun had passed the overhead. At some orders the barge was swung in for shore; the two
smaller boats followed. Now would he be sent back, or left; or—what? Landing was
made on the right-hand side, which was the country of the Iowan and of the Sioux: not a
good place, Peter reflected, for him. But scarcely had the barge tied up, and Peter's
heart was beating with anxiety, when Captain Clark hastily emerged from the forecastle;
another soldier trod close behind.



Captain Clark went to Captain Lewis; the soldier proceeded slowly, speaking to comrades.
He arrived where Patrick was keeping friendly guard over Peter.



"Charley's gone," he said, simply, his face clouded, his voice broken.



"Rest his soul in pace," answered Patrick. "Sure, I'm sorry, Nat. Did he say anything?"



"He knew. He asked the Captain to write a letter for him, to the folks at home.. After
that he went to sleep and did not wake again, here."



"Faith, he gave his life for his country," asserted Patrick.



So the sick man had died. This much Peter easily guessed. It turned dinner into a very
quiet affair. Nothing more was said of leaving Peter ashore, nor of sending him back; but
as soon as the dinner was finished the boats all pushed out and headed up river, along a
bank surmounted by rolling bluffs.



After about a mile by sail and oars, everybody landed; and the body of Sergeant Charles
Floyd, United States Army, the first of the expedition to fall, was buried on the top of a
bluff. Captain Clark read some words out of a book, over the grave; and upon the grave was
set a cedar post with the name, Sergt. C. Floyd, and the date, Aug. 20, 1804, carved into
it. Then three volleys from the rifles were fired.



The boats proceeded on for a camping-place, which was found about a mile up, on the
right-hand or north sue, near the mouth of a little river. The bluff of the
grave was referred to as Floyd's Bluff, and the little river was called Floyd's River.



All the men, including Peter, felt sorry for Sergeant Nathaniel Pryor. Floyd had been his
cousin. They felt sorry for those other relatives and friends, back at the Floyd home in
Kentucky.



Fifty years later, or in 1857, the grave of the sergeant was moved a few hundred feet, by
the Sioux City, Iowa, people, so that it should not crumble into the Missouri River; and
in 1895 a monument was placed over it. To-day Floyd's Bluff is part of a Sioux City park.



The camp this evening was only thirteen miles above the Omaha village and the place where
Chief Little Thief had come in to council, so that Peter very easily might have been sent
back. But the death of Sergeant Charles Floyd seemed to be occupying the thoughts of the
two captains; it made the whole camp sober. To-night there was no dancing or music, and
Peter slept aboard the barge with nobody paying especial attention to him. Of this he was
glad, because he feared that, once ashore, he would be left behind—the 'Nited States
would try to sail on without him.





Which Way to the Columbia?



"Wirrah,  but tired I am!" groaned Patrick Gass.



It was June 3, and in the nineteen days they had come more than 300 miles from
Brown-bear-defeated Creek. What with the constant wading and tugging to conquer the
narrow, swift current and the strong head winds, well might all groan.



Night alarms had disturbed the camps. Once the men had been aroused only just in time to
drag the captains' hide lodge away from a spot upon which a burning tree was about to
fall; and, again, a stupid buffalo bull had charged through, and only the little black dog
had saved the camp from much damage.



But the Rock or Shining Mountains were nearer. On Sunday a week ago Captain Lewis,
climbing a hill, had seen them, to the west. The Sho-sho-nes or Snake Indians might be
expected  any day. Their country was near, also.



Now the river had split: one branch for the north, one for the southward; and the captains
did not know which branch to follow. So they ordered camp here at the forks, below present
Fort Benton in north central Montana.	



A travel-worn camp it was, too—of bearded, long-haired men, their buckskin and
elk-hide suits shriveled
by water, their moccasins in tatters, their hands blistered and their feet sore from rocks
and the prickly-pear cactus.



"De nort' branch—she de true Missouri," asserted old Cruzatte. "See how swift an'
muddy she is, jus' like de Missouri. Ain' dat so, Drouillard?



"Drouillard nodded.



"I sartin she true Missouri. I lif on Missouri most my life, an' I know. De odder stream
too clear an' smooth."



"For that very r'ason it comes out o' the Rock Mountains, 'cordin' to the cap'ns," put in
Pat. "An' the bed of it be round stones, the same as are fetched down out o' the
mountains. Not but what I favor the north branch myself, as 'the more likely direction.
We'll find the Columhby across to the north, an' not to the south, I'm thinkin'."



"The Minnetarees down at the Mandan town told us the Missouri was clear, at its head,
didn't they?" queried George Shannon. "And there are some big falls to pass."



"Mebbe de nort' branch get clear, in leetle time," argued Drouillard. "She de true
Missouri, for de �Columby."



"Oui. So t'ink we all," agreed Cruzatte and Chaboneau and Lepage and Labiche. "De odder
branch go too far lout'."



This was the opinion of the majority of the men. But—



"We've got to be might careful," argued George. "The Missouri and the Columbia are
supposed to head right near each other, the one on this side the mountains, the other on
'tother side. It would be a bad mess if we crossed and found we were in the wrong place.
We haven't any time to lose."



Evidently so thought the captains. For the next day Captain Lewis took Drouillard,
Sergeant Nat



or and several others, to explore by foot up the north fork. Captain Clark took Chaboneau,
Sergeant Pat and several others, to explore up the south fork. Peter and the rest of the
men remained at camp, together with Sa-ca-ja-we-a and little Toussaint.



This gave them the opportunity to sit in their bare feet, mend their moccasins and
leggins, and pick green wild currants and ripe wild gooseberries. Sa-ca-jawe-a, who was
always busy, dressed a doe-skin for herself and little Toussaint.



The Captain Clark party returned on the third day, in the rain. They had gone up along the
south branch about forty miles—had walked about loo miles, all told, said Pat, with
a wry face and a limp; Reuben had been chased so shrewdly by a big bear, after his gun had
missed fire, that in climbing a tree he kicked the bear's mouth, and as nobody could get
to the tree the bear had kept Reuben there for an hour; rain and snow both had made the
trip uncomfortable—but the river appeared to lead west of south, and the captain was
convinced that it was the true Missouri.



"He's the commandin' officer; still I don't agree with him," said Pat. "An' I hope he's
wrong, for the other river's the 'asier. I'd rather sail in a boat than on foot, any day."



"Did you sight any falls, Pat?" asked Joe Fields.



"Niver a fall—but I felt some," answered Pat.



Captain Lewis was yet out. He and his party did nQt return this evening, nor the next day;
and on the following day everybody was worried about them. But that afternoon at five
o'clock they came toiling in, hungry, soaked with the cold rain, and weary after a five
days' tramp of 120 miles.



"I'm glad to see you, Merne," exclaimed Captain Clark, his face lighting up amidst his
thick red hair and shaggy red beard. "What's the news?"



"We've been along the north fork sixty miles and it doesn't head toward any mountains. I
don't believe it's the Missouri, although Drouillard insists it must be"



"I don't believe so, either, Merne. The south fork looks the better of the two, to me."
And they paced together to their lodge.



It was a cheery crowd, in spite of the dangers and discomforts and the hard work. That
evening the sky had cleared, there was a big supper of venison, the feet of the men who
had stayed in camp were about well, and Cruzatte tuned up his fiddle for a dance.



Toward noon of the next day, Sunday, June 9, a parade was ordered, to hear what the
captains had
decided. The men left their tasks of dressing skins and repairing weapons, and fell in,
under their sergeants.



Captain Lewis stood straight and slim before them, in his fringed but stained buckskin
suit. His bright hair was tied in a queue behind, and he, like Captain Clark, had grown a
beam—yellow as his hair.



"Captain Clark and I have consulted together, men," he said. "We have examined our maps,
and compared our notes; and we believe that the southern fork is the true Missouri. It has
all the signs of a mountain stream, the Indians never have mentioned passing any south
fork in order to proceed on to the great falls, and this south fork certainly bears off
for those snowy mountains to the southwest which are undoubtedly the Rock Mountains that
divide the waters of the Missouri and the Columbia. Accordingly we will take the south
fork. That we have chosen as the Missouri; the north fork I have had the honor to entitle
Maria's River, as a tribute to my cousin in Virginia, Miss Maria Wood, of
Charlottesville."



"Do you wish to hear from any of the men, Captain?" inquired Captain Clark. "Some of them
may have an opinion to offer."



"Well, they favor the north fork, I understand," answered the captain, with a smile. "I'll
be glad to hear what they may say."



