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to make fun of any one, no  matter how they look. If you see your  brother or 
 sister  doing something wrong, look away, or go away from them. If you make 
fun of bad persons, you make yourself beneath them. Be kind to all, both 
poor and rich, and feed all that come to your wigwam, and your name can be 
spoken of by  every one far and near. In this way you  will make many friends 
for yourself. Be kind both to bad and good, for you  don’t know your own 
heart. This is the way my  people teach their  children. It was handed down 
from  father to son for many generations. I never in my life saw our  children 
rude as I have seen white  children and grown  people in the streets.

The chief’s tent is the largest tent, and it is the council- tent, where  every 
one goes who wants advice. In the eve nings the head men go  there to dis-
cuss every thing, for the chiefs do not rule like tyrants; they discuss every-
thing with their  people, as a  father would in his  family. Often they sit up all 
night. They discuss the  doings of all, if they need to be advised. If a boy is 
not  doing well they talk that over, and if the  women are interested they can 
share in the talks. If  there is not room enough inside, they all go out of doors, 
and make a  great circle. The men are in the inner circle, for  there would be 
too much smoke for the  women inside. The men never talk without smok-
ing "rst. The  women sit  behind them in another circle, and if the  children 
wish to hear, they can be  there too. The  women know as much as the men 
do, and their advice is often asked. We have a republic as well as you. The 
council- tent is our Congress, and anybody can speak who has anything to 
say,  women and all. They are always interested in what their husbands are 
 doing and thinking about. And they take some part even in the wars. They 
are always near at hand when "ghting is  going on, ready to snatch their hus-
bands up and carry them off if wounded or killed. One splendid  woman 
that my  brother Lee married  after his "rst wife died, went out into the 
 battle- "eld  after her  uncle was killed, and went into the front ranks and 
cheered the men on. Her  uncle’s  horse was dressed in a splendid robe made 
of ea gles’ feathers and she snatched it off and swung it in the face of the 
 enemy, who always carry off every thing they "nd, as much as to say, “You 
 can’t have that— I have it safe”; and she staid and took her  uncle’s place, as 
brave as any of the men. It means something when the  women promise their 
 fathers to make their husbands themselves. They faithfully keep with them 
in all the dangers they can share. They not only take care of their  children 
together, but they do every thing together; and when they grow blind, 
which I am sorry to say is very common, for the smoke they live in destroys 
their eyes at last, they take sweet care of one another. Marriage is a sweet 
 thing when  people love each other. If  women could go into your Congress 
I think justice would soon be done to the Indians.

*    *    *

From Chapter VIII. The Yakima Affair

*    *    *
We then went down, and Major Cochran met us at the door and said, “Sarah, 
are you sick? You look so badly.”

I said, “No.”
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4. This is Captain (not Major) M. A. Cochran 
(Winnemucca spells it “Cochrane” just below), 
who is the post commander at Fort Harney, Ore-
gon. Sarah is with her close friend, Mattie, whom 
she  will refer to as her “ sister” a few paragraphs 
below. A number of Paiute  people had been taken 
to Fort Harney  after the conclusion of the Ban-
nock War in 1878. They  were expecting to be 

returned to the Malheur Reservation in Oregon, 
where many had been for some time.  Here, 
Winnemucca learns that her  people are to be sent 
far away, to the Yakima Reservation in Washing-
ton State.
5. Leggins was the leader of Winnemucca’s 
 father’s band.  These Paiutes did not join the Ban-
nocks. They  were nonetheless sent to Washington.

He then replied, “Sarah, I am heartily sorry for you, but we cannot help 
it. We are ordered to take your  people to Yakima Reservation.”4

It was just a  little before Christmas. My  people  were only given one week 
to get ready in.

I said, “What! In this cold winter and in all this snow, and my  people have 
so many  little  children? Why, they  will all die. Oh, what can the President be 
thinking about? Oh, tell me, what is he? Is he man or beast? Yes, he must be a 
beast; if he has no feeling for my  people, surely he  ought to have some for the 
soldiers.”

“I have never seen a president in my life and I want to know  whether he 
is made of wood or rock, for I cannot for once think that he can be a  human 
being. No  human being would do such a  thing as that,— send  people across 
a fearful mountain in midwinter.”

I was told not to say anything till three days before starting.  Every night I 
 imagined I could see the  thing called President. He had long ears, he had 
big eyes and long legs, and a head like a bull- frog or something like that. I 
could not think of anything that could be so inhuman as to do such a 
 thing,— send  people across mountains with snow so deep.

