





married he would not tell me any more of father’s people. Understood
he diefi on his way back to Pennsylvania.

Two years after my marriage I went to St. Louis with my husband.
He was going to buy a stock of goods. We went to St. Paul and there
took a steamboat belonging to Louis Roberts and Mrs. Roberts went with
us and we had a delightful time. On the boat going down and coming
back were many fine ladies and men. We stayed at Shakopee two years,
at Le Sueur one year, and at Faribault four years, then we removed to a
farm of 400 acres near the Lower Agency, North of the river, where we
were when Indian Outbreak occurred. The hostile Indians stole all we
had and took us as prisoners. We were released at Camp Release and
went to Faribault to live for some years. My husband enlisted as a scout
under General Sibley. After the war, we settled at the Sisseton Agency
in the Northeast corner of South Dakota, where my first husband died.

We never got a cent of damages from the Government for any of
the property the Indians stole or destroyed. We had good buildings and
many horses and cattle. The buildings were all burned and all the stock
taken. We thought ourselves worth $15,000 to $20,000, and lost it all.
The Government rejected our claim for damages because my husband and
I were halfbreeds. :

INDIAN BOY HUNTING

INDIAN
GIRL
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Old Traverse Memories
CHAPTER XI

MRS. JENNIE PETTIJOHN TYLER, UNDER DATE OF AUGUST O,

19027, WRITES REMINISCENCES OF HER GIRLHOOD SPENT AT
TRAVERSE DES SIOUX VILLAGE.

My father, Thomas Pettijohn, with his wife and two small sons, came
by boat from near Quincy, Illinois, to Traverse des Sioux, the summer of
1853. Father’s brother, Uncle Jonas, and his wife, nee Fanny Huggins
had gone on west with thtmmﬁwi\le(-
icine, “Pah-zhuta zee”. Mr. and Mrs. Alexander G. Huggins had left
the mission, built them a“Comfortable Trame TNouse, and were farming on
what is now the Hartley Nutter place, as long ago as I can remember.
The remains of this home were standing until a few years ago. Mrs.
Huggins was my father’s cousin, loved by us all as “Aunt Lydia.” Let-
ters from these two, were, no doubt, factors in my father’s making this his
journey’s end. '

A daughter was added to our family in May 1854, and my advent
occurred in November 1855 on what was afterward the McMaster place.
The first home I remember was a story and a half log house on what is
now the Fred Powers place near Traverse Siding, tho west some distance
from the Powers’ home. ‘“The road” ran straight west from the top of
the hill, where Aloise Hergert now lives, was then and for many years
the home of my father’s cousin, John, generally “Squire” Pettijohn.

Above the hill was the home of !ames P. Holtsclaw and his lovely wife,
formerly Jane s. The “Sweet Williams” an utter and eggs’,

Huggin
a yellow flower‘EF%‘vo distinct shades, still bloom every spring near his
once happy home, planted by the young wife nearly 70 years ago.

One of my earliest memories is of seeing the Indian women flatten
their noses against the window panes to peer inside as they passed by. We
were never instilled with fear of the Indians, but were trained to come
to the house if we saw strangers—Whites or Indians—opening our gate,
and we little girls must not go outside the fence without one of our broth-
ers along. ‘“The road” was our chief attraction, always someone passing,
teamsters, movers, in their covered wagons, while at the semiyearly issue-
days at Shakopee, when the Indians received blankets and clothing in addi-
tion to their yearly payments, they would be stringing along for days, on
foot, on pony back, on what I've since heard called a “travois”; this being
two long poles suspended by straps from the pony’s shoulders, like buggy
shafts, the other ends dragging on the ground, some distance behind. At a
safe distance from the pony’s heels, a platform of bark was woven across,
and on this their provender was roped securely, occasionally a papoose or
two in the collection; the pony often having a rider or cther load on its
back.

— 131 —



ing west, and the ladies naturally were “Southern sympathizers”, sitting
down in church when our good old minister, Rev. John Peck, prayed for
the President and his advisers, and the success of our Armies! Well, a
band of us children had learned from “Hardee’s Tactics” to “Ground
Arms”; “Present, Arms”; “Right Shoulder, Arms”; “Carry, Arms”; and,
oh, yes, “Charge Bayonet.” We drilled almost daily; so one day unknown
to our mothers, we decided to serenade our teacher and her mother. One
of the mothers had shown us how to make three-pointed hats of newspap-
ers, this being our only article of “uniform”, so topped by these, each and
everyone armed with a club about as long as a cane, our band a couple of
old tin pans—drums of course—we marched around the lovely Cullen
block, singing somewhat timidly at first, then as loudly as we could yell,
to the tune of “John Brown’s Body” this truly warlike song:

“We'll hang Jeff Davis to a sour apple tree,

We'll hang Jeff Davis to a sour apple tree,

We'll hang Jeff Davis to a sour apple tree,

As we go marching on.”

