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         HIGHLIGHTS: 
          
         - Mr. Lonesinger was born on the Red Pheasant Reserve in 1907.  
           He attended school, and later moved to the Sweet Grass Reserve. 
           He is a good singer and storyteller.  (For biography see 
           IH-052, p. 11). 
         - Story of the woman who saw a ghost priest and had good luck. 
         - Journey on foot from Montana to the Red Pheasant Reserve. 
         - Story of the lame boy whose skill as a medicine man won him a 
           chieftainship and a wife. 
         - Story of a group of warriors who saw a non-existent camp. 
         - The establishment of the Poundmaker and Red Pheasant Reserves. 
          
              One day in the early spring my grandmother received word 
         that the priest wanted her to go into town.  He had a job for 
         her.  He wasn't a real priest.  He was the headmaster of the 
         Indian school in the village.  The priest was a short man.  The 
         man who brought the message was Gootsoo.  My grandmother 
         told my father she was leaving.  The priest had sent for her 
         and he had work for her.  She started getting ready to leave.  
         She tied her blankets in a bundle and carried them on her back.  
         She left late in the afternoon, she was to reach the village 
         by dark.  She was walking on the edge of a small hill past 
         the old school, in a heavy thicket.  Down the hill she saw a 



         priest.  He wore a hat and a white robe.  He was carrying a 
         bible.  The wind was blowing his robe and it was waving like a 
         flag.  He was tall and walked real slow.  "I felt my body go 
         numb.  There was another road going to the Pambrun's place.  I 
         watched the priest as he walked up the hill.  I took the other 
         road and ran as fast as I could.  I reached the Pambrun's place 
         just as Johnny and his wife were coming out of the barn.  They 
         carried a lantern for it was already dark.  They asked me to 
         come inside and sit down on a couch.  'You must be tired.'  I 
         was bone tired.  They lit the lamp and started draining milk.  
         They did the rest of the chores and asked me why I was so pale.  
         What frightened me? 
          
              "I waited till their work was done and told them to sit 
         down.  I told the Pambruns as I came to this hill, I saw a 
         priest coming from a bush.  He had a bible under his arm and 
         walked real slow.  While he was standing near the hill I ran.  
         They sat still for a while.  Johnny said, 'Granny, you should 
         be thankful.  You saw a priest working for God.  You could have 
         seen the devil instead.  You imagined you saw a priest.  
         Something good will come your way.  Where are you going?'  I 
         said the little priest sent for me and that's where I was 
         heading.  The Pambruns were going to town in the morning.  They 
         told me they'd give me a ride.  'Don't worry, try to think of 
         something good.  You were given good luck.'  We arrived in 
         town.  The school boys start pitching up a tipi for me.  They 
         hauled water in tubs, and filled up two of them.  The priest 
         told me my job is to wash sheep wool and make pillows for the 
         children.  I washed the wool and spread it out to dry when I 
         finished washing it.  I filled a lot of bags of wool. 
          
              "After finishing the wool, I started washing sheepskins.  
         I made them soft.  It took me a long time to get my job done.  
         One day my nephew came to where I was working.  His job was to 
         look after the little priest's horses.  He had many horses.  My 
         nephew said, 'Auntie, one of the priest's brown horses was 
         killed today.  It's neck was broken.'  The priest had a team of 
         browns, which he used to pull his wagons.  'I came here to tell 
         him.  Some of the boys will get the other horse in the morning.  
          
         If you come along, you can get some meat.'  I told my nephew I 
         was too busy, "Can't make it.  I have worked here for quite a 
         while now."  He left.  The priest came in the evening and said 
         to me, 'Grandmother, you saw the team of browns I had.  One of 
         them was killed today.  You can have the other one, part of my 
         payment to you for working hard.  I will also give you fifteen 
         dollars plus food.  The horse is very tame and he's too tall 
         for the other horses.  I have to break horses and use those.'  
         I readily agreed.  In the morning the boys went after the other 
         horse and brought it back.  By now my job was done.  I asked 
         the priest for boards, I was going to make a cart.  He asked me 
         if I needed harness but I didn't need harness.  I could use a 
         saddle.  He said he had two mounies' saddles.  'You can have 
         them.'  I started packing.  I had quite a few things to pack.  
         I hitched up the horse and told the boys to walk him around.  
         But the horse didn't seem to mind at all.  I told the priest I 
         was going home and started loading up my belongings.  My aunt 



