I“routi;picce.—](Iamath River Lodge and Sweat-house. (From a sketch by A W. Chase.)
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DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR,
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SurveYy oF THE Rocky Mountaix Reacroy,
Washington, D. C., November 10, 1876.

Sir: I have the honor to transmit herewith volume III of the Contri-
butions to North American Ethnology, being a Report on the Tribes of
California, by Mr. Stephen Powers, with vocabularies collected by various
persons and edited by myself. A map will be found with the volume
showing the geographic distribution of the several linguistic stocks of
which the report treats, and of others that will receive attention in a sub-
sequent volume—these latter being found only in part within the territory
embraced in the map.

The opinion which Mr. Powers expresses concerning the former Indian
population does not seem to me to be well sustained. It cannot be doubted
that Ilastern California and Oregon were, at the advent of the white man,
more densely populated than any other portion of the United States, and
that the peculiar conditions under which the settlement of the region was
made resulted in the destruction of a great number of its former inhabit-
ants. In fact, I am of the opinion that more Indians were destroyed in
this part of the country than in the remaining portion of the United States,
and yet I believe that Mr. Powers overestimates the population.

Believing this, I wrote him, asking him for some modification of his
statements, and gave my reasons therefor, and further enforced my views
by giving him the opinions of others who had made careful examination
of the question of the former population of the indians of this country,
and I expressed the opinion that he would subject himself to unfavorable
criticism unless his statements were modified. In reply to my letter the
following was received. It is so vigorous and characteristic that I take
the liberty of quoting it here:
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WATERFORD, WaAsHINGTON CoUNTY, OHIO,
November 3, 1876,

My DEAR Sir: Your letter asking me to modify my estimates as to the aborig-
inal population of California has been received and carefally considered. When you
wished me to strike out the matter relating to origin and language, I did it cheerfully,
because I was obliged to admit that it was written somewhat superficially on a subject
that demanded profound study. But this is a different case. 1 traveled years in Cali-
fornia, penetrated the remotest valleys, and talked with scores of trustworthy men—
men like General Bidwell, Judge Steele, Representative Fairchild, and others—who
had been among the Indians ten, twenty, thirty years, and seen them in their prime.”
These men gave me solid facts respecting their own limited areas. I know that the
estimates of pioneers as to the population of large tracts are often wild and unrcliable,
but they should certainly be able to give a close guess as to single villages or valleys
only a few miles square.

‘What can I do with these facts? Take, for instance, the census made by Ormond
along the lower Klamath; take the statement of Captain Sutter that he had over 400
Indians, old and young, about him at Fort Sutter; take the statement of Claude
Cheney that he had 50 or 60 about him on his r'a‘nch; take the figures of the old
padres, which show that there were about 4,000 at San Miguel Mission at one time.
JIn 1831 there were 18,683 Indians domesticated at the various missions of the State.
Take the statement of General Bidwell that, in 1849, there must have been 1,000
Indians in the single village where Colusa now stands; sappose he estimated the
number twice too large; take 500; and now there are not above 20. How can Iflyin
the face of such facts as these? The State is full of them. Kit Carson says there
were thousands in Napa Valley in 1829; but in 1859 he could not find a tenth, no, not
a twentieth, part of them, and now there are not 50 in the whole valley,

* * * * Ed #* *

I have the greatest respect for your views and beliefs, and, with your rich fund
of personal experience and observation; if you desire to cut out the paragraph and
insert one under your own signature, in brackets, or something of that kind, I will
submit without a murmaur, if you will add this remark, as quoted from myself, to wit:
“T desire simply to ask the reader to remember that Major Powell has been accus-
tomed to the vast sterile wastes of the interior of the continent, and has not visited
the rich forests and teeming rivers of California.” But I should greatly prefer, that
you would simply disavow the estimates, and throw the whole responsibility upon me.

This permission I give you; but I have waded too many rivers and climbed too
many mountains to abate one jot of my opinions or beliefs for any carpet-knight who
wields a compiling-pen in the office of the or . If any critie, sitting in
bis comfortable parlor in New York, and reading about the sparse aboriginal popula-
tions of the cold forestsrof the Atlantic States, can overthrow any of my conclusions
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with a dash of his pen, what is the use of the book at all? As Luther said, at the
Diet of Worms, “ Here I stand ; I cannot do otherwise.”

I beg you, my dear major, not to consider anything above written as in the
slightest degree disrespectful to yourself; such is the farthest remove from my
thoughts.

Very truly, yours,

STEPOEN POWERS.
Maj. J. W. POWELL.

I hope Mr. Powers will not feel aggrieved at ‘my thus making use of
a private letter.
I am, with great respect, your obedient servont, .
J. W. POWELL,

In charge.
The Hon. SECRETARY OF THE INIERIOR,

Washington, D), C,
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Warerrorp, WasHivgTon County, OHIO,
November 6, 1876.
Sir: I have the honor to transmit herewith a manuseript containing
information in regard to the habits and customs, the legends, religious
beliefs, and geographical distribution of the California Indians—information
collected during three years’ residence and travel among these tribes.
Very respectfully, yours,
STEPHEN POWERS.
Prof. J. W. PoweLL,
In charge of Uniled States Geographical and
Geological Survey of the Rocky Mountain Region,
Washington, D. C.






PREFACE.

The word “Pomo” (from pum, paum, pom, which signify ‘“earth” in
various languages) denotes “earth-people”. Though it is the specific name
of only one nation on Russian River, it is equally applicable to all the
aborigines of California, since they all believe that their first ancestors
were created directly from the soil of their respective present dwelling-
places.

There are several ideas which the reader who is acquainted only with
Atlantic tribes must divest his mind of, in taking up the study of the Cali-
fornia Indians. Among them is the idea of the “Great Spirit”, for these
people are realistic and seek to personify everything; also that of the
“Happy Hunting Grounds”, for the indolent Californian reared in his balmy
clime knows nothing of the fierce joy of the Dakota hunter, but believes
in a heaven of Hedonic ease and luxury. The reader must also lay aside
the copper-color, the haughty aquiline beak, and the gorgeous, barbaric
ornamentation of the person. He must lay aside the gory scalp-lock (for
the most part), the torture of the captive at the stake, the red war-paint of
terrible import (the Californians used black), the tomahawk, the totem,
and the calumet. As the plain and simple “Pomo” is to the more resound-
ing “Algonkin”, so is the California aborigine to his Atlantic cousin.

It is a humble and a lowly race which we approach, one of the lowest
on earth; but I am greatly mistaken if the history of their lives does not
teach more wholesome and salutary lessons—Ilessons of barbaric providence,
plenty, and contentment, of simple pleasures and enjoyments, and of the
capacities of unprogressive savagery to fill out the measure of human
happiness, and to mass dense populations—than may be learned from the
more romantic story of the Algonkins.

Perhaps it is too much to ask any one to believe that there are regions

D
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of California which supported more Indians than they ever will of white
men. But if those who honor this book with a perusal shall lay it aside
with the conviction that the cause of his extinction does no? “lie within the
savage himself”, and that the white man does 1ot come to “take the place
which the savage has practically vacated”, I shall be content. Civilization
is a great deal better than savagery; but in order to’demonstrate that fact
it is not necessary to assert, as Wood does in his work, that savagery was
accommodatingly destroying itself while yet the white man was afar off.
Ranker heresy never was uttered, at least so far as the California Indians
are concerned. It is not well to seek to shift upon the shoulders of the
Almighty (through the savages whom IIe made) the burden of the respon-
sibility which attaches to the vices of our own race.

Let it not be thought that this-book will attempt to gloze or to conceal
anything in the character or conduct of the aborigines. While they had
fewer vices than our own race, they cominitted more frequently the
blackest crimes. Revenge, treachery, cruelty, assassination—these are the
dark sides of their lives; but in this category there was nothing ever per-
petrated by the California Indians which has not been matched by acts of
individual frontiersmen. As above remarked, the torture of captives was
not one of their customs. Infanticide was probably more frequent than
among us; and their occasional parricide, done in cold blood, stands per-
haps without a parallel.

In order to study their customs I traveled among them the greater
part of the summers of 1871 and 1872, and lived many months in sufficient
proximity to their villages.

I am indebted to Prof. H. N. Bolander and Mr. R. E. C. Stearns for

" assistance in the matter of sundry scientific details; and to A. W. Chase,
Esq., of the United States Coast Survey, for sketches and photographs.
S. P.
SHERIDAN, PLACER CounTy, CALIFORNIA,
August 25, 1874.



ADDITIONAL PREFACHE.

In August, 1875, I was- appointed by the honorable Secretary of the
Interior a special commissioner to make collections from Western Nevada
and California for the Centennial Ixhibition of 1876. While prosecuting
that mission I was enabled to collect additional information, all of which
has been incorporated into this volume.

S. P
Wasningrox, D. C., October, 1876.
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INTRODUCTORY.

There is some difficulty in drawing a line sharp between the California
Indians and their neighbors. With some exceptions they shade away from
tribe to tribe, from valley to valley, so that one can seldom put his finger
on a river or a mountain-range and say that here one nation ends and
another begins.

There are certain general customs which mark the California Indians, as,
for instance the use of the assembly chamber, the non-use of torture on pris-
oners of war, eremation, and the prevalence of a kind of plutocracy, or if
the word is allowable, dorocracy, that is, the rule of the gift-givers. But cre-
mation and the assembly chamber are also used, to a certain extent, by some
vicinal tribes that cannot be classed with these; and, on the other hand,
cremation is not universal in California.

The term “Digger”, vulgarly applied to the race, is opprobious and
unjust, equally as much as it would be to designate Chinamen as “Rat-
eaters”. There are tribes, notably the Apaches, who subsist much more on
roots than do the California Indians

Aside from language, the most radical difference between the Califor-
nians and the Paiuti or Nevada Indiaus is, that the latter build their lodges
more or less on hill-tops, while the former build theirs near water-courses.
As to the Californians and the Siwash, or Oregon Indians, probably the
most notable difference is, that the latter have no large assembly chamber
proper. Both these points of difference show that the Californians are a
more peaceful, effeminate, and sensuous race than their neighbors. They
are also more devoted to joyous, social dances and merry-makings.

But the crucial test is that of language. Not only are the California

languages distinguished for that affluence of vowel sounds which is more
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or less characteristic of all tongues spoken in warm climates, but most of
them are also remarkable for their special striving after harmony. There
are a few languages found in the northern mountains which are harsh and
sesquipedalian, and some on the upper coast that are guttural beyond the
compass of our American organs of speech; but with these few exceptions
the numerous languages of the State are beautiful for their simplicity, the
brevity of their words, their melody, and their harmonic sequences.

The Tinné or Athabascan races extend far into California along the
coast, reaching to the headwaters of Iel River. The tribes immediately
around Humboldt Bay probably do not belong to them, but to the Califor-
nians. The former drove the Californians up the Trinity to the mouth of
New River. They hold the Smith, the Klamath, Mad, and Eel Rivers
entire, except the lower reaches of the last two. They also hold Scott
River. Beginning at the head of this river, the line runs across to Mount
Shasta; thence to the forks of the Pit; thence up South Fork and down
along the Sierra to Honey Lake; thence along the western line of the
double crest (the Wa-sho generally hold the summit meadows) to Alpine
County. I have not seen the Indians of this county, but they are said to
belong to the Paiuti. In Southern California the Paiuti tribes have
pushed down King’s River and the San Joaquin nearly to the plains, and
down the Kern to its mouth, also through Tahichapa Pass, holding nearly
the whole Kern Basin.  Of the tribes in the Mohave and Colorado Deserts
I can say very little.

An accurate distribution of tribes within these limits is a difficult task.
In the mountain regions where there are certain natural, well-defined ter-
ritories, as valleys, etc., there are generally names which may be dignified
as tribal; but on the great plains the Indians become scattered and diffused
in innumerable little villages or camps, of which it is very seldom the case
that even two are bound together by a common name. The chiefs could
not hold them together. Ience, on the plains the only useful boundaries
are linguistic; and the extent of any given language is generally far
greater than in the mountains.

There will be found in these pages no account of the quasi-Christianized
Indians of the missions Their aboriginal customs have so faded out, their



INTRODUCTORY. 17

tribal organizations and languages have become so hopelessly intermingled
and confused, that they can no longer be classified. They are known as
Diegenos, Miguelenos, Rafaelenos, and the like Spanish names, which are
formed from the missions to which they respectively belonged; and for
purposes of classification it is useless to take down a vocabulary and call it
the “San Miguel language”, for instance, for the Indians who originally
lived there may be all dead, while those who give the vocabulary may be
descended from Indians brought by the Spanish missionaries from the San
Joaquin Valley, or some other point a hundred miles distant, and which
has been forgotten even by the whites.

In this work I have followed the system of orthography recommended
in the “Smithsonian Miscellaneous Collections 160”, which is substantially
the same as the Continental. Occasionally it is found necessary to employ
the consonants ng to denote the French nasal sound, also the German
umlaut. Ik has the sound of ¢k in the German Buch. Indian words are
accented and syllabicated the first time they occur; after that they are
written solid.

Owing to the great number of dialectic variations in California lan-
guages, there is probably not an Indian word in this volume which a per-
son knowing only one dialect could not prove to be wrong.

2TC






THE TRIBES OF CALIFORNIA.

BY STEPHEN POWERS.

CHAPTER 1.
THE KA-ROK.

On the Klamath there live three distinet tribes, called the Yu-rok,
Ka'-rok, and Mo'-dok, which names are said to mean, respectively, “down
the river”, “up the river”, and ‘“head of the river”. The first two are
derived from yui-ruk, yi-tuk, meaning ‘“‘down west”, and kd-ruk, ‘“up
east”; but the third is doubtful. The habitat of the Karok extends from
a certain cafion a few miles above Waitspek, along the Klamath, to the foot
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of Klamath Mountains, and a few miles up Salmon River. They have no
recollection of any ancient migration to this region; on the contrary, they
have legends of Creation, of the Flood, etc., which are fabled to have
occurred on the Klamath.

The Karok are probably the finest tribe in California. Their stature
is only a trifle under the American; they have well-sized bodies, erect and
strongly knit together, of an almost feminine roundness and smoothness,
the legs better developed than the arms; and when a Karok has the weapon
to which he is accustomed—a sharp stone gripped in the hand—he will face
a white man and give him a handsome fight, though when armed only with
a snickersnee or a revolver, in the use of which he does not feel confidence,
he flees before him. The Klamath face is a little less broad than that on
the Sacramento; in early manhood nearly as oval as the American; cheek-

bones large and round-capped, but not too prominent; head brachycephalic;
19
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eyes bright, moderately well sized, and freely opened straight across the
face; nose thick-walled and broad, straight as the Grecian, nares ovoid, root
not so depressed as in the Sacramento Valley; forehead low and wide, nearly
on a perpendicular line with the chin; color ranging from hazel or buff-
hazel to old bronze, and almost to black. Many of the young squaws are
notable for the fullness of the eyes and the breadth of sclerotic exposed.
The women age early, but even at forty or fifty their faces are furrowed
with comparatively fine lines, and they very seldom display those odious
hanging wrinkles and that simian aspect seen on the Sacramento. All Cali-
fornia Indians emit an odor peculiar to themselves, as that of the Chinese
or that of the negroes is to them.

