EXPERIENCES OF AN INDIAN SCOUT
PART TWO
EXCERPTS FROM THE LIFE OF JOHN ROPE, AN OLD-TIMER
OF THE WHITE MOUNTAIN APACHES

(as told to Grenville Goodwin)
After we had stayed ‘quite a while at Fort Thomas, I
asked for leave to go and see my people with my sergeant
at Fort Apache. They granted it to us and let us have a
mule to ride. Early in the morning I started out on foot,
not bothering to eat anything but just putting on my best
clothes and taking my rifle. When I got to Navajo Point,
the sergeant caught up to me, riding the mule. He said,
"You travel fast. I have been trying to catch up and have
had a hard time." I got on the mule, and we rode double.
At the subagency we stopped at the camp of an old man to
try and get something to eat. The old man said, "You scouts
have lots of food, I have nothing here to give you." He did
not want us to stop there so we kept on, crossing the Gila
River opposite Dewey Flat to a big wash where we camped
for the night. We had no food with us at all.
The next morning we started early when the morning
star was up just a little way; we went through Warm Springs
on Ash Creek and up by Rocky Creek. There were always
people camped here this time of year, but now there was no
one, even at Rocky Creek. We didn't know what to make
of this. Later on from a distance we saw two women grinding something. When we got there, we saw a girl was
grinding acorns. Acorns were ground for eating on a stone
metate with a stone mano. Her mother was boiling some
meat. We told them to hurry up with their cooking. They
made some acorn gravy, coffee, and tortillas for us. The
woman said that the sergeant's wives, he had two, were
camped at a place near Bear Canyon and that he would find
them there. In former times a man among the Western
Apache could have more than one wife if he was able to support them. This practice went out of use many years ago,
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and now a man never has more than one wife. We went to
the camp but found only their tracks going toward Black
River. Just before we got to Black River, there was a heavy
rain. We covered up with our blankets, but it didn't do
much good. We hurried to get across the river before it got
too high. From the top of the hill we could see a lot of
smoke and knew that there must be many camps down there.
When we got in we went to the camp of the sergeant's
brother and left the mule there, borrowing a horse in its
place. This brother said that the sergeant's family left for
Fort Apache the day before.
There was a steep trail out of this place. The sergeant
rode on ahead on the horse, and I walked behind. I was
wearing high moccasins folded over at the tops. The dress
moccasin of the Western Apache was a boot-like affair with
buckskin uppers reaching to the thigh when unfolded. However, the uppers were usually folded down around the calf;
the soles were of rawhide. My moccasins got wet so I took
one of them off; the other one was too tight to get off.
Pretty soon I got a bad pain in my knee. I could not walk,
so I shot off my rifle to call the sergeant back. He came
back and said to put my moccasin on again. We then rode
double past "Soft Grass" and on down to the White River.
Just about sundown we got to Fort Apache. My family was
camped near the Fort, and I went to stay with my brother
who was a chief.
The day after this a young boy who was of my clan went
out hunting and killed a little deer. On his way back he met
an old medicine man. This medicine man was no good and
he said, "Give me that little deer." But the boy would not
and went on home with it. That night this boy started to
vomit blood, and also he bled at the nose. They could not
stop the bleeding and he died that night. The old medicine
man had put a spell on the boy and caused him to die. They
came and notified me. Next morning I went over and took
all my new clothes I was wearing—shirt, vest, drawers, hat,
and all—and gave it to the family to dress the boy for burial.
Now the sergeant said to me, "Let's go and get some rations at the agency. All scouts, if they had a ticket of leave,
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could draw rations. But the agent would not give us rations.
He telegraphed to Fort Thomas to the officer there, and the
officer telegraphed back that we had drawn no rations before
leaving and to give us ten days' rations. So we drew meat,
flour, coffee, sugar, bacon, and some canned fruit. In nine
days we two scouts and my younger brother started back for
Fort Thomas. The first night we got to Soldier's Hole.
The next day we crossed over Hooker Mesa and arrived at
Fort Thomas.
The following day the officer said we would all move up
to Fort Apache. Some of us went on horse, some on foot.
We went by the old Summit Road and on over the mountain
north of old Summit. From here we could see no camps
up on east fork where our people always camped. This
looked queer, and we thought maybe there had been trouble
and they had gone on the warpath. Even if they had gone
on the warpath we were still scouts and would have to fight
for the white men. When we got near Fort Apache we met
an Indian who told us that one of our chiefs, Hac-ke-hayi-la, had been killed by the Tca-tcidn people. The Tcatcidns were a small band of Cibecue people living on the
upper north fork of White River. He also said the reason
our people were not camped on the east fork was because
they had moved their camps to the foot of the hill near the
fort. Our pack mules were at the fort so we went there.
Next day our relatives gave us hide for our moccasin soles.
Notice was sent out among the camps that they wanted
twenty more men to enlist as scouts and join our company.
The first day only fifteen joined, but the next day five more
joined. Then we started out for Fort Thomas. From
Hooker Mesa on to Fort Thomas I loaned my horse to another scout and walked. When I got in my knee was in bad
shape again. The sergeant went to the officer and tried to
get him to send me back, but the officer said that the one that
could give orders to that effect was at Fort Grant. He wired
to Fort Grant about it and got word back to let me ride along
with my company. The next morning they gave me a mule
to ride with an army saddle. We camped that night at Cedar
Springs. On the way we had passed a lot of prickly pear
plants. The fruit was ripe and one old scout, Hac-ke-na-nil,
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ate quite a lot of this. That night he got sick and started to
belch; he had bad breath and his stomach was hurting. The
next day they took him to a Chiricahua camp where they
were gathering yucca fruit and asked if they had any medicine for him. They had none at all. We went on by the
north end of Graham Mountain. The sick man was riding
a horse some distance ahead of us other scouts. Pretty soon
when we were near Cedar Springs, he could ride the horse
no longer and slipped off, lying at the side of the road. He
said it was as if something was cutting his insides with knives.
Two scouts came back and met us to get help. When we got
there two men who knew the coyote medicine went to him
and cured him right away. What had happened was that
he had eaten some fruit which a coyote had contaminated.
That is the way it is. If you eat anything or touch any-.
thing that a coyote or dog has "visited" and then touch your
mouth, you get coyote sickness. Even if a coyote only bites
the fruit, it is just as bad. There are different sicknesses
and, therefore, there are various kinds of medicine men for
the different sicknesses. Any sickness contracted from the
canine family is handled by medicine men who know the
coyote medicine. This man was nearly dead but the two
medicine men cured him right away.
The day we got into Fort Grant, the officer said for the
medicine man to take the sick man back to Fort Apache, but
the sick man said, "I am all right now." Here they issued
rifles and outfits to the twenty new scouts. Then we moved
on south to Antelope's Water, past where Willcox now is,
to some springs and then to Fort Bowie. Here we stopped
three days to fix
, our moccasins and get ready. The night
before we left Fort Bowie we held a war dance. The officers
came down to watch us. About midnight they went back
and then we had a social dance. There were no women with
us, but some of the men acted as women, and we danced with
them as partners. This is the way they always used to do
for a good time when on the warpath.
Now we went on to where Bowie Station now is, then
south up the San Simon Valley to Cave Creek, to the southeast end of the Chiricahua Mountains, to the northeast end
of the Sierra Espuela, to the head of Guadalupe Canyon,
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and to "Round Mountain." From here we went down a
long canyon to the southwest and camped at its end. There
were lots of soldiers camped here with us. Then we went
to the west side of the Hachita Mountains and made camp
where there were lots of ash trees. Here a band of Chiricahuas joined us. Their leader was Chihuahua, one of the
main chiefs of the Chiricahua Apaches. They were not real
scouts but came along with us to help scout all the same.
Chihuahua used to be a good friend of mine. From this
place the officer said to send fifteen scouts and ten soldiers
ahead to keep a lookout for the enemy Chiricahua. The rest
were to follow behind. We went ahead and kept in touch
with the main body by sending notes back and forth. We
came to lots of black, rocky hills. Here there were many
deer which we shot at. One was killed, and another was
wounded and fell dead near me so I claimed it. This deer
was fat, and we butchered it. I got the hide and one hind
quarter and tied the meat up in the hide. Pretty soon we
came to some rock tanks where there was water. Here we
stopped, and the officer with us wrote a letter back to the
main column. I left my deer hide and meat on top of a
yucca plant right beside the trail, with a sign on it that it
was mine. The friendly Chiricahua did the same with their
deer, on the other side of the trail. This way the meat and
hides would be put on the pack mules when they came along.
From here we could see a big, long mountain range, and
between us and it was a long open valley, the Animas Valley
of New Mexico.
We started out to cross this valley and struck the old road
to Janos, Chihuahua, which we followed, finally coming to
a big river where we ate our supper. It made a loop right
around the mountain which we had seen from across the valley. This mountain was Hachita Mountain, I think. After
supper we crossed the river. This river was one like we had
never seen before. You could not tell which way it ran because the current was so slow. We went up on top of the
mountain and made camp there. Late that night I woke up
and could hear Apaches talking some place. We thought it
might be the enemy Chiricahuas, but it turned out to be some
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scouts who had been sent to catch up with us from the main
column. We called to them and gave them some food to
eat. The next morning we went down the other side of the
mountain and struck the same river again. It ran over some
rocks here, so we could tell which way it was going. We
made camp at this place to wait for the main column to catch
up. They did not show up, so two scouts were sent back to
the mountain to see where they were. When the troops had
come to the river they had taken the wrong canyon to the
left. Now we all went back, cutting across country to where
we thought the troops should be. Pretty soon there was a
lot of dust in the distance. We watched to see if it might
be Mexican soldiers, but it was our own troops, and we went
to meet them. As soon as camp was made, we unpacked our
mule, got the grub out and cooked, as we had had no food
for a long time. At that place we all stayed two days. One
of the white soldiers, who wore a buckskin shirt, shot himself in the arm. The doctor had to take the bullet out, and
he got all right again. Now the officer said we would go back
to where we first saw the river. The scouts were sent out
ahead to look for signs. We ran across a lot of deer and
killed some, getting into camp after the soldiers.
Na-gu-tline' was sergeant of our company. He and I are
the only ones still alive from that scouting expedition. From
this camp we started back the way we had come, over the old
Janos road. Twelve of us scouts got permission to go and
hunt deer over near Hachita Mountain. The officer told us
that if we were needed because of trouble, a big fire would be
built to signal us to come. We went over to the mountain
and there killed lots of deer. They were all fat. I packed
one into camp, and a boy carried the other. That night we
watched for a signal fire. The next morning we could see
lots of smoke, but we waited for a while to see what would
happen. If we got separated from the soldiers, we would go
back to Fort Bowie. Pretty soon we could see the soldiers
and scouts coming our way, making lots of dust, so we started
out to hunt again. We killed more deer and also some
mountain sheep. There were lots of them there. They ran
Na-gu-tline died at By las in 1932.
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together like burros and could go up or down a steep place
just as if they were walking on the level. The old-timers
used to say that when you were out hunting mountain sheep
if you hid behind brush or grass they could not see you, but
that if you hid behind any kind of rock they could see you
right through the rock.' The soldiers came to the foot of the
mountain and started to make camp. We waited on the
mountain till all the unpacking and cooking was done, and
then we went down to them, carrying our game.
At this place we stayed two days, then moved to the side
of Round Mountain.' There were lots of antelope here.
When we first jumped them they scattered, and then they all
came together and ran in a long line. We moved on around
Round Mountain keeping five men out ahead to look for
signs of enemy Chiricahuas. Then we went on to Guadalupe
Canyon and Cave Creek. There was lots of water this time.
The soldiers camped above us. We didn't know it, but they
washed their clothes that day. The next morning when we
boiled the water for our coffee it tasted of soap, and we threw
it out. The water in the creek was full of soap. We ate only
bread and meat. Now we moved camp northward, then to
Turkey Creek, and then to Fort Bowie.
There were lots of scouts at Fort Bowie now, and we
played hoop and poles. I played with one Chiricahua man.
With the first game I won his moccasins; the second, his new
saddle; the third, his new lot of calico; and then we quit.
I used to play hoop and poles a lot and always had good luck.
Some Indians threw the pole too soon, but I used to wait till
the hoop was just about to fall and then threw the pole under
it. It was as if I knew where the hoop was going to fall
every time. The other Indians knew this about me.
Now our time was about up, so they took our outfits and
rifles away from us, and we set out for home. The first day
we got to some springs, then Antelope's Water, then Fort
Grant, then Cottonwood Wash, and then Fort Thomas.
Here we stayed two days and drew forty dollars pay. Then
we set out for Fort Apache, going by way of Soldier's Hole
2
3

