
 
          
          
          
          
          
          
         DOCUMENT NAME/INFORMANT:           GEORGE FIRST RIDER 
                                            PERSONAL HISTORY 
         INFORMANT'S ADDRESS:               BLOOD RESERVE 
                                            CARDSTON, ALBERTA 
         INTERVIEW LOCATION:                BLOOD RESERVE 
                                            CARDSTON, ALBERTA 
         TRIBE/NATION:                      BLOOD  
         LANGUAGE:                          BLACKFOOT 
         DATE OF INTERVIEW:                 JUNE 20, 1969 
         INTERVIEWER:                       J.C. HELLSON 
         INTERPRETER:                       DAVE MELTING TALLOW 
         TRANSCRIBER:                       JOANNE GREENWOOD 
         SOURCE:                            PROVINCIAL MUSEUM AND ARCHIVES 
                                                  OF ALBERTA 
         TAPE NUMBER:                       IH-AA.094 
         DISK:                              TRANSCRIPT DISC 57 
         PAGES:                             8 
         RESTRICTIONS:                      NONE 
          
 
         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: 
          
         - Childhood and lack of schooling. 
         - Development of horsemanship. 
         - Membership in holy societies. 
         - Alcoholism.          
         George First Rider:  Now I am going to tell another story.  I 
         am First Rider. I am going to illustrate my life.  I was told 
         to give an illustration of my life.  I am sixty-five years old 
         now.  I was the only child to my mother and father and they 
         were very particular about me and they were real kind to me and 
         they didn't teach me the wrong way of living because they were 
         glad to have me and the only child to them.  My father's name 
         is Dog Child.  His name is Dog Child.  My mother's name is The 
         Only Handsome Woman (Mrs. Dog Child).  Her real name is 
         Catching Another Horse.  There were three sisters and my 
         mother's mother said, "This is the only handsome woman," so my 
         mother got famous with her nickname.  She was never called by 



         her name Catching Another Horse.  She was always called by her 
         nickname, The Only Handsome Woman, and finally her name was 
         pronounced as Cooked Handsome Woman.  My father's name was 
         Singing Amongst.  My father changed his name to Dog Child 
         before the treaty.  I (First Rider) didn't like the name Dog 
         Child so I kept my childhood name.  My name was given to me 
         from the war exploits of my uncle.  His name is Striped Wolf.  
         He was the first one to ride one of the horses that they took 
         from the enemy; that is why I got the name First Rider.  So I 
         kept the name First Rider.  I didn't have the same name with my 
         father.  The reason why it is like this it's because we are 
         Indians; the reason why people have the same names (family 
         names) because of the white way.   
          
         When I was born my father got particular about me.  My father 
         provided food for me to raise me.  I was born with long hair.  
         My mother uses Indian perfume.  She boils cedar needles and 
         wets my hair with the liquid; that is why I got long hair. My 
         father had one horse; it was a black mane buckskin mare and 
         when I was about two years old my father would saddle up the 
         horse and he ties me onto the saddle and ties the horse to a 
         picket with a long rope.  That is how Indian kids are trained.  
         My father was training me how to ride.  Sometimes I go to sleep 
         on my mount and when I wake up I am still on the horse.  I must 
         have been about five years old when I was able to go riding on 
         my own.  Other times when my father is riding I'd sit behind 
         him; sometimes I'd ride in front.  My father was training me 
         how to ride and I'll tell the life story of my father; I know 
         all about it.   
          
         Finally I got my own horse but I didn't buy the horse; it was 
         given to me as a gift.  My grandfather's name is Bull Horn.  He 
         was the one that gave me the colt.  Somebody broke the horse 
         for me and I always ride the horse.  Its color is buckskin.  
         The people know that I was a beloved child to my parents and 
         the people would want to get something out of me. When I was a 
         little boy I was taken to the Holy Lodge.  I had two 
         grandmothers.  One of them gave me a Sun Dance necklace and the 
         other one also gave me a Sun Dance necklace.  Those were my 
          
         childhood property.  I must have been eight years old when a 
         Horn medicine hat - it was during the winter when the Horn 
         medicine hat was given to me; it was transferred to me that 
         same evening. I never sold it and today I still have it and a 
         headpiece was also transferred to me to cut the hide for the 
         Holy Lodge.  When I was about 13 years old I started riding 
         race horses.  A man by the name of Red Plume and the other 
         man's name is Big Swan Yelling they'd rope a colt and they'd 
         tie a buckshank on the colt and I'd get on the colt and they'd 
         let it loose.  The colt would start bucking. I was never bucked 
         off from a colt.  One thing that I am scared of is when a colt 
         starts to run wild.  I was 16 years old when I started to train 
         myself into bronc riding.  I had my own surcingle.  My father 
         made me quit riding broncs.  He said, "There is no future in 
         it.  It is the white man's life, and Indian will compete in a 
         rodeo he will never be given the prize money."  So my father 
         told me to quit riding.  