So, young as we were, we bore arms in defense of our country’s honor,
though truth compels me to state that not the slightest attention was paid
to our vocal attack.

I have been asked to name the soldiers who never came back, but shall
mention first the death of our cousin, Amos W. Huggins, August 18, 1862.
Mr. Huggins, was shot down before Tiis young wilc, Josephine, who, with
her two young sons, was made a captive by the Indians at Lac qui Parle.
Then a younger brother, Rufus A. Huggins, died, December 16, 1862,
from a wound received atm&\; Ulm. James P. Holtzclaw,
a son-in-law, was killed in battle in the Civil War, Tis™body never recov-
ered, at least to be recognizable. His tombstone in the old Traverse Ceme-
tery bears these pathetic words: “And I know not where they have laid
him.” Another Traverse boy killed in action was John Penryth, a brother
of Mrs. John Snyder; another who died of sickness was Mr. Shotwell, a
renter on the Baker, now Pell, farm, before enlisting. He was on his way
home on a furlough, but died and was buried south. The spring of 1863,
I think it was, John Mattice, a brother-in-law of George McLeod,
died in the latter’s home in Traverse des Sioux, from typhoid fever, his
son, John, and daughter, Maggie, soon following him.

An incident relative to the escape of the mission parties from Yellow
Medicine may not be amiss here. "T'he Mission party hid on an island
in the river over night, where some friendly squaws brought them a grain-
sack of bread which had been left only partly baked in the oven, when the
alarm came that fateful August day. “These women told them not to be
afraid, the Indians would not follow them. A thick fog hid the party from
view when they climbed the hill before dawn next morning, and behind
them true friends were conniving at their escape. Peter T'a-pa-ta "Tonka,
(His-Big-Fire) led a band of 12 or 15 Sioux warriors in an entircly dif-
ferent direction from that which he knew the missionaries had taken. Af-
ter following a trail a day and a half, Peter became footsore and limped
back to the Indian camp, the rest of the party still in pursuit. Peter,
among several hundred others, was taken prisoner, was held at Mankato,
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anq condemned to death on the charge of leading a war-party against the
whites bt}t was not among the forty selected by Lincoln to hang. So Aunt
Jane. Wllhgmson of sacred memory, wrote the whole circumstances to
President meolr_l, and Peter’s pardon, and that of his friend and co-work-
er, Rob.ert Hopkins Chaskay, signed by the President, was received at the
prison in Fort Leavenworth a year or two later.

In 1871 my fflther was appointed Indian Farmer at the Sisseton and
Wahpeton agency in Dakota, by Dr. Jared Daniels, then Indian agent at
that plqce. .We also kept the cook-house at the brick-yards at Dreywood
szkc,z, six miles west of _the agency. This was located on Peter-His-Big-
Fire’s fa_rm,. and on mentioning this to Aunt Jane, some years later, she told
me the incident just related. Aunt Jane was one of my Sund;’1y school
teachers in the old concrete church in Traverse, so long desecrated as a
slaughter-house.' ‘Here I remember hearing Revs. John Peck, M. N
Adams, Dr Wll.llz'lmson, Mr. Riggs and Lyman Marshall, some’ resident.
o'the.rs visiting ministers. This paper would not be complete without meni
tioning. Dr. Asa W. Daniels, that grand pioneer, a friend to everyone in
the country, who never refused a call, however hazardous it might have
been. When we saw a covered buggy, it was Dr. Daniels, and he surely
was one of God’s chosen archangels with his skill, his mellow voice, and

cheering, uplifting presence, in those strenuous days. God keep his mem-
ory green!

But away with wars and suffering!  'Who was it said “The boy 1is
father to the man?” One long ago day, when sand-burs were ripe, a lanky
boy was seen coming over the hill from his home west of Traver;e. The
ob_se'rver was another lad, on his father’s buckskin pony, herding sheep.
Riding up to the footman, he inquired, boy-like, his destination, his errand
etc., am.i.on learning that the chap was going to Gus Stempel’s’ store after,
ammunition to go hunting, the rider said, “Tell you what I'll do yo’u give
me a couple of charges of powder and shot, and I’ll give you a r’ide down
the'rc, anq bacl_c this far, on Selim.” The bargain was carried out to the
entire satisfaction of both parties thereto. The lanky boy shall be name-
less, blll‘t the boy who was storing up ammunition and was going to have
a gun “some day” is known to the reader of these pages as Brigadier Gen-
eral William C. Brown, U. S, A., now retired.