         came while I was packing.  My mother had arrived the previous 
         night.  Aunt told my mother that we were invited to come and 
         have dinner that evening.  We went and everyone exclaimed over 
         my horse.  'What a beautiful horse.'  We had dinner outside, 
         all my aunts and uncles were there.  My father said, 'I rode 
         the horse this morning.  It will make a good saddle horse for 
         my brother.  The saddle and bridle were good.  They were 
         mountie saddles.'  My mother said, 'You were very well payed 
         for the job you did.'  I repeated my story to them.  Have I 
         received good luck when I saw the priest?  What was a priest 
         doing out there when it was almost dark?  It wasn't a human 
         being I imagined I saw.  But that is the way I had seen it." 
          
              Here is a story my aunt told me, about the time she and 
         her grandmother walked all the way from Sweet Grass hills to 
         Red Pheasant.  My aunt was late Sam Benson's sister.  Our 
         grandmother's name was We-tih-te-mun.  She was blind.  While we 
         were staying in Great Falls, the people started moving towards 
         Milk River.  There were many people from different tribes 
         moving together.  Men hunted while we were moving along.  My 
         grandmother dried meat whenever she could get some.  She made 
         quite a bit of pemmican and put it in a bag.  She sewed the bag 
         shut and mended our worn out moccasins.  She had enough tanned 
         hide to make two pairs of new moccasins.  We had my little 
         brother with us.  He wasn't big enough to walk yet, so we had 
         to carry him on our backs.  Grandmother told me we were going 
         home.  The people were all going to the reservations they had 
         joined.  We were going to Eagle Hills.  My grandmother had 
         joined Red Pheasant's band.  We began our journey from Shelby, 
         Montana.  She said we were to travel on the south side of the 
         Cypress Hills.  She described the way the land looked like.  I 
         recognized the place when we reached it.  I told my grandmother 
          
         we were heading for a river.  I asked her how we were going to 
         cross it.  She said there is a flat place where the river ran.  
         On the other side is small bush, it looks the same this side.  
         That is the place to cross.  Don't be afraid of the water.  
         When we came down to the river, she asked me to cross first.  I 
         was afraid.  I had two poles on each hand, and I stepped into 
         the water.  It wasn't even knee deep.  The bottom had a flat 
         rock.  I crossed the river and came back.  I told my 
         grandmother, "The water is shallow; it didn't reach my knees."  
         We crossed the river and stayed one day to rest.  Next day we 
         followed a trail leading to Swift Current.  We must have 
         travelled a long way.  We ate all of our pemmican.  When we 
         came upon some ducks, I'd kill the ducklings and eat them.  We 
         took turns carrying the baby. We were both raw on our shoulders 
         from the back carrier.  While we were travelling we didn't meet 
         anyone and nobody caught up with us.  We'd leave the trail when 
         we are going to stop for the night.  We slept in a well-hidden 
         spot.  I stayed up to watch, for someone might walk past us.  
         But there was no one.  Fortunately it didn't rain while we were 
         travelling.  The land was getting to look familiar. 
          
              We were on a hill, on the other side of Biggar.  I told my 
         grandmother I recognized the place.  She said we were not too 
         far from the Eagle Hills.  When I had killed quite a few ducks 



         and gophers, we stopped for the night, and cooked them ready 
         for the next day.  When we reached the Forty Mile bush, my 
         grandmother said, "We will be home the day after tomorrow."  We 
         started out before sunrise and reached Palo Mine.  She thought 
         we surely will be home tomorrow.  We camped on a small hilly 
         place, and started out again.  We didn't get to the camp.  We 
         decided to stop for one night again.  We were pretty close now.  
         I was very tired.  My raw shoulders were hurting.  My 
         grandmother said we will reach the camp tomorrow at noon.  We 
         left the trail and came into the open and saw lots of tents.  I 
         told my grandmother, "We are almost to the camp!"  We arrived 
         at the camp, but my mother wasn't there.  She had found herself 
         a husband and gone with him to Duck Lake.  My grandmother said, 
         "We will get your mother when we have rested.  We have to leave 
         your little brother this time."  We left again, to Duck Lake 
         this time.  When we arrived in Duck Lake, my mother wanted to 
         come home.  So we brought her home with us.  Soon after we 
         arrived, the people started moving to different parts of the 
         reserve.  That was when the treaty was first signed.  It took 
         them many days from U.S.A. to Saskatchewan. 
          