With their smooth, hazel skins, nearly oval faces, full and brilliant eyes,
some of the young women—barring the tattooed chins—have a piquant and
splendid beauty. In those large, voluptuous eyes, so broadly rimmed with
white, there is something dangerous, a very unmistakable suggestion of pos-
sible diablerie; and in truth there ave plenty of them every whit as subtle
in the arts of coquetry as their white sisters. It is little wonder that so
many pionecrs, including four county officers and the only editor in Klamath
County, have taken them to wives.

The young people of both sexes dress in the American fashion, and I
have seen plenty of them appareled in quite correct elegance—the young
men in passable broadcloth, spotless shirt-fronts, and neat black cravats;
the girls, in chaste, pretty, small-figured stuffs, with sacques, collars, rib-
boned hats, ete. Some of the young bloods array their Dulcineas for the
dance with Javish adornments, hanging on their dresses $30, $40, 850 worth
of dimes, quarters, and half-dollars arranged in strings.

The primitive dress of the men is simply a buckskin girdle about the
loins; of the women, a chemise of the same material, or of braided grass,
reaching from the breast to the knees. The hairis worn in two club-queues,
which are pulled forward over the shoulders. The squaws tattoo in blue
three narrow fern-leaves perpendicularly on the chin, one falling from each
corner of the mouth and one in the middle. I or this purpose they are said
to employ soot gathered from a stone, and mingled with the juice of a cer-
tain plant. In their native state both sexes bathe the entire person every
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morning in cold water; but in the care of their cabins and the vicinity they
are sufﬁcie.ntly filthy.

The Karok is taciturn and indifferent toward his squaw and parents,
but seldom wantonly cruel; easy-going with his children; talkative and
merry with his peers; generous to the division of the last crumb; mercenary
and smiling to the white man; brave when need is, but cunning always;
fond of dancing; extremely curious, inquisitive, and quick to imitate; very
amorous; revengeful but avaricious, being always placable with money.

For money they make use of the red scalps of woodpeckers, which
rate at $2.50 to $5 apiece; and of the dentalium shell, of which they grind
off the tip and string it on strings. The shortest pieces are worth 25 cents,
the longest about $2, the value increasing rapidly with the length. The
strings are usually about as long as a man’s arm. It is called al'-li-ko-chik (in
Yurok this signifies, literally, “Indian money”), not only on the Klamath,
but from Crescent City to el River, though the tribes using it speak sev-
eral different languages. When the Americans first arrived in the country,
an Indian would give $40 or $50 gold for a string, but now the abundance
of the supply has depreciated its value, and it is principally the old Indians
who esteem it. .

The Karok are very democratic. They have a headman or captain in
each rancheria, though when on the war-path they are in a slight degree
subject to the control of one chief. DBut the authority of all these officers
is very slender. The murder of a man’s dearest relative may be com-
pounded for by the payment of money, the price of the average Indian’s
life being #'-sa pa-sé-ra (one string). If the money is paid without higgling,
the slayer and the avenger at once become boon companions. If not, the
avenger must have the murderer’s blood, and a system of refaliation is ini-
tiated which would be without end were it not that it may be arrested any .
moment by the payment of money.

In war they do not take scalps, but decapitate the slain and brmg in
the heads as trophies. They do battle with bows and arrows, and in a hand-
to-hand encounter, which often occurs, they clutch ragged stones in their
hands and maul each other with terrible and deadly effect. They some-
times fight duels with stones in this manner. Though arranged without
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much formality they are conducted with a considerable degree of fairness,
the friends of the respective combatants standing around them and setting
them on their pins again when they fall.

There is no process of courtship, but the whole affair of love-making
is conducted by the father of the bride and the bridegroom expectant.
When a young Philander becomes enamored of some dusky Clorinda, he
goes straight to her father, and without any beating of the bush makes
him a plump offer of so or so many strings for her. They chaffer and drive
bargains, for they are an avaricious race. “My ducats and my daughter”,
says the old Shylock. A wife is seldom purchased for less than half a
string, and when she belongs to an aristocratic family, is pretty, and skillful
in making acorn-bread and weaving baskets, she sometimes costs as high
as two strings—say $80 or $100. There is no wedding-ceremony, no cake,
no wine; but the bride follows her lord to his lodge, and they at once set
up their savage Lares and Penates.

No marriage is legal or binding unless preceded by the payment of
money, and that family is most aristocratic in which the most money was
paid for the wife. For this reason, it stands a young man well in hand to
be diligent in accumulating shell-money, and not to be a niggard in bar-
gaining with his father-in-law. So far is this shell-aristocracy carried, that
the children of a woman for whom no money was paid are accounted no
better than bastards, and the whole family are contemned. Bigamy is not
tolerated, even in the chief. A man may own as many women for slaves
as he can purchase, but if he cohabits with more than one he brings upon
himself obloquy.

Before marriage, virtue is an attribute which can hardly be said to
exist in either sex, most of the young women being a common possession ;
but after marriage, when the dishonor of the woman would involve also
that of the husband, they live with tolerable chastity, for savages. Still,
no adultery is so flagrant but that the husband can be placated with money,
at about the rate that would be paid for murder. Virtue therefore is ex-
ceedingly rare as an innate quality, but is simply an enforced condition;
and indeed the Karok language, though rich in its vocabulary, is said to
possess no equivalent for ““virtue ”.
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Notwithstanding this vicious system of intercourse among the young,
bastards are universally shunned and despised. They and the children for
whose mothers no money was paid—who are illegitimate in fact, according
to Karok ideas—-constitute a class of social outcasts, Indian Pariahs, who
can intermarry only among themselves.

There is an appalling malady which destroys thousands of the civil-
ized, but which was unknown to the Karoks before they became acquainted
with white men. Indeed in their simplicity when syphilis first appeared
among them they sometimes actually sought it, that they might revenge
themselves on their enemies. Their theory of disease is that it is a demo-
niacal possession; hence they belicved that in communicating the contagion
to another they would free themselves from it, and the results from this mis-
take were disastrous in the highest degree.

There prevails in this tribe, as throughout California, a more equitable
division of labor than is commonly supposed to have obtained among the
Algonkin races. The men build the lodges; kill the game, and generally
bring it home ; construct the fishing-booths, weirs, and nets; catch the sal-
mon, and generally bring it in and spread it out to dry; cut and bring in
all the fuel for the assembly chambers; help to gather acorns, nuts, and
berries ; make the fish-gigs, bows, and arrows. The women gather and
bring in the wood used for secular purposes, that is, for cooking and for
heating the common lodges; dig the roots, and carry in most of the veg-
etable foods ; weave their baskets ; sometimes bring in and dry the salmon;;
do all the work of the scullery; make the clothing. It must always be
remembered that the men of savage tribes are not obliged to work like the
civilized, and everybody knows that when men are at home in a spell of
rainy weather, or for some other reason, they do not “help about the house”
any more than the Indian does. The Indian woman is eternally puddering
about something, because her utensils are so poor; but her husband does
nearly as much as the farmer or merchant; that is, he provides the food
and brings it home, unless it is some little matter of roots, berries, or the
like, and many is the Indian I have seen tending the baby with far more
patience and good nature than a civilized father would display. While on
a journey the man lays far the greatest burdens on his wife, but in the life
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at home there is not more in him to complain of than there is in the conduct
of thousands of white husbands. Still, the women are regarded as drudges.

The Karok have a conception of a Supreme Being, whom they call
Ka-ré-ya. The root of this word is the same as that of *Karok”, and prob-
ably also Kal'-leh Kal-14, in the Pomo, signifying “above”; but with the
curious accretive capacity of Indian languages, it is expanded to mean
“The Old Man Above”. Kareya sometimes descends to earth to instruct
the prophets or shamans, when he appears as a vencrable man clad in a
close-fitting tunic, with long white hair flowing down his shoulders, and
bearing a medicine-bag. When creating the world, he sat on the Sacred
Stool, which is still preserved by the Kareya Indian, and on which he sits
on the occasion of the great annual Dance of Propitiation. But as among
most tribes in California, the coyote is the most useful and practical deity
they have. They also believe in certain spooks or bogeys, which run after
people at night in the forest, and leave tracks which when seen in the
morning bear a suspicious resemblance to horse-tracks,

The assembly chamber is constructed wholly underground, oblong,
about ten by six feet, and high enough for a man to stand in, puncheoned
up inside, and eovered with a flattish roof level with the earth, and air-tight
except for the little hatchway at one side. It is club room, council house,
dormitory, sudatory, and medical examination room in one, and is devoted
exclusively to masculine occupation. Lafiteau says, among the ecastern
Indians the man never enters the private wigwam of hLis wife except under
cover of the darkness; but here it is the men’s apartment which is taboo.
No squaw may enter the assembly chamber, on penalty of death, except
when undergoing her examination for the degree of M. D. During the
rainy season when fires are comfortable, they are kept burning in the
assembly chambers day and night; and there are always enough of them in
cach village to furnish sleeping-room for all the adult males thereof.

In summer the men occupy the common wickiup (this is a word used in
California and the Territories, signifying a brushwood booth ; it is imported
from the Sioux), together with their wives; but in winter they sleep by
themselves in the assembly chamber, and I suspect they use the terrors of
superstitious interdict to banish the women from them, in order to enjoy
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the warm and cosy snuggery themselves. DBut, air tight as they are, and
heated perpetually (for once kindled, the fire must not be suffered to go
out until spring), the atmosphere in them is simply infernal.

But the Indians are consistent in the matter of the assembly chamber.
As they suffer no woman to enter it, so they allow none to gather tlie wood
burned therein. Fuel for the assembly chamber is sacred, and no squaw may
touch it. It must be cut green from a standing tree, that tree must be on
top of the highest hill overlooking the Klamath, and the branches must be
trimmed off in a certain particular manner. The Karok selects a tall and
sightly fir or pine, climbs up within about twenty feet of the top, then
commences and trims off all the limbs until he reaches the top where he
leaves two and a top-knot, resembling a man’s head and arms outstretched.

All this time he is weeping and sobbing piteously, shedding real tears,
and so he continues to do while he descends, binds the wood in a fagot,
takes it upon his back, and goes down to the assembly chamber. While
crying and sobbing thus, as he goes along bending under his back load of
limbs, no amount of flouting or jeering from a white man will elicit from
him anything more than a glance of sorrowful reproach. When asked
afterward why he weeps when cutting and bringing in the sacred fuel, if
he makes any reply at all, it will be simply, “For luck”.

Arrived at the assembly chamber he replenishes the fire making a
dense and bitter smudge, while all the occupants lie around with their faces
close to the floor to keep themselves from smothering. When they arein a
reek of perspiration they clamber up the notched pole at the side, swarming
out from the hatchway like rats, and run and heave themselves neck and
heels into the river—all ¢ forluck”.

The taboo is lifted from the assembly chamber only while a squaw is
undergoing the ordeal which admits her to the mysterious realm of thera-
peutics. This ordeal consists simply in a dance, wherein the woman hold-
ing her feet together leaps up and down, and chants in a bald, monoto-
nous sing-song until she falls utterly exhausted. For a man the test is
something more rigid. He retires into the forest and remains ten days,
partaking of no meat the while, and of just enough acorn-porridge to keep
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him alive. Then, at the expiration of this rigorous fast, he returns and
jumps up and down in the assembly chamber like the woman.

There are two classes of shamans—the root-doctors and the barking
doctors—the latter reminding one somewhat of the medieval spagyrics. It
is the province of the barking-doctor to diagnose the case, which she (most
doctors are women) does by squatting down like a dog on his haunches
before the patient, and barking at him like that noble and faithful animal
for hours together. After her comes the root-doctor, and with numerous
potions, poultices, etc., seeks to medicate the part where the other has dis-
covered the ailment resides. No medicinal simples are of any avail, what-
ever are their virtues, unless certain powwows and mummeries are performed
over them.

It will be perceived that the barking-doctor is the more important func-
tionary of the two. In addition to her diagnostic functions, she takes
charge of the * poisoned” cases, which among these superstitious people
are very numerous. They believe they frequently fall victims to witches,
who cause a snake, frog, lizard, or other noxious reptile to fasten itself to the
body and grow through the skin into the viscera. In this case the barking-
doctor first discovers, secundum artem, in what portion of the body the rep-
tile lurks, then commences sucking the place, and sucks until the skin is
broken and blood flows. .Then she herself takes an emetic and vomits up a
frog or something, which she pretends was drawn from the patient, but
which of course she had previously swallowed.

In a case of simple “

poisoning ”, the barking-doctor gives the sufferer
an emetic, and causes him to vomit into a small basket. The basket is then
covered and held before the patient while he names in succession the various
persons whom he suspects of having poisoned him. At cach name men-
tioned the doctor uncovers the basket and looks in. So long as wrong
names are mentioned the vomited matter remains; but when the right one
is hit upon, presto! it is gone, and when the doctor looks in the basket it is
empty.

The Karok hold their medicines personally responsible for the lives of
their patients. If one loses a case he must return his fee; more than that,
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if he receives an offer of a certain sum to attend a person and refuses, and
the individual dies, he must pay the relatives from his own substance an
amount equivalent to the fee which was tendered him. A shaman who
becomes famous is often summoned to go twenty or thirty miles, and

receives a proportionately large reward, sometimes a horse, sometimes two,
when the invalid is rich.



CHAPTER ITI.
THE KAROK, CONTINUED.

The first of September brings a red-letter day in the Karok ephem-
eris, the great Dance of Propitiation, at which all the tribe are present,
together with deputations from the Yurok, the Ha-ps, and others. They
call it sif’-san-di pilk-i-d-vish, (at Happy Camp, sii-san-ni nik-i-d-vish), which
signifies, literally, “working the earth”. The object of it is to propitiate
the spirits of the earth and the forest, in order to prevent disastrous land-
slides, forest fires, earthquakes, drought, and other calamities.

All the villages are then deserted, left unprotected and undefended, for
all the women and all the children and the old men must attend the grand
anniversary. 'They come in fleets of canoes up and down the Klamath, or
on foot in joyous throngs along the trails beside the river, the squaws bring-
ing in their baskets victuals enough to last their families as long as possible,
a fortnight or more. But singular to say, neither on this nor on any other
occasion do they have any feasting. Iach family partake of their own
plain messes, though the greatest generosity prevails, and strangers or per-
sons without families are freely invited to share their simple repasts of dried
salmon and acorn-bread or panada.

Some Frenchman has said we have a hundred religions and one gravy.
The California Indians have a hundred dances and one acorn-porridge.