INTERIOR OF PROVENCALLE’S CABIN
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received his appointment as missionary to the Dakotas, among whom or for
whom he devoted a long and useful life.

In April, 1835, he began his journey westward with his wife and one
child, accompanied by his wife’s sister, Mrs. Sarah Poage, also Alexander
G. Huggins and family, and on the 16th of May arrived at Ft. Snelling.
While stopping at the Fort for a few weeks Dr. Williamson presided at the
organization of the First Presbyterian Church, the first Christian church
organized within the present limits of Minnesota.

From the Fort the Doctor’s party, accompanied by Joseph Ren-.

ville, embarked on the Fur Company’s boat, Mackinaw, June 22, reaching
Traverse des Sioux on the 3oth where they took wagons and arrived at
Lac qui Parle on July oth. Here began his life work, teaching the In-
dians, studying their language, reducing it to a written form as it was mas-
tered with the assistance of Mr. Renville, who translated through the
French into English. Later the Doctor mastered the Irench language,
and in less than two years time he was preaching to the Indians in their
own language. He found abundant opportunity to practice medicine
among the Indians, who were very poor, receiving no annuities from the
government. He encountered much opposition both as to the practice of
medicine and to his teaching of the gospel. As the Indian women were on
their way to church, their blankets were snatched from them and cut to
pieces by the Dakota braves, the mission’s cattle were killed and eaten, petty
persecutions were common so that in 1837 there were only seven native
members. In 1842 the membership numbered 49. In 1837 Mr. Riggs
joined the mission and he and Mr. Williamson were co-laborers in the Da-
kota field until the Doctor was called home.

In 1846 Dr. Williamson established a mission at Little Crow’s Vill-
age, a few miles below where St. Paul has grown up, where he remained
five or six years. Here a small native church was established, the Doctor
also preaching to the white people of the vicinity, who were gathering into
the capital of Minnesota, Dr. Williamson preaching the first sermon in
that city.

In 1851, when, after the treaties, the Indians were removed farther
west Dr. Williamson went with them to his last station at Pay-zhe-hoo-
taze, Yellow Medicine, where he remained with his family until the out-
break of 1862. After the outbreak he usually walked from his home at
St. Peter to Mankato every Sunday to labor among the Indians imprisoned
there. He endured many reproaches for his sympathies for the red men,
but bore all silently, and for many years after the Sioux were removed
from Minnesota he visited the different missions every year as long as his
health would permit.

During his many years as missionary, and up to the time of his death,
his sister, Aunt Jane, was his most able helper, both in his home and teacher
in his various stations. Mrs. Williamson was an invalid for several years
before her death, so Aunt Jane assumed the household cares, taught the
Indian girls in the home, the arts of housekeeping as well as their daily
lessons and also taught in the local Sunday Schools. These two were de-
voted to each other in every way, always using the terms, “Brother” or
“Sister” in the kindliest of tones.

Lives such as these need no comment ; their stories are sufficient.

Aunt Jane came to the mission in 1843. Prior to that time she had
taught in colored schools in Ohio, where it was very unpopular, even
though a free state, to educate the blacks. Her interest in the Indians con-
tinued until the time of her death some years after that of her brother.

NANCY JANE WILLIAMSON.

Nancy Jane WinniamsoN, daughter of Dr. Thos. S. Williamson,
and wife, was born at Lac qui Parle, on the 28th of July, 1840 and died
November 18, 1877, at her brother’s home at Yankton Agency. She was
afflicted with disease of the spine from her birth, a sufferer all her life, but
was unusually bright mentally, and a most devoted Christian. She re-
ceived her education at the W. F. Seminary at Oxford, Ohio, after years
of careful instruction at home. After the outbreak she assisted in the care
of her invalid mother and in the local Sabbath School. In 1873 she joined
her brother at Yankton, where she was greatly loved by the Indian women
and children and the few white pecople in the community.

ALEXANDER HUGGIN’S FAMILY.