              A group of people were living somewhere out west.  There 
         was one very poor young man living with his uncle.  His leg was 
          
         badly deformed.  His clothes were hand-me-downs from his 
         cousin.  One day his cousin told him, "I am leaving.  I am 
         going to look for a wife."  He had one horse his uncle had 
         given him.  The horse was brown and a swift runner.  At least 
         he had something he could call his own.  He told his cousin 
         he'll miss him and don't stay away too long.  His cousin told 
         him he'd be back soon, and that he was sorry he couldn't take 
         him along.  "My father needs you to look after the horses."  
         After his cousin was gone for quite a while, he missed him.  
         His clothes were ragged and torn.  If his cousin was here, he'd 
         already give him some clothes.  He'd have a jacket and pants.  
         He told his uncle he missed his cousin and was going to look 
         for him.  His aunt packed food for him.  When he was ready he 
         started out.  He rode west.  Finally, after travelling a long 
         time, he came upon a camp.  He asked if his cousin was seen.  
         The people told him he passed by long time ago.  He was heading 
         east.  He left the camp.  He knew he was far away from home.  
         After a long time he came into another camp.  He was told his 
         cousin was heading east.  He rested a while and started his 
         journey once more.   
          
              It was a long time before he saw people.  He came to a 
         steep hill and rode up.  He looked down and saw a big camp.  It 
         was midday.  His horse was very skinny.  He got off his horse 
         and sat down.  He must have fallen asleep.  He saw a young man 
         coming out of a tipi and coming towards the hill.  The young 
         man came to where he was.  He said, "You're new around here.  
         Where do you come from?"  The stranger said, "I came from near 
         the mountains.  Far away from here."  The young man asked him 
         if his horse was played out and if he was hungry.  The lame boy 
         answered his horse was exhausted, very skinny and he wasn't 
         very hungry.  He told the young man he came through two camps.  
         The young man asked him where he was going.  He said nowhere in 



         particular.  "I am looking for my cousin."  He told the young 
         man his cousin's name and described him.  The young man told 
         him, "Your cousin is somewhere east.  It is far from here.  He 
         found himself a wife.  Come, let us go home and eat, it is 
         dinnertime."  He rode into the camp.  The young man told him to 
         go inside.  "I will take your horse someplace where he could 
         graze."  The visitor went inside.  There was a woman sitting 
         alone.  She told him to sit down.  The young man didn't take 
         the horse to where the other horses were.  The horse grazed 
         near the tipis and came to the centre.  The horse was skinny 
         and had a scabby back.  The woman chased it away.  The visitor 
         was ashamed of his ugly horse.  The horse kept coming back just 
         to be chased away and laughed at.  The lame boy thought, "If my 
         horse was fat, they wouldn't be laughing at it."  This young 
         man was living with his parents.  That's why the woman was 
         alone.  The father had gone to his brother-in-law's tipi.  His 
         brother-in-law's son was very sick.  The father told his wife, 
          
         "Our nephew is very sick.  He probably won't live till 
         morning."  He told the young visitor he was glad to have him 
         here.  He told him not to be in a hurry to leave.  The lame man 
         told the father where he came from and why he was here.  The 
         man told him that his cousin was married to an Ojibway woman.  
         The Ojibway country is quite a distance from here.  In the 
         evening the man said, "I will be back later on and eat."  There 
         was the sound of drums as the medicine men tried to save the 
         dying boy's life.  The man entered the tipi and asked how the 
         boy was.  The boy was still alive but very weak.  The lame 
         young man asked if the boy ever had a woman yet.  The man said, 
         "No, he is still a virgin.  He's a very young boy.  He's the 
         only child the couple had.  That's my wife's brother's son.  
         He's our nephew.  My wife's brother's brother-in-law lives over 
         there.  That makes him my brother.  They picked out four of the 
         best medicine men.  But alas, they can do nothing for him."  
         The man ate in a hurry and was about to go out, when the lame 
         man said, "Too bad he had to die for no reason."  The man 
         hesitated for a moment and said, "That's right.  He won't last 
         long."  He went to his brother-in-law's tipi and told him what 
         the lame man had said.  "Go to him and ask him if he can do 
         something for my son."  The man told them to stay in and not go 
         anyplace.  "You stay here when the young man is tending my 
         son." 
          