Who was to speak? Patrick Gass, of course. Pat coughed, and saluted.



"What is it, Sergeant? Go ahead. Speak up, man."



"It's this way, sorr—Captain, sorr. Yez are the commandin' officers—ye an'
Cap'n Clark, an' if yez say the south fork be the Missouri, o' course the Missouri it is,
an' we'll all follow yez, sorr. Sure, all we're afraid of, sorr, is that we get down
yonder at the foot o' the snowy mountains, an' on the other side there won't be anny
C'lumby at all, sorr. But we'll go with yez, sorr, if that's where yez go. Thank yez,
sorr." And Patrick saluted again, quite out of breath.



"Captain Clark and I will take the responsibility. We'll try the south fork, men,"
declared Captain Lewis. "Parade is dismissed."



"Thray cheers for the captains, boys," shouted Patrick Gass. And as the parade broke, into
the air was flung every cap and hat and every voice rang true.



Immediately preparations were begun. The heavy baggage and the extra supplies were to be
left here, and so was one of the pirogues. Men were set at work digging a large hole in
which to store the goods. It was to be kettle shaped—small at the top, then hollowed
out, round, until it was six or seven feet deep. The soil was dumped upon blankets and
robes, and thrown into the river, so that there should be no trace of any digging, lest
the Indians find and rob. The bottom and sides were to be lined with dry brush and hides,
to keep the moisture from the goods. The store-house was called a cache, from the French
word, "cacher," to conceal.



The red pirogue was to be hidden on an island at the mouth of Maria's River.



John Shields, the 'blacksmith, and Alec Willard worked at bellows and forge, repairing
tools and spontoons; and William Bratton repaired broken guns.



However, the captains were still cautious regarding the right route to strike the Columbia
on the other side of the mountains; and early the next morning, June 11, Captain Lewis
took Drouillard, John Shields, George Gibson and Si Goodrich, to scout ahead up that south
fork. He promised to send back word to Captain Clark, who was to follow, with the boats
and party, as soon as the cache was completed.



On the morning of the twelfth the white pirogue and the six canoes headed up the south
fork, before a fair wind.



"We're off," exulted Sergeant Pat.



Everybody was in high spirits:—everybody except Chaboneau and Sa-ca-ja-we-a.



"Sa-ca-ja-we-a she seeck," announced Chaboneau. "I do not know what is matter. Mebbe
stomick, or mebbe she ketch col' in all dat rain."



Yes, the little sixteen-year-old Bird-woman was feeling very ill. Now for almost a
thousand miles she had carried baby Toussaint, had tended the lodge fire and done other
Indian woman work; sometimes she had been wet, frequently cold and foot-sore, but she
never had complained or lagged.



"You must let her rest, Chaboneau," said Captain 
Clark, that evening at camp. "Keep her in bed. York, you look after her. Never mind me.
Make her some broth. Peter, you help her with little Toussaint. Hold him, if she'll let
you."



So Peter took charge of baby Toussaint—who really was a very good baby. He rarely
cried, and even rarely smiled. He lay in his swathings of skins and stared with his bright
black eyes.



The day had been an easy one for nobody. The river soon had run swiftly; it was broken
with many sand-bars and gravel-bars, and by boulders upon which several times the canoes
almost capsized.



The next day's voyage was as bad, and worse. Snow mountains appeared on the south as well
as at the west. There were 'numerous islands, more shoals and' boulders, and the tow-lines
were used. Sa-ca-jawe-a, lying on a couch of skins in the white pirogue, had not improved.
She moaned, and tossed, and babbled strange words. Peter and York watched over her and the
baby, although occasionally York had to tumble out and haul on the tow-line.



"Pshaw!" muttered Captain Clark, that night, gazing, non-plussed, at Sa-ca-ja-we-a, who
did not recognize him. "We mustn't lose our little Bird-woman. She's to be our guide to
her own people, so that they will show us the way across the mountains. In fact, the fate
of the expedition may depend upon her."



"I ver' worried," confessed Chaboneau. "Never see her dees way before."



The next day the rapids were more severe. Wading breast-deep in the cold water and
slipping on the rocky bottom, the men scarcely could haul the boats against the current.
All the morning was consumed in making six miles. Just at noon, when halt was ordered, for
dinner, a figure was seen, ahead, hurrying down along the banks.



It was John Shields, from Captain Lewis. As he approached, he swung his hat.



"Hurrah, boys!" he shouted. "We're all right. This is the trail. The captain's found the
falls!" He came panting and puffing into camp. "It's the true Missouri."



"How far up are the falls, Shields?" asked Captain Clark, eagerly.



"About twenty miles, sir. But you can't get to them with boats."



And that was so. The next day the rapids of the river were more furious, and the men were
constantly dodging rattlesnakes on the banks. Shields was sent ahead to tell Captain Lewis
that the party were on their way. Captain Clark ordered a noon halt near a large spring of
sulphur water, to wait for Captain Lewis. The roaring of the falls had already been heard
above the noise of the river.



Sa-ca-ja-we-a was carried to the sulphur spring. She drank quantities of it and soon felt
much better.



"Now be very careful what she eats, Chaboneau," warned Captain Clark.



At two o'clock Captain Lewis arrived from above. He was enthusiastic over the falls, but
he had had several narrow escapes from death, according to Drouillard.



He had been seriously ill, and only choke-cherry tea had cured hid'. When he had neglected
to reload his rifle after shooting a buffalo, a huge "white bear "had charged him, driven
him into the river, but had retreated before the captain's leveled pike or spontoon. That
same day three buffalo bulls at once had run at him, heads down, until he fortunately had
turned on them, whereat they also turned. And that night he slept with a rattlesnake over
four feet long coiled on a log just above his head.



"I t'ink de cap'n haf plenty excitement, in one day," declared Drouillard.





The Expedition





	 The Purpose 	
			 To get information upon the unexplored country extending from the interior of present 
		Missouri to the mouth of the Columbia River in present Washington.

	 The Start 					
			 At St. Louis, Monday, May 14, 1804.

	 The Finish 					
			 At St. Louis Tuesday, September 23, 1806.

	 Time Consumed 				
			 Two years, four months, and nine days.

	 Distance Travelled 	
			 To the mouth of the Columbia: 4134 miles. Back to St. Louis: 3555 miles. Counting side 
		trips: 8000 miles, total. 

	 Methods Employed 					
			 Boats, horses and afoot.

	 The Route 										
		 Up the Missouri River to its sources in present Montana; across the Bitter Root Mountains 
	into present Idaho; by way of the Clearwater River, the Snake River and the Columbia River to the Pacific Ocean.

	 The Party Out of St. Louis	
		 Forty-five.

			 The Party Who Went Through	
			 Thirty-three: the two captains, twenty-three American soldiers, five French-Canadian 
		and French-Indian boatmen and interpreters, one negro servant, one Indian woman guide, and one baby.

	 Deaths 								
			 One.

	 Seriously Injured 				
			 One. 

	 Desertions 	
			 One accomplished, one attempted; both early. None from the final party.





The Country Explored



 
The New Territory of Louisiana.


	Stretched from the Mississippi River to the summit of the Rocky Mountains. 

	Owned first by France. 

	By France ceded to Spain, 1762. 

	By Spain secretly ceded back to France, 1800. 

	In April, 1803, purchased from France by the United States for 15,000,000.




The Columbia Country
	
	
	 The Northwest lying between California and Canada, and the Rocky Mountains and the Pacific Ocean. 

	 In 1792 visited by Captain Robert Gray of the American ship Columbia from Boston, who entered and named the Columbia. 

	 The same year visited by Captain George Vancouver, an English navigator. Claimed by both the United States and England.

	 Awarded to the United States by treaty of 1846.
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Captain Lewis Meets the Enemy



The  party seemed to be overhauling the cache here as if in a great hurry to go on; but the
captain waved greeting, and Joe Fields straightened up, to grin.



"Yez got back mighty quick," accused Pat. "Didn't yez go? An' where are the hosses?"



"Sure we went," retorted Joe. "Hasses? We've turned 'em loose, of course; and you'll be
turnin' yours loose, too, in a minute. So tumble off and I'll help you unpack. There's no
time to waste. You ought to 've been along, Pat. We had a beautiful brush with the
Injuns."



"Didn't I tell yez?" reminded Pat. "Annywan hurt?"