          
         One day a priest came to our place.  The priest told my father, 
         "Your son is a big boy now.  He should go to school."  My 
         father told the priest, "I love my son.  He is not going to 
         school.  If I put my son in school the white men will teach him 
         bad habits.  They will teach him to drink whiskey and to steal 
         and how to cheat a person and how to gossip about people.  The 
         English-speaking people gossip a lot about other people.  They 
         drink and they steal.  So my son will not be educated."  The 
         priest told my father, "In the future people will be talking 
         English and your son will be the only one that will not speak 
         English."  My father told the priest, "Our Indian life is not 
         going to be extinct yet.  I am still standing on my Indian life 
         so my son will not be educated.  He might be taught bad 
         habits."  So that is the reason why I didn't go to school.  So 
         I never was educated and I don't know how to read.  My only 
         language was the Indian language.   
          
         When I quit bronc riding I went into calf roping.  When I was 
         young I wasn't good in saddle bronc riding so I went into trick 
         riding.  I was the only one on the Blood Reserve that can do 
         trick riding.  I did some tricking in some rodeos.  I did not 
         see any other Blood Indian to do trick riding.  The race horses 
         that I rode always came in first. I know all the crooked tricks 
         in riding race horses.  The reason why my father did not put me 
         in school because I might learn how to do crooked work.  But 
         still I learned to be crooked; I cheat in riding.  Nobody ever 
         did beat me in a relay race.  I compete in democrat races and I 
         also compete in the Roman standing races. I don't have good 
         horses but I came in first a few times. I have my own race 
         horses; some are good race horses.  I have my own race horses. 
         Somebody did something to them and they died and I never did 
         have any more race horses.  Before I quit the cowboy life I was 
          
         in the chuckwagon business.  No one ever outran my chuckwagon 
         outfit here in Cardston, Lethbridge, High River and in 
         Browning, Montana.  Today I don't do any more of the rodeo 
         business because I am old.  
          
         My father didn't have a big herd of horses. I did not go to 
         school because I might know about bad life but just the same I 
         know bad life very good.  I started to steal horses.  The Blood 
         Indian know that I had a big herd of horses.  I did all my job 
         myself and today the government do not help me.  I did not get 
         anything from the Indian Affairs.  When I stole enough horses 
         and called myself a rich Indian I started to join holy 
         societies.  If I did not join the Horn Society with my wife I'd 
         never know the rules of the Horn Society.  When I joined the 
         Horn Society with my wife I realized what it was.  I tried hard 
         to learn all about the rules of the Horn Society and I did 
         learn.  The people that taught me about the rules of the Horn 
         Society are all old men and today I know the rules of the Horn 
         Society very good and now I am telling stories of different 
         things.  I am a drummer in the Horns and as I am sitting here I 
         know that there is not one person on the Blood Reserve that 
         knows more Horn Society songs than I do and nobody will test my 
         skill about the Horn Society because I know it too good.  My 



         father educated me for nothing and he hires other old men to 
         teach me.  They did not educate me for nothing.  Sometimes I'd 
         build a sweat lodge for the old people and they'd teach me in 
         the sweat lodge.  I'd pay them a horse by dry goods and money; 
         that is what I give to the men that were instructing me.  The 
         old people told me, "If you are wise and know about Indian 
         life, in the future you will be gathering back the things that 
         you lost."  They are right.  Now I  am gaining for being 
         educated in the Indian way.  I know a lot of Horn Society songs 
         and amongst them, the Horn Society songs, there are fox songs 
         and I know a lot of the fox songs.  And in the Horn Societies 
         that I joined I am always the important person because I know 
         the rules and now nobody will test me about the way I 
         illustrate Indian life.   
          