              The man went home and stayed there.  While sitting in the 
         tipi they heard somone crying as he came toward the tipi.  The 
         young man thought, "They are are going to ask me to heal the 
         sick boy."  The man came in and handed him the peace pipe and a 
         piece of cloth.  He never smoked before, but took the pipe 
         anyway.  The man was thankful that his pipe wasn't refused.  
         The man had given away all of his horses, except one.  He had 
         to pay the medicine men.  This horse was the sick boy's horse.  
         This horse was beautiful and a swift runner.  They tied the 
         horse near the tipi where the lame man was staying.  The lame 
         man's horse never came back to the centre.  It would only be 
         chased away.  The man told his brother-in-law, "You left your 
         son alone too long.  Go on ahead.  I will take the young man to 
         your tipi.  We will leave in a short while."  They left for the 



         sick boy's tipi.  The young man's deformed leg caused him to 
         step backwards.  He hardly moved without stumbling.  It took 
         them a long time to get there.  He was very slow.  The man was 
         getting very impatient.  He thought they'd never get there on 
         time. 
          
              They entered the tipi and the lame boy asked the man to 
         sit beside him and tend to his needs.  The man asked him what 
         songs they were to sing.  "I will sing the same as the medicine 
         men."  They gave him a pipe.  He told them to smoke and pray 
         just as before.  After they had smoked, the sick boy's father 
         asked him if there was something he desired to have.  The lame 
         boy said, "I want a weasel fur shirt that's never been worn."  
         They looked for one and finally found it.  "You are borrowing 
          
          
         this till you are through using it.  What else do you want?"  
         "Some pants that have never been used."  "What else stranger?"  
         "A new beaded blanket with weasel fur trimming."  The man went 
         out and brought back the blanket.  The beaded blanket was sewn 
         on to a red cloth.  "Is there something else you need young 
         man?"  "Yes, I want a brown rouge that's never been used."  One 
         old man had hung one just like that in his tipi.  The man told 
         the old man that, "The young man who is going to cure my son 
         wants one just like this one."  The old man told him, "It's 
         hanging over there, you can have it."  The man asked the lame 
         boy what else he wanted.  The young man said he wanted a new 
         pair of beaded moccasins.  The man's niece had made pair for 
         the sick boy to wear when he dies.  The man told his niece that 
         the young man asked for new moccasins.  They gave them to him. 
         He wanted to borrow them.  They gave the moccasins to him and 
         asked if there was anything else he wanted.  The young man 
         said, "There is one last thing.  I want the young girl to sit 
         beside me."  The man hated to ask his cousin for this.  He went 
         to his cousin's tipi.  The cousin asked him if there was 
         something he wanted.  The man said, "The lame boy wants my 
         niece to sit beside him."  The man told his daughter to get 
         dressed.  "He's got something for you to do."  The girl got 
         ready.  She put on her best clothes and put rouge on her 
         cheeks.  They went into the sick boy's tipi and waited. 
          
              The lame boy took off his shirt, pants and moccasins.  He 
         put on the beaded blanket and tied it around his neck.  He 
         spoke to the girl quietly, and she would laugh.  He sat there 
         for a long time and the people were getting impatient.  Finally 
         he took off the blanket.  He was barefoot.  He had on only a 
         breechcloth.  He told the men to burn incense and scent the 
         rattles.  "Beat your drums."  They asked him to teach them the 
         song he wanted them to sing.  He said, "Sing any song you like.  
         Beat your drums real good and sing your best."  He told the 
         girl to take the moccasins off.  "When I move in a way 
         described, you hit me on my back.  Put the bowls here and smoke 
         them with incense."  They spread out a clean cloth and put the 
         bowls on the cloth.  They started the singing.  The lame man 
         got up and went around the fireplace.  The fire was blazing and 
         the young man stepped into the middle of the fire.  The flames 
         leaped around him.  He stepped forward and the fire went out.  