"None of us. We wiped two of them out, though—and a ball cut the captain's ha'r.
'Twas this way," continued Joe, as he tugged at a rope end, to release the pack of meat:
"On the fust day, 'fore we 'd gone more 'n twenty mile from the falls, we struck Injun
sign in shape of a wounded-busier trail; and after that we kept guard all night, for fear
of our hosses. When we got to the Maria's we turned down, after scoutin' 'round a bit.
Found a lot of old Injun lodges, but didn't see any Injuns till the 26th. Then the cap'n
sighted a bunch o' hosses, thirty of 'em, through his
spy-glass—and next several Injuns, on a hill, lookin' at Drouillard, who was across
the river.



"'Bout half the hosses were saddled, which meant more Injuns somewhere near. Our hosses
were too tuckered to run far, and of course we couldn't leave Drouillard; so the cap'n
said: 'We'll go right on to those Injuns, boys; put on a bold front, and we'll have it out
with 'em. Don't let 'em think we're afraid. They may not be the Grosvent's.' When the
Injuns fust saw us comin', they acted like they were more afraid of us than we were of
them. But we finally got together, the cap'n made the peace sign, and told 'em our other
man had the pipe and after he'd come in we'd smoke. So Reub and one of the Injuns went
after Drouillard.



"There were only eight of 'em. They were the Big-bellies, all right, but they had nothin'
except two guns, and clubs and bows and arrers. We thought we could take care of
ourselves; and that night we all camped together. The cap'n told us in case of trouble to
stick up and keep together and save the baggage.



"We slept in the same lodge with 'em. The cap'n had given three of 'em a flag and a medal
and a hand-kerchief; but he put Reub on guard for the night, and told him to watch sharp
and wake us quick, so's to look after the hosses, if the Injuns tried to sneak out. He and
Drouillard lay down with the Injuns, and Reub and I stayed at the fire in the lodge
entrance.



"I went to sleep. Just at sunrise I woke up with a
jump. Reub had yelled—and there was an Injun runnin' off with my gun and his, and
Reub in chase. Drouillard was up and yellin', too—'Let go my gun! Let go my gun! '
he bawled, and I see him wrestlin' with another Injun, and the cap'n aimin' at another
with his pistol. But I had to have my gun, so I ran after Reub and the fust Injun. Before
I got there, Reub had caught him and knifed him, and had both guns. Drouillard had his gun
by this time, and all the Injuns came pourin' out of the lodge, makin' for the hosses,
with the cap'n and his pistol followin' the third Injun.



[image: [Illustration]]


'BEFORE I GOT THERE REUB HAD CAUGHT HIM AND KNIFED HIM.'


"We drew a bead on the fellow, but he dropped the cap'n's gun, and the cap'n wouldn't let
us shoot. ' Look out for those other rascals! ' he ordered. ' "They're trying to drive off
the hosses! ' So Reub and Drouillard and I ran after six who were roundin' up the most of
the hosses; and the cap'n set out after his Injun and another who were drivin' away a
bunch. He made 'em leave twelve, but they kept on, with his hoss, and that he was bound to
get. He didn't have his bullet pouch or his hat; and when they were just 'bout to
disappear in a little gully he told 'em to surrender the hoss or he'd fire. With that they
turned on him, and fire he did, downin' one of 'ern slick as a whistle, but the fellow had
life enough to fire back an' sent a ball through the cap'n's ha'r.



"The cap'n had only his pistol, now, so he quit, and the other Injun made off with the
hoss. Drouillard
had turned back to help the cap'n, but Reub and I follered our Injuns till we got four of
our own critters, and then we let the rest go. Didn't matter, 'cause there were the twelve
left by the Injuns, so we'd come out ahead in the little game. Besides, we had the lodge,
four shields, two bows and quivers, and a gun. Likewise the flag we 'd given, and the
medal—but we left the medal on the neck of the Injun Reub had killed, so as to show
what kind of people we were.



"Well, we didn't hang 'round there long, you bet. The Injuns had said the main band was
only a day and a half away, and when the cap'n had invited 'em to bring their chiefs to
council he of course told 'em where our camp was—at the mouth of the Maria's. Now we
were desperate afraid the Injuns 'd out-foot us and attack you-all at the river. We took
four best horses, and only what meat we could carry, rode a hundred miles, with an hour
and a half of rest, camped at two in the mornin', then rode another twenty miles and
struck Ordway comin' down with the canoes. We got aboard and here we are—and the
cap'n is in a powerful hurry to join Cap'n Clark below."



That was * true; for, as said Drouillard: "Dose Blackfeet now will hold all white men as
enemies."



This cache had caved in, and much of the supplies had spoiled. The red pirogue also was
found to be worthless, except for its spikes. Captain Lewis hustled the work of loading,
the rest of the horses were turned loose, and down the river again voyaged all. Sergeant
Ordway was in charge of the five canoes, Sergeant Pat and squad had charge of the white
pirogue, which was the flagship.



A sharp lookout was kept for the Big Bellies on the banks. However, nothing happened. The
mouth of the Yellowstone was several days ahead and when it was reached, no Captain Clark
or others of that party appeared in sight. When halt was made, to look for sign, traces of
the captain's camp were found, and in the sand Lepage discovered the scrawl:




W. C. a few miles further down on right hand side.





"When was that written, Lepage, do you think?" queried Captain Lewis.



"Mebbe two, mebbe t'ree day ago," said Baptiste. "De rain haf washed it."



"At any rate, he's safe," uttered the captain, with much satisfaction. "I expect the
mosquitoes drove him out of here. Whew t "For the mosquitoes were worse than ever. "We'll
overtake him to-morrow."



But they did not overtake the captain's party on the morrow, nor on the next day. On the
third day, which was August 11, the canoes stopped to take aboard some meat; the white
pirogue continued on, until Captain Lewis espied a herd of elk in some willow brush, near
the shore.



"Turn in, boys," he bade. "Wait here. Come on, Cruzatte. We'll get a few of those
fellows."



Out he leaped, gun in hand; and he and One-eyed Cruzatte disappeared in the brush.



"Faith, let's hope there aren't Injuns there, too," quoth Sergeant Pat. "It's a likely
place for an ambush."



"Hardly stands to reason there'd be elk whar there are Injuns," remarked Alec Willard.



Everybody waited anxiously; gazed and listened. Two rifle-shots were heard, distant.



"There's meat, I reckon," said Alec.



Presently another shot; and in about ten minutes out from the willow brush and to the
sandy shore burst Captain Lewis. He was running, limping, staggering—held been
wounded—the left thigh of his leather breeches was stained red!



"To your arms, boys!" cried Sergeant Pat. Captain Lewis staggered on, to the white
pirogue. "I've been shot, men," he panted. "Not mortally,



I think. Indians are in that thicket. Cruzatte is some where there, too."



"Did you see any Injuns, cap'n?"



"No; the ball came from ambush, just as I was aiming at an elk. Gass, take the men and
follow me. We must rescue Cruzatte. I'd lost sight of him."



"Willard, you and the two Fields," roared Pat, springing into the shallows. "The bloody
Big-bellies ag'in



But Peter went also, with his bow and arrows.



Nobody objected. The captain led on for about one hundred steps, when his leg gave out and
he almost fell.



"I can't travel," he gasped. "I'll return to the boat.
If you're overpowered, Sergeant, keep your men together and retreat in good order, and
we'll fight from the river."



"Yis, sorr." And Pat gallantly plunged ahead, into the brush. "Kentucky an' the Irish
ag'in the red-skins, lads," he cheered. "But mind your eyes."



This was exciting. The willows were thick—good hiding-place. Where was Cruzatte-poor
old Cruzatte with the one eye? Peter stuck close behind Pat. His nostrils were wide, his
eyes roved, his every sense was on the alert. He was Oto once more. Now was heard a
crashing, before. Elk? Indian? Hah!



"That's a mighty quare sort o' Injun, to be makin' all that noise," muttered Pat, peering,
his rifle advanced at a ready.



And through a little open space here came Cruzatte! He was striding along, with stained
hands, his rifle on his shoulder, making for the boats and plainly much satisfied with
himself.



"Hist!" said Pat. "Cruzatte! 'Asy now." Cruzatte started, and crouched.



"Have ye seen Injuns?"



"Non," answered Cruzatte. "I shoot one elk, follow 'nodder."



"Come back to the boats with us, an' step lively," ordered Pat. "There be Injuns 'round.
They shot the cap'n in the leg."



"My gracious!" stammered Cruzatte. "But I see no sign."



"Nayther do we. Sure, it's powerful suspicious," muttered Pat.



They found the captain all prepared to defend himself in the pirogue. He had laid out his
rifle, pistol and pike, and was propped behind the air-gun that could shoot forty times.