In the first place an Indian of a robust frame, able to endure the terri-
ble ordeal of fasting to which he is subjected, goes away into the mountains
with an attendant to remain ten days. He is called the Kareya Indian,
which may be translated almost literally “God-man”; and their evident be-
lief is that by the keen anguish he undergoes, he propitiates the spirits vi-
cariously in behalf of the wheole tribe. During these ten days he partakes
of nothing whatever, theoretically, though in case of extreme suffering it is

probable that he takes a little acorn-porridge or pinole; but he must abstain
28
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from flesh on penalty of death. The attendant is allowed to eat sparingly
of acorn-porridge only.

Meantime wltat is going on in camp? During the long days while they
are awaiting the return of the Kareya Indian, the men and squaws amuse
themselves with song and lively dance, wherein they join together. Various
games are played; gambling is indulged in. But singing and dancing are
the principal amusements, and considerable time is devoted to teaching the
boys to dance in imitation of the solemn and momentous ceremonial which
is to be observed when the Kareya Indian returns.

Sometimes in a dithyrambic frenzy, men and women mingling together,
they wildly leap and dance; now each one chanting a different story, ex-
temporized on the spot in the manner of the Italian émprovisatore, and yet
keeping perfect time, and now all uniting in a chorus. Then again sitting
g around the

5
fire, hand joined in hand, while the flames gleam upon their swarthy faces,

in a solemn circle on the ground, or slowly walking in a rin

ripple in the folds of their barbaric paludaments of tasseled deer-skin, and
light up their grotesque chaplets and club-queues in nodding shadows, they
intone those weird and eldritch chantings, in which blend at once an under-
tone of infinite pathos and a hoarse, deathly rattle of despair; and which I
never yet have learned to listen to without a certain feeling of terror.

And now at last the attendant arrives on the summit of some overlook-
ing mountain, and with warning voice announces the approach of the Ka-
reya Indian. In all haste the people flee in terror, for it is death to behold
him. Gaunt and haggard and hollow-eyed, reduced to a perfect skeleton
by his terrible sufferings, he staggers feebly into camp, leaning on the
shoulder of the attendant, or perhaps borne in the arms of those who have
been summoned to bring him in from the mountains; for in such an extreme
instance a secular Indian may assist, provided Lis eyes are bandaged.

Long before he is in sight the people have all disappeared. They take
refuge in the deeps of the forest, or enter into their wickiups and cabins,
fling themselves down with their faces upon the ground, and cover their
eyes with their hands. Some wrap many thicknesses of blankets about
their heads. Little children are carefully gathered into the booths, and
their faces hidden deep in folds of clothing or blankets, lest they should in-
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advertently behold that walking skeleton and die the death. All the camp
is silent, hushed, and awe-struck as the vicegerent of the great Kareya
enters. *

Now he approaches the assembly chamber, and is assisted to descend
intoit. I'eeble-and trembling with the pangs of hunger, he seats himself upon
the sacred stool. Tinder and flint are brought to him.  With his last remain-
ing strength he strikes out a spark and nourishes it into a blaze. The sacred
smoke arises. As no common creature may look upon the Kareya Indian
and live, so also none may behold the sacred smoke with impunity. Let
his eyes rest upon it even for one moment, and heis doomed to death. The
intercession of the Kareya Indian alone can avert the direful consequences
of his inadvertence. If by any mischance one is so unfortunate as to glance
at it as it swirls up above the subterranean chamber, seeming to arise
out of the ground, he goes down into it, prostrates him before the Kareya
Indian sitting on the sacred stool, and proffers him shell-money. The
priest demands $20, $30, $40, according to the circumstances. He then
lights his pipe, puffs a few whiffs of smoke over the head of the unfortunate
man, mumbling certain formularies and incantations, and his transgression
is remitted.

After the lapse of a certain time the people return from their hiding-
places, and prepare for the last great solemnity—the Dance of Propitiation.
They arrange themselves in a long line—the men only, for the women do
not participate in this part of the ceremony. They are vestured in all their
savage trappings, their jingling beadery, their tasseled robes of peltry,
their buckskin bandoleers passing under one shoulder and over the other,
and gayly starred with the scarlet scalps of woodpeckers, to the value of
$300 or 8400 on each. They brandish aloft in their hands their finest
bows and arrows, inlaid with sinew and bits of shells, with glinting strings
of pink and purple abalones; and if any one can boast of a white or black
deer-skin as a trophy of his prowess, he is accounted beloved of the spirits.
No Indian can participate in the dance unless he has at least a raccoon’s or
a deer’s head, with the neck stuffed, and the remainder of the skin flowing
loose, elevated on a pole within easy eyeshot.

Then two or three singers begin an improvised chant, a kind of invo-
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cation to the spirits, and occasionally they all unite in a fixed choral which
is meaningless, and repeated over and over ad libitum. Both in the recita-
tive where each singer makes an entirely independent invocation, and in
the choral, they keep time wonderfully well, and that without beating time.
The dancers in the line merely lift and lower one foot, in slow and regular
accord. The ceremony continues about two hours, during which profound
stillness and decorum prevail among the spectators.

When this dance of religion is ended, all gravity vanishes forthwith;
wild and hilarious shouts resound throughout the camp; the gayest dances
are resumed, in which both sexes unite, and in the evening there ensues a
grossly obscene debauch.

The fire has now been kindled for the rainy season, and once the flame
is set going in the several assembly chambers, it must not be suffered to
expire during the winter.

In the vernal season, when the winds blow soft from the south, and
the salmon begin to run up the Klamath, there is another dies fastus, the
dance for salmon, of equal moment with the other. They celebrate it to
insure a good catch of salmon. The Kareya Indian retires into the mount-
ains and fasts the same length of time as in autumn. On his return the
people flee, while he repairs to the river, takes the first salmon of the cateh,
eats a portion of the same, and with the residue kindles the sacred smoke
in the sudatory. No Indian may take a salmon before this dance is held,
nor for ten days after it, even if Lis family are starving.

Before going out on a chase the Karok hunter must abstain three days
from touching any woman, else he will miss the quarry. Mr. A. Somes relates
an incident which happened to himself when hunting once in company
with a venerable Indian. They set out betimes and scoured the mountains
with diligence all day, and were like to return home empty-handed, when
the old savage declared roundly that the white man was trifling with him,
and that he must have touched some woman. No ridieule could shake his
belief, so he withdrew a few paces, fell on his knees, turned his face
devoutly toward heaven, and prayed fluently and fervently for the space
of full twenty minutes. Somes was so much impressed with the old
savage’s earnestness that he did not disturb him. Although able to speak
the language well, he understood nothing the white-haired petitioner uttered.
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When he made an end of praying he arose solemnly, saying they would
now have success. They started on, and it so fell out that they started up
a fine pricket in a few minutes and Somes picked him off, whereupon the
old Karok was triumphant in his faith as was ever fire-worshiping Gheber
over the rescue of one of his conquerors from the errors of Islam.

Also, the fisherman will take no salmon if the poles of which his
spearing-booth are made were gathered on the river-side, where the salmon
might have seen them. They must be brought from the top of the highest
adjacent mountain. So will they equally labor in vain if they use the
poles a second year in booths or weirs, “because the old salmon will have
told the young ones about them”. It is possible that the latter is only a
facetious excuse made to the whites for their indolence in allowing the
winter freshet to sweep away their booths every year.

When the salmon are a trifle dilatory in coming up in the spring, it is
the good pleasure of the ““Big Indians” to believe that some old harridan
has bewitched them. In such case they call an indignation meeting, de-
nounce the suspect vigorously by name, and send a messenger down to her
booth to warn her that unless the spell is released within a certain time,
they will descend upon her in a body and put her to instant death. Before
sending this warning however, they generally wait until a few days before
the time when the salmon are certain to come, or they have private advices
that they are coming; so their dupes cry out, “Ah! they are terrible fel-
lows after witches”!

In respect of a woman they have a superstition which reminds one of
the old Israelitish uses. Ivery month she is banished without the village
to live in a booth by herself, and no man may touch her on penalty of
death. She is not permitted to partake of any meat (including fish) for a
certain number of days, and only sparingly of acorn-porridge. If a woman
at this time touches or even approaches any medicine about to be given to
a sick person he will die the death.

The Karok langunage is said by those acquainted with it to be copious,
sonorous, and rich in new combinations. A great many verbs form the
tenses from different roots. When spoken by some stalwart, deep-voiced
Nestor of the tribe, it sounds more like the Spanish, with its stately proces-
sion of periods, than any other Indian language I have heard, and it is far
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removed from the odious gutturalness of the Yurok. In such words as
“Kareya” and “Karok” they trill the “r” in a manner which is quite
Spanish, and which an American can scarcely imitate. They are ready
and fertile in invention ; no new object can be presented to them but they
will presently name it in their own language, either by coining a word or
by applying the name of some similar object with which they are familiar.

They bury the dead in the posture observed by ourselves, and profess
abhorrence for incremation. Neither do they disfigure their countenances
with blotches of pitch, as do the Scott River Indians. A widow cuts off
her hair close to the head, and so wears it with commendable fidelity to the
memory of her dead husband until she remarries, though this latter event
may be hastened quite as unseemly as it was by ITamlet’s mother. The
person’s ordinary apparel is buried with him in the grave, but all his gala-
robes, his bandoleer, his deer-skins, and his strings of polished bits of
abalones, are swung over poles laid across the picket-fence. It is seldom
that & grave is seen nowadays which is not inclosed by a neat, white picket
fence, copied after the American, for they are very imitative. If it is a
squaw, all her large conical baskets are set in a row around the grave,
turned bottom side up.

They inter the dead close beside their cabius in order that they may
religiously watch and protect them from peering intrusion, and insure them
tranquil rest in the grave. Near Orleans Bar I passed a village wherein
the graves were numerous; every one with its tasty picket-fence and its
barbaric treasure of apparel hanging over it. As the long strings of polished
shells swayed gently to and fro in the evening breeze, with the purple, and
pink, and green brightly glinting to the setting sun, while the streets of the
village were silent and peacetul in their Sabbath evening repose, the faint
clicking of the shells seemed to me one of the most sad and mournful sounds
I ever heard.  Each little conical barrow was freshly rounded up with clean
earth or sand, on which were strewn snow-white pebbles from the river-bed.

How well and truly the Karok reverence the memory of the dead is
shown Dby the fact that the highest crime one can commit is the pet-chi-é-ri,
the mere mention of the dead relative’s name. It is a deadly insult to the
survivors, and can be atoned for only by the same amount of blood-money
paid for willful murder. In default of that they will have the villain’s hlood.

?
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‘“ Macbeth does murder sleep”. At the mention of his name the moulder-
ing skeleton turns in his grave and groans. They do not like strangers
even to inspect the burial-place; and when I was leaning over the pickets,
looking at one of them, an aged Indian approached and silently but urgently
beckoned me to go away.

They believe that the soul of a good Karok goes to the Happy Western
Land beyond the great ocean. That they have a well-grounded assurance
of an immortality beyond the grave is proven, if no otherwise, by their
beautiful and poetical custom of whispering a message in the ear of the
dead. Rosalino Camarena, husband to a Karok woman, and speaking the
language well, relates the following incident illustrative of this custom:

One of Lis children died, and he had decently prepared it for burial,
carried it in his own arms and laid it in its lonely grave on the steep mount-
ain-side, amid the green and golden ferns, where the spiry pines mournfully
soughed in the wind, chanting their sad threnody, while the swamp-stained
Klamath roared over the rocks far, far below. e was about to cast the
first shovelful of earth down upon it, when an Indian woman, a near rela-
tive of the child, descended into the grave, bitterly weeping, knelt down
beside the little one, and amid that shuddering and broken sobbing which
only women know in their passionate sorrow, murmured in its ear:

“0, darling, my dear one, good-bye! Nevermore shall your little harids
softly clasp these old withered cheeks, and your pretty feet shall print the
moist earth around my cabin nevermore. You are going on a long journey
in the spirit-land, and you must go alone, for none of us can go with you.
Listen, then, to the words which I speak to you and heed themn well, for I
speak the truth. In the spirit-land there are two roads. One of them is a path
of roses, and it leads to the Happy Western Land beyond the great water,
where you shall see your dear mother. The other is a path strewn with
thorns and briers, and leads, I know not whither, to an evil and dark land,
full of deadly serpents, where you would wander forever. O, dear child,
choose you the path of roses, which leads to the Happy Western Land, a
fair and sunny land, beautiful as the morning. And may the great Kareya
help you to walk in it to the end, for your little tender feet must walk alone.

O, darling, my dear one, good-bve!”
-



CHAPTER III.
KAROK FABLES.

There are many apologues and fables in vogue among the Karok,
which gifted squaws relate to their children on winter evenings and through
the weary days of the rainy season, while they are cooped up in their
cabins; and some of them are not entirely unworthy of a place in that
renowned old book written by one Asop. A few specimens are given

here.
FABLE OF THE ANIMALS.

A great many hundred snows ago, Kareya, sitting on the Sacred
Stool, created the world. Tirst, he made the fishes in the big water, then
the animals on the green land, and last of all, The Man. But the animals
were all alike yet in power, and it was not yet ordained which should be
foy food to others, and which should be food for The Man. Then Kareya
bade them all assemble together in a certain place, that The Man might
give each his power and his rank. So the animals all met together, a
great many hundred snows ago, on an evening when the sun was set, that
they might wait over night for the coming of The Man on the morrow.
Now Kareya commanded The Man to make bows and arrows, as many as
there were animals, and to give the longest to the one that should have the
most power, and the shortest to the one that should have the least. So he
did, and after nine sleeps his work was ended, and the bows and arrows
which he made were very many.

Now the animals being gathered together in one place, went to sleep,
that they might rise on the morrow and go forth to meet The Man. But
the coyote was exceedingly cunning, above all the beasts that were, he

was so cunning. So he considered within himself how he might get the
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longest bow, and so have the greatest power, and have all animals for
his meat. Ie determined to stay awake all night, while the others slept,
and so go forth first in the morning and get the longest bow. This he
devised within his cunning mind, and then he laughed to himself, and
stretched out his snout on his fore-paws, and pretended to sleep, like the
others. But about midnight he began to get sleepy, and he had to walk
around camp and scratch his eyes a considerable time to keep them open.
But still he grew more sleepy, and he had to skip and jump about like a
good one to keep awake. Ile made so much noise this way that he woke
up some of the other animals, and he had to think of another plan. About
the time the morning star came up, he was so sleepy that he couldn’t keep
his eyes open any longer. Then he took two little sticks and sharpened
them at the ends, and propped open his eyelids, whereupon he thought he
was safe, and he concluded he would take just a little nap, with his eyes
open, watching the morning star. But in a few minutes he was sound
asleep, and the sharp sticks pierced through his eyelids, and pinned them
fast together.

So the morning star mounted up very swiftly, and then there came a
peep of daybreak, and the birds began to sing, and the animals began to
rise and stretch themselves, but still the coyote lay fast asleep. At Jast it
was broad daylight, and then the sun rose, and all the animals went forth
to mect The Man. He gave the longest bow to the cougar, so he had the
greatest power of all; and the second longest to the bear; and so on, giv-
ing the next to the last to the poor frog. But he still had the shortest one
left, and he cried out, “What animal have I missed?” Then the animals
began to look about, and they soon spied the coyote lying fast asleep, with
the sharp sticks pinning his eyelids together. Upon that all the animals
set up a great laugh, and they jumped on the coyote and danced upon
him.  Then they led him to The Man—tor he could see nothing because of
the sticks—and The Man pulled out the sticks, and gave him the shortest
bow of all, which would shoot an arrow hardly more than a foot. And all
the animals laughed very much.