This belief was actually put in practice by the old-timers.
Near Animas Valley.
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and Black River. Here at the end of ten days we were discharged and drew seventy-nine dollars pay. Some scouts
used to like to draw their full uniforms and others didn't.
Money was refunded to the ones that did not draw them.
My youngest brother was waiting for me at Fort Apache
with horses to take me home. Our family was camped right
above Rice, and we found them there. From here we all
moved to a point opposite Gila Bank on the Gila River.
Then we moved to Dewey Flats. In a couple of days a lot
of our people camped on the mesa near us. There the whites
were taking the number of people in each family, and our
subagent, "Crooked Nose," was giving out ration tickets to
every man. Some were red and some were green. I rode
over near there but did not go in to get my ticket as there
were lots of girls I knew; I was bashful so I just stood behind my horse. Some of my relatives got my ticket for me.'
Mickey Free was raised by my father. He was given to
him by the San Carlos people when a little boy. Mickey
and I were brought up together, so we called each other
brothers. He is dead now, but his son Willie Free is still
living at San Carlos, and I call him my nephew. Mickey
used to have long red hair.'
After I had been back at the reservation quite a while, they
enlisted twenty-five reservation police. I joined up as a
policeman this time and was on duty quite a while. The Cibecue people over at Cibecue had been making trouble and
killed some American soldiers a while back.' The men who
had done this were now renegades, and it was our duty to
4
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When drawing the weekly rations, the owners of the tickets presented
them, and they were punched by government men.
Mickey Free was a full-blooded Mexican, stepson of Antonio Ward
and was captured by Apaches of the San Carlos when a small boy and
brought up among the White Mountain Apaches. It was as the result
of his capture that Cochise went on the warpath. See Connell's
Apaches Past and Present also Ward's manuscript. For many years he
was government interpreter among the Western Apaches. He was given
to John Rope's father as a captive and raised with the family.
This fight, in 1881, between U. S. troops and the Cibecue people was
the result of the attempted arrest of a medicine man at Cibecue, in
which the said medicine man was killed by the soldiers.
;
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catch them. Some we caught and turned over to Crooked
Nose, and others we let go to give them another chance.
Finally all that we were after were rounded up and held at
Fort Apache, then sent on to San Carlos. "Metal Tooth"'
was among these; he was a Carrizo chief. Altogether there
were about forty of the prisoners. They were loaded into
big wagons and taken off to Tucson and put in jail. About
six months after this they brought them back from Tucson
through the subagency. There was an officer who rode in
front, followed by Metal Tooth dressed in an officer's coat,
and the rest of them in column of twos. They took them up
to San Carlos, where all their wives had come to meet them.
There were still lots of renegades at liberty even after
this. Na-di-ka-a, a White Mountain man, was one of them.
He had killed one white man and two Indians. Chino's'
brother and the uncle of one of these Indians who had been
killed by this renegade caught Na-di-ka-a. They started out
to take him to San Carlos, riding. Na-di-ka-a thought sure
they would kill him on the way because they were relatives
of the men he had killed. He tied a piece of calico around
his eyes and rode that way so he would not see them reach
for their guns to shoot him. When they finally got to the
river crossing, and San Carlos lay right across where he
could see it, he knew that they were not going to kill him,
and it was as if he started to live again. They put him in
the jail there. When this renegade had been in jail about
a day, he asked one of the two police who were guarding him
to let him out to attend the call of nature. They did so, and
he came back all right. They used to keep ten soldiers and
ten police always on guard at nights at San Carlos. They
ought to have put chains on this renegade in the jail, but
they didn't do so. In the early morning he asked again to
be let out. They let him out, and he went to the far side of
a building as before. From here he ran fast toward an
adobe wall, put his hands up on it, jumped over and ran for
the arroyo. The guards shouted that he had got away. It
7
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This chief was known as Sanchez, and he later became one of the main
chiefs of the Carrizo band. He has been dead for a number of years.
Chino is an old man now living at Bylas.
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was still dark, and they could see only his gee string, which
was white. They shot at this but missed. The two men who
had brought him in heard what had happened when the news
was telegraphed to the subagency.
Right across from the subagency on the high mesa were
camped lots of White Mountain people. The renegade's
relatives were there too. Crooked Nose sent word for a man
called 'Al-xel and a man called Yu-lane, both relatives of
the renegade, to come into this subagency. They came in
and had a talk. Crooked Nose said to 'Al-xel that he wanted
him to go out and kill this renegade, that if he did so he
would become a chief among his people, and he would also
get paid for it. Also if he got this renegade, they would
stop hunting down the other renegades who were his relatives. "All right," 'Al-xel said, "we will get him." So the
agent gave him a police rifle, five boxes of cartridges,
matches tobacco, some grub, a good belt, and a blackhandled butcher knife like the men used to carry in those
days. These two men got on their horses now and rode back
to their camp. The next day they saw the renegade near
the camp, riding on a buckskin horse which he had found
hobbled. His wife was riding behind him. They were going up a wash. 'Al-xel stood about three hundred yards
from them, and so when he shot he missed the man, but hit
the horse's hind legs. The woman ran down the wash and
hid. The renegade got off the horse and started to run up
the side of a hill, out of sight. 'Al-xel started after him on
foot and Yu-lane rode around the side of the hill to head
him off. On the top of the hill the renegade hid behind a
creosote bush. 'Al-xel ran up the hill where he had seen
him go. When he got to the top he was out of breath. The
renegade had a knife and he jumped out at 'Al-xel, who got
scared and instead of shooting him like he should have done,
turned and ran down the hill. The renegade ran after him,
and as he came he made medicine on 'Al-xel with jaguar,
saying, "Now I'll jump on you and kill you like jaguar
would do." This renegade had some kind of jaguar medicine. 'Al-xel couldn't do anything. 'Al-xel got cut in the
abdomen and slashed on the head. The renegade's wife
'
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was standing right there. There was one man watching all
this from a little hill, but he was too weak and lazy and did
not even shoot. He was afraid he would get killed so only
called for Yu-lane. The White Mountain people came over
and reported to the subagency what was going on. We police ran to cross the river. It was high, and so we took off
our moccasins and left them on the bank, thinking that the
fight was not far off. From across the river the people were
shouting to us to hurry. We thought it was the renegade
who got killed, but when we got there we found 'Al-xel
dead. The renegade had taken the rifle and cartridges off
him and had run up the arroyo. He had his hand cut badly
and had run with his wife up into a cave under the bluff.
Here he stopped to bandage the hand. We trailed him by
the blood on the ground, and when we got up into the canyon and saw that he had not stopped yet, we turned back.
When we got back to the subagency lots of people were
around the agency building. That same day a boy called
Guc-hujn (Wrinkled Neck) was at Indian Springs looking
for horses. He met the renegade up there. The renegade
came over to him and said, "Today I killed 'Al-xel down
there. I made jaguar medicine on him and grabbed him
like a jaguar and killed him. I was like jaguar. This belt
and gun I took from him. From now on I am going to kill
everyone I meet, no matter if he is my relative or not. But
I know about you, boy, you have always been very poor and
have never had much. You have had a hard time. I don't
want to kill you, so go on home. But if I meet you again
after this, then look out for yourself, because I will kill
you." Guc-hujn came on back to the subagency and told
what had happened to him. Crooked Nose heard about it
and sent for the boy. When he got there, he made him tell
all that the renegade had said.
Not long after this, the Chiricahua came up from the
Sierra Madre with Geronimo." They went to San Carlos,
got the Warm Springs people, and took them back to Mexico
Geronimo was really a medicine man, and it was from this fact that he
gained most of his influence among his people.
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( 1 882)." The Warm Springs people were camped just east

