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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. 
 
          

GHLIGHTS: 

the preparation of paint. 
elling the stories of 

 

an, her name is Going In On Top.  This Going 

re we all went south (Montana).  There was Melting Tallow, 

we 

         HI
          

Describes          - 
         George First Rider:  Okay, now we are t
         the old timers, the mystic things that were seen.  Here I saw 
         that.  My father's name is Dog Child, my father's friend's name
         is Melting Tallow. 
          

ere is an old wom         Th
         In On Top, this old woman, looks after the Horn Society.  She 
         looks after them, she carries them on, she is hired by them, 
         she paints the Horns, she paints the woman her own kind. 
          
         He
         there was Dog Child and Going In On Top and my mother and 
         Melting Tallow's wife and his children; we all went.  When 



         got to the St. Mary's lake we travelled.  There was the home of 

ming Rattling Walker has moved to a new location.  His house 

ey gathered some wood; they didn't take very many.  Before 

cense and on the top of his head and then he held out both 

on't disappear.  I will take some my 
ke 

lting Tallow went forward too; he did the same.  He held his 

Dog 

 

         Coming Rattling Walker.  That was Coming Rattling Walker's new 
         home; his old home was at the river crossing.  The young river 
         (creek) that flows down it is called The Blood Indian River, 
         Blood Indian Young River (Creek).  It is called in English 
         Canada 'creek'; that is how it is called in English. 
          
         That is where Coming Rattling Walker's mother died.  Her name 
         is Miserable Cutter.  That old woman is very obtrusive; she'd 
         haunt travellers that came across there in the evening. 
          
         Co
         is on the west side, it's on the southwest side.  He must live 
         at the distance of about half a mile or three quarters of a 
         mile or one mile.  That is where we stopped; Melting Tallow 
         left her children there.  Melting Tallow and his wife, my 
         mother, my father, Dog Child, my mother and me and my father 
         and Melting Tallow and the old lady, Going In On Top, we went 
         southeast westward on a wagon trail.  We came to a cut bank on 
         the west side where the creek and the St. Mary's river connect. 
         We went across by wagon; one team and wagon were left there.  
         So we walked on.  I was told not to talk.  I never did said a 
         word, I was just watching my father and Melting Tallow.   
          
         Th
         they made the fire they started praying.  My mother and Melting 
         Tallow, my father, Dog Child and the old lady Going In On Top, 
         they all started to pray; then they made a fire.  When they 

e          made a fire they scraped the ground, they burned incense.  Th
         old lady took the sweetgrass.  She had them tied to her pipe 
         bag so they used those to burn the incense.  Okay, when they 
         burned the incense he said, "The reason why we burned incense 
         is for good life.  Help, O ochre, don't crawl in."  My old man 
         walked up to the incense.  He held out his right hand over the 
         incense and to his mouth, he held out his left hand over the 
          
         in
         arms over the incense and made a downward brushing motion on 
         both sides of himself. 
          

 said, "Now, ochre, d         He
         brother Coming Over The Ridge With A Tail Feather.  I will ta
         some ochre for him for the Swan Staff.  Don't disappear." 
          
         Me
         right hand over the incense and held his hand to his mouth, he 
         held his left hand to the incense and to the top of head and 
         then he held both hands over the incense and made a downward 
         brushing motion on both sides of himself.  He knelt down and 
         held his hand to the ground and he said, "Now, ochre, don't 
         disappear.  Expose yourself to us.  I am going to get some 
         ochre for Dog With A White Spot On The Back (Young Pine)."  
         With The White Spot on the Back (Young Pine) owned the Staff 
         with an Arm Band.  The ones that they made a vow to get some 
         ochre for are the ones, the Swan Staff owner and the one that 
         owns the Bundle with the Arm Band.  They made a vow to the ones
         that sit at the back, the ones that ride on horseback.  He 



         said, "I will get some ochre for him.  Now, Sun, I will feed 

n, 

was the only one that never said a word.  I was told not to 

 
e 

a 

en he got there he was still talking in a low tone.  I didn't 

 

 started to walk backwards.  When he got further back then he 

d 

 

 a 

 

 also took over his ochre and put his ochre on the east side 

hre 

e old lady went forward, as the old lady said, "I look 

         you some of my body so that the ochre may not disappear."  Then 
         he finished praying.  
          
         The old lady said, "Now, Sun, so that this ochre may not 
         disappear I will get some ochre for all of my grandchildre
         the Horns.  You, ochre, don't disappear into the rock."  My 
         mother also said a prayer.  She did the same.  She held her 
         right hand to the incense and to her mouth and she held her 
         left hand to the incense and to the top of her head and she 
         held her both hands to the incense and made a downward brushing 
         motion on both sides of herself.  She said, "Now, ochre, don't 
         disappear from my old man so that the ochre for the Woman 
         Society."  That is what my mother said. 
          
