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         GEORGE FIRST RIDER 
          
              George First Rider of the Blood Reserve was born in 1904.  
         He had no formal schooling but became an accomplished horseman 
         and worked for a time on the rodeo circuit.  After working as a 
         farmer he ended up in jail as a result of alcoholism and theft.  
         He attributes his reform to his conversion to Christianity. 
              He prides himself on his ability as a storyteller and on 
         his knowledge of Blood culture, particularly the holy 
         societies, many of which he joined as a young man. 
          
          
         HIGHLIGHTS: 
          
         - An account of First Rider's initiation into the Horn Society.  
          
         (N.B.  This account is incomplete.  The remainder of the 
         account is on IH-AA.081A) 
         George First Rider:  Okay, I am telling the story of the Horn 
         Society.  There are twenty-seven and two were added; there are 
         twenty-nine Horn Society bundles.  They are not all transferred 
         in the same way.  There are various ways of transferring them.  
         There are various stories of them, how they are set, that 
         causes a lot of stories. 
          
         Now a story, the reason why a story varies a lot, the ones that 
         officiate them changed them all.  The cause of it, it's because 
         in the way they understood them.  There are some of the staffs 



         that are changed from their original positions and the beds too 
         and some of the dances have changed also.  It's on account of 
         the instructions.  It's hard on me (First Rider).  Myself, I 
         illustrate it the way I know it. 
          
         When I (First Rider) first joined the Horn Society, this man 
         that is called Doesn't Own A Nice Horse (Jack Low Horn), when 
         Doesn't Own A Nice Horse had the Swan Staff, that was the first 
         time I (First Rider) joined in the Horn Society.  Before that 
         when Chief Owl (William Sorrel Horse) had the Swan Staff I 
         (First Rider) danced with the staff with an armband.  I danced 
         around the circle of the camps with it; I rode around with it. 
          
         The time when Doesn't Own A Nice Horse (Jack Low Horn) had the 
         White Binded Staff (Swan Staff), that is when I (First Rider) 
         joined in.  There were still a lot of old people.  My friend 
         (Partner) was an elderly man.  He is just like a father to me, 
         the way he wises me up in the Horn Society.  I (First Rider ) 
         had him for a father.  He taught me how to understand the Horn 
         Society.   
          
         Whenever we got to a Horn Society assembly he tells them, "Send 
         my friend on an errand.  He will work what is to be done in 
         here."  In this way he is educating me, because he wanted me to 
         understand the Horn Society good. 
          
         I (First Rider) know a lot of the various fantastic works in 
         the Horn Society and yet I don't know them all but I know a 
         lot.  I (First Rider) am now 65 years old.  I don't think that 
         there is a Blood Indian or a Blackfoot Indian that I (First 
         Rider) can see in front of me how he knows about the Horn 
         Society. I (First Rider) am not shy to say my thought.  I think 
         that I am the only one that knows the Horn Society laws.  I 
         must be the only one that is carrying on with them. 
          
         Now the things that I (First Rider) am going to illustrate, I 
         illustrate them the way they are. The society that I joined, 
         the owner of the White Binded Staff (Swan Staff) name is 
         Doesn't Own A Nice Horse.  He was my friend (Partner).  My  
          
         friend, his name is Bumble Bee. Bumble Bee was his English name 
         that is why I (First Rider) call him by that name, Namoo 
         (Bumble Bee).  He owned the rattle that we dance the opposite 
         way with.  There are four medicine hats with trailers with the 
         rattle we dance the opposite way.  I (First Rider) dance on the 
         outside with the rattle.  I hold my rattle conspicuously.  That 
         is where I (First Rider) was taught all the fantastic works. 
          
         My friend Bumble Bee chooses me amongst the Horn members to 
         work.  He (Bumble Bee) wants me to know everything.  A man by 
         the name of Holy Elk was the one that teaches me the songs.  He 
         teaches me what the Horns are going to do; that is how I (First 
         Rider) understood the Horn Society. 
          
