


with the men on the northeast and north
side. There were no women along, but the
boys were taken for the same purpose as be-
fore, to drive cattle and make camp-fires.*®
We did not stop to eat this time, but each
carried something to eat in his legging sash
and ate it in the middle of the day, while
fighting. The plan of attack was the same as
in the first battle, three big shots from the
north, followed by a rush of men on the east,
west, and south sides, all at the same time.
Little Crow had given strict orders on ac-
count of the first failure.

Just before all was in readiness three
young men belonging to Medicine Bottle’s
party on the northeast side of the creek saw
a mail carrier coming into the fort on the
Wakzupata (New Ulm) road, and shot at
him, but did not kill him; then shot twice
more and killed him. This, the men on the
south and west heard, and . . . [taking] it
for the signal, ran up to the top of the hill
and began shooting. By the time the others
had commenced, the big guns were fired at
them, the one on the south and west, and
they ran back under the hill. We were then
all shooting, most of us being hid. We saw
many more soldiers than were there on the
day of the first attack, but we kept up the
shooting until dark.*?

During the day many small buildings were
burned, and we tried to burn the large ones
with fire arrows. Some were burning when
a rain put out the fire. The sun was now
setting low and after we saw the men on the
south and west driven back by the big guns,
and could see Little Crow and his men going
to the northwest, we decided to go around
the creek to the northwest and join them and
see what to do, as our fire arrows had failed
to burn the buildings and drive the whites
out into the open. After joining them we sup-
posed we were going back to Little Crow’s
village for more warriors. When we got to
Three Mile creek it was dark and we cooked
beef, and Little Crow told us there were no
more warriors, and a discussion followed.
Some wanted to renew the attack on the fort
the next morning and then go to New Ulm;
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others wanted to attack New Ulm early the
next morning and then come back and take
the fort. We were afraid the soldiers would
get to New Ulm first. Little Crow wanted to
go to New Ulm to reach there first, before
sunrise. He said he would take the ones who
wanted to go and capture New Ulm. He left
the camp that njght and started for New
Ulm with part of the men, I should think,
about half of them, four hundred.”® The
others stayed in carap that night and went
back to Little Crow’s village the next morn-
ing,
In this day’s fight we had seven killed and
eight wounded. Six of these were killed on
the east side, Big Eagle’s men, near the top
of the creek bluff, where we tried so hard to
kill the men with the big guns. These we had
to leave without burying, as the soldiers
would shoot us if we stood up to carry them
away or to cover them.

Only one big rush was made from the
south and west — where one of Little Six’s
men was killed in the first shooting. We
buried him after the fight, when we went
around to the northwest, on the bank of a
little creek back of the old crossing road.
The white man, the mail carrier from New
Ulm, who was killed, had on a buckskin vest,
with gold pieces sewed inside. The Indians
put the money in a kettle and carried it all
day, and when we camped on Three Mile
creek that night, buried it on the bank of
the creek, as we had no use for the money. I
do not think it has ever been dug up by any
of our people. I was with the party that went
back to Little Crow’s village after the battle
and was not in the battles at New Ulm.

This is the truth of these battles, as I was
in both of them.

“ This differs from most white accounts, which in-
dicate that Indian women were present. See Minne-
sota in the Civil and Indian Wars, 1:254.

The number of defenders was actvally un-
changed.

** Holcombe says Little Crow was wounded late
in the second battle of Fort Ridgely and thus was
not present at the second battle of New Ulm the
next day (August 23). Hubbard and Holcombe,
Minnesota in Three Centuries, 3:337; Folwell, Min-
nesota, 2:132,
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Account of George Quinn

I WAS BORN on Minnehaha Creek, north
of Fort Srelling, in 1843.** T was a member
of the Mdewakanton Sioux band, of which
Wabasha was head chief. 1 belonged to the
sub-band called the Lake Calhoun band, or
White Swan’s band ; afterwards it was known
as Kahkboka’s or the Drifter’s band.’® In the
summer of 1862 1 was living near Walter
McLeod’s near Bloomington, Hennepin
County.®' A rumor came to our settlement
that the paymaster had gone up to the
Lower Agency to pay the Indians their an-
nuities, and some of us young men went up
to be present at the payment and get our
share of the money.