         I 
         speak.  I never said a word, I was just watching them.  My 
         father took a lid; it was a lid for a baking powder can.  He
         took a rawhide and he walked very slow to the ochre.  I saw th
         seven paint; he got to it.  My father started to pray.  He 
         talked in a low tone when he started to pray.  He talked in 
         low tone when he started walking.  He was the first one to get 
         some of the ochre.   
          
         Wh
         hear what he was saying.  He held the rawhide beneath and he 
         scraped the ochre with the lid; he was scraping it onto the 
         rawhide.  There was quite a bit of it.  I think there must be
         two pounds of it; that is the amount he took, I think. 
          
         He
         turned around and walked straight to me.  The ochre that he 
         took was put by the incense.  Melting Tallow then went forwar
         too.  He rolled up his sleeves, then he went forward.  He also 
         put his hat away, then he went forward.  He was walking very 
         slow; he also started praying.  My father kept on praying.  He
         just set his ochre down, he approached it, he stood by it.  
         Melting Tallow spoke the word again for the ochre to expose 
         itself to him that he was he was going to feed the sun a 
         portion of his body.  Then he started picking it also onto
         rawhide.  They didn't say that rawhides were supposed to be 
         used only maybe they just naturally used them.  He held the 
         rawhide against the cut bank.  The ochre was above and he too
         started scraping it.  He also scraped a lot.   
          
         He
         of where my father had his ochre.  My mother went forward too; 
         she was going to get ochre for the Woman Society.  She did the 
         same.  She prayed, she used the same lid, she also started to 
         put some ochre on the rawhide too and she was praying.  She 
         didn't take very much.  She got through picking some, she 
         walked over slowly and she kept on praying.  She put the oc
         that she took on the east side of where Melting Tallow had his 
         ochre. 
          

en th         Th
         after the Horn Society.  I am going to get some ochre for them 



         individually.  Ochre, don't disappear."  The old lady went 
         forward.  On her way she did the same.  She was praying in a 
         low tone.  When she stood by it she prayed again.  She had the 

w the fireplace was lit.  They didn't use incense tongs, they 

ey prayed aloud.  At this point Melting Tallow said the same 

of 

 did the same thing, they started 
 

 

e started praying, then she said, "Which one is Dog Child's 

in 

 

         same kind of rawhide, a tanned hide.  She held it beneath.  She 
         also scraped with the lid.  They had dug it in a little.  She 
         just scraped out what fell below into the rawhide.  After she 
         got through taking some she also stepped back and she also put 
         hers on the east side of where my mother had hers.  
          
         No
         scooped the charcoal.  They burned the incense by scooping the 
         hot charcoal.  It was the same old lady that had the sweetgrass 
         attached to her pipe bag and they had the sweetgrass to burn 
         the incense. 
          
         Th
         words, "Now, Sun, I will feed you some of my flesh because the 
         ochre didn't disappear."  It was Melting Tallow that gave his 
         body to the sun.  He fed him some of his flesh because the 
         ochre didn't disappear.  He didn't cut some of his flesh right 
         there; I didn't know when he cut his flesh.  When he fed the  
          
         sun with some of his flesh, his flesh was cut between the wrist 
         and the elbow.  Melting Tallow fed those to the sun.   
          
         Okay, we went home with the ochre.  They were all tied.  When 
         we went home with them they were not put in pipe bags, they 
         were put outside.  We broke camp and we set up our camp east 
         the Men With Many Wives (Cardston).  We camped at the same 
         river (St. Mary's River). 
          

e following morning they         Th
         praying.  Now at this point a forked stick (incense tong) was
         used.  They burned the incense.  My mother's paint bag, my 

          father Dog Child's paint bag, Melting Tallow's paint bag and
         the old lady's paint bag, they were all handed to the old lady
         that sat in the back. 
          