         He put a red coal into his mouth.  He blew at the sick boy and 
         sparks flew out of his mouth.  He sucked at the boy's skin and 
         passed out.  He let go of the skin, spun around and fell on his 
         stomach.  The girl jumped up and slapped him on the back.  The 
         lame man got up and spat out bloody pus.  He did this four 
         times, each time the girl would hit him on the back.  "That is 
         all, you can go home now.  I am through using you.  Last fall, 
         while this boy was chasing buffalo, his horse threw him off and 
         injured his back.  That's what made him sick.  You should have  
          
         done this in the first place.  It nearly killed him.  If he 
         wants something to eat tonight, give him powdered dried meat.  
         Put it in a spoon, and give him a little bit of soup.  Be 
         grateful if he wants something to swallow.  He will get better.  
         Give him small portions of food when he wants it.  If he 
         doesn't want to eat, that's when we should worry.  Don't bring 
         the peace pipe again.  I took out all of his sickness.  He is 
         going to live."  The boy was very skinny.  He left the tipi and 
         the man went with him.  It took him a long time to reach their 
         tipi.  He went to bed.  
          
               The man came in the next morning and the sick boy took 
         two spoonfuls of food.  He ate three times.  "He's going to be 
         all right,"  the man told the lame boy, "if only you can stay 
         with us."  The young man said, "I will stop here and go home 
         from here.  The Ojibway people are different.  It will be 
         winter by the time I reach home.  My horse's back will heal and 
         he will gain weight."  The man went back to check on his 
         nephew.  He said his nephew is making sounds.  He is eating 
         more soup.  The young man told him not to feed him too much at 
         first.  "Gradually increase the amount of food."  The man spent 
         the night with his nephew.  He said, "The boy is talking and 
         sitting up."  The lame man stayed at the friends' tipi.  He was 
         waiting for his horse to fatten up.  He now had two beautiful 
         horses. He hung around the young men from the camp.  He had 
         nice clothes on, but never walked around because of the way he 
         walked.  People were moving out to the winter camp.  His horse 
         was fattened out.  One day he was challenged to a horse race.  
         His horse looked like a fast runner.  He rode his own horse 
         because he knew how to treat his.  He won the race.  His horse 
         was the fastest in the camp.  The horse was beautiful.  The 
         women didn't know how beautiful the horse was when they laughed 
         at it. 
          
              There were two different camps living together.  One camp 
         did not have a chief so they joined the other camp.  The man 
         thought, "If only this young man was our chief.  He would be 
         our medicine man."  He went to his brother-in-law and said to 
         him, "My nephew is alive and well.  You got some horses.  You 
         gave all of your horses to the medicine men but they couldn't 
         help him.  If the young man hadn't come when he did, your son 
         would be dead now.  We would be mourning for him.  
         Brother-in-law, I wish you'd ask for your niece.  Ask your 
         brother-in-law for his daughter.  We will have our own chief. 
         Try anyway.  The people gave clothes to the lame man.  He was 
         well dressed."  The man agreed to go, "What have I got to lose 
         if they refuse.  I will ask my brother-in-law."  He went to his 



         brother-in-law and told him what the man had said.  "If this 
         stranger hadn't come we would be mourning right now.  He saved 
         my nephew's life.  I wonder if my niece would agree to marry 
         him.  We need him for the sick people.  He will be our chief. 
         We tried all the best medicine men.  They failed to heal the 
          
         boy.  Now my nephew is out riding horses."  The man said, "I 
         don't know if my daughter will be willing.  The girl and her 
         mother were in the tipi listening.  The man asked his daughter 
         what she thought of it.  "You heard what the man said.  If the 
         young man wasn't here, your cousin would be dead.  The lame man 
         is good looking, the only thing is he's lame.  How did your 
         cousin look when he nearly died?  What do you think?"  The girl 
         agreed.  "Get our daughter ready and take her to the young 
         man."  The man went home and waited.  The door opened and the 
         girl came in.  She sat down beside the young man.  The old lady 
         sat down on the opposite side and told the young man what the 
         girl's father said, "My old man said if you want my daughter 
         for your wife, I came here to give her to you.  If you will 
         have her."  The young man said, "I am poor and lame.  How am I 
         going to support her?  I am an orphan.  My parents, brothers 
         and sisters are all dead.  I don't really have any relatives.  
         I am far away from home.  People pity me, that is why I am well 
         dressed.  I might see my cousin in the future.  He lives far 
         from here.  I will stay and never leave."  The old lady left 
         her daughter and went home.  They showed the young man where a 
         chief should live, and took him there.  He was made chief.  He 
         stayed and grew old there.  But never saw his cousin.  He was 
         lucky he found those people. 
          