of San Carlos on a high bluff by the river. The other people
who ran off were the people of Nachise," Chato," and Chihuahua. The Chiricahuas in Mexico had heard somehow
about the killing of the white soldiers at Cibecue and thought
that now would be a good time to get their friends, the
Warm Springs people, to run off to Mexico. On their way
up from Mexico to San Carlos they passed near where San
Simon now is. Here two of them, Go-ya-hn and Gi-naszi-hn, stole four good horses from some cowboys at a ranch.
These two men said they were going to take 'their horses
back to Mexico first before they went to San Carlos, and so
they started back. They went by Sierra del Tigre, then
north of Carretas, near Bavispe," and a little over toward
Janos where there is a high mountain with pine trees on it."
Here some Mexicans saw the two Chiricahuas coming with
the horses. The Mexicans lay in wait for them and managed
to capture both men. They took them to a Mexican fort
near by in a canyon. Here the Mexican officer questioned
them. He wanted to know where the rest of the Chiricahuas
were and where these two were coming from. The two
Chiricahuas said that the rest had gone up to San Carlos and
that they had left them two days ago. The Mexican wanted
to know how long the others would be gone. The two Chiricahuas said it would take them about four days to get up to
San Carlos and that they would probably be back in about
twelve days. The Mexican officer said that if these two
Chiricahuas were telling the truth, they would let them go
unhurt, but if they were lying they would be killed. Now
1 0 Many of the Chiricahuas were already down in Mexico, having left
San Carlos in 1881, and so they wanted the rest of their people, with

the Warm Springs group, to leave San Carlos and join them.
" Nachise was one of the main chiefs of the Chiricahuas. He was the son
of Cochise, at one time the main chief of the Chiricahuas.
" Chato was a member of the Chiricahuas. He is still living (1935) on
the Mescalero Reservation, New Mexico.
11

Bavispe is south of Carretas in Sonora.
Probably Sierra Cochita Hueca.
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Chato, one of the main chiefs of the Chiricahua Apaches. This photo
was taken about 1886.
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all the Mexicans were notified to get ready. It was this time
that they killed so many of the Warm Springs people.'
The rest of the Chiricahuas had kept on their way to San
Carlos. All their women had been left behind in Mexico.
They came up near Eagle Creek, then on down Ash Flat
where Stevens' old ranch was." Richard Bylas' father was
camped there as well as Hac-ke-ha-da-dol-ni-he, It-lan-didjo-le and Hac-ke-be-d'i, all of them White Mountain men.
The last three were working for Stevens, helping take care
of his sheep. The Chiricahuas came first to Hac-ke-be-d'i
where he was herding some wethers. They asked him if
there were many Indians living here. He told them no, just
a few. Then the Chiricahuas killed all the lambs and started
to cook them. These Chiricahuas got all of our people who
were there and put them under guard. Stevens had nine
Mexicans working for him also. There were three Mexican
women with them. The Chiricahuas went on towards Bylas'
camp. Bylas" saw them coming and drank down a part of a
bottle of whiskey he had before they got there. Geronimo
came in to Bylas' camp and sat down. Bylas' partner, Na-'ilhiz-'a, and this man's son, 'I-dil-na-dzid, were there also.
Geronimo saw that Bylas had been drinking lately. "I know
you," he said. "You always have some whiskey around.
Give me a bottle." Bylas said he had none, but Geronimo
kept on asking him for whiskey. Finally the boy, 'I-dil-nadzid got mad. He said to Geronimo, "This man (Bylas)
is not a boy for you to talk to this way and keep on asking for
whiskey. He won't give you any whiskey." Now Geronimo
said to bring all the Mexicans here. Bes-das, a Mexican, was
the foreman. He had married a White Mountain women who
was of the Black Water clan and had a boy there who was
After the Chiricahuas had left San Carlos with the Warm Springs
people, they headed into Mexico. Not far from Carretas, Chihuahua,
a body of Mexican troops ambushed them, and in the fight that followed 167 of the Apaches were killed and 52 of them, mainly women
and children, were taken prisoners.
" This was the white man, Stevens, who has been mentioned before as
marrying a White Mountain woman.
1 ' By las was one of the White Mountain chiefs. The present settlement
of By las was named for him.
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about twenty-five years old. The Chiricahua head man said,
"This boy is a full-blooded Mexican, he is no Apache." The
other White Mountain man there said, "No, he is not a Mexican. He is a full-blooded White Mountain, and his mother
is of the Black Water clan, so he is also."" Then the Chiricahuas asked By las what the boy was, and he answered he was
a White Mountain. After this talk the Chiricahuas tied up
all the Mexicans. Right there they killed the nine men and
two Mexican women. The third woman got away and ran
to the foot of the hill, but they killed her there. Bes-das'
boy they did not kill. Now the Chiricahuas left two men
behind to guard the White Mountain women lest they should
get to San Carlos and report what was happening. All the
White Mountain men they took along with them under
guard. At first they had taken By las' horse away from him,
but now they gave it back to him and let him ride it. They
made their next camp on the south side of Ash Flat." Here
Geronimo said he would make medicine and find out what
was going on at San Carlos. He sang only four songs." The
medicine told him that all was going to be well on their way
to San Carlos. The Chiricahuas used to have good medicine,
and this was why all the people, both whites and Apaches,
slept so soundly that night. From this camp they traveled
all night, stopping to rest near the Gila River opposite the
sub-agency. Then they started on again, keeping four men
ahead, crossed the river and went on over Dewey Flat to the
old Wagon Road. At this time there were forty police on
the San Carlos Reservation scattered among the camps. Geronimo said he was going to send three men into every camp
to kill all these police. It was still night, and just east of
San Carlos they stopped in the brush along the river. Here
it was starting to get light. One of the men threw a pebble
up in the air, and they could see it, so they knew it would
soon be dawn. This is the way the old-timers always used
i s Descent is always reckoned through the mother by these people.
" About opposite Arsenic Springs.
" Four is a sacred number among the Apaches. Geronimo by singing the
four songs was putting himself into a state so he might have second
sight.
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to do, in order to tell if it was near dawn. Now one of the
head men of the Chiricahuas said to Geronimo, "I thought
you were going to send three men into all the camps to kill
all those police." But Geronimo would not answer him at
all. They stayed there till sunup, then crossed the river to
the Warm Springs camp. The Warm Springs people must
have known somehow that the Chiricahuas had come, for
that night they kept all their horses tied at their camp. Now
Geronimo and the others went among the Warm Springs
people and they all got ready to leave. A man named Stirling was head of police at San Carlos then. If any shot was
fired, he always used to get on his horse and ride right down
to the place he had heard it. Just as the Chiricahuas were
leaving with the Warm Springs people they fired two shots
for Stirling to come. Stirling heard and got on his horse to
come over. The Apache chief of police got on a horse and
came with him. One of the Chiricahuas named Na-guji hid
on the trail and shot and killed Stirling when he came up.
Stirling had on a pair of beaded moccasins, so Na-guji pulled
these off and took them for himself. They told the Apache
chief of police to go back as they did not want to shoot him,
but he kept following them so they shot him also.
The Chiricahuas had already cut the telegraph wires from
San Carlos to Globe and the subagency. Now they turned
loose all the White Mountain men that they had brought
from Ash Flat. Richard's (Bylas) father knew what was
happening and went to the subagency. Both Crooked Nose
and Seeden, the other white man there, were gone. But their
wives were there. They thought Bylas was drunk and
would not believe him. By this time they had sent men out
who had mended the wires where they had been cut at Black
Point and also west of the subagency, and now they got the
news through. All of us police from San Carlos followed
after the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people. At Gila
Bank we found the body of the chief of police where he had
been shot, and then we all turned back to San Carlos. At the
subagency the people heard that the Chiricahuas and Warm
Springs people were on their way through, and everybody
ran away toward Turnbull Mountain except twenty-five
scouts and a white man who cooked for them, called Navajo
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Bill. These stayed behind at the subagency. Their sergeant was M-ba'-djil-'a-ha, who opened five boxes of cartridges and told the scouts to fill their belts. The rest of the
cartridges were put in a pit. Around this pit they all gathered so they could get in if fighting started. Their relatives
told them they would get captured sure, but that they would
be watching them from Turnbull Mountain, and if they did
get in trouble they would come and help them.
When the Chiricahuas came through they said they didn't
want to fight, but had only come to take their relatives away.
So there was no trouble. There was a long line of the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people going along the north side
of the Gila River. Right below Dewey Flats they had held
up some freighters. The white men got away by running, but
there was a lot of whiskey and some clothes in the wagons.
The Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people helped themselves to these. My father and some other men came up to
the Chiricahuas and got some liquor to drink from them.
The river was high here, and the Chiricahuas and Warm
Springs people started to cross it. My father was a chief
and he wanted to shoot the Chiricahuas while they were
crossing the river, but the other men with him said no. The
Chiricahuas had taken some of our horses, but had said they
would give them back after a while. That is why the men
were following them and why they did not want to start
fi ghting.