But The Man took pity on the coyote, because he was now the weakest of

all animals, weaker even than the frog, and he prayed to Kareya for hin,
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and Kareya gave him cunning, ten times more than before, so that he was
cunning above all the animals of the wood. So the coyote was a friend to
The Man and to his children after him, and helped him, and did many
things for him, as we shall see hereafter.

In the legendary lore of the Karok the coyote plays the same conspic-
uous part that Reynard does in ours, and the sagacious tricks that are ac-
credited to him are endless. When one Karok has killed another, he fre-
quently barks like the coyote in the belief that he will thereby be endued
with so much of that animal’s cunning that he will be able to elude the

punishment due to his crime.
ORIGIN OF SALMON.

When Kareya made all things that have breath, he first made the fishes
in the big water, then the animals, and last of all The Man. But Kareya
did not yet let the fishes come up the Klamath, and thus the Karok had not
enough food, and were sore ahungered. There were salmon in the big
water, many and very fine to eat, but no Indian could catch them in the
big water; and Kareya had made a great fish-dam at the mouth of the Kla-
math and closed it fast, and given the key to two old hags to keep, so that
the salmon could not go up the river. And the hags kept the key that
Kareya had given them, and watched it day and night without sleeping,
so that no Indian could come near it.

Then the Karok were sore disturbed in those days for lack of fooed, and
many died, and their children cried to them because they had no meat. But
the coyote befriended the Kavok, and helped them, and took it on himself
to bring the salmon up the Klamath. Ifirst he went to an alder tree and
gnawed off a piece of bark, for the bark of the alder tree after it is taken
oft presently turns red and looks like salmon. e took the piece of alder-
bark in his teeth and journcyed far down the Klamath until he came to
the mouth of it at the big water. Then he rapped at the door of the cabin
where the old hags lived, and when they opened it he said, “Adi-yu-kwoi'”,
for he was very polite. And they did not wonder to hear the coyote speak,
for all the animals could speak in those days. They did not suspect the
coyote, and so asked him to come into their cabin and sit by the fire. This
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he did, and after he had warmed himself a while he commenced nibbling
his piece of alder-bark. One of the hags seeing this said to the other, ““See,
he has some salmon!” So they were deceived and thrown off their guard,
and presently one of them rose, took down the key and went to get some
salmon to cook for themselves. Thus the coyote saw where the key was
kept, but he was not much better off than before for it was too high for
him to reach it. The hags cooked some salmon for supper and ate it, but
they gave the coyote none.

So he staid in the cabin all night with the hags pretending to sleep,
but he was thinking how to get the key. He could think of no plan at all,
but in the morning one of the hags took down the key and started to get
some salmon again, and then the coyote happened to think of a way as

g, which threw

quick as a flash. He jumped up and darted under the ha
her down, and caused her to fling the key a long way off. The coyote
quickly seized it in his teeth and ran and opened the fish-dam before the
hags could catch him. Thus the salmon were allowed to go up the Kla-
math, and the Karok had plenty of food.

ORIGIN OF FIRE.

The Karok now had food enough, but they had no fire to cook it with.
Far away toward the rising sun, somewhere in a land which no Karok had
ever seen, Kareya had made fire and hidden it in a casket, which he gave
to two old hags to keep, lest some Karok should steal it. So now the
coyote befriended the Karok again, and promised to bring them some fire.

He went out and got together a great company of animals, one of every
kind from the lion down to the frog. These he stationed in a line all
along the road, from the home of the Karok to the far-distant land where
the fire was, the weakest animal nearest home and the strongest near the
fire. Then he took an Indian with him and hid him under a hill, and went
to the cabin of the hags who kept the casket, and rapped on the door. One
of them came out, and he said, “Good evening”, and they replied, ““Good
evening”. Then he said, “It’s a pretty cold night; can you let me sit by
your fire?” And they said, “Yes, come in”. So he went in and stretched
himself out before the fire, and reached his snout out toward the blaze,
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and sniffed the heat, and felt very snug and comfortable. Finally he
stretched his nose out along his fore-paws, and pretended to go to sleep,
though he kept the corner of one eye open watching the old hags. But they
never slept, day or night, and he spent the whole night watching and think-
ing to no purpose.

So next morning he went out and told the Indian whom he had hidden
under the hill that he must make an attack on the hags’ cabin, as if he were
about to steal some fire, while he (the coyote) was in it. He then went
back and asked the hags to let him in again, which they did, as they did
not think a coyote could steal any fire. He stood close by the casket of
fire, and when the Indian made a rush on the cabin, and the hags dashed
out after him at one door, the coyote seized a brand in his teeth and ran
out at the other door. He almost flew over the ground, but the hags saw
the sparks flying and gave chase, and gained on him fast. But by the
time he was out of breath he reached the lion, who took the brand and
ran with it to the next animal, and so on, each animal barely having time
to give it to the next before the hags came up.

The next to the last in the line was the ground-squirrel. He took the
brand and ran so fast with it that his tail got afire, and he curled it up
over his back, and so burned the black spot we see to this day just behind
his fore-shoulders. Last of all was the frog, but he, poor brute! couldn’t
run at all, so he opened his mouth wide and the squirrel chucked the fire
into it, and he swallowed it down with a gulp. Then he twrned and gave
a great jump, but the hags were so close in pursuit that one of them seized
him by the tail (he was a tadpole then) and tweaked it off, and that is the
reason why frogs have no tails to this day. He swam under water a long
distance, as long as he could hold his breath, then came up and spit out
the fire into a log of driftwood, and there it has staid safe ever since, so
that when an Indian rubs two pieces of wood together the fire comes
forth.

THE COYOTES DANCING WITH THE STARS.

After Kareya gave the coyote so much cunning he became very
ambitious, and wanted to do many things which were very much too hard
for him, and which Kareya never intended he should do. One of them
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once got so conceited that he thought he could dance with the stars, and
so he asked one of them to fly close to the top of a mountain and take him
by the paw, and let him dance once around through the sky. The star
only laughed at him and winked its eye, but the next night when it came
around, it sailed close to the mountain and took the coyote by the paw,
and flew away with him through the sky. But the foolish coyote soon grew
tired of dancing this way, and could not wait for the star to come around
to the mountain again. He looked down at the earth and it seemed quite
near to him, and as the star could not wait or fly low just then, he let go
and leaped down. DPoor covote! he was ten whole snows in falling, and
when he struck the earth Lie was smashed as flat as a willow mat.

Another one, not taking warning from this drecadful example, asked a
star to let him dance once round through the sky. The star tried to dissuade
him from the foolhardy undertaking, but it was of no avail; the silly ani-
mal would not be convinced. Iivery night when the star came around, he
would squat on top of a mountain and bark uantil the star grew tired of his
noise. So one night it sailed close down to the mountain and told the
coyote to be quick for it could not wait, and up he jumped and caught it
with his paw, and went dancing away through the great blue heaven. He,
too, soon grew tired, and asked the star to stop and let him rest a little
while. But the star told him it could not stop, for Kareya had made it to
keep on moving all the while. Then he tried to get on the star and ride,
but it was too small. Thus he was compelled to keep on dancing, dangling
down from one paw, and one piece of his body after another dropped off

until there was only one paw left hanging to the star.

The interpretation of these fables is not diffieult. That one about the
coyotes dancing with the stars manifestly took its origin from the Indians
observing meteors or shooting-stars. A falling star is one which is sailing
down to the mountain to take on board the adventurous beast, while the
large meteor which bursts in mid-heaven with visible sparks falling from it,
is the unlucky wronaut dropping down limb by limb. Probably that one
concerning the origin of salmon hints at some ancient obstruction in the
wouth of the Klamath, a cataract or something of the sort, which prevented

the fish from ascending. The fable respecting the origin of fire, like the
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eastern Indian story of Michabo, the Great White One, is simply a sun-
myth, mingled with a very weak analogue to the Greek fire-myth of
Prometheus  The bringing of the fire-brand from the east carried by the
various animals in succession, is the daily progress of the sun, while the
pursuing hags arve the darkness which follows after. Of course this poor
little story of the Indians is not for a moment to be compared with the
majestic tragedy wrought out by the sublime and gorgeous imagination of
the Greeks; and it suffers seriously even when set alongside of the ingenious
Algonkin myth of Michabo. It falls not a little behind it in imaginative
power, albeit there is in it, as in most of the ('alifornia fables, an clement
of practical humor and slyness which is lacking in the Atlantic Indian
legends. Though the Karok are probably the finest tribe of the State, their
imagination is not only feeble but gratuitously filthy. This is shown in
their tradition of the flood, which cannot be recited here on account of its
obscenity.
STORY OF KLAMATH JIM.

Early in the year 1871, an Indian called Klamath Jim murdered
a white man in Orleans Bar, and by due process of law he was tried,
condemned, and hanged. In the presence of his doom, even when the fatal
hour was hard by, he exhibited the strange and stoical apathy of his race
in prospect of dissolution. He might almost have been said, like Daniel
Webster, to have coolly anatomized his sensations as he went down to his
death. Ile asked the sheriff curious and many questions on the grim topic,
how the hanging was performed, how long it lasted, whether it would give
him any pain, whether an Indian could die as quickly when hanging in an
erect posture as when lying in his blanket, whether his spirit would not also
be strangled and rendered unable to fly away to the Happy Western
Land, etc.

In going to the gallows he walked with nerve and balance, tranquilly
puffing a cigar, and he mounted the scaffold with an unfaltering tread, daintily
held out his cigar and filliped off the ashes with his little finger, took a final
whiff, then tossed it over his shoulder. He assisted the sheriff in adjusting
the noose about his neck, shook that officer’s trembling hand without the

tremor of a muscle, spoke a few parting words without the least quivering
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of voice, and then the drop descended and his soul went suddenly out on
its dark flight.

The Karok had quietly acquiesced in the execution, but they were not
well pleased, and now though they dared not make open insurrection
against the whites, their astute prophets and soothsayers concocted a story
which was intended to encourage their countrymen ultimately to revolt.
They pretended they had a revelation, and that all the Karok who had
died since the beginning of time had experienced a resurrection, and were
returning from the land of shadows to wreak a grim vengeance on the
whites and sweep them utterly off the earth. They were somewhere far
toward the rising sun advancing in uncounted armies, and Kareya himself
was at their head leading them on, and with his hands parting the
mountains to right and left, opening a level road for the slow-coming
myriads. The prophets pretended to have been out and seen this great
company that no man could number, and they reported to their willing
dupes that they were pygmies in stature, but like the Indians of to-day in
every other regard. Klamath Jim was with them—the soul and inspiration
of this majestic movement of vengeance, counsellor to Kareya himself.

It is not necessary to follow this cock-and-bull story any further; of
course nothing came of the matter, for the Indians had once tasted the
quality of George Crook’s cold lead, and they were very willing to let
these dead-walkers try their hands on the whites first. No doubt they very
earnestly hoped the dead would return and assist them in sweeping the
Americans off the earth, and they did all that lay in human power to bring
them back. They danced for months, sometimes a half day at a time
continuously; and when I passed that way again in 1872, about nine
months afterward, they were dancing still. The old Indians had profound
faith in the prediction, saying that every man who faithfully danced would
liberate some near relative’s soul from the bonds of death, and restore him
to earth; but the young Indians, who spoke English, were heretical, and
were a great eyesore to their elders. Pa-chi-ta, a Karok chief at Scott’s
Bar, told me that in this dance red paint was used for the first time in their
history as a symbol of war. Two poles were planted in the ground, «pirally



DANCING TO RAISE THE DEAD. 43

painted with red and black streaks, and streamers (‘“handkerchiefs”, the
Indians called them) fastened atop; then with their bodies painted in like
manner and feathers on their heads, they danced around them in a circle.
This excitement raged all over Northern California, especially among the
Yurok, Karok, and Shasta, until the Modok war broke out, November,
1872, when it gradually subsided.



CHAPTER IV.
TIE YU-ROK.

This large tribe inhabit the Klamath, from the junction of the Trinity
to the mouth, and the coast from Gold Bluff up to a point about six miles
above the mouth of the Klamath. Their name is of Karok origin; they
themselves have only names for separate villages, as Ri-kwa, Mi-ta, Pek’-wan,
Sri’-gon, Wait'-spek.

Living necarer the coast, they are several chades darker than the Karok,
frequently almost black ; and they are not so fine a race, having lower fore-
heads and more projecting chins.  On the coast they incline to be pudgy
in stature, though on the Klamath there are many specimens of splendid
savagery. Like all California women, their mohelas (a Spanish word of
general use) are rather handsome in their free and untoiling youth, but
after twenty-five or thirty they break down under their heavy burdens and
beecome ugly.  Both Karok and Yurok plant their feet in walking nearly as
broadly as Americans. They have the same tattooing and much the same
customs as their up-river neighbors, but a totally different language. They
usually learn each other’s language, and two of them will sit and patter
gossip for hours, each speaking in his own tongue. A white man listening
may understand one, but never a word of the other.

The Yurok is notable for its gutturalness, and there are words and
syllables which contain no perceptible vowel sounds, as mrh-prh, “nose”;
chlel!-chih, “earth”; wrl'-yen-eks, “child”. A Welshman told me he had
detected in the language the peculiar Welsh sound of “117, which is inex-
pressible in English.  In conversation they terminate many words with a
strong aspiration, which is imperfectly indicated by the letter “h”—a sort
of catching of the sound, immediately followed by a letting out of the

residue of the breath with a quick little grunt. This makes their speech
1
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harsh and halting ; the voice often seems to come to a dead stop in the
middle of a sentence.
The following table of numerals will show how entirely different are

the langunages of the three tribes on the Klamath:

\ YUROK. KAROK.

: MODOK.
‘ |
|
1 | spin’-i-ka. i-sa. nos.
2 | nelt-ckh. akh’-uk. l1af.
3 | nakh'-kseh. - kwi-rok. din.
4 | tsuh-tt-nel. - pi-si. o-nep.
5 | mar’-i-roh. - ter-d-oap. to-nep.
6 | koh/-tseh. " kril-vik. nats’-ksup.
r / ! . ’ . ’ }
{ | cher’-wer-tsel. | hok-i-ra-vik-y. lup’-ksup.
8 | knel/'-wit-tek. kwi-ro-ki-na-vik. dun-ksup.
; R H-Ksuj
9 | krlf'-mek. tro-pi-tit’-i-sha. ska-gis.
10 | wrh'-kler-wer. ’ ter-ai-hi. ' td-o-nep.
|

As among the Karok, the functions of the chief are principally advisory
Like the pretor of ancient Rome, he can proclaim do, dico, but he can
scarcely add addico. Ile can state the law or the custom and the facts, and
he can give his opinion, but he can hardly pronounce ju(lgmelllt. The
office is not hereditary ; the head man or captain is generally one of the
oldest, and always one of the astutest, men of the village. They also rec-
ognize the authority of a head-chief.