         At the circle encampment my friend told me - when they sang to 
         the encouraging song he told me, "Now get up and dance."  I 
         held my robe around my waist.  I (First Rider) dance with my 



         pipe bag. I (First Rider) get up to dance because we were going 
         to get the cleaning probe.  I (First Rider) danced because the 
         Holy Lodge centre pole will be cut.  That is what I know. 
          
         I (First Rider) was instructed what I was going to do.  I send 
         a messenger.  There was no holy father* to go to.  Our holy 
         father's new name was Red Crow.  His former name was Shot At 
         Close Range (Frank Red Crow).  He had no dignity.  I (First 
         Rider) must say he must be a jealous man; maybe that is why he 
         had no dignity. 
          
         So we took a holy father; his name is Eagle Feather (John 
         Healy). He owned the staff with an arm band.  We borrowed his 
         holy father; his (John Healy) holy father's name is Wolf Child 
         (Mark Wolf Child).  My payment is a roan-colored horse.  I will 
         give it to Eagle Feather (John Healy).  I (First Rider) filled 
         a pipe  with tobacco; I was instructed what to do. I filled the 
         pipe, I walked low with it.  I (First Rider) went walking to 
         Eagle Feather (John Healy).  I walked around on the south side; 
         I offered him (John Healy) a smoke.  When I held the pipe in 
         front of him I told him, "Okay, my friend, this is your smoke," 
         and I kissed him (John Healy). After I kissed him I (First 
         Rider) told him, "Please lend me your holy father."  He (John 
         Healy) just took the pipe. 
          
         Dog Child sat at the back.  He (John Healy) told him (Dog 
         Child), "What shall I do?"  He (Dog Child) told him (John 
         Healy), "The reason why you are offered a smoke, you are 
                                   ----------------- 
          
         *A holy father of the Horn Society is a former owner of a Horn 
         Society bundle that he transferred to a new recipient who is 
         then reborn to him after the transferal. 
          
          
         offered a smoke with a work horse so's to lend him (First 
         Rider) your holy father so that they will use him."  He (John 
         Healy) just agreed and the Horn Society members all gave 
         thanks. 
          
         In the morning, Elk Bear (that is Bumble Bee, he is the one 
         that is called Elk Bear), he had a cleaning probe.  He had a 
         fine cut tobacco.  I (First Rider) took those, then I stuck the 
         cleaning probe into the ground with the fine cut tobacco beside 
         the stick.  At sunset Holy Elk took me out.  We sat down and he 
         (Holy Elk) started to instruct me what I was going to do.  It 
         is hard to work in the Horn Society.  He (Holy Elk) gave me all 
         the instructions of how I (First Rider) will lead the woman.  
         He (Holy Elk) instructed me in whittling, how I will build a 
         fire and how I will lead the woman. 
          
         He (Holy Elk) said, "Before the ceremony starts you will strip 
         youself naked.  There is a wood and there is a knife to whittle 
         with.  You will choose one of the men.  You will tell him, 'My 
         friend, hold the wood for me.'  He will hold it against his 
         shoulder, sticking the wood in the ground so that you will 
         whittle it good.  Don't leave any of your whittlings; pick them 



         all up.  Tie the whittlings in a cloth; tie them good.  You 
         will be given four matches.  Don't strike the matches on the 
         rock, just peck the rock with the match; that's what you will 
         do.  Okay, when you light the fire, after you are given the 
         matches you will sit down.  You will know the messenger that 
         you are going to hire, the one that is going to find out about 
         the payments.  He will be the one that will tell you how the 
         other party are seated.  If they are seated on the south side 
         you will put the fine cut tobacco on the south side of the 
         stick and if they are seated on the left hand side leave the 
         tobacco where it is and the stick."   
          