The men who had been following the Chiricahuas and
Warm Springs people with my father turned back with him
when these people crossed the river. They all went back to
where the freighters were and started drinking whiskey and
pulling out the goods. They just dipped the whiskey right
out of the barrel and drank lots of it. That night my father
did not come back to camp. The next day they found him
dead; he had drunk too much. That same night one of my
relatives, Ma-dje-le, also died from drinking; Ba-ba-d jiba-ha, another man, got very sick from the same thing.
Twelve of us police were sent to follow the Chiricahuas
and Warm Springs people to see which way they went. We
tracked them to Yellow Jacket. Here they had left one colt
and killed a horse. I got the colt. Their next stop was east
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of Yellow Jacket, where they could look back over their trail
a long way. Then they went on to the east. We followed
them this far and then turned back and reported. The next
day I heard of my father's death.
Now all the scouts were notified and got together. They
also moved all the Indians to San Carlos, and that was the
only agency on the reservation from then on. All the white
people were at San Carlos too. Some time after this we
heard that some Chiricahuas had killed some of our people
at Fort Apache. It was at that time that they issued a gun
and belt to me and put me on special duty. I no longer was
a policeman. I was just carrying arms to shoot the Chiricahuas if they should come. Sieber" said that the Chiricahuas
had killed some of my relatives, and so he was giving me
this rifle to guard myself with. Later on he said he was
going to make me a scout.
When they started enlisting scouts again, I joined. They
kept us at San Carlos for a month, while they were getting
together a hundred Indians for scouts. There were two sergeants for us White Mountain scouts, one was Do-'ac-t'in and
the other I don't remember. The sergeants for the San
Carlos scouts and Tontos were Tu-'is-ba, and Da-dih-nesbine. The officer made some of the scouts practice shooting
at this time; and Harvey Nac-kin" was one of these. Before
we left we had a big dance on the flat at Gila Bank and had
lots of wood for our dance fire. First we had the war dance,
and then the social dance. There were lots of White Mountain and San Carlos people and lots of girls and women. We
danced all night. At this dance the head officer gave to our
sergeant a kind of red cloth belt with a ball-like thing hanging on the end of it. The ball had tassels hanging from it
like a Navajo blanket. He wore the belt over one shoulder
and across his chest, with the ball hanging at his side. He
danced with it.
We started out next day and went to the subagency, then
" Sieber was a white man who was chief of scouts for many years at San

Carlos. He was well known to all the people and was generally liked
and respected.
22 Harvey Nashkin is now (1935) an old man and lives at By las.
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to east of Yellow Jacket, then Eagle Creek, then south to
the Gila River. There were lots of soldiers with us and
Yavapai and Tonto scouts. We went on to Apache Pass,
then Bowie Depot, then to another camp. From this place
all the pack mules were sent in to Fort Bowie to load up with
provisions. In two days they were back. We stayed here
five days and then went on south to "Red Rocks Standing,"
then near where San Simon now is, then toward the north
end of the Sierra Espuela, then Guadalupe Canyon. We
stayed here for a while. Sergeant Do-'ac-t'in was riding a
horse and still wearing the belt the officer had given him.
We had with us also two Chiricahua women, who had left
the Chiricahuas in Mexico and come back to San Carlos.
From this place, Guadalupe Canyon, they sent twenty of us
off for three days to Round Mountain to look for signs of
the Chiricahuas.
The first night out we stopped and made camp. We had
a medicine man with us, so we were going to find out if we
would see the Chiricahuas or find their tracks. Na-ba-djita-ha was the medicine man. He told twelve of us who had
eagle feathers to sit in a line on one side and hold the eagle
feathers in our hands with the arms stretched out in front.
The medicine man sat on the opposite side with the other
seven men to help him sing. Now he said, "No one must
laugh while we are singing; if they do so it will be no good."
When they started to sing we with the feathers closed our
eyes and listened to the song. Our feathers commenced to
get big and strong in our hands and started to move our arms
from side to side. It was not we who moved our arms but
the eagle feathers. Then one of the men singing, laughed
a little. Right away the eagle feathers and our arms dropped
straight down. The medicine man said, "You were afraid
and wanted to know where the Chiricahuas were. You make
fun while we are singing; now we won't know about the
Chiricahuas." The next day we left our grub in this camp
and started out to scout. We got back at noon. There were
lots of deer here, and we killed some. The next day we
started back to Guadalupe Canyon with our meat.
About one month later the paymaster came to our camp
at Guadalupe Canyon and paid us. There was no store here
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or any other place to spend our money, but there were a hundred of us scouts, and we gambled all the time. Our party
had made a hoop and pole set while over at Round Mountain. Now we played hoop and pole a lot. We had a good
time there, and the days passed quickly. They always kept
guards out on two places to watch for the Chiricahuas. A
while after this all of us started out for Sierra Espuela and
camped near there at San Bernardino for four days. Then
we went back to Guadalupe Canyon. The evening we got
back to the main camp the officer called us scouts together.
He said six of us and the two Chiricahua women were to go
out for about one month and see if we could not locate the
Chiricahuas. If we found them we were to send the two
women to them to see if they could not get them to come
back to San Carlos and be friends again. When the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people had run off from San Carlos,
there had been three Western Apache men married and living with women among these people. They had persuaded
the three men to go along with them. These three men were
Tso'-'e, a Cibecue man; a man called Na-nod-di; and another man. All three of these men had left the Chiricahuas
and Warm Springs people in Mexico and come on back to
San Carlos. Now they were acting as guides down into
Mexico."
The six scouts who were chosen to go with the two Chiricahua women were Do-na-'il-da, a sergeant; Le-gudn-tel, a
sergeant; both White Mountain men; M-ba'tcu'n-dal, Djan-de-zi, myself, and Na-nod-di. They gave a mule each to
the women to ride and a mule to Na-nod-di and one pack
mule to pack our grub on. We gave the pack mule to the
women to take care of and started out on foot across the mesa.
After a while we got to a canyon where Na-nod-di said the
Chiricahuas always passed through. We crossed a place on
the east side of the Sierra Espuela and camped on the other
side of it. Here we all started out to hunt deer. Na-nod-di
and I went back to the place we had crossed. Na-nod-di tied
" Of these three men who acted as guides, Tso'-'e, known better as
Peaches, was still living at Cibecue in the fall of 1932. He died December, 1933.
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his mule, and we started to hunt. We killed one black tail
deer and wounded another. It lay down behind a big mescal,
and so we didn't know where it was, but after a while I could
hear something breathing hard; it was the wounded deer,
which we killed by hitting it on the head with a rock. This
was a female deer without any young, and it was fat. Nanod-di had gone off and killed another deer. Pretty soon
he came back with its skin across his shoulder. It was a big
skin and touched the ground on both sides of him. I would
like that skin, I thought. "Here," I said, "is the deer I have
killed and fixed for you; there is the skin." "No," Nanod-di said, "you keep it for yourself and I'll keep this skin
for myself." It is the custom among our people if we kill
a deer to always give it and its skin to the man we are hunting
with. We took all the meat of the female deer, but only
the hind quarters and skin of the other. When we got back
to camp all the other scouts were already in. They had
killed only white tail deer, and the two women were cooking
it for them. The Chiricahuas do not eat white tail deer in
summer, but they will eat black tail deer. As soon as the
women saw our black tail deer, they cut off some of the meat
and started cooking it. We told them to cook lots of meat,
as we were now going to Sierra de Media and were afraid of
running into the Chiricahuas or Mexican troops."
We didn't start out until after sundown. Then the women
rode double on one mule and told us to ride double on the
other, which we did. We also rode the pack mule double.
We tried to get Na-nod-di to let Dja'-n-de-zi ride up behind
him, but he would not. We set out along the foot of the hill
where there was lots of brush, so as to keep out of the open
country. We got talking about Na-nod-di and why he would
not let anyone ride double with him. It looked as though
he was doing this so if we met the Chiricahuas or Mexican
troops he could make a run for it and get away. We decided
that if he should do this we would kill him. We kept on
traveling in the brush till it got dark, and then came out on
the edge of the open country to cross over to Sierra de Media.
-
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They were in Mexico now and not far from the Mexican military post
of Janos, Chihuahua.
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Na-nod-di had some field glasses, and he looked first with
these over the open country to make sure no one was there.
Le-gudn-tel said, "If the Chiricahuas come to us, don't any
of you run away, because if you do you will get killed. Go
in the rocks right away and hide there and fight." D ja-nde-zi was still on foot. We started across the flat. About in
the middle of the flat we could see a band of antelope running along the same way we were going, and in this way we
could tell that no one had been in front of us lately. After
a while we came to a rocky place with lots of holes in it, and
Na-nod-di said that the Chiricahuas had a fight here once
with the troops. There was an old cartridge belt, all dried up,
lying on the ground. A long way off there was some water
and toward this we could see the antelope running, so knew
things were still safe. There was a canyon ahead of us with
a lot of oak trees in it. Na-nod-di said the Mexican troops
always camped there and that they might be there now, but
we found no one. That evening we got to water at the foot
of a mountain with many white rocks on it, cliffs and canyons
and peaks. We camped at this place near the foot of a cliff.
The way we used to do when we were traveling was to make
lots of fire before sundown so there would be plenty of coals.
Then after sundown we would have no flames, only a big
heap of coals.
That night we were all sitting around, talking about where
the Chiricahuas might be. Pretty soon we could hear a noise
like a bell on a horse in the direction from which we had
come. "Do, do, do, do," it went, just as if the horse was
walking around. They sent me and another man up on the
hill to see if we could see any fire back that way. We had
gone only a little way when we could hear the noise plainly.
We went to it. It was only some water dripping in a cave,
but it sounded just like a bell. When we got back to camp,
all the others were saddled up and ready to leave. We told
them what the noise came from, and we all laughed. It
looked like rain that night, and the two women said they
were going over under the bluff and sleep, as they didn't
want to get wet. That night we talked and decided to send
the two women to look for the Chiricahuas near Carretas the
next day. "If you see them," we said, "tell them to go to
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the captain at Guadalupe Canyon as he wants to meet them
and make peace."
The next morning we cooked up lots of food for the two
women, took them part of the way, and then let them go on
foot. We stood and watched them with the field glasses till
they were out of sight. We stayed in this camp eight days,
waiting for the women to return and keeping watch from the
top of the mountain. On the eighth day we saddled all the
mules and left them tied on the mountain. Then we went
down to where we had left the Chiricahua women and waited.
We looked with the glasses. A long way off we could see
two people coming. They were on foot, so we knew they
must be Apaches. We could see them plainly now. We told
Na-nod-di to ride down toward them. He started, and we
watched him with the glasses till he met the two people.
There he got off and went on foot, letting them ride, he going in front. They got back to us about sundown, and it was
the two Chiricahua women. They had looked all over, but
found no sign of the Chiricahuas. We had been gone from
Guadalupe Canyon fifteen days now. One of these women
had the end of her nose cut on one side. She said, "I can
travel fast like a man, but this other woman here, she is like
a child and she can't travel well at all."
Our party had almost run out of grub now, so we started
back to where the troops were. As we went over a big mesa,
Le-gudn-tel said, "We don't want anyone to see us coming
back over this open ground," so he made wind. He knew
medicine for wind and prayed for it." Right in the middle
of the mesa a big wind came up, and there was so much wind
we could hardly see each other. When we got into Guadalupe Canyon, we reported to the officers all that we had done.
They said we had done well and also that they had received
a letter saying that scouts from all over were gathering to
meet by San Bernardino, at the mouth of Guadalupe Canyon. All our camp moved on near San Bernardino, where
we stayed two days. All the troops and scouts were there.
25