              Once somewhere out west people were living in a place 
         called Saddle Lake.  They were western Crees.  There was this 
         man who was a great warrior and horse thief.  One day in fall, 
         he announced he was leaving.  He picked four of the best horse 
         stealers and warriors.  He told them that they are going to 
         steal horses.  He knew where the Blackfoot camp was every year 
         at this time.  "We will go to Saskatoon River near Calgary.  We 
         will surely find horses."  They came to a big hill and saw the 
         river below.  They saw a herd of buffalo.  The buffalo were 
         grazing and didn't seem to be disturbed by anything.  That 
         meant no one was around.  They crossed the river and walked 
         between two big hills.  They went through a winding gorge.  The 
         moon was bright and it was easy to travel.  They sat down 
         halfway up a hill and smoked.  Up this hill they heard children 
         playing and dogs barking.  The hill was barren except for 
         clumps of saskatoon bushes.  "This is where I approached the 
         camp when I came to steal horses.  The Blackfeet come here 
         every year at this time to hunt buffalo.  The two of you go and 
         we will wait here.  Climb this hill from the south side and go 
         from bush to bush.  You might meet horses along the way, but 
         wait till later at night.  Choose your horses carefully and 
         don't make any mistakes."  The two ran up the hill and went 
         from one bush to another.  After a while, they started meeting 
         horses.  They decided to take horses from the centre of the 
         camp.  They kept on meeting more horses.  The other horses 
         would be on the far side of the hill.  They planned on choosing 
          



          
         those when they came back.  The moon would still be bright 
         then.  They finally spotted the camp.  It was located on a 
         round flat.  They started crawling toward the tipis, and 
         stopped on a clump of bush.  They looked to the centre.  They 
         saw no tipis or horses;  that meant no chief's horses.  They 
         had to settle for the horses they passed.  Before they could 
         move from their hiding place, they saw lots of men riding 
         horses.  The men were riding side by side, as they sang around 
         the camp.  The sound was so beautiful.  They rode past the 
         hiding place of the horse thieves.  The Crees stayed hidden and 
         planned to steal horses after the men stopped singing.  One of 
         the thieves wanted to sleep.  "I want to sleep a little while," 
         he said.  His companion told him to try and stay awake.  But he 
         kept dozing off.  "We are here to steal horses," his companion 
         told him.  There was one tipi facing the direction where they 
         were hiding.  The door opened and they saw blue flames.  A 
         woman came out and sat down near the bush where the horse 
         thieves were hiding.  He woke up his companion and told him to 
         look.  The woman got up and went inside the tipi.  "What a 
         strange fire the woman has.  The flames are blue.  I wonder 
         what she burns to make the fire blue?"  They suspected 
         something but didn't really know what.  It took the singers 
         quite a while to sing around the camp.  Finally they were 
         coming.  They ducked down when the singers rode by.  Suddenly 
         the singing got fainter and fainter.  It sounded as if it was 
         going up.  They listened and the sound kept going up.  Finally 
         they couldn't hear anything.  They looked at the tipi, but it 
         wasn't there any more.  It was quiet and no sign of tipis 
         anywhere.  They started running and the horses had vanished.  
         There were no horses' hoof prints.  They ran to where the 
         others were waiting and told them what happened.  "We saw 
         something really strange.  We will turn back from here.  I have 
         a feeling something will happen if we continue.  Let us go 
         home," they said.  They turned back from there.  They had gone 
         there for nothing.  They had no horses. They only saw something 
         that wasn't real.  That's what happened to the horse thieves 
         from Saddle Lake. 
          