"What did you discover?" he challenged.



"Not a thing, sorr," reported Pat. "An' Cruzatte, here, knows no more about the Injuns
than the rist of us."



"Where have you been, Cruzatte?"



"I shoot wan elk, same time you shoot. Den I see nodder in brush, I shoot at heem, he
vaneesh an' I try to find heem, but he get away."



"Oh, you did! How much of him did you see when you shot?"



"B' gorry, you shot the cap'n!" bellowed Sergeant Pat. "That's what you did. Ye're blind
as a mole! B' gorry, you shot the cap's—ye shot your commandin' officer, an' by that
ye're to be coort-martialed an' shot yourself!"



"Non, non!" wailed old Cruzatte, wringing his hands. "I no mean to shoot heem. I see wan
leetle brown spot in brush—look jus' like wan elk-fur, long way off; I take aim,
bang!—I fink I see elk run, an' I run to ketch heem. I no mean to shoot my
capitaine. It wan grand mistake."



"Didn't you hear me call?" demanded the captain. "I suspected maybe that ball came from
your
rifle and I hallooed as loud as I could. Why, by the shock you couldn't have been more
than forty paces!"



"I hear notting. I hear not one word," protested Cruzatte.



"The ball coming from so dose, and you not answering, I of course thought of Indians,"
continued the captain.



"B' gorry, give me wan chance at him an' I'll close his other eye," besought Pat; and all
the men murmured angrily, while poor Cruzatte shivered with fright.



"I no mean to shoot my capitaine," he babbled.



"Never mind, men," said the captain. "It was an error. My leather breeches are just the
shade of an elk hide, remember. Let's dress the wound. I doubt if it's serious."



The ball had passed dear through his left thigh, and had furrowed the right; but it seemed
not to have touched the bone or any artery. After the wounds had been dressed and lint
stuffed into the holes, the canoes with the other elk hunters arrived; and not waiting to
explain much the captain insisted upon them all pushing along, to catch up with Captain
Clark.



Now that he himself was laid up, this was more necessary than before. All he could do was
to rest, half sitting, in the stern of the white pirogue. His leg had so stiffened that he
could scarcely move it.
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Bad Hearts



Work,  work, work! Through this the month of September, 1804, the boats had been toiling on zip
the sluggish Missouri River, in the present State of South Dakota. With the rains, the
winds, and the shallows, everybody, even the captains, was wet all the day, from hauling
on the tow-ropes, in and out of the water.



The weather turned cold and raw. Shelters of deer hides were stretched over the two
pirogues, and in the camps the men made themselves hide coats and leggins and moccasins.
Patrick and old Cruzatte together fitted Peter with a buckskin suit that felt much better
to him than his other, clumsy garments.



After having been gone over two weeks, George Shannon appeared at last, riding through the
rain, with only one horse. He had been lost, and had almost starved, and the other horse
had broken down. All were glad to see George again.



But where, now, were the Teton Sioux? George reported that he had seen none.



The last week in September a great smoke was sighted in the distance; and that night three
Indian boys swam the river, to enter the camp. They were Tetons, from two villages a few
miles above.



"Give them some tobacco," directed Captain Lewis.



"Tell them to say to their chiefs that we will hold a council to-morrow morning, near the
villages."



On the way up, Reuben Fields, who had been hunting, horseback, returned afoot and
signalled to be taken aboard. He said that some Indians had stolen his horse while he was
dressing an elk.



"Oui," chirped Drouillard. "Dose Tetons haf bad hearts. We best look sharp or dey take
scalps, too."



"We mustn't let them have the idea they can plunder us," spoke Captain Lewis, reddening.
"This leaves us without horses."



"Aren't those several Indians, on the bank ahead?" presently queried Captain Clark.



Captain Lewis peered through his spy-glass.



"Five of them. We'll stop and hail them, and hear what they have to say."



"Do you think they're the fellows who stole your horse, Fields?" asked Captain Clark.



"I can't tell, sir," answered Reuben. "I had only a glimpse of the thieves, and these
Injuns mainly look alike, sir, till you get to know 'ein."



The five Indians on the bank stolidly waited, while the barge hove to, opposite.



"Are they Tetons, Drouillard?" inquired Captain Lewis.



"Oui," nodded Drouillard. "Dey Tetons. Eh, Cruzatte?"



"Mais, oui," confirmed One-eyed Cruzatte. "Beeg rascals."



"All right. Tell them that some of their young men have stolen a horse from their great
father at Washington, and we want it returned or we will hold no council. We're willing to
be friends, but we aren't afraid of them."



"I do not know much of dees Sioux tongue, but I will try," engaged Drouillard. And by
signs and a few words he delivered the message.



The Indians consulted a moment together; then one of them replied.



"I t'ink dey say dey haf not seen a hoss," translated Drouillard. "But if it is found it
will be return'."



"I t'ink so, too," added the funny Cruzatte—although everybody was aware that he did
not understand a word of Sioux.



However, by the signs that were made, Peter would have interpreted the same as Drouillard.
He and the Oto boys had practiced for hours, talking sign language.



The boats stopped for the night off the mouth of a river on the left or the south. This
night only a few men were allowed ashore, to guard the cook fires; the remainder slept
aboard the boats, with their guns ready. The captains named the river Teton River, but it
was soon renamed Bad River, for very good reason.



In the morning everybody, except the boat guards, landed. The captains ordered the United
States flag hoisted, again, on a pole, and the awning was stretched, as at the camp where
the Otoes had been entertained.
All the soldiers ashore were formed in rank, under arms, facing the flag-pole and the
canopy; and soon the Tetons came in to council, from their village two miles up-river.



There were about sixty of them. They were not nearly so good-looking as the Yanktons,
being smaller, with slim crooked legs and lean arms, and eyes set over high cheek-bones.



The council did not pass off very satisfactorily, because Drouillard knew little Teton
talk, and scarcely could make himself understood when he talked for Captain Lewis. Still,
the head chief, Black Buffalo, was given a medal, and a United States flag, and a red coat
decorated with white lace, and a cocked hat with red feather. The second chief,
Tor-to-hon-ga or Partisan, and the third chief, Buffalo Medicine, were given medals and
beads and tobacco. Two warriors, Wahzing-go, and Mat-o-co-que-pa or Second Bear, also were
rewarded.



"What do you suppose those raven scalps signify?" asked George Shannon. For the two
warriors wore each two or three raven skins fastened to their waists behind, with the
tails sticking out, and on their heads was another raven skin, flattened with the beak to
the fore.



"Dey special soldier," explained old Cruzatte. "W 'at you call—marshal. Oui. Dey
boss. Obey nobody but chief."



Then the captains took them all aboard the barge
to show them the cannon and the air-gun that shot forty times, and other wonders. Captain
Clark brought them ashore again in the red pirogue.



No sooner had the cable been carried on shore, to be held by Patrick Gass and Reuben
Fields and George Shannon while the load was landed, and Captain Clark had stepped out,
than three of the Indians grabbed it, and Wah-zing-go, the warrior, put his arms about the
mast, as if to keep the boat there. Tor-to-hon-ga began to talk in a loud and angry voice.
Captain Clark flushed.



"What does he say, Peter?" he appealed. For Drouillard was on the barge, and only Peter
was near. When the five men had started to row the pirogue ashore, with the chiefs and
Captain Clark, he had slipped in, too.



"The chief say you cannot go away till you give them more presents," translated Peter,
boldly; for he had picked up some Sioux words and he could read the gestures, also.



"What!" And Captain Clark was angry indeed. He had only five men, two in the boat and
three ashore, but he was not afraid. "You tell him we will go on, and he can't stop us. We
are not squaws, but warriors. Our great father has medicine on those' boats that will wipe
out twenty Sioux nations."



"The chief says he has plenty warriors, too," interpreted Peter.



And at that moment the chief sprang for Captain
Clark; the warriors spread right and left, jerked arrows from quivers and fitted them to
strung bows. Out whipped Captain Clark's bright sword—the long knife; and Chief
Tor-to-hon-ga dodged. Captain Clark's face was redder than his hair. He acted like a great
chief.



"Watch out, Sergeant!" he cried, to Patrick Gass. "Rally on the boat; never mind the rope.
Face them and stand together, men!"



Captain Lewis's voice rang high and stern, from the barge. Out of the white pirogue a
dozen men plashed into the shallows and wading and plunging, hastened to reinforce, the
red pirogue. Corporal Warfington and the six St. Louis soldiers who had been sent along to
help as far as the Mandans were with them.