In the old days there was almost always some man among the members
of a war party who was said to be able to bring on big winds so as to hide
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There were about five hundred of us scouts,'" some from
Fort Huachuca and some from all the other forts. That
troop of cavalry that rode all white horses was there too."
General Crook was there in command ( 1 8 8 3 ) . He had an
officer with him who wore a funny kind of four cornered hat
and spoke good Mexican language." There were lots of
mules there for packing. Some had their manes roached,
others had long hair only between the ears, and others had
their tails cut in different ways. This was so one could tell
to which company the mules belonged. There was one bell
mule, and all the others followed this one wherever it went.
They used to unsaddle the mules in a line, and each mule
always knew where its own pack was when it was time to
saddle up again. If the wrong mule got to a pack, he would
be kicked away by the owner. All our clothes were about
worn out from our trip, but there were no new clothes for
us. They brought in a lot of thick red cloth, though, and
divided it among all the scouts to use as head bands. This
way every one of us scouts had a red head band so that we
could be told from the Chiricahuas."
Now a big meeting was held. They spread a canvas and
under this General Crook and all the officers sat. Out in
front all the first sergeants of the scout companies stood in
line and back of them the second sergeants. Then in back
of these all the scout companies lined up. There were three
or four sergeants from Fort Apache. Alchise" was one of
these, and Tso-'e [Peaches] another. There were lots of
sergeants from San Carlos. Now General Crook said,
"What do you scouts think about us catching the Chirica26

According to records there were some two hundred scouts which Crook

- had with him at that time, as well as a troop of cavalry and a pack train.
" This was the Sixth Cavalry under command of Captain Chaffee.
" This officer was Capt. John G. Bourke. He must have been wearing a

cavalry uniform dress hat.
In general appearance the Western Apaches resembled the Chiricahuas
and their two allied tribes.
3° Alchise was later the main chief of the Tca-tcidn people on the upper
north fork of White River. He died in 1930.

56

ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

huas" down in Mexico, do you think we will find them?"
The San Carlos sergeant named Tu-'is-ba said we could never
catch the Chiricahuas because they could hide like coyotes
and could smell danger a long way like wild animals. Crook
said, "I think we are going to catch these Chiricahuas, and
we are going to keep after them till we catch them all. We
have orders from Washington, where the President lives, to
catch these Chiricahuas. We are all wearing his [the President's] clothes and eating his grub, and so I want you to help
him. In this way we can repay him. I am the man in charge
of all this outfit, and now I am going to sign my name to this
paper so that even if I get killed, the President will still
know what we all did, and the record won't be lost. Thus,
no matter if I die or live, the government will know that it
must reward you." I think he was telling us the truth all
right, because all of us scouts are now drawing pensions. We
were scouts in order to help the whites against the Chiricahuas, because they had killed a lot of people. Now General
Crook told us to put up a big war dance that night."
The next morning we started to travel south. Al Sieber
was head of us scouts; what Sieber told us to do we did;
when he said that here would be a good place to camp, we
made camp. We traveled toward the Sierra Espuela and
down along the east side of it till we came to where the canyon, in which the town of Bavispe lies, joins with the valley
in which we were, that is, the junction of San Bernardino
Wash and Bavispe River. Here we made camp. Then we
went on to near Bavispe, where we saw some wild peach trees
growing. We had never seen peaches before and thought
that these were some kind of walnuts. There were lots of
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In many places throughout John Rope's story the term Chiricahuas has
been used to designate the hostile Apaches against whom he was scouting.
However, in some of these instances the hostiles were not only composed of Chiricahuas, but also of people of the Warm Springs and
Ni'-n-da-hi tribes. Since the narrator did not bother to make the distinction, the term Chiricahua has been used. The reader must understand that this often included people of the other two allied tribes.
This applies especially in the following pages.
For complete details of this famous 1883 campaign of Crook's, see
Bourke's An Apache Campaign.
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trails leading to Bavispe from here. While going along we
saw some Mexicans with a burro. When we got in sight of
Bavispe we stopped. Sieber ordered a hundred of us scouts
to go ahead and the rest to follow. We went on, right
through the streets. The houses were all made of adobe
and some of them were falling down. In these adobe houses
the Mexicans were living on both sides of the street. There
were a lot of Mexicans looking at us, and a lot of old Mexican women were there. We went right on through and then
across a little canyon where we all made camp. Sieber and
some of the others butchered ten cattle without permission
from the Mexicans. In a little while the mayor of the town,
a Mexican, came riding out on a little pony. He rode his
horse right up over the rocks to our camp, and the pony
seemed to climb up in jumps. Then he ran it as fast as he
could to the officer's camp. He talked some time with the
officers, and I guess they had to pay him for those ten steers.
All of us were here now except four scouts who had been
left with some soldiers at a place just east of where Agua
Prieta, Sonora, now is.
That night some of the scouts from our camp sneaked
into the Mexican town to get liquor. They brought it back
with them and got drunk. Mickey Free came over to me and
said, "My grandson," don't go over where they are drinking. There is liable to be some trouble." I didn't go. The
next morning we moved on to the foot of a mountain just to
the east of Huachinera and camped there in a canyon. While
in this camp we could see Mexicans watching us from a distance. Next day we started from the Sierra Madre to the
southwest. There was only one way to get to the top of this
mountain and this was up a long narrow ridge. On the way
one mule fell off over a bluff, pack and all. It was so far
below that no one went down to get him. Finally we got to
the top of the mountain, and here we saw three very poor
cattle which I guess belonged to the Chiricahuas. The three
men who escaped from the Chiricahuas and came back to
33