              Poundmaker, Little Pine, and Thunder Child were famous 
         chiefs.  Famous for battling and defeating the enemy most of 
         the time.  In the beginning we did not have a chief.  Therefore 
         we didn't have a chief as famous as the other chiefs.  My 
         grandfather and the rest of the men in our camp did not know 
         what to do.  It was about time we had a chief.  They thought of 
         making Red Pheasant as their chief.  He never fought in a 
         battle but he was good natured and a wise man.  Kind to old and 
         young people alike.  He loved the poor and the old.  He had 
         three wives.  Wuttunee was ruled out as a chief.  He was too 
         hard to get along with.  Finally they made Red Pheasant our 
         chief.  Wuttunee, Baptiste and Red Pheasant were first cousins. 
          
         Poundmaker was my cousin; he was also Wuttunee's cousin.  
         People were taking land and signing treaties.  "Let's ask 
         Pound- maker to join us."  My uncle Wuttunee did not agree with 
         us.  "If Poundmaker joins us, the reserve will be too crowded.  
         Let's just take our relatives and that way, we won't be too 



         crowded." We didn't argue with him.  Poundmaker was glad to 
         join us.  He wasn't a chief yet.  But he was already a great 
         warrior.  My grandfather said, "We will have our own land.  Our 
         land will be big for all of us.  The land in Eagle Hills will 
         be just right for us."  People gathered in our camp when we 
         were ready to sign a treaty.  Our cousin Poundmaker lived next 
         to us.  The Stoneys were there.  They told us, "Wherever you 
         choose your land, we will live next to your reservation.  We 
         will not part from you."  There was Mosquito, Lean Man and 
         Grizzly Bears Head. 
          
              They told us to choose our land first.  "We will pick our 
         land after you have taken yours.  We want our reserve right 
         next to yours."  McKie and I went to look at the land in the 
         Eagle Hills.  People forgot all about Poundmaker when it was 
         time to move.  Johnny Thomas was Red Pheasant's hired hand.  He 
         looked after his needs.  Johnny Thomas's father and his brother 
         stayed with Poundmaker.  Johnny Thomas's father became Pound- 
         maker's hired hand.  People began to pack and moved to the 
         Eagle Hills.  Poundmaker was very quiet.  He had something on 
         his mind.  Finally he asked me to go and talk to the tall white 
         man, the man who gives the land to the Indians.  "There are 
         some people left behind with no land to go home to.  Ask him if 
         he will give me land.  An interpreter is there to talk to him 
         in English."  I went to the white man and told him what Pound- 
         maker said.  The man told me to go and tell Poundmaker to come 
         right away.  Poundmaker went to the white man.  He asked Pound- 
         maker, "What is it you want?"  Poundmaker said, "I want you to 
         give me land."  "How many tipis are in your camp?"  Pound- 
         maker told him how many there were.  The man told him, "Only 
         twelve tipis are needed to have a chief.  You will be the 
         chief. Your land will not be as big.  Now where do you want 
         your reservation?"  Poundmaker said, "I want my land in Cut 
         Knife Hills, right next to Little Pine."  The white man agreed 
         and they signed the papers. 
          
              He went home and told his people that land was given to 
         them.  He told them where it will be.  "I will go tell my 
         cousins and my grandfather tomorrow."  He left the next 
         morning.  When he arrived at the camp, he told his cousin, "I 
         signed a treaty, but my land will be smaller than yours."  Our 
         grandfather regretted not having Poundmaker in our reserve.  
         Poundmaker said, "I will be moving to our reservation the day 
         after tomorrow."  Johnny Thomas said Poundmaker came the next 
         day and asked him to join them.  He said, "No, I will stay with 
         Red Pheasant.  I am leaving tomorrow to go to Red Pheasant.  My 
         father will go with you."  I went home and met my cousin at 
          
         Stoney Lake.  When he saw me, he went off the trail and sat 
         down to light a pipe.  I got off my horse.  I told him what my 
         uncle said.  Poundmaker said, "I already signed a treaty.  Here 
         is the paper I signed yesterday.  You tell my cousin.  I took 
         some of your land."  I went home and told my uncle.  "Pound- 
         maker took one of our councillors."  Askoos was a very good 
         man.  He also took a man named Sky Child with him.  He was also 
         a good person.  He took those two men from us.  Askoos became 
         one of Poundmaker's councillors.  And that is what happened 



         when treaties were signed. 
          
         (END OF TAPE)     
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