         I also owned a tipi and before I move camp to the Sun Dance I 
         get a supply of meat and some groceries and when I settle down 
         at the Sun Dance camps I invite the visitors from other reserves 
         and then people realized what kind of life I've lived.  I owned 
         four tipis; they are all yellow painted.  One of the yellow 
         painted tipis was a wedding gift from my in-laws.  The tipi is 
         called a Gnaw Through The Ice Design.  I was married in the 
         Indian way.  Me and my wife didn't go through holy matrimony in 
         church.  We were joined together as husband and wife with the 
         yellow painted tipi.  I joined the Horns with my wife and our 
         marriage was blessed.  We were joined together in holy 
         matrimony in the Indian way.  I gave some horses to my in-laws* 
         for my wife and she came to me with horses.  The way I had a 
                              -------------------- 
          
         *When an Indian meets his in-laws he gives a present just to 
         prove himself a good son-in-law.          
         mother-in-law, I was shy at my mother-in-law.  I never meet 
         with my mother-in-law and all her female relatives; that is the 
         Indian life.  I was fed by my mother-in-law.  After I ate the 
         food I roped a brown horse and I tied it to her wagon and I 
         told my mother-in-law, "This is your horse for feeding me."  I 
         know in making contributions to my in-laws.  When my mother 
         knew that I was starting to go through a transferal she sang a 
         song of praise for me.  My mother-in-law never used to call my 
         name but when a sacred bundle was transferred to me then she 
         called me by my name.  I lived a real Indian life. Another tipi 
         was transferred to me.  It was a Yellow Elk Design tipi.  A lot 
         of the people came into the tipi where I was going to have the 
         transferal.  The name of the man that transferred the tipi to 
         me is White Elk.  I used the tipi for camping out.  The next 
         time I moved camp to the Sun Dance I pitched my tipi in the 
         centre of the camps.*  My friend said, "He (First Rider) has a 
         tipi.  He'll erect his tipi in the centre of the camps," and 
         that was where the Pigeon Society was transferred to us. 
          
         The Yellow Pigeon Society Bundle was transferred to me.  I paid 
         a race horse for the bundle and today I still own.  The Pigeon 
         Society were the gray horse owners society.  The next year when 
         I was going to move camp to the Sun dance I had no tipi so I 
         offered a smoke to get a tipi.  The tipi that I asked for was 
         also painted yellow; it had a Horn Society song to it.  This 



         tipi is not transferred like a Buffalo Stone tipi.  The tipi 
         belonged to Crow Shoe and Crow Shoe transferred it to me and I 
         paid well for the tipi.  The horses were brought forward. Two 
         days after the tipi was transferred to me I pitched the tipi in 
         the centre of the Sun Dance camps.  I was in the society so the 
         Horns used my tipi for religious meetings.  The associate Horn 
         Society staff was transferred to me; that is why the Horn 
         members used my tipi.  Later on another tipi was transferred to 
         me.  The tipi is called the Tipi With A Marten Flag and it was 
         also a yellow painted tipi.  My actual friends were the gray 
         horse owners.  I invited them to my tipi to take over the Horn 
         Society.  I kept inviting them during the winter and in the 
         summer we all went to the Belly Butte to mark the place where 
         the Sun Dance camps will be.  The reason why I got my friends 
         together, it was because I was going to take the rider's staff.  
         When we got to the Sun Dance my wife's stepfather, Scabby Young 
         Bull told the Horn members, "It is not right for him (First 
         Rider) to take the rider's staff because he is a white man."  
         He (Scabby Young Bull) gave the rider's staff to a full-blooded 
         Indian by the name of Big Wolf.  When I knew that I was unable 
         to get the rider's staff I got into my buckskin suit and my 
         medicine hat and I mounted on a black horse and horses were 
         brought forward. And a rope was tied to a post and to another 
         post.  Four medicine hats were hung on the line and buckskin 
                              -------------------- 
         *A Horn member will pitch his tipi in centre of the Sun Dance 
         camps which will be used for religious meeting by the Horn 
         members. 
          
          
         suits and some dry goods.  All those were going to be my 
         payments for the rider's staff.  I hired Big Face Chief, a 
         Peigan Indian, to sing songs of praise for me around the inside 
         of the camps and when I came back to my tipi I was going to 
         break camp and move out from the camps because they refused to 
         give me the rider's staff.  Low Horn (Jim Low Horn) told me, 
         "Don't quit.  You will be the leader of the Horn Society just 
         the same.  Take the leader's headdress."  So I succeeded in 
         getting the Horn Society's leader headdress because everybody 
         saw what I had for payments for a bundle.  So just the same I 
         got to be the leader of the Horns.  I did not just join the 
         Horns.  My wife went through a secret ceremony.  That is why I 
         know what goes on in the Horn Society and I know a lot of the 
         mysteries of everything that is transferable.  That is why I 
         have an understanding about life and what enabled me to sit 
         here and why I am giving an illustration about life is my 
         experience.  
          