It is often the custom when speaking to a close friend, whether giving or
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San Carlos were there with us, and they knew the country.
We made our camp that night near some springs on the
mountain. We stayed here four days, cooking up bread and
lots of other grub. Then Sieber said that fifty scouts were to
go ahead and that the pack mules and the rest would follow
some distance behind. I was one of these fifty. At that time
I had never fought with the Chiricahua and did not know
how mean they were, so I was always in the front. We
crossed over a canyon, going in single line. First there would
be ten scouts, then a mule, then ten scouts, then a mule, and
so on. We scouts in front heard someone whistle in the
brush. We stopped and listened and heard the whistle again.
We all thought it was the Chiricahuas and started to run
back. One man tripped and fell in a water hole. Afterwards
the whistle turned out to be only the wind blowing on an
acorn with a hole in it, which was on a blue oak tree. Pretty
soon we came to some old tracks. Here the Chiricahuas had
left one horse. He was very poor, but we butchered him and
took out his liver and meat that was good. The three men
who were with us and knew the country said maybe the Chiricahuas were camped back by a rocky mountain we had
passed.
In about three days two pack mules carrying grub were
brought up to us from the others behind. A message was
sent back and we went on ahead to another camp at a canyon
near the head of Bavispe River. This was the place where
Tso'-'e, Na-nod-di, and the other man got away from the
Chiricahuas. There were lots of pine trees growing there,
and we could see where the Chiricahuas had been having a
dance. T'u-lane," a Warm Springs man who had married
a White Mountain woman from Fort Apache, was with us
now as scout. He said the dance tracks here looked like they
had been making a war dance. While we were on the edge
of the mountain, one of the scouts who was off by himself
came back and said he had seen something shining way across
"

T'u-lane means "lots of water." T'u-lane is still living on the Mescalero Reservation in New Mexico (1932).
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on the side of another mountain opposite us.' But the others
would not believe him and said he had just seen the sun
glinting on some raven flying over that way. The man said
it was not a raven at all. The side of the mountain was thick
with brush, and we traveled along its slope looking for tracks.
Right on top we came to another Chiricahua camp. They
had left three pieces of mescal in a tree here and also covered
their fire with dirt. We could see their tracks plainly now,
and they were about two days old. They had tried to hide
the tracks again, but we followed. There were lots of pine
trees here. Next morning we kept along the side of the
mountain till afternoon. Then the sergeant said to cook
some grub. While we did this the others looked ahead with
the glasses. In a little while the scouts who had the glasses
came back. They had seen the Chiricahua camp on top of a
ridge across the valley, on the side of the other mountain.
On a level place near the camp all the horses of the Chiricahuas were grazing. There were lots of them. We all hurried back, and there we could see the camp all right. There
were quite a few Chiricahuas in it. Sieber sent two scouts
back to tell the other soldiers and scouts who were way behind to hurry up and reach our camp that night. Some of
the scouts were afraid. It was only about a mile across the
valley from where we were to the Chiricahua camp. That
night we could not sleep but sat and talked in whispers.
Early in the morning the troops and other scouts got in.
They told us all to eat and tie the horses up, as it would soon
be daylight.
Now we looked at the Chiricahua camp again. There was
lots of smoke coming up from it. We started out toward
the camp. Part of the soldiers and scouts went on the left
side and part on the right. In the middle went Alchise and
his scouts. This way we were going to surround the Chiricahua camp before they found out we were here. One of
the scouts on our side of the line saw two Chiricahua men
riding toward the scouts. He told the others, and they
waited to surround the two Chiricahuas. One sergeant had
" The scout who saw this flash was David Longstreet, a White Mountain
Apache, who is still living at Bylas.
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his gun all cocked ready to fire. The gun went off by accident, but even so the Chiricahuas did not seem to hear and
kept right on coming. Then we scouts started shooting at
them but missed. The two men jumped off their mules and
ran off in the rocks and brush, but they did not go back to
their camp. Now we scouts ran down into the canyon and
drank there, dipping the water up with our hands. Some of
the scouts started to say their knees hurt so that they could
stay in the rear. Some of them were always doing this because they were afraid.
We had to pass over some rocks where there was lots of
water. Right above here some of us could see three Chiricahuas herding some horses to a grassy place. They were
coming our way so we waited. Right behind these three were
riding a boy and a girl, each leading a horse behind them.
We waited hiding in the brush till the boy and girl were
opposite us; then T'u-lane called to them. "Shew," he said,
"come here." He was a Warm Springs man, so of course
he talked like them. The two stopped but did not come.
T'u-lane called again. "Come here; hurry up," he said.
They dropped the ropes of the lead horses and came over,
but they could not yet see us. When they were close to us,
we made for them. I grabbed the girl, and T'u-lane got the
boy. The girl had lots of beads made from Yo-il-tcine,"
the roots of a kind of brush that grows down there. She had
four strings of them and we started to take those off her.
Then T'u-lane said, "No, that girl belongs to a friend of
mine, and I want to trade you this boy for her." I said,
"All right," and he took the girl and I the boy. Now all
the rest of us started to shoot at the three Chiricahua men
who were driving the horses. The scouts had told the three
to stand still, but they started to run off in the pine woods.
Only one of them was shot. The boy I had captured saw
the scouts with the red head bands. "What kind of people
are these," he asked. "These are scouts," I told him, "and
they are all after your people." Then he began to cry. The
girl didn't cry at all, she just stood there quietly. I told the
86
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boy, "If you try to run away, I am going to shoot you, so you
had better stay with me." The girl spoke to me: "My
friend, don't shoot him," she said. I was wearing two belts
of fifty cartridges each, but I did not shoot more than three
times because I was satisfied with having helped to catch
these two Chiricahuas. My brother was there, and I told
him to go on to the Chiricahua camp, but he did not want to,
so I told him to keep my boy for me, and I went toward the
camp myself.
Near the place where the one Chiricahua had been killed,
I saw someone's heels sticking out of a clump of bushes. I
grabbed this person and pulled him out. It was one of the
other two Chiricahuas who had been with the one who was
killed. This one was only a boy, and there was no blood on
him so I thought he was all right. Just then some of the
other scouts came along and said they wanted me to give
them the boy, but I said no, that I had found him and was
going to keep him. I told the boy to run ahead of me to the
camp. He was only a little boy, but he ran fast and we got
there quickly. I found where the Chiricahuas had been
butchering a horse." One man had got to the camp before
me and had captured a white mule with a saddle on it. I
found an old, worn-out Navajo blanket for the boy and put
him up with the scout on the white mule to ride double.
This camp was Chihuahua's, and he and his brother had
just come from the warpath with lots of cattle. The Chiricahuas had been butchering, and there was meat lying all
around on the bushes to dry. I found a good, thick cow hide
and doubled it over, putting a lot of dry meat and grease inside. This I also gave to the scout on the white mule, giving
him half of it for himself. There was some mescal spread
around to dry on the bushes and some just boiled." I/Ve took
this also. I found an old Mexican saddle, bridle, and a rope
and put these all at the side of the camp together so that the
37
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Horse and mule meat was liked just as well as beef, if not better.
The base, the butts of the leaves, and the stalk of the mescal plant when
roasted or cooked in a steam pit formed one of the main plant foods of
these people. There were different ways of preparing the food for
storage.
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others would know that they were mine. They yelled now
for all the San Carlos scouts to surround the Chiricahua
horses, which they did.
Two Chiricahua men got up on a high, rocky shoulder
above us. They shot down at us a couple of times; then they
yelled: "All right, you're doing this way with us now, but
some time we will do the same way with you," and then they
went off. One of the sergeants called to us to come up where
he was and help him surround a bunch of mules. Seven of
us went up to him, but there were no mules there. There
were some pine trees here, and a woman had left her little
girl at the foot of one. The girl was hiding behind the
trunk now, and I went to her and reached around the tree
and grabbed her. She was wearing a string of beads around
her neck, from which hung a Mexican silver cross. I took
this silver cross for myself. I started back and the first man
I met was Be-'il-djige, one of the scouts. "Here," I said,
"I'm giving this little girl to you. He laughed and took
her, and then he gave her to Nac-da-dn who was riding a
-dn took her and
horse and who was also a scout. Nac-da
her,
singing the victory
hill
with
the
started riding down
laughed when
other
scouts
the
as
he
went.
All
dance song
they heard him singing this song. This is the song of thanks
that they used to sing long ago when a successful war party
came back and gave the victory dance in which men and
women danced together."
After we got back to the Chiricahua camp again we burnt
all the mescal that was left and also a lot of a kind of a big
juniper berry that grows down in Mexico and which the
Chiricahuas had gathered for food. One of the scouts caught
five horses and drove them to the camp. There was one fat
sorrel mare, and I took her for myself and saddled and
bridled her with that which I had captured. One scout came
to me and said one of the boys I had caught was the son of
the daughter of Nachise, who was a good friend of his. For
39