         The way I (First Rider) sat, there was a man by the name of Low 
         Horn (Jim Low Horn).  I told him, "My friend, strip yourself 
         naked and you will go and hear the news."  So he (Jim Low Horn) 
         took his clothes off and then he burned the incense.  He had 
         his bed towards to the door.  He (Jim Low Horn) got up and 
         walked the opposite way and went out.  When Low Horn came back 
         he said, "One is a cow."  He was the one that went to hear the 
         news.  When he (Jim Low Horn) came back he said, "One is a cow, 
         one horse, a tent and fourteen miscellaneous items."  That is 
         how many we Horn Society members are going to pay.  Before we 
         said a word the Horn members all threw in their payments.  A 
         stick was put on top representing a steer, a two year old 
         steer.  It was my steer; I donated it.  I am First Rider; I 
         donated the steer. 
          
         He (Jim Low Horn) was told, "Which side did they sit?"  He 
         said, "They are sitting on the right hand side."  So the stick 
          
          
         was turned.  The payments were taken out.  When he came back in 
         I (First Rider) told him, "What about the payments?"  Low Horn 
         said, "Our holy father did not say a word."  It's said if a 
         holy father doesn't say a word it means that he is satisfied 
         with the payments, and the Horn members all gave thanks. 
          
         So everything was rushed, as the Horn Society members are all 
         there.  The drummers sat down.  Punk*, he was going to be the 
         head push of the drummers.  Punk was the head push and there is 
         Morning Bird, Crazy Bull and there was Low Horn.  So there are 
         four drummers.  The incense was burnt and they sang.  They sang 
         three songs.  The fourth song they sang, the song that is 
         called the Holy Song Amongst. 
          
         The one that sat at the back was an old man, the owner of the 
         White Bound Staff (Swan Staff); his wife sat by the door.  
         Those are the ones that said the prayer.  One was a woman and 
         one was a man; they are the ones that said a prayer.  When the 
         singing stopped the two kept on praying and then they stopped 
         praying. The song that is worded, "When don't I see so and so," 
         was sung immediately after.  The song was sung for the woman 
         that is not taken to the meeting by her husband.  The words in 
         the song are, "Why don't I see her?"  The singing stopped and 
         the song was sung again immediately after.  This time the words 
         were, "My friends, have courage."  Some of the members also got 
         up to dance.  They will also have facial paintings; they will 



         also sponsor a secret ceremony.  The singing stopped.  They 
         said, "Now throw them around," which means pull your breech 
         cloths wider.  The singing started; this is the dance song. 
          
         Seven songs were sung, eight with the song that we danced to.  
         So they danced twice facing to the centre while they danced and 
         turned twice to the wall and they stopped dancing.  The Horn 
         Society members went outside for the last time to relieve 
         themselves and when they came in they will not move.  I (First 
         Rider) couldn't go out; I sat there.  The woman sat next to the 
         old man and I sat next to the woman and the participants sat to 
         my left.  My friend Elk Bear sat at the end of the row; he (Elk 
         Bear) was just looking at his wife. 
          
         The ceremonialist told me, "Tell them to burn the incense."  
         Howard Hind Man was the one that burnt the incense and the pipe 
         was prepared.  When the ceremonialist started to fix the pipe, 
         my holy wife was Elk Bear's wife; her name is Fled Far Out** 
         (Mrs. Bumble Bee). 
                             ---------------------- 
 
         *Punk is used to ignite fuses especially of fireworks. 
         **Fled Far Out got his name because he was a coward.  He ran 
         far out ahead of the fleeing war party. 
          
         The ceremonialist was our holy father.  He held his hand on the 
         shoulder of the woman and I (First Rider) held my hand on her 
         other shoulder and all the participants did likewise and the 
         pipe was prepared.  The pipe was ochred and fine cut tobacco 
         was put in the pipe bowl. 
          
         It is night at this point.  A buffalo wool was ochred with 
         black ochre.  The pipe was plugged with the wool so that the 
         tobacco will not spill. When the pipe was put back in its 
         place, a small piece of cow dung was put on the south side of 
         the altar. The pipe that was plugged was laid upright against 
         the cow dung.  When the pipe was set, the tamp stick was also 
         ochred and it was laid beside the pipe. 
          