Mattie and I got all the furs we could; we had fur caps, fur gloves, and fur 
overshoes.

At last the time arrived. The commanding- of"cer told me to tell Leggins 
to come to him.5 I did so. He came, and Major Cochrane told me to tell him 
that he wanted him to tell which of the Bannock men  were the worst, or 
which was the leader in the war. Leggins told him, and counted out twelve 
men to him.  After this talk, Major Cochrane asked me to go and tell  these 
men to come up to the of"ce. They  were Oytes, Bannock Joe, Captain Bear-
skin, Paddy Cap, Boss, Big John, Ea gle Eye, Charley, D. E. Johnson, Beads, 
and Oytes’ son- in- law, called Surger. An of"cer was sent with me. I called 
out the men by their names. They all came out to me. I said to Oytes,— 

“Your soldier- father wants you all to go up to see him.”
We went up, and Oytes asked me many  things.
We had to go right by the guard- house. Just as we got near it, the soldier 

on guard came out and headed us off and took the men and put them into 
the guard- house.  After they  were put in  there the soldiers told me to tell them 
they must not try to get away, or they would be shot.

“We put you in  here for safe- keeping,” they said. “The citizens are coming 
over  here from Canyon City to arrest you all, and we  don’t want them to 
take you; that is why we put you in  here.”

Ten soldiers  were sent down to guard the  whole encampment,— not Leg-
gins’ band, only Oytes’ and the Bannocks. I was then ordered to tell them to 
get ready to go to Yakima Reservation.

Oh, how sad they  were!  Women cried and blamed their husbands 
for   going with the Bannocks; but Leggins and his band  were told they 
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6. Winnemucca’s half- brother.
7. Charles Parrish had been the government 
Indian agent at the Malheur Reservation. As is 

apparent, Winnemucca thought extremely well 
of Parrish and his wife.

 were not  going with the prisoners of war, and that he was not  going 
at all.

Then Leggins moved down the creek about two miles. At night some would 
get out and go off.  Brother Lee6 and Leggins  were sent out to bring them 
back again. One after noon Mattie and I  were sent out to get "ve  women who 
got away during the night, and an of"cer was sent with us. We  were riding 
very fast, and my  sister Mattie’s  horse jumped on one side and threw her off 
and hurt her. The blood ran out of her mouth, and I thought she would die 
right off; but, poor dear, she went on, for an ambulance was at our com-
mand. She had  great suffering during our journey.

Oh, for shame! You who are educated by a Christian government in the 
art of war; the practice of whose profession makes you natu ral enemies of 
the savages, so called by you. Yes, you, who call yourselves the  great civili-
zation; you who have knelt upon Plymouth Rock, covenanting with God to 
make this land the home of the  free and the brave. Ah, then you rise from 
your bended knees and seizing the welcoming hands of  those who are the 
 owners of this land, which you are not, your carbines rise upon the bleak 
shore, and your so- called civilization sweeps inland from the ocean wave; 
but, oh, my God! leaving its pathway marked by crimson lines of blood, 
and strewed by the bones of two races, the inheritor and the invader; and I am 
crying out to you for justice,— yes, pleading for the far- off plains of the 
West, for the dusky mourner, whose tears of love are pleading for her hus-
band, or for their  children, who are sent far away from them. Your Chris-
tian minister  will hold my  people against their  will; not  because he loves 
them,—no, far from it,— but  because it puts money in his pockets.

Now we are ready to start for Yakima. Fifty wagons  were brought, and citi-
zens  were to take us  there. Some of the wagons cost the government from 
ten dollars to "fteen dollars per day. We got to Canyon City, and while we 
camped  there Captain Winters got a tele gram from Washington, telling him 
he must take Leggins’ band too. So we had to wait for them to overtake us. 
While we  were waiting, our dear good  father and  mother, Mr. Charles W. 
Parrish,7 came with his wife and  children to see us. My  people threw their 
arms round him and his wife, crying, “Oh, our  father and  mother, if you 
had staid with us we would not suffer this.”

Poor Mrs. Parrish could not stop her tears at seeing the  people who once 
loved her, the  children whom she had taught,— yes, the savage  children who 
once called her their white- lily  mother, the  children who used to bring her 
wild `owers, with happy  faces, now ragged, no clothes what ever. They all 
cried out to him and his wife, saying, “Oh, good  father and  mother, talk for 
us!  Don’t let them take us away; take us back to our home!” He told them he 
could do nothing for them. They asked him where his  brother, Sam Parrish, 
was. He told them he was a long way off; and then they bade us good-by, 
and that was the last they saw of him.

*    *    *
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