Their houses—and the following descriptions will serve also for the
Karok—are sometimes constructed on the level earth, but generally they
excavate a round cellar, four or five feet deep and twelve or fifteen feet in
diameter.  Over this they build a square cabin of split poles or puncheons,
planted erect in the ground, and covered with a flattish puncheon roof.
They eat and sleep in the cellar, (it is only a pit, and it is not covered
except by the roof), squatting in a circle around the fire, and store their
supplies on the bank above next to the walls of the cabin.  For a door they
take a puncheon about four feet wide, set it up at one corner of the cabin,
and with infinite scraping of flints and elk-horns bore a round hole through
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it, barely large enough to admit the passage of an Indian on all-fours.
The cabin being built enfirely of wood and not thatched, accounts partly
for the wholesome-looking eyes of the Klamath tribes, compared with the
odious purblind optics often seen in the thatched and unventilated wig-
wams farther south. A space in front of the cabin is kept clean-swept,
and is frequently paved with cobbles, with a larger one placed each side of
the door-holes; and on this pavement the squaws sit, weaving baskets, and
spinning no end of tattle.

Though they have not the American’s all-day industry, both these Kla-
math tribes are job-thrifty, and contrive to have a considerable amount of
money by them. For instance, the trading-post at Klamath Bluffs alone sold
in 1871, over $3,000 worth of merchandise, though there were only about six
miners among their customers. Iere is a significant item: The proprietor
said he sold over 700 pounds of soap annually to the Yurok alone. T often
peeped into their cabins, and seldom failed to see there wheaten bread, coffee,
matches, bacon, and a very considerable wardrobe hanging in the smoky
attic. They are more generally dressed in complete civilized suits, and
more generally ride on horseback, than any others, except the Mission
Indians.

How do they get the money to procure these things? They mine a
little, drive pack-trains a good deal, transport goods and passengers on the
river, make and sell canoes, whipsaw lumber for the miners, fetch and carry
about the mining camps, go over to Scott Valley and hire themselves out
on the farms in the summer, etc. These Indians are enterprising; they push
out from their native valley. You will find ghem in Crescent City, Trin-
idad, and Arcata, working in the saw-mills, on the Hupid reservation,
etc. When we remember that they have learned all these things by imi-
tation, having never been on a reservation, it is no little to their credit.

The hills skirting the Klamath are very steep and mountain-high, the
north side being open and fern-grown, and most of the villages are on this
north side to get the sunshine in winter, planted thick along the bends
wherever they can find a little level space. These smoke-blackened ham-
lets reminded me continually of the villages in Canton Valais, only the
Indian cabin has but one story. It is very much like a chalet, and they
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are every whit as clean, comfortable, and substantial as the Sennbhiitten,
wherein is made the world-famous Emmenthaler cheese, for I have been
inside of both. And yet, when I saw the swarthy Yurok creeping on all-
fours out of their round door-holes, or sticking their shock-pates up through
the hatchway of the assembly chamber, just on a level with the earth, I
thought of black bears as often as anything.

From willow twigs and pine roots they weave large round mats, for
holding acorn flour; various sized, flattish, squash-shaped baskets, water-
tight; deep, conical ones, of about a bushel capacity, to be carried on their
backs; and others, to be used at pleasure as drinking-cups or skull-caps
(for the squaws only, the men wear nothing on their heads), in which
latter capacity they fit very neatly. They ornament their baskets with
some ingenuity by weaving in black rootlets or bark in squares, diamonds,
or zigzag lines, but they never attempt the curve (which seems to mark the
transition from barbaric to civilized art), or the imitation of any objcet in
nature,

In carrying her baby, or a quantity of acorns, the squaw fills the deep,
conical basket, and suspends it on her back by a strap which passes loosely
around it and athwart her forehead. She leans far forward and so relieves
her neck; but I have seen the braves carry heavy burdens for miles, walk-
ing quite erect, though they showed they were not accustomed to the
drudgery, by clasping their hands behind their heads to ease their necks of
the terrible strain.

As the redwood grows only along the Lower Klamath, the Yurok have
a monopoly of making canoes, and they sell many to the Karok. A eanoe
on the Klamath is not pointed like the Chippewa canoe, but the width at
either end is equal to the tree’s diamater.  On the great bar across the mouth
of the river, and all along the coast for eighty miles there are tens of thou-
sands of mighty redwoods cast up on the strand, having been either floated
down by the rivers or grubbed down by the surf. Hence the Indians are
not obliged to fell any trees, and have only to burn them into suitable
lengths. In making the canoe they spread pitch on whatever place they
wish to reduce, and when it has burned deep enough they clap on a piece of
raw bark and extinguish the fire. By this means they round them out with
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wonderful symmetry and elegance, leaving the sides and ends very thin and
as smooth as if they had been sandpapered. At the stern they burn and
polish out a neat little bracket which serves as a seat for the boatman.
They spend an infinity of puddering on these canoes (nowadays they use iron
tools and dispatch the work in a few days), two Indians sometimes work-
ing on one five or six months, burning, scraping, polishing with stones.
When completed, they are sold for various sums, ranging from 510 to $30,
or even more. They are not as handsome as the Smith River or the
I’sin-fik canoes, but quite as serviceable. A large one will carry five tons
of merchandise, and in early days they used to take many cargoes of fish
from the Klamath, shooting the dangerous rapids and surf at the mouth
with consummate skill, going boldly to sea in heavy weather, and reaching
Crescent City, twenty-two miles distant, whence they returned with mer-
chandise.

When they are not using these canoes, they turn them bottom side up
on the sandy beach and bream them, or haul them into damp and shady
coves, or cover them thickly with leaves and brushwood, to prevent the
thin ends from sun-cracking. When they do become thus cracked, they
bore holes through with a buck’s horn, and bind the ends together with
withes, twisting the same tight with sticks—a kind of rude tourniquet—
which closes up the cracks better than calking would.

To make a quiver, the Yurok takes the skin of a raccoon or a marten,
turns it wrong-side out, sews it up, and suspends it behind him by a string
passed over one shoulder and under the other, while the striped tail flutters
gayly in the air at his shoulder. In the animal’s head he stuffs a quantity
of moss, as a cushion for the arrow-heads to rest in, to prevent breakage.

In catching salmon they employ principally nets woven of fine roots
or grass, which are stretched across eddies in the Klamath, always with the
mouth down-stream. When there is not a natural eddy they sometimes
create one by throwing out a rude wing-dam. They sclect eddies because
it is there the salmon congregate to rest themselves. At the head of the
eddy they erect fishing-booths over the water, by planting slender poles in
the bottom of the river, and lashing others over them in a light and artistic

framework, with a floor a few feet above the water, and regular rafters over-
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head, on which brushwood is spread for a screen against the sun. In
onc of these really picturesque booths an Indian sleeps at night, with a
string leading up from the net to his fingers, so that when a salmon begins
to flounce in it he is awakened. Sometimes the string is attached to an
ingenious rattle-trap of sticks or bones (or a bell nowadays), which will
ring or clatter, and answer the same purpose.

They also spear salmon from these booths with a fish-gig furnished with
movable barbs, which after entering the fish spread open, and prevent the
withdrawal of the instrument. Another mode they sometimes employ is to
stand on a large bowlder in the main current where the salmon and the
little skeggers shoot in to rest in the eddy when ascending the stream, where-
upon they scoop them up in dip-nets. Again they construct a weir of wil-
low stakes nearly across the stream at the shallows, leaving only a narrow
chute wherein is set a funnel-shaped trap of splints, with a funnel-shaped
entrance at the large end. Ascending the stream the bold, resolute salmon
shoots into this, and cannot get out. Sometimes the weir reaches clear
across, the stakes being fastened to a long string-piece stretching from bank
to bank. The building of one of these dams is usually preceded by a grand
dance, and followed by a feast of salmon. The greater portion of the catch
is dried and smoked for winter consumption.

There are two runs of salmon, one in the spring and one in the fall, of
which the former is the better, the fish being then smaller and sweeter. The
whites along the river sometimes compel the Indians to leave their weirs
open a certain number of days in the week, that they may participate in
the catch. Quarrels used to arise between two villages, caused by the lower
one making a weir so tight as to obstruct the run, and these occasionally
led to bloodshed.

Bread or mush is made from the acorns of the chestnut-oak (Quercus
densiflora), which are first slightly scorched and then pounded up in stone
mortars. The invariable sound that first salutes the ear as one approaches
a village is the monotonous thump, thump of the pestles wielded by the
patient women. The meal thus prepared is wet up with water, and the mix-
ture poured into little sand-pools scooped in the river beach, around which

a fire is made until the stuff is cooked, when the outside sand is brushed
47T cC
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off, and the bread is ready to be eaten. They find on the coast a glutinous
kind of algee, which they press into loaves when wet, then dry them in the
sun, and eat them raw. They also eat the nuts of the laurel (Oreodaphne
californica).

On lagoons and shallow reaches of the river they have a way of trap-
ping wild ducks which is ingenious. They sprinkle huckleberries or salal-
berries on the bottom, then stretch a coarse net a few inches under the sur-
face of the water. Seeing the tempting decoy, the ducks dive for it, thrust
their heads through the meshes of the net, and the feathers prevent their
return. Thus they are drowned, and remain quiet with their tails elevated,
so that others are not frightened, and an abundant catch sometimes rewards
the trapper.

Along the coast they engage largely in smelt fishing. The fisherman
takes two long slender poles which he frames together with a cross-piece
in the shape of the letter A, and across this he stretches a net with small
meshes, bagging down considerably. This net he connects by a throat,
with a long bag-net floating in the water behind him, and then, provided
with a strong staff, he wades out up to his middle. When an unusually
heavy billow surges in he plants his staff’ firmly on the bottom, ducks his
head forward, and allows it to boom over him. After each wave he dips
with his net and hoists it up, whereupon the smelt slide down to the point
and through the throat into the bag-net. When the latter contains a bushel
or so he wades ashore and empties it into his squaw’s basket. '

About sunset appears to be the most favorable time for smelt fishing,
and at this time the great bar across the mouth of the Klamath presents a
lively and interesting spectacle. Sometimes many scores of swarthy heads
may be seen bobbing amid the surf like so many sea-lions. The squaws
hurry to and fro across the bar, bowing themselves under their great conical
hampers, carrying the smelt back to the canoes in the river, while the pap-
pooses caper around stark naked, whoop, throw up their heecls, and play-
fully insinuate pebbles into each other’s ears:  After the great copper globe
of the sun burns into the ocean, bivouac fires spring up along the sand
among the enormous redwood drift-logs, and families hover around them to
roast the evening repast. The squaws bustle about the fires while the
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weary smelt-fishermen, in their nude and savage strength, are grouped
together squatting or leaning about, with their smooth, dark, clean-moulded
limbs in statuesque attitudes of repose. Dozens of canoes laden with
bushels on bushels of the little silver fishes, shove off and move silently
away up the darkling river. The village of Rikwa perched on the shoulder
of the great bluff, amid the lush cool ferns, swashing in the soft sea-breeze,
tinkles with the happy cackle of brown babies tumbling on their heads
with the puppies; and the fires within the cabins gleam through the round
door-holes like so many full-orbed moons heaving out of the breast of the
mountain.

Smelt being small the squaws dry them whole by laying them awhile
on Jow wooden kilns, with interstices to allow the smoke to rise up freely,
and then finishing the process in the sun. They eat them uncooked, with
sauce of raw salal-berries (Gualtheria shallon), which are very good in Sep-
tember and October. Let an Indian be journeying anywhither, and you
will always find in his basket some bars of this silver bullion, or flakes of
rich orange colored salmon.

When the ocean is tranquil they paddle out in their canoes a mile or
more and clamber out on the isolated farralones to gather shell-fish and
algee for food. It is quite a perilous feat to approach one of these steep,
rugged bowlders in the open sea, and leap upon it amid the swish and thud-
ding of the waves.



CHAPTER V.

THE YUROK, CONTINUED.

Weapons of war and the chase are usually made by some old man
skilled in knapping stone and in fashioning bows and arrows. Bows are
made from the yew (Taxus brevifolia), a tough evergreen; the outside is
coated with sinew drawn tight, and the string is made of the same material
Arrows are made of cedar, and are sometimes furnished with a spiral whorl
of feather to give them a rifle motion, and being tipped with flint (or with
metal nowadays) they are very powerful and can be driven clear through
a man’s body. Another weapon made by them is a sword or knife about
three feet long, of iron or steel procured from the whites. Of course this
is not aboriginal, but is rather a substitute for the large jasper or obsidian
knives which they used to make and use, but which nowadays are kept
only as ornaments or objects of wealth, to be produced on occasion of a
great dance. These may perhaps be called pre-historic, as they seem to
have fallen into disuse as weapons before the arrival of the Americans.
They occur in numbers in the mounds of Southwestern Oregon. KEven
common arrow-heads are now manufactured only by old Indians who cling
to the traditions of their forefathers. Mr. Chase mentions some very large
jasper spear-heads four inches long and two inches wide; but these also
are now brought forth only at a dance, to give the owner distinction. Flint
or jasper flakes are used to cut and clean salmon, especially the first of the
season, as they say that iron or steel is poisonous used for this purpose.
In the accompanying sketch are figured two implements which may have
been only net-sinkers, but are said by an old pioneer to have been used
formerly as bolas are in South America, being tied together with rawhide
and hurled at the feet of an enemy to entangle him and throw him down.

To me it seems more probable that they were used rather like a slung-shot.
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SALMON BILLY.

The Yurok are not as good hunters as the
Karok and are inclined to be timid in the deep
forest, but they are bold and skillful water-
men. They pretend that when they go into
the mountains, devils, shaped like bears, shoot
arrows at them, which travel straight until
they are about to impinge on them when they
suddenly swerve aside.

On the other hand, I could not but admire
the dash and coolness of Salmon Billy, whom
a bold soldier-boy and myself employed to
take us down the river in his canoe. When
we were bowling down the rapids where the
water curled its green lips as if it would swal-
low us bodily, and the huge waves now headed
her, now pooped her, and now took her amid-
ships, until she was nearly a third full of water,
Billy stood up in the stern and his eyes glis-
tened with savage joy while he bowsed away
hearty, first on this side, then on that, until
we shot down like an Oxford shell on the
Thames. He got a little nervous at times,
which we could always tell by his commenc-
ing to whistle under his breath; and in the
roughest rapids he would get to whistling very
fast, but his stroke was never steadier than
then. In a pinch like this he would bawl out
to us to trim the canoe, or to sit still, with an
imperiousness that amused me.