         Sh
         paint bag?"  "Yes, that one is his paint bag."  So his paint 
         bag was taken.  The seven paint was mixed with fat and it was 
         applied on the paint bag; it was dark and glossy.  The ochre 
         was put in the paint bag by the old lady.  Incense was burned 
         after she had put it in.  The paint bag was full and there was 
         some left.  When the paint bag was full she tied it at the 
         neck, she held it to the incense.  My old man made a hollow 
         his robe.  It was held to the hollow and again it was held to 
         the incense and it was held to the hollow in his robe and again
         it was held to the incense and it was tried to be put in the 

e          hollow section of his robe.  The fourth time it was held to th
         incense it was then put in the hollow section for my old man.  
          

e same thing was done to Melting Tallow.  He also sat beside          Th
         her.  He had already made a hollow in his robe.  When the old 
         lady started to pray she didn't stop praying.  She took the 

          ochre and held it to the incense.  Melting Tallow had already
         made a hollow in his robe.  It was also held to him, it was 



         held back to the incense again and it was held to the hollow 
         sections that he made in his robe again.  It was held to the 
         incense and it was held again to the hollow that was made in 
         the robe.  This was the fourth time and the old lady was 
         praying and it was put in the hollow section of the robe for 
         Melting Tallow.   
          
         The same thing was done to the ochre that my mother picked; it 
         was also put in the hollow section of her robe in the same 
         manner.  It was held to the incense and she tried to pack it 

 

 the hollow section and the rest gave thanks.  That is how 

e leftovers of the ochre, the ochre that was left over from 

d 

lting Tallow took the ochre that was left over from his in 

en my mother.  Now the old lady got lazy.  She let my mother 

ter my father gave some of the ochre to Coming Over The Ridge 

 

ere is a mountain that is called The Ochre.  That is where 
y 

lting Tallow made a vow to cut some of his flesh, my old man 

ws 

ter my mother and her sister and there were a lot of us 
nd 

         like a woman does.  It was held to the incense again and she 
         tried to pack it again like a woman.  Again it was held to the
         incense and she tried to pack it like a woman.  On the fourth 
         time the ochre was held to the incense the old lady packed it 
          
         in
         they took the ochre. 
          
         Th
         my father's, my father took the ochre that was left over and 
         walked with it in the direction where the sun rises.  He praye
         and he emptied it on the ground, the seven paint. 
          
         Me
         the same direction where the sun rises.  He took it a little 
         further and he emptied it too. 
          
         Th
         carry the ochre that she picked.  She also took it in the same 
         direction and she emptied them too.  When they all came back 
         the ochre was their own then. 
          
         La
         With A Tailfeather; the ochre then belonged to the Swan Staff.  
         After that Melting Tallow also gave some ochre to Dog With A 
         White Spot On The Back; he gave him the ochre in the same way.
         The women gave a little more besides their ochre.  My mother 

          would give a small amount of ochre to any of the Woman Society
         members that she saw.  I didn't know what the old lady did with 
         her ochre.  That's an ochre picking that I saw. 
          
         Th
         the people get their ochre.  Things are done the same way; the
         make vows.   
          
         Me
         made a vow not to eat.  He didn't say, "I will not eat," he 
         said, "I will not be a being for four days."  That is what vo
         are, so that the ochre will not disappear. 
          
         La
         children, we went to the seven paint and we made noises.  A
         as we went there my mother started scraping.  She used a plate 
         to put the ochre in.  What she was scraping out was just dirt; 
         the ochre had disappeared.  The ochre disappeared so they 

          couldn't pick any of it.  That is why we're not supposed to
         make any noise. 



          
         Now lately things went on.  This is The Men With Many Wives 
         (Cardston).  East of it there is a place called Hump Back Many 

en we got there, because of us being noisy and for not 
ed, 

 grandmother, Making Noise From Underneath, picked the ochre 

or 
e 

w long did she keep the dirt it was kept at the back of the 

 
 

s the only fat that 

w she is going to cook the yellow ochre.  She will make to 

 

 had greased the rock and the dirt that she emptied 
 

         People (Magrath).  Along that creek my grandmother, Making 
         Noise From Underneath, found a buffalo yellow ochre.  She found 
         it on the side of a cut bank. 
          
          
         Wh
         keeping quiet for the ochre, and there was no incense burn
         they were just going to take some, the seven paint disappeared.  
         So that is what happens if we make noise, they'll disappear. 
          
         How we can find where the ochre is, the seven paint.  We will 
         say the seven paint had it excrement out from the inside.  The 
         real paint will not actually be the real paint, the buffalo 
         yellow ochre that I talked about.  The buffalo yellow ochre was 
         found up along the creek at the Hump Back Many People 
         (Magrath), along that creek. 
          
         My
         there for herself.  She didn't have to burn the incense before 
         she took the buffalo yellow ochre, she just prayed very hard. 
         She said, "I will get some of the ochre for the Holy Woman so 
         that I may take this ochre."  She then approached it.  She did 
         the same.  I saw her put the same kind of rawhide as the 
         others.  She started picking the ochre; she used a spoon f
         scraping.  She must have picked about 10 lbs.  So she went hom
         with it.  East of The Men With Many Wives (Cardston) about five 
         miles along the river was my grandmother's home; her husband's 
         name is Bull Horn. 
          