"Steady!" warned Captain Lewis. "Look sharp, Will." And now the black muzzle of the cannon
in the bows of the barge swung full at the shore. Behind it stood Gunner Alexander
Willard, with lighted match.



This was enough. Head Chief Black Buffalo shouted an order, and his men left the cable and
the pirogue and fell back. The "medicine "of the great father at Washington was, they
realized, strong medicine.



To show that he was not afraid, and that he wished to be friendly, Captain Clark offered
to shake hands with Black Buffalo and Partisan; but they surlily refused. So the captain
laughed, and ordered the red
pirogue to return to the barge. Then Black Buffalo and Partisan, and the warriors
Wah-zing-go and Second Bear ran after, through the water, and climbed aboard, to go on the
barge also.



"Rather a close shave, Will," remarked Captain Lewis. "An instant more and I'd have helped
you out with a round of grape."



"They wished to try our metal," smiled Captain Clark.



"We were afraid the white chiefs would go on and not stop at our village to show our
squaws and boys the great father's boats," alleged Chief Black Buffalo.



"Tell him we are willing to be friends, and will stop," directed Captain Lewis. "The
soldiers of the great father do not fear the Sioux."



"If head chief he not tell dat raven soldier to let go mast, he hang on till cut in leetle
pieces," was saying Cruzatte.



In the morning the boats were moved up to the village, and Captain Lewis went ashore.
Truly, the Red Head and the slim Captain Lewis were brave men. Peter was proud to have
been by Captain Clark's side, in the fracas. It was fine to be a United States.



When Captain Lewis returned on board, he told Captain Clark that everything was all right,
and that the Tetons were waiting for the Red Head.



"You're a bigger man than I am, Will, after the stand you made yesterday," he laughed.



And it seemed to be that way, for when Captain as
Clark landed he was met by ten young warriors, with a gaily decorated buffalo robe. They
carried him upon it, and then bore him, sitting in it, to the council house. This was
great honor.



"You're nixt, Cap'n," ventured Patrick Gass. "There they are, back for ye, sorr."



"Be alert, Sergeant," bade the captain, as he vaulted from the barge into the pirogue.
"They may appear friendly, but we mustn't take any chances. Don't let the men lay aside
their arms for a minute, and keep them together."



"Yis, sorr. I will, sorr," promised Patrick Gass. He was the oldest soldier in the
company, and  the captains relied upon him.



Captain Lewis likewise was borne to the council house; and the men of the expedition,
except the boat guards, marched after.



The council lasted a long time, and was concluded with a feast of the dog-meat from a pot,
and of buffalo meat and hominy and ground-potato. Buffalo meat was given to the white
chiefs as a present. The Tetons claimed to be poor, but they weren't. This was a powerful
and rich village, as anybody might see. Before the dance that had been planned for the
evening, the men were permitted to roam about a little. Peter and Patrick Grass and their
party discovered a string of scalps hanging from a pole, and a number of Omaha squaws and
children who appeared very miserable.



Peter talked with them a little. They were prisoners.
The Tetons had attacked their village down the river, and had burned forty lodges and
killed seventy-five warriors.



When dusk fell the dance was started, by the light of a fire, in the middle of the council
house. The Sioux warriors danced, and the Sioux women danced; but at midnight the captains
told the chief that everybody was tired and it was time to go to bed.



"The chief he say: 'Ver' well. Now sleep. To-morrow more Sioux come, to talk with de great
father.' He want you to stay," interpreted Drouillard.



"We will stay and see these other Sioux," answered Captain Lewis. "What do you think,
Will?"



"If you say so, Merne," replied Captain Clark. "But there's some trick in this. We mustn't
be caught off guard—and of course we mustn't show that we're afraid, either."



But no visiting Sioux turned up, although the boats waited all day. At night another dance
was given.



"We in bad feex," asserted One-eyed Cruzatte. "Dose Teton, dey keep us. I t'ink dey plan
mischief. I wish we go on."



Everybody was nervous.



"Now I wonder if we're in for a fight," spoke Corporal Warfington.



"Sure," said Patrick Gass, "we can lick 'em."



Amidst the dusk ashore, while Peter, tired of the noise and dancing, was wandering a few
steps, a low voice hailed him, in Oto.
"Hist! You Oto?" It was one of the Omaha squaws. How could she have guessed that he had
been an Oto?



"No. White," responded Peter.



"Tell your chiefs the Sioux are bad. They will not let the big boats go. They play you a
trick."



"I will tell," responded Peter. "You speak Oto well."



"I am Omaha, but I was in Oto village once. I saw you." And the squaw vanished.





The Home Stretch



Captain Clark  was safe and well, with all his men, and only a short distance down river! This was
learned the next day from two white trappers—the first Americans met in over a year.
Their names were Hancock and Dickson. They had left Illinois, of the United States, in the
summer of 1804, and had been trapping in the upper Missouri country ever since.



They said that Captain Clark's party had passed them yesterday, but had lost all the
horses, by Indians, and were traveling in two wooden canoes and two hide canoes. The
captain had the idea that Captain Lewis and party were ahead of him.



Trappers Hancock and Dickson had other news, also. They had seen the barge, under Corporal
Warfington, on its way from Fort Mandan, last summer, to St. Louis. All aboard were well.
Brave Raven, the Arikara chief, was there, bound for Washington; and so were several
Yankton Sioux chiefs; with old Pierre Dorion. But the Mandans and Minnetarees were at war
with the Arikaras; and the Mandans and the Assiniboines were at war, too; and the Sioux
were "bad." So that the peace talks by the captains had not buried the hatchet very deep.



Anyway, soon after noon, this day, Captain Clark's camp was sighted, before.



"What's the matter here?" demanded Captain Clark, the instant that the pirogue grounded. He
saw Captain Lewis lying in the stern.



"Nothing serious, Will. Merely a gun wound, in the thigh. Cruzatte shot me by accident."



"De capitin shot!" cried Sa-ca-ja-we-a, running to him.



"I not mean to," repeated Cruzatte, still in much distress. "I t'ink I see one elk in
brush."



"That's all right, Cruzatte," consoled Captain Lewis.



Yes, Captain Clark's party all were here, so that the whole company were united again. The
captain had had a successful trip down the Yellowstone. The Bird-woman (who now was
applying some Indian salve to Captain Lewis's wound) had proved a valuable guide across
country. Captain Clark was emphatic in his praise of her. George Gibson had fallen on a
sharp piece of timber and driven it two inches into his thigh. Indians had early stolen
twenty-four horses, and had left only a worn-out moccasin in exchange. Labiche had trailed
them, but had been obliged to give up.



The Yellowstone was a fine stream, with many beaver, and many bear. At the Missouri the
mosquitoes had been so pestiferous that only brief camps could be made. Little Toussaint
was bitten so severely that his eyes were puffed shut, and the mosquitoes
settled so thickly on the captain's gun-barrel as to prevent his taking aim!



"We achieved one important thing," laughed the captain. "We named a river for York!"



"Yessuh!" gabbled York. "Yessuh! Dar's a ribber up yahnduh 'long de Yallerstone named foh
me: Yawk's Dry Ribber."



Sergeant Pryor, George Shannon, Hugh Hall and Dick Windsor had been detailed to drive the
remaining fifty horses overland to the Mandan town; but the first night, Indians had
stolen every one of these, also, and the squad were obliged to turn back. On the way,
while the sergeant was asleep in camp a wolf had bitten him through the hand, and tried to
seize Dick, but George Shannon had shot just in time. Back again at the Yellowstone they
had manufactured two round canoes, like Mandan canoes, from buffalo hides stretched over
basketry, with hoops as top and bottom. In these they had finally caught up with Captain
Clark.



"You're in command now, Will," said Captain Lewis. "I can't do much—I can't even
write the records. But we're in the home stretch. Let's push on as fast as we can."



The two free-trappers, Hancock and Dickson, cattle down in their canoe to go with the
company as far as the Mandan town.



"Sure, we'll be there in a jiffy," proclaimed Sergeant Pat. "'Tis wonderful good fortune
we've had—lane across to the Paycific an' nigh home ag'in, an'
only wan man lost an' nobody bad hurt but the cap's."



Now Sa-ca-ja-we-a, the Bird-woman, was much excited; for she was near home, too. The first
day eighty-six miles were covered. The next day, in the morning, they arrived once more at
the Minnetaree village, and the village of the Mandans opposite.



"Boom!" signaled the blunderbuss. And then again, and again. The Minnetarees, the
Ah-na-ha-ways or Wassoons, and the Mandans flocked to the river banks.