I will also relate a little incident, show-
ing the exceeding cunning of this same Salmon
Billy. One day I was toiling down the trail
along the Klamath in an execrable drizzle
of rain, which, together with the labyrinth

-

FiG. 1.~—-Weapons of war.
sketch by A. W. Chase.
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of cattle-trails obscured the path and led me on many a wild-goose chase.
At every village the Indians would swarm out and offer me their canoes
at an extortionate price; but it was only three or four miles to the Klamath
Bluffs trading-post and I determined to push on. T soon discovered that
whenever I left a village an Indian would dash down the bank, leap into
his canoe, shoot swiftly down the river, and put the next one below on the
alert lest I should pass them without being perceived. So it continued for
some time, and each village—they were often less than a quarter of a mile
apart—lowered the price “a Dbit” or so, though still charging three times too
much. At last I came to fresh tracks in the trail which were evidently
made by American boots and I followed them joyfully; but they soon led
me into a thick jungle dripping with rain where I speedily lost the way
and got saturated from head to foot. In a perfect desperation, I floundered
out somehow and got down on the river-bank determined to take the first
" passing canoe at whatever cost. In a few minutes, who of all men in the
world should come paddling quietly around the bend but Salmon Billy !

It is necessary here to go back and mention that Billy had taken note
of me in his village, and instead of going down to warn his neighbors, he
had studied his own advantage, shot down ahead, bowled his canoe ashore,
made the tracks on purpose to decoy me into the jungle, then regained his
canoe by a roundabout way and dashed out of my sight. IFrom his covert
he saw me come down on the bank quite beat out and in a wofully
bedraggled condition; so presently he hove in sight paddling leisurely
around the bend, with the most unconscious and casual air in the world.
In a moment a suspicion of foul play flashed upon me. I was vexed
enough to have thrashed his head off, but there I was. So I gave a shout
at him but he looked the other way. I whooped at him again with a cer-
tain elevation of voice. He narrowly serutinized a woodpecker flying
overhcad, then riveted his gaze intently upon a frog singing on a bowlder
ashore. He couldn’t hear me, the rascal! until I bawled at him three
times. I paid him his price without a word and got in. The next day he
took me down to the mouth of the river, and when I spoke to him about
the tracks Billy’s face remained as placid as a cucumber, but he suddenly

forgot all his stock of English and could understand never a word more !
L 4
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The Yurok are a very lively, curious, and inquisitive race. One who
travels afoot, dressed in the plain garb necessary amid the scraggy thickets
of California, will find them making themselves very familiar with him—
sometimes to his amusement, often to his great disgust. They had the
greatest curiosity respecting myself and my business. They scrutinized
every article of my apparel, and men who understood them said they always
discussed in detail, and with great minuteness, every stranger’s coat, hat,
boots, trousers, etc., and tried thus to conjecture his occupation. They
wanted to purchase my clothes, they wanted to swap handkerchiefs, they
wanted to peep into my traveling-bag. Waxing presently more familiar,
they would feel the quality of my cloth, stroke it down, ask what it cost
a yard, clasp my arm to test my muscle, and then encourage me with the
sententious and comprehensive remark, ¢ Bully for you!” They turned up
my boots to inspect the nails and soles of the same; they wanted to try on
my coat, and, last and worst of all, the meddlesome rascals wanted to try
on my trousers!

Sometimes, when wandering on the great, ferny, wind-swept hills of
the coast, keeping a sharp weather-eye out for the trail, I have seen a half-
dozen tatterdemalion Yurok, engaged in picking saldl-berries, when they
saw me, quit their employment with their fingers and lips stained gory-red
by the juice, and come rushing down through the bushes with their two
club-queues bouncing on their shoulders and laughing with a wild lunatic
laugh that made my hair stand on end. But they were never on “butcher
deeds” intent, and never made any foray on me more terrible than the insinu-
ating question, “Got any tobac.?”

Filthy as they are they do not neglect the cold morning bath until
they have learned to wear complete civilized suits. On the coast I have
seen the smooth-skinned, pudgy, shock-pated fellows, on one of those leaden
foggy mornings of that region, crawl on all-fours out of their wretched
huts which were cobbled up of driftwood, take off the narrow breech-
cloths which were their only coverings, and dip up the chilly brine over
them with their double-hands leiting it trickle all down their swarthy bodies
in a manner that made me shiver to see. The sexes bathe apart, and the
women do not go into the sea without some garment on.

»
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The Yurok, like their neighbors, are quite acquisitiw;e. Besides the
money mentioned among the Karok, they value obsidian knives and orna-
ments and white deer-skins, the two latter having a superstitious as well as
an intrinsic worth. A good white deer-skin, with head and legs intact is
worth from $50 to $200in gold. An Indian possessing even one is accounted
rich; at a great dance that was held, a barbaric Astor had four.

They are monogamists, and as among the Karok, marriage is illegal
without the prepayment of money. When a young Indian becomes enam-
ored of a maid, and cannot wait to collect the amount of shell-money
demanded by her father, he is sometimes allowed to pay half the sum and
become what is termed “ half-married”. Instead of bringing her to his cabin
and making her his slave, he goes to live in ker cabin and becomes Zer slave.
This only occurs in the case of soft, uxorious fellows.

Divorce is very easily accomplished at the will of the husband, the
only indispensable formality being that he must receive back from his father-
in-law the money which he paid for his spouse. IFor this reason, since the
advent of the Americans, the honorable state of matrimony has fallen sadly
into disuse among the young braves, because they seldom have shell-money
nowadays, and the old Indians prefer that in exchange for their daughters.
Besides that, if one paid American money for his wife his father-in-law
would squander it (the old generation dislike the white man’s, the wd-gek
money, but hoard up shell-money like true misers), and thus, in case of
divorce he could not recover his gold and silver.

The Yurok are rather a more lively race than the Karok, and observe
more social dances. The birth of a child is celebrated with a dance. There
is a dance called 4-me-laik (salmon dance), which bears a general resemblance
to the Propitiation Dance of the Karok. It is held in-doors in early spring,
when the first salmon of the season appears. We can well understand with
what great joy the villagers engage in this, when after a long and dreary
winter of rain during which the wolf has been hardly kept from the door,
and the house-father has gone down many a time to peer into the Klamath,
if perchance he might see the black-backed finny rovers of the great deep
shooting up the river, but in vain, and has then sadly turned on his heel
and gone back to his diet of pine-bark and buds—when, at last, as the ferns
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are greening on the mountain-side and the birds of spring are singing, the
joyful ery resounds through the village, Ne-peg'-wuh! ne-peg’-wuh! (the
salmon! the salmon!) As among the Karok, this dance is generally fol-
lowed by a licentious debauch. In the fall is celebrated the White Deer
Dance (u-pi-wai-u-gunkhl), which is held out-doors.

Like the Karok they believe old squaws can by witcheraft prevent the
salmon from ascending the river, and in former times they not unfrequently
slew with butcherly murder the unfortunate hag so suspected. They donot
wish the salmon to be interfered with or be misled in their courses. They
even have a pole erected at the mouth of the Klamath to show them the
way in—a tall pole on the sand-bar, ornamented with a smallish and rather
pretty cross, with two streamers fluttering from it.

The only attempt at carving in imitation of the human figure that 1
have seen in California was among the Yurok, and was probably connected
in some way with the salmon-fishery. It was a figure something like one
of the ancient Roman fermini—a satyr’s bust, fashioned in profile from a
slab about three inches thick. It was extremely rude, the nose and chin
sharp-pointed and the head flattish, the arms rigidly straight and extending
down at a little distance from the body, and on the rump a curving, devil-
ish-looking tail about three feet long. It was arrayed in a United States
regulation-coat, with the arms loosely thrust into the sleeves, the body
stuffed with grass, and the tail sticking out between the flaps. Perched on
a short pole on a lofty fern-grown hill at the mouth of the Klamath, it
stood looking out over the ocean—a kind of shabby St. Anthony preaching
a silent sermon to the fish. The Indians would not or could not explain its
meaning, but I have little doubt that it was intended to assist or direct the
salmon in some manner in entering the Klamath River.

In addition to this figure, Mr. A. W. Chase saw and described two
others, one on each side of the Klamath at the mouth, one of which he
kindly sketched for this work. In a letter to the author he states that both
of them commemorate the killing of an enemy in battle. Klamath George
of the village of Rikwa, killed a Chillula, and to use his own words,

“When I come home, I take board, and cut his picture out, and stick him
”

up”. The one on the south bank, which is here figured, and is the more
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artistic of the two, was made by an old Indian of the Quilshpak Ranch, to
celebrate his triumph over a Tolowa.

They trim up trees for assembly-chamber fuel in the same curious way
as the Karok, and I have seen hundreds of trees thus fashioned along the
Klamath, representing a man’s head and arms. The Yurok say they are
intended merely as guide-posts for the squaws, to direct them to the villages
when they have been out in the mountains berrying; but they have a
deeper significance than that.

They also have a curious custom of dropping twigs and boughs at the
junction of trails, which sometimes accumulate in heaps several feet high,
like the nests of wood-rats. Every Indian who passes deposits a twig on
the pile, but without observing any method that a white man can discover.
No one will explain the custom, but they laugh the matter oft when it is
broached; though it is probably observed, like so many other things, merely
“for luck”.

In saluting each other, the Yurok say aé-yu-kwoi’ (friendship), without
hand-shaking or any further ceremony. With slight variations, this expres-
sion prevails among several tribes of Northwestern California who speak
entirely different languages.

They bury the dead in a recumbent posture, and observe about the
same usages of mourning as the Karok. After a death they keep a fire
burning certain nights in the vieinity of the grave. They hold and believe,
at least the “Big Indians” do, that the spirits of the departed are compelled
to cross an extremely attenuated greased pole, which bridges over the chasm
of the “Debatable Land”, and that they require the fire to light them on
their darksome journey. A righteous soul traverses the pole quicker than
a wicked one; hence they regulate the number of nights for burning a
licht according to the character for goodness or the opposite which the
deceased possessed in this world. If this greased pole were perpendicular,
like the Mdt de Cocagne in the frolics of the Champs Elysdes, I should
account this an Indian parallel to the Teutonic myth of Jack and the
Beanstalk. DBut they appear to think it is horizontal, leading over bridge-
wise to the Happy Western Land beyond the ocean, which gives it more
resemblance to the Mohammedan fable of Al Sirat.
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They fully believe in the transmigration of souls; that they return to
earth as birds, squirrels, rabbits, or other feeble animals liable to be harried
and devoured. It is more especially the wicked who are subject to this
misfortune as a punishment. .

A word as to the size of the Yurok tribe. Henry Ormond, chief clerk
of the Hupé reservation told me that in 1870, he descended the Lower
Klamath from Waitspek down in a canoe—forty miles—and carefully
counted all the Indians living along its banks. He found the number to be
2,700, which would be at the rate of 674 inhabitants to the square mile,
along the river. This does not include the Yurok living immediately on
the coast. It must be borne in mind that there are no wild oats growing
along the Klamath, and few acorns, and that the Yurok are timid and
infrequent hunters. I'urthermore, before the whites had come among them,
bringing their corruptions and their maladies, the Indians were probably
twice as numerous as at present, or at the rate of 135 to the riparian square
mile.

As to the enormous numbers of salmon which ascended the streams of
California before the miners roiled them there can be no doubt. Here one
veteran pioneer says he has seen many an Indian lodge containing a ton of
dried salmon; another, that he could have walked across the stream and
stepped every step on a dead salmon; another, that he has secen them so
crowded in the deep and quiet reaches of the river that he could not thrust
down a spear without transfixing one or more. From what I have seen on
the Upper Sacramento, I believe them all; hence the above figures do not
seem extravagant.

THE YUROK SIREN.

There is a certain tract of country on the north side of the river which
nothing can induce an Indian to cnter. They say that there is a beautiful
squaw living there whose fascinations are fatal. When an Indian sees her
he straightway falls desperately in love. She decoys him farther and farther
into the forest, until at last she climbs a tree and the man follows. She now
changes into a panther and kills him; then, resuming her proper form she cuts
off his head and places it in a basket. Sheis now, they say, a thousand years
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old, and has an Indian’s head for every year of her life. It is probable that
this legend refers to some poisonous spring or other natural phenomenon.
Though game abounds in that locality they carefully avoid it.

For the following I am indebted to Mr. Chase:
THE FOXES AND THE SUN.

The toxes once upon a time gathered together and laid a conspiracy
against the sun, from whom they had cause of grievance. Twelve of their
number were selected from the bravest to avenge the wrongs of the race.
These foxes procured stout ropes of sinew, and watched until the sun in his
descent toward the ocean touched the brow of a certain hill. Thereupon
they canght him and bound him down with the ropes, and would no doubt
have kept him there to this day had not a party of Indians perceived the mis-
chief and killed the foxes with their arrows. They then liberated the sun;
but he had in the mean time burned a great hole in the ground. You can see
it to this day.

It is quite probable that this story refers to some ancient voleanic erup-
tion or other disturbance. It is the aboriginal way of accounting for a huge
rent in the hills near the Klamath, which is surrounded by lava, tufa, ete.

A YUROK’S REVENGE.

A certain Yurok went down to the sea-coast with his family, and in
one of his hunting excursions he quarreled with a man of his tribe and
shot him unto death. The brother of the murdered man, in accordance
with the custom of the tribe, demanded a ransom or blood-money. He
asked 860, but he finally offered to compromise the matter upon the receipt
of $10 in hand paid. The slayer refused to pay him anything whatever,
and after a fierce wrangle he gathered his family about him and returned
to his home near Klamath Bluffs saying nothing to any one of the circum-
stance.

Soon afterward the owner of the Klamath Bluffs trading-post observed
a strange Indian prowling about the vicinity in a manner that excited his
curiosity. He was always alone, was always fetching quick stealthy
glances around him, was never separated one moment from his bow
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and quiver, and was never visible during daylight hours, coming to the post
only after nightfall. The Indians always dawdle around a frontier store in
large numbers by day, but soon after the evening dusk comes on they all
disappear in their cabins; and it was only when they were all away that
this strange Indian would enter cautiously, and glance quickly around to
see that no other Indian was present. Then he would go up to the counter,
set down his bow within easy clutching distance, and purchase the smallest
quantity of crackers the trader would sell, and occasionally also as much
more of tobacco, matches, or some other trifling article. After a few half-
whispered words, he would slink quietly out and be seen no more until the
following evening. e never missed an evening, but always made his
appearance in the same manner, went through the same maneuvers, and
always bought a half-pound of crackers, never over a pound. The mer-
chant grew uneasy, but he had learned by bitter experience the folly of
meddling in Indian feuds, and he said nothing, only watched. Month after
month passed away, and still this inscrutable Indian continued to come

every evening,

slipped softly into the store, carefully closed the door
behind him, made his little purchases, then went away. He grew gaunt
and haggard, and on his drawn cheeks he could now hardly force a smile
as he greeted the trader; but not one word did he ever breathe of his secret
purposes.

