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! A Great Indian.

‘A Beautiful Incidentia the Life of a
Great Chief.

Not long ago there died on the Shos-

hone Indian reaewation in W'vuming

the w’hit.vs or any of hik own people,
Yot all' the Tndians feared him. Single-
handed, Waghakie conld pilot any
pamber of whites throngh any hostile
wuntry. He it was who piloted Gener-
" Fremont across the country when he
went to mike o way for the advance of
dilization beyond the ltackies.
Whashakie wiz a wonderful man in
ny ways, He never broke his word,
Onoe whien one of his sons led a band of
tefleks voung wartiors away from the
Sesupvition 1o pillage among the whites,
Washakie sent a ranner to say that :f
Mlm warriors wereé not buek on the reser-
wation by sunrise the next morning,
they should never return,
'huw did not heed the warning, and
g ol ohivf personally led some of hix
t fighters against Lis son.  Frue to
word of Washakie, noue of the band

ever returned, All were slain.

Alwaysstern, and vowing all his life
that he wonld never bhreak his word,
Washakie kept Lis promisge in this case
as he did in every other,

For his long, valuable servives to the
whites in the troublous days of the early
frontier, President Grant once sent a
beautiful black pony, a fine saddle and
a silver-mounted bridle by special mes-
senger fo the chief,

When the messenger arrived at the
agency building, the sun had just set.
Washakie was standing at the window,
looking on the gold and purple which
flooded the snow-caps of the mountains
with color.

Post-truder Moore goon found the In-
dian and told him to look at the pony,
withits fine saddle and bridle, The
ponv stood beneath, where it could be
seen to good advantage.

"“Well, Washakie,” said Moore, “wlhat
have you to say to the White Father for
sending you such a beautiful present?”

Washakie did not speak.

The post-trader repeated the question;
but instead of replying, the old chief
began to drum with the fingers of both
hands on the windowpanes. Thus he