"Our white fathers are back!" they cried, one to another.



The Indians seemed delighted. It was a great triumph—it really was like getting
home. Sa-ca-ja-we-a hardly could wait for the boats to land. Landing was made among the
Ah-na-ha-ways, but headquarters were immediately established among Chief Black Cat's
Mandans. The Bird-woman, carrying little Toussaint, proudly accompanied Chaboneau to the
Minnetarees—which was her village—to invite them to council with the
white chiefs. Drouillard was sent down to get Jessaume and Big White.



Captain Clark held a council in the Black Cat's village. He invited the chiefs to go with
him to Washington, and call on the great white father. Black Cat and Le Borgne, the
one-eyed Minnetaree head chief, and old Cherry-on-a-Bush and others answered. They said
that the Sioux would kill any of them who ventured down the river. The captain answered
that all
would be protected against the bad Sioux, and would return safe, escorted by United States
warriors and loaded with presents.



At last Big White agreed to take his wife and child and accompany the Red Head and the
Long Knife.



So much corn was brought to the boats that it all could not be loaded. Captain Clark
presented the swivel cannon to the Minnetarees.



"With this big gun we have announced the great white father's peace words to his red
children, all the way up the Missouri," he said, to Le Borgne. "Whenever it is fired, it
will remind you of these good words, and you will think upon them, and live at peace with
your neighbors."



"My ears will always be open to the words of the great white father," promised One-eyed.



Then the cannon was discharged, and the Minnetarees, much pleased, bore it into their
village.



The start was to be made the next day. But John Colter was not going. He had asked
permission to turn back, up the Missouri again, with the two trappers, Hancock and
Dickson, to hunt the beaver. And Sa-ca-ja-we-a and Chaboneau were not going. The
Bird-woman wished to go—she wished to go on with the Red Head, to the country of the
white people, and learn more of their ways. Captain Clark offered to take her and little
Toussaint and Chaboneau, and put little Toussaint at school when he grew up. However,
Chaboneau shook his head.



"I t'ank you, capitaine," he replied. "But in San Loui' I haf no 'quaintance, I would haf
no means of makin' my support. I muss stay here, where I am known."



So everybody bid goodby to John Colter, to Chaboneau, Sa-ca-ja-we-a, and little Toussaint,
now nineteen months old.



"Good luck!" to John.



Five hundred dollars in wages, and the blacksmith tools, to Chaboneau.



To Sa-ca-ja-we-a the captains said:



"The nation of the United States will not forget Sa-ca-ja-we-a, the Bird-woman, who never
complained, who carried her baby clear to the Pacific Ocean, who made friends for us
wherever she went, and who helped us across the Rock Mountains."



Sa-ca-ja-we-a wept.



At the village of Sha-ha-ka, the Big White, the chief was foun4 sitting surrounded by
weeping women, and taking a final smoke with his relatives and friends. They all feared
that they never should see him again. To them, it was a long, dangerous journey for him to
take. Chief Le Borgne of the Minnetarees requested that the white chiefs take good care of
Big White. And they solemnly promised.



The canoes were lashed together two and two, in order to be steadier and to travel faster.
Big White and his wife and child stepped aboard the pirogue. Jessaume and his wife and two
children were to accompany
Big White and speak for him to the great white father at Washington.



With a farewell volley and a cheer the boats entered the current. The Indians had crowded
to watch them leave.



"A month more, lads, an' we'll be in St. Louis," jubilated Pat. "Barrin' accident, we're
good for sixty miles a day."



Fort Mandan, opposite, was passed; but only a few pickets, and one cabin, were standing.
All the rest had been burned in a timber fire. Three traders were met, coming up-river.
Two of them were the same who had been at the Mandan town in the winter of 1804. They said
that the Sioux were on the war-path against the Mandans and Minnetarees—had already
set out, 700 warriors.



"Do not tell Sha-ha-ka," ordered Captain Lewis, to Jessaume. "He would wish to turn back."



This same day the Ankara villages were reached. Some Cheyennes were here, too. Captain
Clark held a council with both tribes. They all were very friendly. Big White addressed
them, and they listened. They were willing to be at peace with the Mandans and
Minnetarees. The Arikaras said that they had refused to join the Sioux, on the war-path.
They wished to send more chiefs to the great white father at Washington, but were waiting
until Brave Raven, who had gone down on the barge last year, came back with the white
father's words. The Cheyennes said that they
were afraid of the white people's medicine, but they hoped that the new father would send
traders and trappers into their country, to show them how to live and how to catch the
beaver.



On the last day of the council, or July 22, Captain Lewis was able to walk about a little,
for the first time since he had taken to the boat.



Rapidly traveled the boats. Wild turkeys were seen; ripe wild plums were found; the
grasses were high and luxurious.



"We gettin' down into lower country," chattered Drouillard, happily.



There were signs of many buffalo. On July 29, 20,000 in one herd darkened the plain. The
day following, halt was made in a wild plum orchard. Everybody ate. But this was Sioux
country, and below the wild plum orchard sudden exclamations arose from the boats.



"De Sioux!"



"Look at the bloody rascals!"



"Tetons, aren't they?"



"Mebbe Yankton. They act like they want to talk."



Some twenty Indians had appeared on a high bank opposite. One man with them wore a
blanket-coat and a 'kerchief around his head. He might be a French trader. A short
distance farther down almost a hundred other Indians emerged, to the shore; from their
guns they fired a salute. They all were well armed.



"Answer the salute, Captain," directed Captain Lewis. "It may be a peace signal. And you
might go near them and talk."



Captain Clark took Drouillard, Jessaume and Cruzatte and crossed to a sand-bar. The
Indians who met him there said that they were Tetons, under Chief Black Buffalo. Black
Buffalo had been the chief who had made trouble two years ago, so Captain Clark declined
to have anything more to do with him. He came back and ordered the boats to prepare for an
attack and proceed.



"I'd like wan shot at them," muttered Sergeant Pat. "Do not fire unless you are fired
upon," enjoined the captains.



As they passed the Sioux collected on the hill, Second Chief Partisan invited them to
land. But they knew better;, and as they continued, the Partisan struck the earth three
times with the butt of his gun, and all the Indians yelled abuse.



"Dey make vow to kill ev'ry white man," declared Drouillard.



That night camp was pitched on a bare sand-bar in the middle of the river, so as to be
safe from attack; but a terrific thunderstorm blew two of the canoes clear across the
river. However, no Tetons turned up, which was fortunate.



"The Yanktons next, I suppose," remarked George Shannon. "They were a pretty good set, two
years ago"



A number of lodges of the Yanktons were indeed waiting. They proved very Friendly, and
Captain Clark held a council with them. They even took Chief Sha-ha-ka by the hand and
asserted that they were obeying the words of the great white father and were at peace with
the Mandan. They said that as a token they had kept the flag-pole standing, by the big
tree of the council ground below, where they had first talked with the white men. And sure
enough, when the boats passed the spot opposite the mouth of the James River, the
flag-pole showed plainly.



Soon another white man was met. He was James Airs, a trader on his way up from St. Louis,
to the Sioux. Being so lately from the United States he gave the captains much news, and
they sat up nearly all night with him.



Now the region was very familiar ground, to Peter. The Omaha village was close before.
Soon after leaving Mr. Airs they sighted the bluff where Sergeant Charles Floyd had been
buried. They landed, to pay the grave a visit, and found that the Indians had opened it.
The captains ordered the earth filled in again. That night camp was made on the
sand-sprit, at the old Omaha village—the very spot where the council had been held
with Chief Little Thief and his ()toes and Missouris, and where Peter had "come aboard."
How long ago that seemed!



The Omaha village was still deserted. In the morning Captain Clark called Peter.



"Well, Peter, would you like to go to the Otoes again? Are you tired of being white?"



"No, please," begged Peter. He had been afraid of this—afraid that he would be sent
to the Otoes. "I want to go to St. Louis, please."



"Go you shall," assured the captain. "Go you shall, Peter, and I'll attend to you myself."



Hooray! But, reflected Peter, supposing that Chief Little Thief should appear before they
started on. However, no Chief Little Thief, or other of the Otoes and Missouris did
appear.



More white traders were encountered. On August 12 there hove in sight two pirogues; aboard
them were none other than Trader Gravelines himself, and old Pierre Dorion! Mr. Gravelines
said that he had taken Chief Brave Raven, of the Arikaras, clear to Washington, and that
the chief had seen the President, but had died just when about to return home. Now Mr.
Gravelines was going up to the Arikaras with the President's words, and with presents. Old
Pierre Dorion was on his way to the Yankton Sioux again, hoping to get six more of them
and take them to Washington.