He was the avenger of his murdered brother, waiting and watching for
the life which he had sworn by his god to offer to the horrid Uma. Night
after night he was lying beside a certain brook where he awaited the slayer.
Week after week, month after month passed on, until five moons had waxed
and waned; the shrilling rains and the frosts and the snows of winter came
and went, and beat upon his shriveled body; the moaning winds shook his
unshortened locks and whistled through hisrotting blanket; the great fern-
slopes of the mountains faded from green to golden, to wine-color, to russet,
to tawny, buried their ugliness under the winding-sheet of the snow, then
lived again in the tender green of spring, and still his wasting eyes glared
out through the thicket, and still the victim came not. Tive months he
waited. But at last, one morning in the soft early spring, at daybreak, he
beholds him for whom he is waiting. He comes down a winding pathway
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and descends into the brook to bathe. He lays off his girdle on a ferny
bank. He stands erect and supple, stretches up his smooth brown arms
above his head, and all his body quivers with the delight of a fresh morn-
ing air-bath. Sitting in his blanket, the avenger of blood peers through
his leafy screen. A moment ago he was shivering with cold, but all his
tremor is suddenly stilled. His stiffened fingers grow suddenly lithe as they
grip the arrow. In his eyes, late so faded and rayless, is now the glitter of
ferocious hate. Without moving his eyes a moment from the foe, he softly
couches the arrow. All the strength wasted through months is now in his
arms again. There is no wavering in his aim. The sweet hope of revenge
has steadied it to deadly certainty. Twanks the bow and slips the arrow,
smooth and swift through the limber air. The blood-guilty one is smitten
low. He lies still beside the brook. The long vigil is ended, and savage
justice has its rounded dues.

Through the kindness of Mr. II. II. Bancroft, I was allowed to peruse
a letter written to himself by Judge J. B. Rosborough, of Yreka, on the
Northern California Indians. Trom it I have copied a legend, which I will
here append, merely premising that the Indian words in it are spelled with
the Iinglish sounds of the vowels.

LEGEND O WAPPECKQUENOW.

He was a giant, inhabited the country about the mouth of the Klamath
(they localize every tradition), and belonged to a race which preceded the
Indians. He disobeyed a command of God and was expelled, never to
return. Next came the Indians from the Northwest and received those
lands for an inheritance, for till then they had a direct care and communi-
cation with God. DBut the Indians in the course of time also violated
direct commands of the Almighty, among which were at least two rules of
the Decalogue, when God, being angered, withdrew from all care and inter-
position in Indian affairs and left them a God-forsaken people, to the evil
influences of the seven devils, for each of which they have a myth, viz,
Omaha, Makalay, Kalicknateck, Wanuswegock, Surgelp, Mapousney, and
Nequilel. '
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In the latter they find a veritable and connecting link, that minor devil
being nothing less than a grizzly.

Omaha (Uma?) is ever invisible and ever bent on bringing evil, sick-
ness, and misfortune on them.

Makalay is shaped and moves like a huge kangaroo, has a long horn
like the unicorn, moves with the swiftness of the wind, has caused the
death of many Indians, is sometimes seen by mortals, but usually destroys
the one who sees him.

The third in order is a huge bird that sits on the mountain peak and
broods in silence over his thoughts until hungry, when he will swoop down
over the ocean and snatch up a large whale and carry it to his mountain
throne for a single meal.

Wanuswegock is a comely giant of immense proportions. This is a
myth of temptation, beauty, fear at first, then curiosity, then a growing
interest, then passion, followed by destruction in the end.

In connection with the story and curse of Wappeckquenow, the Indians
relate an incident which occurred when the miners first went over to the
Trinity River.- The curse upon Wappeckquenow at the time of his expul-
sion for disobedience, was that neither he nor his descendants should ever
return to the happy lands which they had forfeited. On the first appearance
of miners, with their long beards, and without women, they excited of
course great interest among the Indians, and much speculation about their
origin, their fortunes and objects, and their destination. The prevailing
opinion was that they were of a fugitiwe tribe driven away from their native
seats, and their women taken away from them; and this opinioxl was con-
firmed by the fact that they had no women with them and possessed long
beards—a badge of widowhood among the Indians. Finally white women
followed the miners; the erection of dwellings, the opening of mines, a
manifest readiness to fight which did not comport with timid fugitives, and
other evidences of permanent occupation caused further speculations, until
finally an old seer of Hoopah Valley solved the question by announcing
that there was something wrong with the curse-prophecy, and that the
descendants of Wappeckquenow had come to reclaim their inheritance.
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The Supreme Being of the Yurok mythology is called Gard; he created
all things, and gave them their language, and now lives in the mountains.
Any one who will for the space of ten or fifteen days eat only acorn-soup
and think only of him, will have good fortune and get rich, and when he
goes out hunting will find a white deer—the highest earthly object of desire
to the Yurok.



CHAPTER VL
THE TOL-O-WA.

In Del Norte County there are three tribes or bands of Indians who
speak the same language, and have the same customs, and yet are often
arrayed in hostility one against the other. The Hé-nag-gi live along Smith
River, the Tol’-o-wa on the Lagoon, and the Ta-ta-ten’ around Crescent
City. As the Tolowa are the principal band, they may stand for all.

The language of these three tribes is more nearly related to the Hupa
than to any other, as will be shown in a subsequent chapter. Indeed the
Tolowa resemble the Hupé in character, being a bold and masterly race,
haughty and aggressive. They have always been a terror to the Yurok of
the Lower Klamath, and in old times they often marched down the coast,
through the broad belt of redwoods, then over the fern-grown hills, on the
slope of which, at the mouth of the Klamath, is the Yurok village of Rikwa,
and upon this they would swoop down, sweeping everything before them,
and carry away women and children into captivity. The cold blood in
which they made these marauding raids merely to raise revenue from the
ransom of the captives, is a great stain on their valor, and a remarkable
instance of their otherwise notable rapacity.

When I was in Crescent City the Tolowa and the Tataten were at war,
in consequence of the latter having perpetrated some wanton outrage on
the former. The Tataten, being only a wretched remnant of thirty or forty
souls, had fled with terror into Crescent City, and were encamped on the
broad beach between the town and the ocean, among the enormous drift-
logs, where they had extemporized for themselves some huts to which sea
and shore had contributed about equally. By a pleasant fiction of speech,
they declared themselves to be “on the war-path”, which is to say, T4-

kho-kol’-li, a squalid and tatterdemalion chief, knowing he was perfectly
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safe under the protection of the whites, would jump up on a huge log,
round out his flat breast and beat the same with extreme defiance in sight
of one of his enemies.

A few sneaking curs prowled about; a few rows of flags were spread
to dry, for the manufacture of mats; a little smoke oozed out through the
superabounding crevices of the crazy driftwood huts; while around lay
the disorderly and battered riches of the sea—binnacles of shipwrecked
vessels, boxes, bits of oakum, cordage, splinters of spars, kelp, seaweed,
those beautiful star-marked shells of the Crescent City beach, ete. Within,
amid a cluster of baskets, dogs, mats, baskets of salal-berries, and billets of
wood, squatted a few broad-faced squaws, of an almost African blackness,
with their stiff, harsh hair cut low on their foreheads, blinking in the smoke,
and weaving baskets, or shelling acorns, in that quiet, dogged way they have
in the presence of an American, without ever deigning him a glance.

The Tolowa are slightly taller than this melancholy remnant about
Crescent City, with more sinew and less adipose, their cheeks a little more
drawn-and longer, and their noses a trifle higher, but they are about as dark
as their kinsmen. The Tataten appear to have had their general stature
shortened by losing the tallest and finest fellows among them, who were
picked off on account of their former rashness in indulging in an occasional
brush with the Americans.

These three bands have the coast partitioned off between them, and the
boundaries accurately marked by natural objects, such as bowlders, head-
lands, etec. Each chief or head-man inherits a portion in behalf of his
band—for the coast is owned in common, not in severalty—and whatever
of jetsam or flotsam is cast upon it by the ocean is his by indefeasible right.
Any attempt on the part of a neighboring band to appropriate any part of
the treasures yielded them by Neptune and the Nereids, even to a piece
of putrescent whale-blubber, is strenuously resisted, and leads to bloody
contentions. Curious and many are the stores which they gather from the
sea, from a figure-head of a Cleopatra or the spar-deck of a Spanish galleon,
to a horse-mussel or a star-fish.

Probably there are no other Indians in California so avaricious as those
of Del Norte County. Money makes the chief among them, and he is en-
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titled to that honor who possesses the most al'-li-ko-chik. No matter how
high may be the intellectual and moral worthiness of the reigning chief, let
the lowest vagabond of the tribe win his money from him in a game of
“guessing the sticks” (in these days, in a game of cards), and retain the
same a certain number of days, and he practically succeeds to the chieftain-
ship, such as it is. Even a child is not named for life untilit has grown old
enough to assert its name-worthiness by winning or otherwise acquiring
money. An old Indian often accumulates great store of shell-money, which
he hoards up with a miserliness equal to anything recorded of his pale
brethren; and when lying on his death-bed he makes a nuncupative will,
and solemnly enjoins upon his relatives to see that his riches are divided
according to his bequest. Takhokolli, the tatterdemalion chief of the
Tataten, refused even to count ten for me in his language unless I paid him
money therefor.

There are numerous dances observed among them, chiefly on occasions
of rejoicing. For instance, when a whale is stranded on the beach they
celebrate the whale dance. No matter how nasty may be the blubber, they
collect around the mighty brute and gorge themselves with it; then, Jjoining
hands they dance in a circle around the odious carcass, with chantings and
glad shouts and lively antics. Pretty much the same is the elk dance,
which is held when they have been so fortunate as to entrap one of those
unwieldy animals, and the white-deer dance. Then there is the salmon
dance, which is more especially observed by the Henaggi on Smith River.
In a war dance they paint themselves with barbaric gorgeousness, decorate
themselves very much after the fashion of the Karok, seize their bows and
arrows, chant, whoop, leap, pirouette, and whirl in a curious manner on one
foot, brandish their weapons with terrific yells in the direction of their
enemies, ete.

Finally, there is the priestess dance, which is celebrated upon the occa-
sion of the consecration of a woman to the priesthood. This is a rigorous
ordeal to the candidate for sacerdotal honors. She is first placed on the
ground, in the middle of a cabin, and closely covered from view. Then
the dancers, men and women, form in a circle around her, decked out in their
gala-dress, and dance and chant those hoarse, monotonous rattles of theirs
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all night, while marching around. This is continued for nine nights in suc-
cession, and during all this period she is allowed to partake of nothing
except water. During the day-time the dance is intermitted, but the woman
is straitly guarded throughout the whole period of the consecration, lest
the flesh should prevail over the spirit, and her ravenous hunger should
cause her to profane the ceremony and invoke the wrath of the spirits by
secretly eating. As they have no tangible forms of worship, this priestess
is only really a shaman, corresponding nearly to the female barking-
doctor of the IKarok. She is supposed to have communication with the
devil, and she alone is potent over cases of witcheraft and witch-poisoning.

The Tolowa share in the superstitious reverence for the memory of the
dead which is common to the Northern California tribes. When I asked
the chief, Takhokolli, to tell me the Indian words for “father”, “mother”,
and certain others similar, he shook his head mournfully and said, “All
dead, all dead; no good”. They are forbidden to mention the names of
the dead, as it is a deadly insult to the relatives; and this poor aboriginal
could not distinguish between the proper names and the substantives which
denote those relations.

Heaven, according to the Tolowa, is situated just behind the sun. Cap-
tain Dick, an old pioneer of Del Norte County, and intimately acquainted
with the Indian habits, thinks they worship the sun; but he mentioned no
more satisfying proofs of it than the fact that during certain of their dances,
incantations over the sick, and various other solemn ceremonials, they fre-
quently cast their eyes toward the sun. This is the happiness in store for
the good, while the bad will, in another world, cold and dark, be condemned
to be chased by the devil forever and ever.

This belief in the location of heaven just behind the sun is a very
natural outgrowth of their climate. Amid those chilling, dank, leaden fogs,
which lazily swing and swash all summer on the northern coast, cold as ice,
or sullenly brood motionless all day and all night for a week, dimming the
sun’s eye to a sickly glare, or shutting him out totally, so that the people
get not one hour’s glimpse of his face, until the very blood and the marrow
~f the bones are chilled, it is as natural for the Indians to conceive of the
highest possible human happiness to be the privilege of basking forever in



Figure 5.—Tolowa man and wife, dressed for White Deer Dance.
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his warm soft rays as that the tribes in the arid and sweltering valley of the
Sacramento should dream of bliss as being far toward the west, hard by the
coast, where they might lave and splash in the cool brine.

The Ienaggi deserve special mention on account of the handsome
canoes whiclh they fashion out of redwood. I saw one on Humboldt Bay,
which had been launched by them on Smith River, and which had there-
fore demonstrated its sea-worthiness by a voyage of over a hundred miles.
It was forty-two feet long and eight feet four inches wide, and capable of
carrying twenty-four men or five tons of freight. It was a “thing of beauty”,
sitting plumb and lightly on the sea, smoothly polished, and so symmetrical
that a pound’s weight on either side would throw it slightly out of trim.
Twenty-four tall, swarthy boatmen, naked except around the loins, stand-
ing erect in it, as their habit is, and with their narrow paddles measuring
off the blue waters with long, even sweeps, must have been a fine spectacle.

The Del Norte tribes have about the same implements and range of
food as the Yurok. In autumn they consume very large quantities of
huckleberries, salal-berries, salmon-berries, etc., which grow in abundance
on the coast.

In Dana’s dmerican Journal of Science and Arts, July, 1873, A. W.
Chase gives the following account of the origin of the word “Wogic” (pro-
nounced “Wiageh” by the California tribes), as related to him by the
Chetkos, of Oregon:

“The Chetkos say that many seasons ago their ancestors came in
canocs from the far north, and landed at the river’s mouth. They found
two tribes in possession, one a warlike race, resembling themselves; these
they soon conquered and exterminated. The other was a diminutive people,
of an exceedingly mild disposition, and whife. These called themselves, or
were called by the new-comers, *Wogies’. They were skillful in the manu-
facture of baskets, robes, and canoes, and had many methods of taking
game and fish unknown to the invaders. Refusing to fight, the Wogies
were made slaves of, and kept at work to provide food and shelter and
articles of use for the more warlike race, who waxed very fat and lazy.
One night, however, after a grand feast, the Wogies packed up and fled,
and were never more seen. When the first white men appeared, the
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Chetkos supposed that they were the Wogies returned. They soon found
out their mistake however, but retained among themselves the appellation
for the white men, who are known as Wogies by all the coast tribes in the

vicinity.”

For the following legend I am indebted to C. J. Barclay. It was
related to him at Crescent City, in 1860, by a daughter of the oldest
woman then living of the Smith River tribe:

LEGEND OIF THE FLOOD.