A1rexaNDER G. HucciNs was born in North Carolina and died at
his home near St. Peter, aged 65 years. He was a blacksmith by trade;
was of a very devout nature and came west with his family as assistant to
Dr. Williamson in 1835. He was connected with the missions until a
few years before the outbreak of 1862, having settled upon a quarter
section of land three miles west of St. Peter. Here he built a roomy,
comfortable house the remains of which stood until a few years ago, mak-
ing a one time home of culture and refinement. Here Miss !ulia La-
Framboise and later her sister, Hortense, were trained in every Christian
QTR . . .
grace and virtue until ready for more advanced work in the schools of
Ohio. The Huggins family was of Huguenot descent, the great grand-
father of “Uncle Huggins” was born at sea in the flight from France to
England. Like the Williamsons, the Huggins ancestors removed from the
environment of slavery, North Carolina, to Ohio, because they thought
slavery wrong and did not wish their children exposed to its influences.
Mirs. Huggins, wife, of Alexander G. Huggins, was a wonderful woman of
of great aEility, a beautiful, cultivated lady, in the best sense of the word.
In her own home, in the mission, in the church and community she was al-
ways an inspiring example of lovely Christian womanhood. Her maiden
name was Lydia Pettijohn. She was called to her reward many years ago
from the family home in Berkeley, California.

Amos W. Huccins, eldest child of Mr. and Mrs. A. G. Huggins,
was born 1 OMio, and was 29 years, 6 months old when he was killed by
the Indians at Lac qui Parle, Aug. 19, 1862. He had remained in the
mission after his father removed to Traverse, and had a wife and two
children, who were taken captive by the Indians. Another child was born
soon after his wife was released from captivity.

Rurus A. Huccins was 16 years, 9 months of age when he died,
December 16, 1862, trom the effect of a wound received at the battle of
New Ulm. During the long months of suffering following he bore up
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with the greatest fortitude, always mindful of the comfort of his mother

and sisters, who were his devoted nurses until the end.

\ Eriza W. Huccins, third child was born, March 7, 1837, and died
June 22, 1873. Mr. Riggs writes of her, “She early gave herself to Jesus
and her lovely life was like a strain of sacred music, albeit its years of suf-
fering brought out chords of minor harmony.” She taught for a time in
mission schools, where she and Nannie Williamson wrote a text from the
Bible for every day in the year, which was published as a tiny booklet in
both Dakota and English. Afterwards she taught for at least one term in
the schools of the village of Traverse des Sioux, and several years in Man-
kato. She was much beloved by her pupils and the entire community

* wherever she was known.

EDWARD EGGLESTON.

{ Edward Eggleston, a Methodist clergyman, born April 10, 1837, in
Vevay, Indiana came to T'raverse des Sioux in 1856. His professional in-
come was so meagre that he supplemented it by farming, surveying and
photography. The sympathetic townsmen took up a subscription and
bought him a suit of clothes, making the presentation at a ‘“donation
party.”  While at Traverse des Sioux he married Miss McGraw. After
leaving Minnesota he became quite successful in literary work. Among
his numerous novels are: The Hoosier Schoolmaster, (1871) and Myster-
ies of Metropolisville, (1873) the latter based on his experiences at
Traverse des Sioux. He was editor of several papers, among which was

(1870) the New York Independent.

REV. MOSES N. ADAMS MRS. M. N. ADAMS

JAMES P. HOLTSCLAW.

James P. Houtscraw was born in Illinois in 1829, and was killed
June 10, 1864, at the battle of Guntown, Miss. Hern_mmr_d_hp@fg-
ins a few years before the Civil War and their home life was ideal. Mr.
oltsclaw taught school in the neighborhood, was active also in both
church and Sunday school. He was an all around athlete in those days,
g running, jumping, wrestling and swimming. His wife, beautiful alike in
: person and character, remained faithful to his memory until her death a

i few years ago at the home of her brother, Brigadier General Eli L. Hug-
; . gins, U. S. A., Retired, in San Diego, Cal.
i

WILLIAM P. MC MASTERS.

Wirniam P. McMastirs and wife, with the Ellis family, came
i from Massachusets to Traverse des Sioux in 1853. Though not residents
of the village, unless possibly for a short time, they were constant and
consistent members of the Presbyterian church at that place, contribut-
ing generously to its support. It will be remembered by a few who were
{ - then children, that on more than one occasion Mr. McMasters led the
: services, reading a sermon, either his own or from one of the many theo-
logical works which he owned and studied. He was a man of keen in-
telligence, “good at an argument,” ready of repartee, both he and his ex-
cellent wife were most useful and worthy members of the community.

REV. STEPHEN. R. RIGGS MRS. S. R. RIGGS i YG
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