         The way of living started to go wrong at this point.  When I 
         went to the Blackfoot Reserve, my face was painted for the 
         Blackfoot Rider's staff and I danced with it.  When I first 
         joined the Horns I was the secondary man of the Horn Society 
         rattle.  My friend's (partner) name is Elk Bear; the woman's 
         name is Fleeing Far Ahead.  They took me as if I was a child.  
         I was still very young and my job was to collect and I 
         respected my society membership and I was afraid to steal some 
         of the money and today I still got some of the receipts.  I 



         tried hard to live like the older people and now nobody will 
         question me about life.  The people hated me for being 
         intelligent.  I always try to be a good member in every society 
         that I join and I always try to be good to everything that I do 
         in life.  And I manage to be good but the people hate me for 
         that.  My father left two Beaver Bundles with me when he passed 
         away and I had the lynx tail headpieces from each bundle and I 
         also have a crow feather headpiece which is associated to the 
         Holy Lodge and a buffalo skull was also transferred to me and I 
         know a lot about Medicine Pipes.  Four medicine hats were 
         transferred to me in one day.  I just wipe the paint off my 
         face and I painted again and then again I am made to get up and 
         dance.  The horses that I was paying for the transferals would 
         be just led in front of the tipi and they'll be taken away and 
         others would be led forward.  Now with the Horn Society 
         medicine hats were transferred to me (four medicine hats were 
         transferred to me) so eight medicine hats were transferred to 
         me.  And a horned headpiece that were also transferred to me 
         making nine headdresses that were transferred to me.  I went 
         through a lot of transferals.  I always have songs left over.  
         I don't sing with the ones that I was just painted for in a 
         group smoking ceremony.   
          
         I wanted to know all about life but I didn't know all about it 
         but in a way I know a lot of life.  I went farming.  I broke a 
          
         land, and I farmed, and then I called myself farmer.  I had all 
         the farm implements - a seeder, a plow, a binder, a cultivator 
         and a harrow.  I don't go around borrowing things because I 
         know people don't like me and they will never lend me anything 
         but I tried hard to buy what I want. The time I was farming I 
         had seven big wagons and two democrats and I had a lot of work 
         horses. I stole most of the horses.  I had a saddle and I had a 
         lot of saddle horses, and the people don't like me.  I had 
         everything to operate a farm.   
          
         A bad habit came to me.  I started drinking.  When I started to 
         drink my life was lonely.  Here in Cardston I stole a lot of 
         things.  Here in Cardston there was a store; it is called the 
         Red Store (Chain Red & White Store).  I was the one that broke 
         into the store and I stole 40 bottles of lemon extract and 
         tobacco.  That is how bad drinking is.  And I broke into a 
         store in Spear Grass town (Spring Coulee).  I'll say the horses 
         that I stole and sold did not come to only five hundred head.  
         I go to the Blackfoot Reserve to steal horses and I come home 
         with them and sell them and I go to Brocket and round up some 
         horses and I sell them, and I sell the horses of the Blood 
         Indians and I also slaughter the horses of the Blood Indians.  
         Today some of my accomplices are still alive.  I'll rope a 
         horse around the neck and I'll put a half hitch around the nose 
         over the nostrils of the horse and I will wrap the rope around 
         its hind leg and the horse will start kicking and the rope will 
         tighten around the nose and the horse will suffocate itself. A 
         suffocated horse stiffens up quickly.  I'll skin the horse and 
         I sell the hide and I spent the money on liquor.  Imagine the 
         wheat that I stole and the cattle I sold.  And I just drill a 
         hole on a granary and the grain will pour out and I sell the 



         grain and sell the grain and I just spent the money on liquor. 
          
         Eventually a day came I went broke.  I went to jail and my wife 
         shacked up with other men.  I had eleven children.  They went 
         away from me and I was all over the place.  The transferals 
         and what I stole with which I acted so rich, all vanished.  
         When I went broke I was on foot.  I had no place to stay and 
         when I was really in despair my comrades in the Horn Society 
         don't care for me.  Today, they know that I was a drunkard and 
         that I lived a bad life.   
          
         Today I went to God, to pray to God.  And I quit smoking, I 
         quit drinking, I forgot the Indian day, the dances, I quit 
         stealing and fighting.  This all happened when I became a 
         Christian.  Today as I am sitting here I don't just earn only 
         $10 an hour.  If I didn't become a Christian I'd still be a 
         drunkard and I'd always fight and my life will never be any 
          
         better.  And now I have another wife.  I just pray together 
         with my wife and today I don't find life so hard.  All you 
         people that drink liquor, may you understand that drinking is 
         the worst thing in life.  In the past the Blood Indians will 
         sell their wives for liquor and today a person that drinks will 
         also sell his wife for liquor.  This is a very bad way of 
         living.  Even if a person is very handsome but if he is a 
         drunkard his life is no good.  A person who is ugly but if 
         he doesn't drink liquor his life is clean.  And I close my 
         talking at this point.  
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