We found on arriving that there was some
excitement over an election for Chief
Speaker of the Mdewakanton band. Travel-
ing Hail, a subchief, had been elected over
Little Crow and Big Eagle. A few Indians
were dissatisfied and some of them shouted
a war whoop, but the excitement died out,
because in a few days it was succeeded hy a
greater. The reason Traveling Hail was

 The original manuscript is prefaced by the fol-
lowing note in Holcombe’s handwriting: “Statement
of George Quinn, alias George Ortley, alias Wakonk-
dayamanne, alias Spirit That Rattles as It Walks, a
half-breed Sioux Indian, made to 1. I. Holcombe in
1898, in the Pioneer Press building. Wm. L. Quinn,
interpreter.”

% The Drifter and Cloudman were rival chiefs of
factions of the Lake Calhoun band. The former was
kitled by Chippewa near Fort Snelling in 1841.
Samuel W, Pond, Jr., Two Volunteer Missionaries
Among the Dakotas, 150, 152 (Boston and Chicago,
1893).

¥ Walter McLeod was a son of the fur trader
Martin McLeod, who had settled at Bloomington in
1849 and died on his farm there on November 20,
1860. Walter McLeod eventually became Sioux
agent, serving until 1888. See Pioneer Press, June
24, 1894, p. 13; Upham and Dunlap, Minnesotu
Biographies, 476.

#Samuel W. and Gideon H. Pond began mission
work among the Sioux at Lake Calhoun in 1834 and
thereafter labored among them at Lac qui Parle
and elsewhere for many years. They wrote several
works in the Sioux language. Their story js told in
Pond, Two Volunteer Missionaries.
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elected was that he had opposed the sale of
the ten-mile strip north of the river, in 1858.
This strip was sold by the influence of Major
Jloseph] R. Brown, the Agent for the Sioux.
He got a lot of the chiefs and head men to go
to Washington and make a treaty for the sale
of the land. Wabasha, Little Crow, Traveling
Hail, Mankato and other chiefs went and
made the treaty but Traveling Hail opposed
the sale of the Jand, as did nearly all of our
people.

While these chiefs were in Washington
they called on President Buchanan, who ad-
vised them to live like he did — wear white
men’s clothes, etc. Wabasha and Traveling
Hail said they would do so. But Little Crow
said, “No; I was born an Indian and I will
die one; I was given a breech-clout as my
first garment, and I will always wear one.”
Yet he put on white men’s clothes before he
returned home on that trip and had his pic-
ture taken in them; and he often wore white
men’s clothing after that and lived in a house
with stoves, bedsteads, ete. Traveling Hail
was a “breeches Indian,” too. He took no
part against the whites during the outbreak
of 1862. In the spring of 1863 he was sent
with other Indians to Fort Thompson (or
Crow Creek) on the Missouri, and he died
at Niobrara, Nebraska, in 1866.

I ARRIVED at Redwood Agency August 13
and four days later the outbreak began in
the Big Woods (or at Acton). The next
morning the work began at the Lower or
Redwood Agency. I am half white man and
half Indian, and I learned to read and write
the Sioux language at Lake Calhoun under
the instruction of the Pond brothers.52 But 1
never learned to speak English and 1 was
raised among the Indians as one of them.
So when the outbreak came I went with my
people against the whites. I was nineteen
years old and anxious to distinguish myself
in the war, but I had no wish to rourder any-
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Jjack Frazer

one in cold blood, nor did I; nobody ever
accused me of such a thing. I fought the
white soldiers, but not the unarmed white
settlers.

I was in the attack on Captain [John S.]
Marsh’s company at Redwood Ferry, the first
day of the outbreak at the agency, and
helped to destroy that command. After the
fight I and four other young men were sent
down mounted to Fort Ridgely to watch the
fort and see what the soldiers were doing,
and to ride back and report anything im-
portant. Other parties of four or five were
sent down for the same purpose. The squad
I was with got to the fort very late at night.
We hitched our horses and crawled up in the
darkness as close as we dared to the west
side of the fort and lay down and I fell
asleep. When I awoke it was daybreak, and
old Jack Frazer, a well-known half-breed
who had made his escape from Wacouta’s
village the day before, leaving his family
behind, was standing picket in plain view of
us. He called out to us to get right away from
there or he would shoot us, and he said that
if he did not know our fathers and mothers
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so well he would shoot us anyhow. We
slipped down the bluftf bank and did not let
him see us any more. Later in the day we
returned to the Redwood Agency. One party
sent down to watch the fort rode some miles
north of it and finally saw Lieutenant [Timo-
thy] Sheehan’s company returning to the
fort in the night. A messenger was sent back
to give the alarm. This messenger gave the
news to another scout and he rode to Little
Crow’s village and reported that the soldiers
were coming in great numbers. There was
great excitement and orders were given to
break up camp and retreat to Yellow Medi-
cine. But in a little time another scout came
and said there were only about fifty men
coming to re-enforce the Fort, and so the
orders to break up camp were counter-
manded.