         Ho
         house outside; it's a yellow ochre.  Suddenly she went to the 
         edge of the river.  She took a mountain rock.  It was thin but 
         not too thin.  Four big rocks was put inside of the four 
         corners, then the mountain rock was put inside of the four
         rocks.  When she laid the mountain rock down she greased the
         rock with fat and kidney fat so greased it. 
          

 grandmother didn't say that kidney fat wa         My
         is used; maybe any kind of fat will be used to grease the rock.  
         She greased it very thick.  A canvas was spread out; she 

her          emptied the dirt on it.  But now at this point my grandmot
         burned the incense.  She used sweetgrass to burn the incense.  
         She took some hot charcoal from the fire that she built; she 

          took along with her an incense tong.  She scratched the ground
         and that is where she burned the incense.  So she burned the 
         incense and she started to pray that her ochre may be cooked. 
          
         No
         turn red and it will be a real paint.  The thing is a yellow 
         ochre, it is called buffalo yellow ochre.  Now she is going to
         work it. 
          

ter she         Af
         into a pile, I saw my grandmother.  She put her right elbow on



          
         the dirt then she spread it out with her hand and when she 
         lifted her arm there was a hollow in the dirt as big as her 
         elbow.  She poured some water in a wooden bowl.  Two kinds of 

e 

 on 

 

e kept on mixing it and couldn't finish it.  Then she prayed 

.  

some 

w she broke some of the mud dough that she made.  She pressed 

 

 one, she places them on from where she sat.  I didn't 

 

t through placing what she flattened she started to flatten 

 all 

         seeds that were grind were put into the wooden bowl.  When she 
         threw them into the wooden bowl my grandmother kept on praying 
         in her work so that her ochre may be cooked right.  She took 
         the wooden bowl and poured the water on the dirt.  She kept on 
         praying.   
          
         She held the wooden bowl four times to the hollow place that 
         she made in the dirt, the yellow ochre, and the fourth time sh
         poured the water on it.  She stopped pouring and she prayed 
         again.  After she had prayed she poured some more water and she 
         stopped pouring on it and she prayed again and she stopped 
         pouring on it and she prayed again and she poured some water
         it again and she prayed again.  This is the fourth time.  There 
         was some water left, she didn't pour it all on the dirt.  She 
         mixed it and made it like a bread dough.  She kept on mixing 
         it.  She mixed it with the seeds that were ground.  The seeds 
         that were grind and that were mixed with the dirt didn't even 
         show.  They were scattered into the dirt.  They are to make the
         dirt to have a sweet fragrance. 
          
         Sh
         very hard.  She again took the water and she held it to the 
         mixture four times.  On the fourth time she poured some water
         This time she poured all the water and she kept on mixing it 
         and it was done.  She made it into a dough just like a bread 
         dough.  The way she worked it was almost dry when she got 
         through with it.  So she took some of it.  Before she took 
         of the yellow ochre she broke up some sticks and they were put 
         on the ground.  There were some soft wood which will burn fast 
         and some green wood.  The green wood were birch.  They were 
         chopped so there were a lot of wood; there were two piles. 
          
         No
         it flat with her hands and it was just like as if it's going to 
         be fried bannock.  As the flat rock was greased, the prepared 
         mud dough was put on one corner.  She took some more of the mud
         dough and she pressed it flat against and she put it beside the 
         other and she flattened the next one.  While she was flattening 
         them she was praying all along.  She talked very hard so that 
         she may cook her ochre right, and she just put it on the other 
         corner. 
          

e next         Th
         count how many that she prepared.  It was getting late in the 
         evening when she had placed all what she prepared, then she put
         some water grass over on top of what she flattened.  When she 
          
         go
         the others and started to place them on the rock.  She placed 
         them all even and the dirt was all done.  She gradually 
         thickened the mud dough that she flattened so that it may
         go on the flat rock. 
          



         When she had all placed them on the rock another mountain rock 

r 

e soft wood were placed under.  Gradually the sticks got 
ce 

 

 grandmother stayed around and she lit the wood that she put 

en I woke up in the morning my grandmother was up.  The house 

ook a 

l 

 and 

This 

e mountain rock that was on top was exposed.  Then she took a 

       charcoal on it and there was not a soot.  She picked the rock 

r 

e put away the water grass then she started to take the 
hers.  There were two layers of flattened mud.  The mud 
idn't stick to the rock because the rock was greased.  They 

ad 
 

un, 
 

held it closed 

         of the same size was also greased and the prepared mud were 
         weighted down with it. The flat rock was braced up by the fou
         big rocks.  That made it higher. 
          