"The United States has given all you people up for lost," declared Trader Gravelines.
"Nothing has been heard from you since you left Fort Mandan. The President and everybody
are very anxious. We were asked to inquire about you, among the Indians."



"Faith, an' our welcome '11 be the more hearty," asserted Sergeant Pat, to his fellows.



Boats containing trading parties were met constantly. Surely, thought Peter, St. Louis
cannot be very far ahead. At a fifty-miles-a-day clip the boats proceeded. Soon the
captains did not stop even to hunt; and camp was broken before daylight!



August 20 another glad shout arose.



"Cows, boys! Look at the cows! We're near the settlements."



"'Tis the best sight I've seen in better'n two years," proclaimed Sergeant Pat. "Faith,
I'm in that state o' mind when I could kiss a cow on the nose!"



"What is cow, Pat?" invited Peter, staring.



"Oh, murther, an' ye don't know!" bewailed Pat. "The cow be the buff'lo civilized, Peter.
She be the white man's buff'lo. She gives us milk to drink an' butter to ate, an' the
breath of her is swater'n the prairie breeze 4n' the voice of her is beautiful."



"La Charette! I see La Charette!" cried old Cruzatte.



La Charette was the first white man's village! The captains ordered guns to be fired, and
told the men to cheer. Down to the shore hastened the inhabitants. They, too, cheered.
They talked part in French, part in United States. What a chatter sounded! They almost
carried the men to the houses.



"We nefer expec' to see you again!" they exclaimed. "We t'ink you all scalped. Haf you
been far?"



"To the Pacific Ocean," was the answer.



"My gracious! Come an' tell us."



Drouillard and Cruzatte and Lepage and Labiche were wellnigh beside themselves with joy.
They greeted numerous old friends.



"Dees is the best part of all de trip," they laughed, again and again.



Assuredly, the villages of the white men of the United States must be pleasant places,
thought Peter.



Sixty-eight miles had been rowed, this day. With difficulty could the men get away from
hospitable La Charette, but on the next day forty-eight miles were covered, to another
village, St. Charles. Here occurred more excitement, of greetings, and dinners, and good
beds. The captains, and all the men, in their elk-hide clothes, and their beards, and
their tan, were treated as heroes; and Peter was not overlooked—not by any means.
Nor was Sha-ha-ka, the Big White. He, like Peter, for the first time was seeing how the
white people lived.



"Sha-ha-ka say de white people evidently a ver' good people," announced Jessaume. "But he
anxious to get onto de beeg village of San Loui'."



"How far to St. Louis, Pat?" asked Peter, eagerly. "Only twenty miles. With an 'arly start
we'll ate our dinner there."



Twenty miles! The last twenty of more than 8000! No wonder that all the men were
impatient. They made great plans. At St. Louis they were to be paid off and discharged,



"Extry pay an' 320 acres of land do we each get," repeated Patrick Gass. "An' we've earned
it. It's glad I am not to be with john Colter this minute, trapsin' for the Yellowstone
ag'in."



"What'll you do, Pat, after we get to St. Louis?" "Faith, have my whiskers trimmed an' get
my journal published."



"I've sold my journal to the captains for ten dollars!" boasted Sergeant Ordway. "It's
more 'n you'll make with yours, Pat."



"I mean to try for an officer's commission, in the army," said Sergeant Nat Pryor.



"As soon as I get cleaned up, I'll strike straight for old New Hampshire, and spin my
yarns to the home folks," said Ordway.



"I intend to study law. Think I'll go to college," said George Shannon.



"I stay at San' Loui' for wan time. Den mebbe I haf money to enter de fur trade," said
Drouillard.



"Captain Clark will send me to school," piped Peter.



"That's right, Peter," encouraged George. "You and I'll go to school."



Those were long twenty miles. First, the captains did not leave St. Charles until
mid-morning, because of the rain and the entertainments. Then, three miles below, was
found a big camp of other United States soldiers, and here the captains stopped for the
day, at the log house which was the principal quarters.



They took Sha-ha-ka ashore; and when he was next
seen by the company, he had been dressed in new clothes—white man's clothes! Of
these he was very proud. He strutted more than York had strutted among the Sioux and the
Arikaras and Mandans.



"An' why shouldn't he?" demanded Pat. "He's better dressed for polite sassiety than the
rist of us!"



Seventeen miles to go! The start was made soon after an early breakfast. All eyes strained
ahead; the men pulled lustily on the oars. Houses and small settlements were passed.
People ashore cheered. Toward noon another large river was sighted, ahead; its course was
marked by lines of trees. The Missouri emptied into it.



"The Mississippi!" cried the men. And then



The captains stood up in the white pirogue. Captain Clark looked back, at the canoes, and
waved his hat, and smiled. Before, on the right, was a great collection of houses set
amidst trees—and at the river bank, near where the two rivers joined, loomed a huge
(at least, to Peter it seemed huge) whitish stone fort, flying the United States flag.
Many boats plied the current. St. Louis!



Captain Clark lifted his hand and called an order. But already every rifle in pirogue and
canoes had been leveled, on every trigger was a tense finger—and "Bang!" spoke all
together.



"Hooray!"



Before the boats had touched the landing, the people of St. Louis had gathered there like
magic; they were
running, shouting, jostling. Exclamations sounded again and again. The air trembled with
the excitement. In the boats, the men were again waving, calling, and old Cruzatte
capering. Only the captains and Big White stood motionless, as proper for chiefs, waiting
until the pirogue made landing.



"Eet ees Lewis an' Clark!"



"Dey haf return' from de dead!"



"Huzza! Huzza! Welcome home!"



"Where you been, these two years and a half?" Important personages pressed forward, to
grasp the captains and shake their hands vigorously.



"What news, Captains? What news from beyond the Mandan town? Did you succeed in crossing
the mountains?"



"Yes, sir."



"And how much farther?"



"To the 'Columbia and the Pacific!"



"Marvelous! Any fatalities?"



"Only the death of Sergeant Floyd, by disease."



"And what distance traveled?"



"About eight thousand miles."



"Remarkable! The world shall ring with your story."



"Yis, we've borne the greatest flag in the world to the other side the greatest country in
the world; an', b' gorry, we're all here to tell the tale," pronounced Pat, as following
the captains the men (and Peter! ) sprang to the waiting arms.




Horses at Last



"Are  they Snakes, Hugh?"



"Yes, of course. But we put in the dag-gonedest time you ever saw, catchin' 'em,"
responded Hugh. "First we had 'em, then we didn't, next they had us!"



"What's that around your neck? Where's your hat?"



"Faith, ye look like a Borneo ape," added Pat.



Hugh almost blushed through his coat of tan and whiskers. He was bare-headed, and about
his neck was a curious object like a tippet or boa. In fact, it was very similar to the
fur boas worn by women of to-day. One end was a nose and eyes, the other end was a tail;
and all along the edge dangled small rolls of white fur sewed to a white band and hanging
eighteen inches long—forming a kind of tassel cloak. The collar itself was brown
otter, the border and tassels were ermine. But it was an odd-looking rig.



"Shucks," apologized Hugh. "We traded clothes with the In juns, to show good feelin'. The
other fellow's wearin' my hat. Shields traded his shirt, too. The chief's got on the
captain's cocked hat. And you ought to see Drouillard. He's painted, to boot. With all
that, we had a narrow squeak, I reckon."



"How far you been?"



"Across the mountains, boys, to the Columby side. We followed up the Missouri, through
yonder gap, till it got so small I stood with one foot on each bank. And we went on over,
up an Injun trail. Where the waters flowed west we drank of the:Columby!"



"Didn't you meet any Injuns on this side?" "Yes. I'll tell you."



And so he did. On the third day out, the captain had sighted an Indian, through his
spy-glass. The Indian was horseback, and looked as though he might be a Snake. But when
the captain, calling "Tabba bone," meaning, in Sho-sho-ne, "white man," and stripping back
his sleeve to show his white skin, was just about to talk with the Indian, John Shields
foolishly came in and the Indian galloped away. The captain gave John a proper "dressing
down," for this.



A number of horse tracks were seen, and the captain kept on advancing, following a sort of
a road, into the mountains. He ordered a United States flag to be carried, on a pole.
Next, two squaws were frightened, and ran away—but only a mile on, down the road, an
old woman and a young woman and a little girl were discovered, on a sudden, digging roots.
The young woman ran, but the old woman and the little girl squatted and covered their
heads, expecting to be killed.