I was in the second attack on Fort Ridgely.
In this fight I came up on the south side to
the stables and tried to get a horse. As I was
leading it out a shell burst in the stable near
me and the horse sprang over me and got
away, knocking me down, When I got up I
saw a mule running and I was so mad that I
shot it. Good Thunder was in this fight and
got a horse. I saw him and another Indian
shooting at the windows of a house on the
west side of the Fort. Some white men were
firing from these windows at the Indians.
Little Crow, Wabasha, Shakopee, Big
Eagle, and Mankato were all at the first
Ridgely fight. I saw Little Priest and three
other Winnebago there. Big Eagle and The
Thief tried to prevent the second attack on
Fort Ridgely, by saying it was no use to
attack it, for it could not be taken without
too great a loss. The Thief was not at the first
fight; I know he was not.

I was over in the Big Woods trying to steal
horses when the fight at Birch Coulee began.
I got to the battle ground just as Sibley came
and ended the fight. Red Legs’ brother, Wah-
keeyah Hotonna, or Thunder Voice, was
killed at Birch Coulee.5® His body was

“Red Legs (Hushasha) was a Wahpekute chief
whose village was the farthest downstream from the
Lower Agency. See map in Folwell, Minnesota,
2:226.
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wrapped in a blanket and taken to the old
site of Shakopee’s village near the mouth of
the Redwood and buried. Several Indians
were wounded, and among them was Wil-
liam Columbus, now living at Morton; he
had his powderhom shot off too.

I was in the Wood Lake battle. I was one
of a party of thirteen that was placed toward
the rear of Sibley’s force in a ravine which
ran from the lake. We were nearly all of Wa-
couta’s band and our leader was Chetanwe-
kechetah, or the Killing Hawk. His wife was
Jack Frazer’s niece. He was killed and eight
more of the thirteen were shot by the force
that attacked us. Our line was across the

? This is not specified in Big Eagle’s account, but
Holcombe (probably wvsing information from Bi
Eagle) says Mankato was buried “in the bluff bank
of the Yellow Medicine.” Hubbard and Holcombe,
Minnesota in Three Centuries, 3:406.

“ Simon Anawangmani is one of the “faithful In-
dians” honoved by a special monument at Morton.

THE PICTURES on pages 137 and 142 are from
the Newberry Library, and that on 149 is from the
Hill Library. The drawings on pages 140 and 141
are in A. P. Connolly, The Minnesotu Massacre,
(Chicago, 1896}, and the one on page 135 appeared
in Harper's Monthly for June, 1863. Al others are
owned by the Minnesota Historical Society.

route the soldiers were on to dig potatoes at
the Yellow Medicine Agency, and a dog with
the soldiers barked at cur men as they lay
in the grass and so they were discovered.
Little Crow stayed on the field till the fight
was all over. He had no arms but a large six-
shooter. I do not think he fired it. Mankato’s
body was buried back in our camp, I think,
and not in the hank of the Yellow Medicine,
as Big Eagle says.*" Old Simon came among
the Indians during the fight, with a white
rag on a stick and wanted the other Indians
to stop fighting, and some of them oheyed
him.?® Old Mahzomanne (Walks on Iron)
went out from the Indian side with a white
flag, but a cannon ball took off his leg and
he died. He had taken no part against the
whites.

[ surrendered at Camp Release and gave
my gun to Samuel ]. Brown. He put me
under guard, but said I would not be a
prisoner very long. I was a prisoner for four
years, being sent to Rock Island. Nothing
was proved against me except that I was in
some of the battles against the whites. I took
no part in killing the settlers and was op-
posed to such work,

stoux Indians traveling, as pictured by Seth Eastman
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