         When the pipe was set back in place we let our holds go.  The 
         ceremonialist told me, "Now hold a blanket in front for a 
         curtain." I (First Rider) told the man that sat close me - he 
         is younger than me his name is Returning Crane After Another 
         (George Good Dagger) - "Okay, my friend, help me."  The woman 
         sat right at the back of the altar, Fled Far Out, Elk Bear's 
         wife.  So we held the blanket in front of the woman and then 
         she took her dress off.  She had no earrings, she had no ring, 
         and she had no necklace.   
          
         She (Fled Far Out) stripped herself naked.  She had no panties; 
         she was completely nude.  She also unbraided her hair.  She 
         pinned the fur robe together at the neckline and she covered 
         herself then she shook the blanket and we took it away.  She 
         sat facing the door.  The participants got ready.  The same 
         man, Howard Hind Man, burnt the incense.  He sat on the south 
         side close to the door.  The owner of the lighter staff did not 
         come in any more, so Howard Hind Man was burning the incense.  



         So he burnt the incense again.  He burnt incense at the altar 
         and another one close to the door on the north side of the 
         door.  On the inside of the tipi, that is where he burnt the 
         incense. 
          
         I (First Rider) got up and I sat by the burnt incense.  The 
         ceremonialist took the matches and what I whittled from a 
         stick.  He held them to the incense and he then held them 
         towards me.  He held them again to the incense and to me.  
         Again he held them to the incense and then to me.  He held them 
         again to the incense and then he gave them to me.  He repeated 
         the motions four times then he gave them to me. 
          
         I (First Rider) took the matches separate and I stick them in 
         my breech cloth so that I will not lose them, then I walked to 
          
         the door.  I got close to the burnt incense and I stood there, 
         and my holy wife, Fled Far Out. 
          
         The ceremonialist had the power root in his mouth.  He spit on 
         the palm of his right hand and on the palm of his left hand and 
         again he spit on the palm of his right hand and on the palm of 
         his left hand - twice on the palm of his right hand and twice 
         on the palm of his left hand.  The ceremonialist held his hands 
         to the incense and then he held both hands on the back of the 
         woman's head.  Again he spit on the palms of his hands, twice 
         on the right hand and twice on the left hand.  He again held 
         his hands to the incense and he held his hands on both of the 
         woman's ears.  Then he spit again on his right hand and on the 
         palm of his left hand, spraying his palms with the power root. 
          
         The ceremonialist sprayed his right hand and he sprayed the 
         palm of his left hand and held his hands to the incense.  Then 
         he put his hands on both of the woman's shoulders.  Again he 
         sprayed his right hand and he sprayed the palm of his left 
         hand.  He sprayed the palm of his right hand again, he sprayed 
         his left hand, then he held his hands to the incense, then he 
         held his hands on the woman's bud and snorted (ishp).  Then the 
         woman got up and she turned around and sat by the burnt 
         incense.  The ceremonialist sprayed his right hand, he sprayed 
         the palm of his left hand, again he sprayed the palm of his 
         right hand, and again he sprayed his left hand.  Then he held 
         his hands over the incense.  He tried to pick up the pipe four 
         times.  He picked it up on the fourth try.  He took the pipe 
         with the tamp stick.  He held the tamp stick with the pipe 
         stem; the stem was inserted into the pipe held with the 
         cleaning probe.  The ceremonialist tried to give the pipe to 
         the woman four times and he was spraying her with the power 
         root.  On the fourth time he gave the pipe to the woman.  The 
         sharp end of the cleaning probe was held to the pipe bowl. 
          
         After the woman took the pipe she got up and she came up to me. 
         When she stood by me they told me, "Now go out."  I (First 
         Rider) started to walk.  I stepped over the incense with my 
         right foot; the woman also stepped over the incense with her 
         right foot.  One of the participants opened the door for me and 
         I walked around on the south side. 