On the return of a successful war party, a victory dance was given.
There were special songs that were sung at this dance in which the
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this reason he wanted to trade me eighty dollars and a horse
and saddle for the boy but I would not do it. One scout
called Tcu-ba' had also caught a girl, about sixteen years
old, when she had come down to get water. This girl was
taken back to Fort Apache and is still living on the north
fork. She is now an old woman. Her name is Dja-na-'il-tci.
Only four of the Chiricahuas had been killed. One of
these was an old woman; it was some San Carlos scouts who
shot her. She had stood up when they came to her and asked
them not to kill her but to take her captive instead. We
White Mountain men talked to the San Carlos scouts who
shot her and said, "Why did you kill that old woman? You
ought not to have killed her." The San Carlos men said
they had come after these Chiricahuas and they were going
to kill them. We started out from the Chiricahua camp,
General Crook riding in front. I shot my gun off some
because I was feeling happy about what I had done in the
fight. The others were shooting too just for fun. Some of
the other scouts were joking me about firing only three shots
in the fight. I said, "I have done better than you. I caught
three Chiricahuas." Pretty soon my horse gave out, so I
killed her and gave my saddle to the man who had given me
the horse. I also gave him the boy to carry.
After we had gone a way, we stopped and made camp. I
took out my dried meat and fat from the hide and divided it
among the others. We cooked and ate it. Then the man
who had wanted my boy came again to me. He was called
Ha-tso-ye. "My cousin," he said, "give me that boy like
I asked you. I want him and will buy him from you." But
I told him no, that I did not want him to do that way. He
kept right on asking me_ Then Mickey Free came over and
spoke to him. "Don't ask for that boy like that. We are
on the warpath now, and don't know for sure if this boy belongs to the daughter of your friend or not." That night
they put fifteen scouts out to guard on all four sides of our
camp. General Crook said to make all our Chiricahua prisoners lie down together and sleep, and for us to watch and
see that they didn't get away. That night the oldest Chiricahua girl we had caught said that almost all the Chiricahua
men had gone out on a raid that very day. This girl was
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called Dja-ne-'il-tci, and later she married Alchise's brother.
The next morning General Crook said to bring all the captives to his place. There he asked the oldest girl which one
of the captured horses was the best. She answered that a
certain gray one was. General Crook sent for this horse,
but a scout had already taken it for his own and would not
give it up. General Crook sent again for it and said, "Bring
that gray horse to me right now." The horse was brought,
and, although the scout who had claimed it was there, he
said nothing. They saddled this horse for the two oldest
Chiricahua girls and gave them food, also tobacco for Chihuahua. Now General Crook said, "Go to Chihuahua and
tell him that we have only come to take his people back to
San Carlos and not to make war." They took the girls back
to the Chiricahua camp we had attacked, and from there the
two followed the Chiricahua tracks. The girls had been told
to tell the Chiricahuas that the raiding of their camp yesterday was an accident, and that it had not meant war. Also
that our camp would be at the right end of the mountain and
that we wanted the Chiricahuas to come in to that place for
a talk. T'u-lane had told the girl to tell his brother and
sister to come in to our camp right away. Twelve scouts and
T'u-lane took the girls back to the Chiricahua camp. Some
of the Chiricahua had been to their camp again but had gone
back up on top of the mountain.
Next day we saw T'u-lane's sister and a girl relative with
her. The girl was all dressed up with lots of beads and a
blanket over her head. She had a white flag in her hand.
They came into camp and we gave them food. T'u-lane
talked with his sister. He said, "We have been all over looking for you people, not to kill you, but to bring you back to
San Carlos to be friends. Tell this to Chihuahua." That
same day Geronimo's sister came into camp. She said we
had taken one white horse with a Mexican saddle, on which
was a pair of black saddle bags. A silver bit and bridle had
also been on this horse. If we wanted Chihuahua for our
friend, he said that we must give that horse and outfit to her
to bring back to him. We gave it to her and she took it back
up the mountain to where the Chiricahuas were. Next day
we could see someone riding that white horse over some
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rocky places at the foot of the mountain. It was Chihuahua,
and he rode fast to our camp. On the end of his horse's tail
was tied a strip of red cloth, and another strip of red cloth
hung from under the bridle. In his belt he wore two pistols,
and in his hand he carried a lance with a strip of red cloth
tied around its end. He rode toward some of us scouts who
were sitting under some oak trees. We all jumped up, not
knowing what he intended to do. He asked where the head
officer was, and we told him. Then he ran his horse right
through us to General Crook's tent. He rode through soldiers and scouts alike, and they had to get out of his way.
Mickey Free and Si-bi-ya-na, who were the interpreters,
followed him to the general's place. Chihuahua got off his
horse in front of the tent, and there he shook hands with
General Crook. He said, "If you want me for a friend, why
did you kill that old woman, my aunt. If I was trying to
make friends with someone, I would not go and raid their
camp and shoot their relatives. It seems to me that you are
lying when you speak about being friends." Now they gave
him some tobacco and some food to take back with him.
Then he got on his horse and rode off fast, right through us,
the way he had come.
T'u-lane's relatives came back later and said that Chihuahua felt bad about the way things had happened. He
had said, "It's no good, all these scouts and soldiers here,"
and he told the women to get ready to move farther away,
maybe south to the Aros River. The Chiricahua women
didn't want to go away so far and hid from him. Anyway
Chihuahua moved his camp off a little farther. Now almost
all the Chiricahua women started coming into our camp. All
the ones we had captured came in, but the mother of the little
girl I had found did not come until about sundown. She was
crying as she came and talking bad about us White Mountain
scouts. She was a young woman. When she saw the baby
she grabbed it and started crying again. They gave out lots
of rations to the Chiricahua women now. Chihuahua had
not showed up yet, and we scouts went over to see T'u-lane's
sister to see what she had to say. She said she thought there
was going to be more trouble because the other Chiricahua
men were due back from their raid in three days, and when
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they found out what had happened, they would want to fight
us. She said we had better all look out. The next day we
moved the whole camp a little farther down by the mountain in a small park there.
Chihuahua was not in yet, and we thought he would probably go to join the other Chiricahua men. There was only
one day left till their war party was due back, and so now
the Chiricahua women tore up some flour sacks and tied the
white pieces of cloth on poles, which they set up all around
our camp. This was to let the Chiricahuas know we didn't
want to fight. The women said for us scouts to look out for
ourselves. "When the men get back, they may start shooting," they said. We piled rocks and pine logs up to lie behind. That night the Chiricahua women called toward the
brush up on the sides of the ridges where they thought their
men now were and told them not to shoot. They called the
names of Ka-e-din" and Geronimo, and told them why we
had come here for the Chiricahuas. The Chiricahua men up
on the ridges heard them all right. The women told us
scouts not to get up till sunrise so that the Chiricahuas would
not start to shoot. So we got all ready, put on our belts, and
loaded our rifles. Then we lay down but we could not sleep,
so we just lay there till sunrise. When it began to get light
in the morning, the women started calling again and telling
the Chiricahua chiefs that they did not want any fighting,
but only that the Chiricahuas make friends with us.
After sunrise, when we had eaten, we heard some Chiricahuas calling to us from the mountain. We could see lots of
men up there together. Geronimo's sister went to them.
She came back and said that they wanted some of us scouts
to go to them. Na-ba-dji-ta-ha, a White Mountain scout,
went up to the Chiricahuas, but he didn't talk plainly so they
told him to go back and get some other scouts. He returned
and got Das-tine, who was related to Dji-li-kine and also a
Cibecue scout, who was brother-in-law to Chato. Dji-li-kine
This man whose name means "Cartridges all gone," was a leader among
the Warm Springs people. He was given his name because it was said
that in a fight he fought so hard that he soon used up all his arrows or
cartridges and had none left.
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called Das-tine aside when they got up there. This D
kine was Geronimo's father-in-law, and he was a chief because he was about the best fighter of any of them. He was
a little man and not as tall as an old-fashioned long musket,
but even so the Chiricahua chiefs were like nothing to him,
and they usually did what he advised. The Cibecue scout,
who was called Hac-ke-ha-gos-lid, talked with his brotherin-law, Chato. After the talk was over, the scouts came back
to our camp. Then T'u-lane's brother gave a yell and ran
into our camp. When he got there he threw his gun and belt
on the ground. Then he said to T'u-lane, "My brother, you
have been looking for me, and now I am with you again and
as if I belonged to you." Then the two embraced each other.
This was the first man to come in. Soon all the rest of the
Chiricahua men came in, except the chiefs, who stayed apart.
We were camped on a little knoll, and all around in the park
below was lots of tall yellow grass. General Crook was off
by himself hunting birds with a shotgun. When he was
there, all the Chiricahua chiefs came to him. They grabbed
his gun away and took the birds he had shot. They said he
had been shooting toward them. Mickey Free and Si-biyana went over there. They all sat on the ground and talked.
After about two hours the general came back with all the
Chiricahua chiefs to camp.
Some time after the Chiricahuas had arrived, three Mexican women and a baby came into camp. They had been captured by the Chiricahuas on their raid. The officer who
talked Spanish went to them. All of us scouts and soldiers
gathered around to look at them. The officer asked them
what their names were and where they came from. This he
put down in a book. The women said they were traveling
along with two Mexican men and some burros over on the
other side of the mountains. The Chiricahuas had come to
them, killed the two men, and taken the three women and
the baby. They did not know at what place they had been
captured. The Chiricahuas said that the reason they had
captured these Mexican women was so that they might take
them to Janos and trade them to the Mexican soldiers there
for some Chiricahua women who had been captured in the
Carretas fight and who were now held at Janos. The three
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Mexican women were taken over to the cook fire and fed."
They were wearing old sandals, and these they took off and
threw away as the officers had given them tall army boots to
wear.
Now we mixed with the Chiricahuas like friends. About
noon the Chiricahuas went apart and started to make a victory dance. Sieber told all us scouts to stay away from the