         Th
         bigger and bigger and the birch wood were on top and the spa
         was full and they were lit.  When they were lit then stickers 
         were put on top and dry logs were put on too and it was dark by
         this time.   
          
         My
         underneath.  She had birch wood on.  The birch wood burn longer 
         and the fire was on and then I went in to sleep.  I didn't know 
         how long she kept the fire going.  This was the yellow ochre 
         that she prepared.   
          
         Wh
         was really incensed and they were praying.  She was going to 
         give some ochre to the Holy Woman.  They didn't talk about the 
         yellow ochre but she talked about the ochre that she was 
         cooking.  She prayed that the ochre may cook right.  She t
         tanned rawhide and a hard rawhide and a grinding stone.  That 
         is what she took; she went out with them.  The fire was out; 
         there was just a pile of ashes.  She stood by it.  Hot charcoa
         was taken from inside of the house and she burned the incense.  
         She held the incense tong to the incense and she tried to 
         scrape away the ashes, and she held it again to the incense
         tried again to brush away the ashes.  Again she held the 
         incense tong to the incense and again she tried incense.  
         was the fourth time.  Then she scraped the ashes away; she 
         knocked off the ashes. 
          
         Th
         cloth and brushed the ashes off.  As the rock was heavy it was 
         not hot any more.  After she had brushed it off there was not a 
  
         up and she put it away.  She took the water grass.  They were 
         dry by the heat.  She took them and she put them away.  As I 
         looked at the mud that she had flattened they were red.  She 
         was putting them on the tanned rawhide.  She put away the wate
         grass.  Now the yellow ochre is a real paint. 
          
          
         Sh
         ot
         d
         were put on the tanned rawhide; underneath was the hard 
         rawhide.  And she was praying.  When she saw that the mud h
         turned red she gave thanks to the sun then she said her prayer
         in a different way.  She said her prayer like this.  "O S
         may everything is cooked right in.  You are the one that ripens
         all the various berries that we eat.  As you ripen everything 
         beautifully may my ochre is in the same way." 
          

          She took the grinding stone.  She folded the rawhide.  She held
         it closed at the top.  She just folded it, she 



         at the top, then she put it down.  She held the oblong grinding 

I 

ut she believed 
reason 
es.  

le she was 
unding the bag and she was telling me to go away and not to 

 

o 

he rocks that she cooked the ochre 
 that she cooked on to the sun.  She 
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         stone to the incense then she hit gently the bricks of mud that 
         were cooked.  They were yellow ochre and now they are cooked 
         red.  She again held the stone to the incense and she tried to 
         hit the bag and again she held the stone to the incense and she 
         again tried to hit the bag that she held closed at the top.  
         Then on the fourth time she pounded it.  She started to crush 
         the bricks of dirt and while she was pounding the bag she was 
         praying right along.  She was making a vow.  She was saying, "
         am going to give the Holy Woman some ochre."  
          
         As my grandmother, Making Noise From Underneath, puts up 
         Sundances she didn't believe in anything else b
         in the Sundance.  She didn't join the Horn Society.  The 
         why she didn't join the Horns, because she puts up Sundanc
         The story will be told in the future why the ones that put up 
         the Holy Lodge don't join the Horn Society.   
          
         She kept on pounding the bag; she pounded it against the hard 
         hide.  My grandmother was praying all along whi
         po
         be around her.  She kept on feeling it and when it was soft she
         opened it a little.  She laid the hard hide on the same flat 
         stone and the tanned rawhide.  She saw it clearly; there were 
         some in the middle that she didn't crush.  As I looked at it, 
         it had turned into real paint.  My grandmother was giving 
         thanks for cooking her ochre nicely.  Then she spread out the 
         ochre and started to pound it again; she crushed all the lumps 

d t         that she missed.  After she had crushed it fine, she starte
         put it into a huge paint bag that she had made.  The ochre was 
         all put into the big bag. 
          
         She then took the flat stones.  She took them up to a hill and 
         she gave them to the sun, t

.  She offered the rocks         on
         didn't offer the hard hide and the tanned rawhide.  When she 
         had all the real paint, the following summer she took her ochre
         into the Holy Woman's tipi.  She gave some ochre to the Holy 
         Woman and all the participants had some ochre.  That is what I
         saw the seven paint and the real paint was made.  The yellow 
         ochre is yellow; it's also cooked to brighten the color.  I 
         didn't finish my information on the yellow ochre.  Now I am 
         going to close my story.  That is all. 
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