          
         On the southwest side was Wolf Child's tipi.  I (First Rider) 
         didn't go far from the tipi and I stopped and I started 
         praying. I prayed to live a good life and to have a good trap 
         and to live a full life, me and the woman, and nothing ever to 
         happen to our children.  I (First Rider) started to walk and I 
         stopped and my words were different.  I said, "Now, Moon, you 
         are going to be painted on my body.  May it gladly come true to 
          
          
         be painted on my body and may I eat all the various ripe 
         berries all the time.   Earth people, all the white clay that 
         is on earth, may I use it perpetually.  Earth people, the ochre 
         that is taken from your body, may I use it perpetually."  I 
         prayed four times and I (First Rider) started to walk again.  I 
         (First Rider) got a little closer and I stopped again.  My 
         prayers were different again.  I prayed about food because we 
         will exchange food with our holy father.  I prayed for food, to 
         eat meat all the time.  Also my holy father to be, his children 
         and his relatives, and that we may get food with luck, and that 
         we may never be short with what we eat.  We are going to have a 
         holy communion with the pemmican. "May we eat it perpetually."  
         I spoke four times and then I started to walk again.  When I 
         (First Rider) stood at the door I prayed again to set my trap 
         good.  "Moon may you be gladly be painted on my body.  May I 
         not be allergic to the first fall of snow, may I not be 
         allergic to bad weathers."  I also spoke four times again then 
         I coughed. 
          
         The woman stood outside and I (First Rider) went in.  I opened 
         the door very slowly and I went in slowly.  The people inside 
         were not sleeping, they were looking at me.  I closed the door 
         slowly and I went to the fireplace.  I (First Rider) put the 
         chips down slowly and I did not drop any of them. 
          
         As I entered the tipi I put my robe down on the south side of 
         the door; I also put the cloth that I wrapped the chips in, in 
         the same place.  I (First Rider) took a match.  There were 
         still some hot coals in the fireplace.  I held the match on the 
         hot coals and it burnt.  There were some firewood where I put 
         my robe.  I got up slowly to them.  I took some of the wood; I 
         did not break any of them.  Then I built a fire, I built a big 
         fire. 
          
         I (First Rider) went back out very slowly and I shut the door. 
         I took the pipe from the woman that stood outside and I opened 
         the door very slowly again.  When I (First Rider) got in, I 
         shut the door slowly again and I walked around with the pipe on 
         the south side.  The cow dung was already set by the altar.  I 
         laid down the pipe very slowly, the mouthpiece pointed to the 
         north side.  I set the pipe down and I walked back to the door 
         and I opened the door slowly and I shut the door. 
          
         I (First Rider) took the woman by the hand and I led her to the 
         door.  I opened the door and she went in slowly.  I went in too 
         and I shut the door slowly and I sat her down on the southwest 
         side of the altar and I (First Rider) took the pin out from her 



         robe and I brushed her hair.  Then I walked around and I walked 
         again. Then I pulled the blanket from the face of the woman 
         that was in bed and I kissed her and did not cover her face 
         again. 
          
         I (First Rider) walked away.  I just passed by my holy wife and 
         I went up to the man who was in bed. I pulled the blanket from 
         his face and I kissed him too.  I did not cover his face.  
         Another man was laying there also.  I (First Rider) did not 
         kiss him I just made downward brushing motions on his sides. 
          
         I (First Rider) walked to my robe.  I picked it up and the 
         cloth in which I wrapped the chips.  After I put on my robe I 
         told them, "There is your smoke," and I went out.  I closed the 
         door slowly and I walked home.  When I got inside, I walked 
         around and I sat down.  The same man, Howard Hind Man, burnt 
         the incense.  My friend Elk Bear told me, "My friend, did you 
         set your traps good?" I (First Rider) told them, "My friends, I 
         set my traps good."  And they all gave thanks.  When it came to 
         this point, Howard Hind Man burnt the incense again.  The old 
         man prayed, then he sang the fox song.  He did not sing the fox 
         song right away.  What we were going to take was a staff and a 
         headdress.  He sang four Horn Society songs.  He sang them this 
         way.  The first song is the major song, then he sang the rest.  
         He sang the songs that he thinks were dependable, so he sang 
         four songs then he sang the fox songs. 
          
         The old man sang the fox songs in sequence.  He sang the song 
         with the words "Her trail is holy, the man's home is holy."  I 
         (First Rider) will end my story here and I will tell the rest 
         of the story next time. 
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