The captain raised them up and gave them presents, and got Drouillard to talk with them in
sign language. The young woman came back; and after the captain had painted the cheeks of
the three with vermilion, in
token of peace, the two parties started on, for the village.



Pretty soon, up the road charged sixty other Indians—warriors, on horses, ready for
a fight; but the women went ahead, to talk peace, and the captain followed, alone,
carrying the flag; and as soon as they knew what to expect, the Indians jumped from their
horses and hugged the white men and rubbed faces with them.



"Ah hi e, ah hi e!" said the Indians; meaning: "Glad to see you."



The chief was Ca-me-ah-wait. In the village the men were given salmon trout to eat, so
they knew that they were on the Pacific side of the mountains. The village was friendly,
but when the captain asked the Indians to return with him to the east side and meet the
other white chief and men, they were afraid again—said the white men might be spies
for the Minnetarees. Finally Ca-me-ah-wait was persuaded, and started, with eight
warriors.



The women wept and wailed, but after a few hours the village followed.



"Well, our troubles began again," continued Hugh. "To get those Snakes down here was like
haulin' the barge up-stream in some of those rapids. They turned so suspicious that we
traded clothes with 'em. We gave 'em our flag to carry. The cap'n had told 'em that the
other white chief was to be found at the forks



but when we sighted the forks, the boats weren't to be
seen, and that made matters worse. Where was the other white chief? Of course, we'd
calkilated you fellows might be slow, 'cause of the rapids, but we'd hoped.



"Now we gave over our guns, and the cap'n told the chief to have us shot if there was any
ambush. We were terrible afraid the whole pack of Injuns 'd skip and leave us stranded
without bosses, or guns either. The cap'n sent Drouillard and an Injun down to the forks,
to get a note that had been stuck on a pole there, for Captain Clark. They brought back
the note, and the cap'n pretended it was a note put there by the other white chief, sayin'
he was comin', but had been delayed. The cap'n wrote another note, by light of a brush
fire, telling Captain Clark to hurry. Drouillard and an Injun were to take it down river
in the morning.



"That night the Snakes hid out, all 'round us, in the brush, for fear of a trap, while the
chief and four or five warriors bunked close beside us. Our scalps felt mighty loose on
our heads and the mosquitoes were powerful bad, too, so we none of us slept much. The
cap'n was pretty near crazy. It was touch-and-go, how things 'd turn out. The Snakes were
liable to skeedaddle, the whole pack of 'em, and carry us off with 'em. The only reason
they were stayin' now, was that Drouillard had told 'em we had one of their women in the
main party, and a 'big black medicine man."



"Hoo! Dat am me," asserted York, proudly. "Dis eckspedishun can't get 'long wiffout Yawk."



"Next mornin' we were on the anxious seat. The fate of the expedition hung on whether you
fellows arrived pretty soon at those forks and proved that the cap'n had spoken truth. The
chief sent out a lot of scouts; and Drouillard and one Injun started early with the note,
to find you. They hadn't been gone more than two hours by sun, when in came a scout at a
gallop, makin' signs. He said he'd seen men like us, with skin color of ashes, travelin'
up-river in boats, and they weren't far away. Hooray!"



"Hooray!" cheered the listeners.



"That settled the business. Old Ca-me-ah-wait hugged us, and the other Injuns danced and
sang, and away raced a gang of 'em—and next thing Drouillard and a crowd met Captain
Clark. And now here you all are. So I reckon we're fixed. They'll trade us hosses."



The council was still in progress; but while camp was being made under direction of
Sergeant Ordway, out from the council lodge came Shields and Drouillard, to the camp.
Drouillard was grinning and capering, evidently very happy. His swarthy cheeks were
painted with vermilion, he wore a Snake tippet and decorated shirt; he looked exactly like
an Indian.



"What news, Drouillard?"



"Ever't'ing is all right. We are 'mong frien's. Dey all glad to haf Sa-ca-ja-we-a, an' she
speak well for us. She find one woman who was capture' same time as she but escape'. An'
dart chief, he her brudder.
Dey haf recognize', an' haf weep togedder under one blanket. I mos' weep too."



"A princess, be she?" exclaimed Sergeant Pat. "Well, well! Good for the little Bird-woman.
An' what of horses?"



"Plenty boss. No more drag canoe."



The captains came down. They also were dressed as Indians; in their hair had been tied
little shells from the "stinking lake," as the Snakes called the far-off Pacific Ocean.
The shells had been bought from other Indians and were considered very valuable. A canopy
of boughs and sails was ordered erected; under this another council was held. Chief
Ca-me-ah-wait promised to furnish horses. The Indian women set about repairing the men's
moccasins. They appeared to be a kindly tribe—they wondered much at York, and the
battered boats, and the guns, and even at the smartness of the little black dog. But they
shook their heads when questioned about the country west of the mountains.



"Dey say it is not ze possible for ze white mans to make travel down ze Columbee by boats,
an' ze trail for ze hoss an' ze foot is ver' bad," declared Cliaboneau.



"What's the matter with Sa-ca-ja-we-a, Toussaint?" queried George Shannon, for the
Bird-woman's eyes were red and swollen.



"She much cry. Mos' all her fam'ly dead while she been away."



In the morning Captain Clark took Sergeant Pat
and ten other men, and started over the mountains to explore beyond the Snake village, in
hopes of finding a route by water. They were to send back a man to the Snake village, to
meet Captain Lewis there and tell him what had been discovered.



Chief Ca-me-ah-wait and all his people except two men and two women started also for the
village, with Sa-ca-ja-we-a and Chaboneau, to bring down horses, for Captain Lewis.



Everybody in the camp was put at work making pack-saddles from oar handles and pieces of
boxes tied firmly with raw-hide! Out of sight of the Indians a hole was dug in which to
cache more of the baggage, especially the specimens that had been collected.



Five horses were purchased, at six dollars each in trade; the canoes were sunk by rocks in
the bottom of the river—and the Snakes promised not to disturb them, while the white
men were away. On August 24 the march was begun for the village on the other slope of what
are to-day the Bitter Root Mountains. The five horses were packed with the supplies;
Sa-ca-ja-we-a and little Toussaint rode on a sixth horse that Chaboneau had bought.



Although this was August, the evenings and nights were so cold that the ink froze on the
pens when the journals were 'being written. The village was reached in the late afternoon
of August 26. John Colter was here, waiting. He brought word from Captain Clark that
canoes would be of no use; the country ahead was
fit for only horse and foot, as far as the captain had gone.



"We had an old Injun for guide who'd been living in another village further west," related
John. "He says we can't go to the south'ard, for the land's bare rocks and high mountains
without game, and the horses' hoofs 'd be cut to pieces, tnd the Broken Moccasin Indians
would kill us. 'Tisn't the direction we want to go, anyhow. The Injuns we met said winter
was due, with big snows, and soon the salmon would be leaving for lower country. So the
captain decided to turn back and advise Captain Lewis that we'd better tackle another road
he'd heard of from the guide, farther to the north, into the Tushepaw country on the big
river. After we'd struck the big river, which like as not is the Columby, we could fflllow
it down to the Pacific. Anyhow, the Tushepaws might know."



Captain Lewis immediately began to bargain for twenty horses. The prices were being
raised, so that soon a young horse cost a pistol, ioo balls, some powder andaknife.



Sergeant Pat arrived from Captain Clark's camp below, to ask how matters were shaping.



"'Tis a hard road ahead, lads," he confirmed. "Cruzatte will tell you that. Sure, wane he
was almost lost, himself. I was sint up here to inquire about the prospect of horses; but
what I want to learn, myself, is: are we have the pleasure of the comp'ny of the little
Bird-woman?"



"Yes, she's going."



For Sa-ca-ja-we-a was. She preferred the white men to her own people.



"Sa-ca-ja-we-a will go. She wants to see the big water," she had said.



All were pleased that Sa-ca-ja-we-a, the Bird-Woman, would take little Toussaint and
continue on with them to the Pacific Ocean.



On the last day of August there was a general breaking up at the village. The Sho-sho-nes
under Chief Ca-me-ah-wait rode east over the pass which is to-day Lemhi- Pass of the east
fringe of the Bitter Root Mountains, to hunt the buffalo on the plains of the Missouri.
With twenty-seven horses and one mule the white chiefs' company, guided by the old
Sho-sho-ne and his four sons, set out in quest of the Columbia and the Pacific.



The men named the old guide "Toby."