dance, and so only the Chiricahuas themselves were there.
But all the same one scout went over to the dance that night
and danced. A Chiricahua woman made him pay her twenty
cartridges.' Some White Mountain scouts reported on this
man, and the officer made him go back and get the cartridges
from that woman. The Chiricahuas had driven in the cattle
they had captured. They gave three head to us White
Mountain men. One they gave to Hac-ke-ha-os-lid, the
Cibecue scout, and one they gave to a San Carlos scout. They
butchered lots for themselves.
Next day we started back for San Carlos and made our
first camp at the head of Bavispe River. They let the three
Mexican women ride on pack mules. The Chiricahuas were
camped apart from us, and Ka-e-din went back there to a
council they were holding. The Chiricahua chiefs said that
this night they were going to have a dance for all the scouts
and let the Chiricahua girls dance with them. The Chiricahua men planned to kill the scouts. It didn't matter if they
themselves got killed. They sent word for Dji-li-kine to
come to the council. When he got there they told him what
they planned to do and asked him to join in. Dji-li-kine
said, "I won't join in this because the White Mountain
people are like relatives of mine," and then he went back to
his camp. After a while the council sent for him again.
When he got there Geronimo said to him, "My father-inlaw, tonight we mean to do as we told you. Whenever we
have gone to war before, you have gone with us. But now
you won't make up your mind to say yes or no." Dji-li-kine
answered, "I told you already that I would not help you do
4i
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These three Mexican women were later returned to their relatives.
At a victory dance if a man danced with a girl he had to make her a good
present of some kind.
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this." He was mad and started to walk away. In a little bit
he turned back and came to the council again. He said, "You
chiefs don't mean anything to me. I have been with you
many times and helped you kill lots of Mexicans and whites,
and that's the way you got the clothes you are wearing now.
I am the one who has killed these people for you, and you
have just followed behind me. I don't want to hear you
talking this way with me again." Then he walked off. That
night they started to hold the dance anyway. But one of the
scouts, D j a-n-de-zi' (Long Ears) had died that day, and
Sieber sent word for them to stop the dance on account of this,
so they did.
The next morning some of the Chiricahuas asked for permission to gather a lot of horses from the Mexicans before
they left Mexico. General Crook gave them permission and
told them to meet us at the mouth of Guadalupe Canyon,
near San Bernardino. Lots of the Chiricahuas and their
chiefs went, but General Crook didn't try to stop them. They
did not like the little San Carlos ponies and wanted to get
some good horses before going back. D ji-li-kine went with
them also. We made our next camp in a canyon. Some of
the Chiricahuas had not come in yet. These were Tu-n-tcile-sa-'an (Red Water Resting) and his family, a man called
Be-lin-te, a White Mountain boy called Bel-da-dol-de-he,
and his mother. The White Mountain boy and his mother
had been captured by the Chiricahuas on Eagle Creek some
time ago. One of the scouts, called D ji'-ne'-nge j was related
to this White Mountain captive woman and her boy, and so
he was sent out to bring in Tu-n-tc-ile-sa-'an and the others.
He brought them in and they were issued rations.
Whenever I was cooking in camp, that little Chiricahua
girl I had captured would come over and eat with me. Her
mother would tell her, "There is your friend, go over and
eat with him." The son of a Chiricahua who was one of my
father's friends was there with us. He knew who I was and
came to me. He told me that his mother had been killed
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This was the same man who had gone on the scouting party down into
Mexico with the two Chiricahua women before the start of the main
expedition.
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some time ago and that he was now just living with his old
aunt. He had no way to get food, he said. I went out and
killed a deer and brought it to his camp for him and his aunt,
and he thanked me.
Now we moved our camp to some springs just north of
Carretas that Tu-n-tc-ile-sa-'an knew of. This was quite a
way from Janos, but it was near the place where the Mexicans had killed so many of the Chiricahuas and Warm
Springs people." Some of us scouts went over to see the
battleground. There were many bleached-out bones, pieces
of women's dresses, and lots of beads scattered on the ground.
Numbers of Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people had been
killed there. We shouldn't have gone to look at this place,
but we did it anyway."
Our next camp was to the north, near Sierra Espuela. We
had already moved on past Bavispe. Near Bavispe we saw
a sorrel mare with a bell on her. We took this and kept up
along the side of the Sierra Espuela, finally stopping to camp
in a canyon where there were lots of pine trees. About sundown we saw clouds of dust in the distance. We thought
this might be Mexican soldiers coming to fight us, and we
cleaned our guns and got ready for them. After a while we
could see through glasses that it was the Chiricahua men coming back, driving a big bunch of horses and mules they had
taken from the Mexicans. Next morning we started up along
the edge of the Sierra Espuela and made camp at some
springs. Then we moved on to near San Bernardino. Here
some of us hunted deer. I killed one deer, and right then a
Chiricahua rode up to me. He said they had heard us shooting deer and followed us as they had no cartridges. I gave
him the deer. "Come on, and we will ride back to camp
double," he said. But I said no, that I was going to hunt
some more. When I got back, that Chiricahua gave me a
hind quarter of the deer.
We left this place for the springs east of where Agua Prieta
44
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The time the Mexican troops ambushed them in 1882.
Western Apache people never go near graves or places where others have
been killed, as some sickness or evil might befall any who do such a
thing.
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now is. A lot of the Chiricahua girls were on foot, so Mickey
took one up in front of him, and I took another up in front
of me also. When we got to the Springs there were some
soldiers camped there. They had seen us coming and had the
grub all cooked for us. Do-'ac-tin, one of the White Mountain sergeants, had been stationed there with his company of
scouts, but he was the only one left. One after another they
had gone off and not told him where they were going. We
all laid our guns and belts aside and lined up to get our food;
soldiers, scouts, and Chiricahuas alike. As soon as one bunch
got through eating another bunch would eat. It took almost
all the rest of the day, and even then some didn't get any
food.
Next day we camped near a white man's ranch, where there
were a lot of oaks. Here two buggies drove up, each drawn
by four mules. These were for General Crook. He and
some of the officers and three Mexican women got in and
were driven to Tucson. Before he left he said to us that all
was done now and for us to go on to San Carlos and keep
watch on the Chiricahuas. "You said you thought you would
never catch the Chiricahuas, but now you see we have got
them all," he said.
Our next camp was near Willcox. Beyond Willcox a
citizen met us with a big wagonload of clothes to sell to us—
shirts, pants, shoes, and hats. We bought some clothes from
him and swiped some more because all our clothes were in
rags. The Chiricahuas still had some of their cattle, and
every time we camped, they butchered. Dji-li-kine was with
them no longer. The Chiricahuas said that while he was
getting the horses with them down in Mexico a Mexican had
shot him in the head from a distance of about three hundred
yards. We White Mountain men did not believe this because
Dji-li-kine had been on the warpath too many times to get
killed this way. We think that the Chiricahuas shot him because he would not join them that time they had planned to
kill us at the dance.
From here we moved by the Winchester Mountains, then
Hooker's Ranch, then west of Stanley Butte. Here the
Chiricahuas killed their last three cattle. The next day we
started for San Carlos.
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All the people at San Carlos knew that we were coming
that day and were waiting for us. Right on top of Copper
Reef we stopped to line up. From here we could see lots of
looking glasses flashing signals to us from San Carlos. At
every camp all of us scouts and the Chiricahuas were counted.
Now they put one hundred of us scouts in front, then all the
Chiricahuas, then the rest of the scouts, then the soldiers,
and last of all the pack train. This way we marched to the
edge of the Gila River, took off our moccasins, and went
across. Sieber rode in front. There was a crowd of Indians
on both sides, watching us. Sieber led us straight to the old
school building and there stopped. All the scouts went to
the right and camped. All the Chiricahuas went to the left,
and the pack mules were brought in to the center. We cooked
in eight lots. All our relations came to see us. Next day
Alchise and his scouts went on back to Fort Apache where
the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people settled. The day
after that all of us scouts were discharged and got our pay.
An officer said that they wanted forty scouts to enlist again,
but lots of the men had had enough scouting.
Later the officer said that they were going to move the
Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people living at Fort Apache
out to Holbrook and off east some place. He told me not to
tell the other Indians as they did not want the news spread
around yet. Next day the scouts set out for Fort Apache,
taking Tu-n-cti-le-sa-'an with them. When they got there,
the troops surrounded all the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs
people, loaded them into army wagons and took them out to
Holbrook where they were put on a train. A lot of Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people rode their ponies out to
Holbrook and had to leave them there. Curley's wife was
a Chiricahua," but she was not taken out this time with the
others. After the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people
were sent away, the scouts came back to San Carlos."
Sherman Curley, an old-timer of the San Carlos people who died in
January, 1934, was married to a Chiricahua woman. Mrs. Curley is
still living.
" In 1886 there were about seventy-five men and 325 women and children, all of them Warm Springs people and Chiricahuas who had re46
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Sieber, who knew me well and whom I liked a lot, asked
me three times to rejoin the scouts, but I would not do it.
Those long scouts we used to make at first, down to the southeast and around Fort Bowie were good, and we could save
some money. But this being stationed at San Carlos all the
time was no good, as there was always somebody killing someone else, and we having to go out after them. Then, too,
we could never save our pay because we had our families to
care for. I am still caring for my family as my sons have no
work.
Since that last scout, I have lived at Dewey Flat, then I
moved to Calva and then to Navajo Point, and finally to
By las where I am still living. You see me here still alive and
well. That is because I have been good and minded my own
business. Lots of the other scouts did not, and they are dead.
mained peacefully at Fort Apache during the last year. Gen. Miles

who had taken over the command from Gen. Crook, had these people
arrested and sent to Florida as prisoners of war.