At one time there came a great rain. It lasted a long time and the
water kept rising till all the valleys were submerged, and the Indians (who
were very populous at that time) retived to the high land. As the water
rose, covering their retreat, they were swept away and drowned. There
was one pair however who were more successful. They reached the
highest peak in the country and were saved. They subsisted on fish—
cooking them by placing them under their arms. They had no fire and
could not get any, as everything was water-soaked to such an extent that
no fire could be produced. At length the water began to subside and con-
tinued to do so till it returned to its former level, and from that forlorn hope
are all the Indians of the present day descended, as also all the game,
insects, ete.  As the Indians died, their spirits took the forms of deer, elk,
bear, insects, snakes, etc., as the fancy of the departed prompted. By those
means the earth became again peopled by the same kind as formerly
existed ; but the Indians still had no fire, and they looked with envious
eyes on the moon as having fire while they had none. The Spider Indians
formed a plan, having secured the co-operation of the Snake Indians, to
obtain fire from the moon. In pursuance of their idea the Spiders wove a
gossamer balloon, and started on their perilous journey, leaving a rope
fastened to the earth paying out as they went. In course of time they
reached their destination, but the Moon Indians looked on them with suspi-
cion, divining their errand. The Spiders however succeeded in convincing
them that their only object was to gamble. At that the Moon Indians were
much pleased, proposing to start the game forthwith. While thus engaged
sitting by the fire a Snake Indian arrived, having climbed the rope, and



LEGEND OF THE FLOOD. 71

darted through the fire, making good his escape before the Moon Indians
had recovered from their surprise. On his arrival on earth it became
incumbent on him to travel over every rock, stick, and tree; everything he
touched from that time forth contained fire, and the hearts of the Indians
were glad. The Spiders were not so fortunate; they were kept as pris-
oners for a long time, but finaily released. They thought the appearance
of the world much improved as it again glowed brightly as before the flood,
and gave them light. The Spiders returned to the earth expecting to be
received as benefactors of their race; but they were doomed to disappoint-
ment, for on their arrival they were immediately put to death, for fear the
Moon Indians might want revenge (probably as a peace-offering). As the
fire has remained constant ever since, the Snake Indians congratulate them-
selves on their success.



CHAPTER VIL
THE NU-PA.

Hoopa Valley, on the Lower Trinity, is the home of this tribe. Next
after the Karok they are the finest race in all that region, and they even
excel them in their statecraft, and in the singular influence, or perhaps
brute forece, which they exercise over the vicinal tribes. They are the
Romans of Northern California in their valor and their wide-reaching
dominions; they are the French in the extended diffusion of their langnage.

They hold in a state of semi-vassalage (I speak always of aboriginal
acts) most of the tribes around them, except their two powerful neighbors
on the Klamath, exacting from them annual tribute in the shape of peltry
and shell-money, and they compel all their tributaries to this day, to the
number of about a half-dozen, to speak Hupd in communication with them.
Although they originally occupied only about twenty miles of the Lower
Trinity, their authority was eventually acknowledged about sixty miles
along that stream, on South Fork, on New River, on Redwood Creek, on a
good portion of Mad River and Van Dusen’s Fork; and there is good reason
to believe that their name was scarcely less dreaded on Lower Eel River,
if they did not actually saddle the tribes of that valley with their idiom.

Although most of their petty fributaries had their own tongnes origin-
ally, so vigorously were they put to school in the language of their masters
that most of their vocabularies were sapped and reduced to bald categories
of names. They had the dry bones of substantives, but the flesh and blood
of verbs were sucked out of them by the Hupi. A Mr. White, a pioneer
well acquainted with the Chi-mal’-a-kwe, who once had an entirely distinct
tongne, told me that before they became extinct they scarcely employed a
verb which was not Hupi. In the Hup# reservation, in the summer of

1871, the Hupa constituted not much more than a half of the occupants,
72
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yet the Hupa was not only the French of the reservation, the idiom of
diplomacy and of intercourse between tribes, but it was also in general use
within each rancheria. I tried in vain to get the numerals of certain obscure
remnants of tribes; they persisted in giving me the Hup4, and in fact they
seemed to know no other.

They remind one somewhat of the Mussulmans, who are forbidden by
the Koran to learn any foreign tongue except Arabic. As the Sultans for
four centuries had no interpreters save the versatile Greeks of the Phanari-
otic quarter of Constantinople, so among the tribes surrounding the Hupa I
found many Indians speaking three, four, five, or more languages, always
including Hupé, and generally English. Yet I do not think this was due
to any particular intellectual superiority or brilliance on the part of the
Hup4, so much as te their physical force.

Notwithstanding the Hup& were so powerful in their foreign relations,
they were divided into many clans or towns, and these were often arrayed
in deadly hostility. These clans were named as follows: Hos'-ler, Mi-til’-ti,
Tish-tan’-a-tan, Wang’-kat, Chail’-kut-kai-tuh, Mis’-kut, Chan-ta-ké-da, Hin-
sa-tung, Wis'-so-man-chuh, Mis-ke-toi-i-tck, Hass-lin’-tung. The Hupa
owned the Trinity from its mouth up to Burnt Ranch, which is a little above
the mouth of New River; but that part of it between the mouth of South
Fork and Burnt Ranch they occupied only in summer. It is a region rich
in acorns and manzanita-berries, and they allowed the Chim-a-ri-ko to
gather these products from it after they had helped themselves. Here too
on this quasi-neutral ground, they met the latter tribe in summer for barter,
and for the annual collection of tribute. -

They were not involved in so many wars with the Americans as were
some of the brave but foolhardy tribes farther up the river. One reason
was that the Americans did not prosecute mining on the Lower Trinity to
the same extent that they did on New River and the Middle and Upper
Trinity ; hence the salmon-fishing of the ITup4 was not so much interrupted
by muddy water—a fruitful source of trouble in early days——ﬁor did they
themselves come so much in contact with the miners as did those tribes far-
ther up the river.

Their primitive dress, implements, and houses were almost precisely
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like those of the Klamath River Indians. Another style of lodge, very sel-
dom seen, was as follows: A circular cellar three or four feet deep and
twelve feet wide was dug, and the side walled up with stone. Around this
cellar at a distance of a few feet from the edge of it was erected a stone
wall on the surface of the earth. On this wall they leaned up poles, pun-
cheons, and broad sheets of redwood bark, covering the cellar with a coni-
cal shaped inclosure. Sometimes this stone wall instead of being on the
wnside of the wigwam supporting the poles, was on the outside, around the
ends of the poles, and serving to steady them. Shiftless Indians neglected
to wall up the cellar with either stone or wood, leaving only a bank of earth.
In the center of the cellar is a five-sided fire-pit walled with stone, as in the
common square cabin. This cellar is both dining-room and dormitory; a
man lying with his head to the wall has his feet in comfortable position for
toasting before the fire. Under his head or neck is a wooden pillow, a little
rounded out on top, something like that described by travellers among the
Japanese.

Politically the Hupé are fatally democratic, like all their neighbors.
There is no head chief even for war. When several villages are met
together for a dance there is one in authority over all, who may be called
the master of ceremonies. With the California Indians the management of
a dance is of more importance than the management of a war.

It is difficult to understand how a war can be conducted without a
central chief in command until we remember that their wars were only
raids which might be all over in a day, and certainly did not extend
beyond aweek. Consequently every man fought in such manner as seemed
good in his own eyes, taking care only to keep with the main body of the
warriors. No scalps were taken; the heads of the slain enemies were cut
off and left on the field. Spies were often employed to visit the enemy’s
camp to ferret out their plans and report the same. They were paid high
wages for this dangerous service, sometimes as much as teu strings of @#li-
kochil, equal to $100, which was contributed by the leading men.

They have well-established laws, or rather usages, as to riparian rights,
rights to hunting, fishing, and nutting grounds, laws of murder, injury, and
insulting words, ete. For instance, if two Hupi have a quarrel and it is
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not settled on the spot, they refuse to speak to each other; but if after
awhile one desires to open friendly relations, he offers to pay the other
man a certain amount of shell-money. If this offer is accepted they ex-
change moneys, not necessarily in equal amounts, and perfect friendship is
restored. These feuds are sometimes of larger dimensions, including whole
villages. When I was on the reservation I tried in vain to hire a member
of the Hosler village to accompany me to the Tishtanatan village; the
two villages were at enmity.

Murder is generally compounded for by the payment of shell-money.
Judge Rosborough states that payment is not demanded until the first full
moon after the murder. Then the demand is presented by a third party.
If the money is paid at once the affair is amicably settled and is never
alluded to again.

There is a singular punishment for adultery when committed by a
Benedick. One of his eyes is pricked so that the ball gradually wastes
away by extravasation. The Hup4 appear to be ashamed of this nowadays,
and I never found but one of them who would admit it. All the rest
explained the large number of one-eyed men in the tribe by saying that
they lost their eyes when children by carelessness in shooting arrows at cach
other by way of youthful practice. On the testimony of this one Indian
and of two or three white men who have lived among them, I have ven-
tured to state the above custom as a fact.

The wife is never punished for adultery except by the husband. The
woman seems to be regarded as not responsible for her misdeeds, as the
southern slaves used to be.

They have the same shell aristocracy as the Karok, the amount paid
for the wife determining her rank in society.

Notwithstanding their gross immorality, the lot of a bastard is a hard
one. He is called kin'-ai-kil, which the Indians translate “slave”, but which
might perhaps better be rendered “ward”. The unhappy mother of a bastard
has not even the consolation left to Hester Prynne, whose child remained
her own. As soon as it is old enough it is taken from her, and becomes
the property of some one of her male relatives. Though not condemned
to absolute slavery, the kinaikil has no privileges with the family. All his
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earnings go to his patrons. He cannot marry any one other than a kinaikil.
He is subject to abuse and contumely. The only privilege he is entitled to
is that he may have his earnings or winnings at play, if he chooses, placed
to his credit, and when they amount to 815 or $20 he may go free. Some-
times he has to accumulate $50 before he can go free. He also has the
option of remaining a kinaikil for life. He may marry a woman of the
same condition, and their children will be kinaikil after them,

Hupd dllikochil is rated a little differently from the Karok. The stand-
ard of measurement is a string of five shells. Nearly every man has ten
lines tattooed across the inside of his left arm about half way between the
wrist and the elbow; and in measuring shell-money he takes the string in
his right hand, draws one end over his left thumb-nail, and if the other end
reaches to the uppermost of the tattoo-lines, the five shells are worth $25
in gold or $5 a shell. Of course it is only one in ten thousand that is long
enough to reach this high value. The longest ones usually seen are worth
about $2; that is, $10 to the string. Single shells are also measured on the
creases on the inside of the left middle finger, a $5 shell being one which
will reach between the two extreme creases. No shell is treated as money
at all unless it is long enough torate at 25 cents. Below that it degenerates
into “squaw-money”, and goes to form part of a woman’s necklace. Real
money is ornamented with little scratches or carvings, and with very narrow
strips of thin, fine snake-skin wrapped spirally around the shells; and some-
times a tiny tuft of scarlet woodpecker’s down is pasied on the base of the
shell.

The Hupé language is worthy of the people who speak it—sonorous
and strong in utterance, of a martial terseness and simplicity of construc-
tion. Of the copiousness of its vocabulary a single example will suffice,
viz, the words denoting some of the stages of human life—imich-é-i-teh,
kil-é-akh-hutch (kil' -la-hutch), an-clal’-clawil (kon-clawil’-clawil), ld-es-teh, hwa-
at’-ho-len, ki-iing-whe-ul (ki-whin), which denote, respectively, “baby”, “boy-

baby”, “youth or voune man”, “man”, ¢
Yo g ) ;

married man” (wife-man), “old
man”. It has the Turanian feature of agglutination; that is, among other
things, the pronoun is glued directly to the noun to form a declension. The

possessive case is formed by placing the two words in close juxtaposition,



Figure 7.—Hu’-p4 mush-paddle, pillow, and money-purses, spoons and wedge of elkhorn.
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the governing word being postpositive. 'The verb often presents different
root-forms in the different tenses.

As the Hup& may be called the Romans of California, so is their lan-
guage the Latin of Indian tongues—the idiom of camps—rude, strong, and
laconic. Let a grave and decorous Indian declaim it in a set oration, and
every word comes out like the thud of a battering-ram. Take the words
for “devil” and “death”—words of terrible import—T/i-foan’-chwa and chi-
chwit, and note the robust strength with which they can be uttered. What
a grand roll of drums in that long word kon-chwil -chwil!

Doubtless the reader has observed that the life-periods above men-
tioned are not very accurately defined. They take no account of the lapse
of time, and consider it a ridiculous superfluity to keep the reckoning of
their ages. ‘‘Snows”, “moons”, and *‘sleeps” answer to years, months, and
days. They guess at their ages by consulting their teeth, like a jockey at
Tattersall's. A story is told of a superannuated squaw who had buried
two or three husbands—omnes composuit—and yet was garrulously talking
of remarrying. Some of her friends laughed at her immoderately for enter-
taining such a silly conceit, whereupon the old crone replied stoutly, show-
ing her ivories, and tapping them with her finger, “See, I have good teeth
yet!” A grim suggestion, truly, when taken in connection with possible
connubial infelicities in the future!



CHAPTER VIIIL
THE ITUPA, CONTINUED.

Among the dances which they observe is the dance of friendship
(hé-na-wek), which is an act of welcome and hospitality extended to tribes
with whom they are on cartel. They, the Karok, the Yurok, and some
others, recognize each other as equals, and send deputations to each other’s
dances. Before this is to be held, two women go up on the mountain to
the cairn on the summit which marks the boundary between them and their
neighbors, split some fine fagots and make a fire by the cairn, which they
keep up all day. At night deputations from the visiting tribes come up,
and are met here by the Hupé, and all dance around the fire; then with
torches and singing they march together down into the valley.

The doctor dance (chilkl'-tal) is celebrated upon the initiation of a
shaman or medicine-man into the mysteries of his art.

Then there is the dance for luck, or the white-deer dance, in autumn,
wherein only men participate. It is wonderful what a charm a white or
black deer-skin possesses for these Indians, and it seems to be considered
just as efficacious and of as happy auspice if bought from a white man as
if killed by the Indian himself. They regard the owner of one as especially
favored of the spirits, just as some superstitious people believe him very
lucky who finds a four-leafed clover, or something of that sort. A chief
whom I saw on the reservation had three which had been handed down so
long as family heirlooms that he did not know when they were acquired.
The possession of them had exalted him to such a pitch that no person
crossing the river with him in a canoe could possibly be drowned, and one
or two more added to the store would make him “all the same as God”!
Whenever a white deer is killed it is skinned with the utmost care, every
part is preserved, hoofs, ears, ete.; the head and neck are stuffed, and a

narrow strip of red woodpecker’s down is sewed on the tips of its long pen-
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dulous ears, in a circle around its eyes, and on the lower end of a piece which
hangs down four or five inches from the mouth, representing the tongue.
In the autumnal dance mentioned above, these are paraded with great
pride, rendering their possessors illustrious in the eyes of all men. No
Indian will part with a white deer-skin on any consideration. I offered
several of them $100 in gold coin for one, but they simply laughed at me.
There are other articles paraded and worn in this and other ceremonial dances
which they will on no account part with, at least to an American, though
they sometimes manufacture them to order for one another. One of these
is the flake or knife of obsidian or jasper. I have seen several which
were fifteen inches or more in length and about two and a half inches
wide in the widest part. Pieces as large as these are carried aloft in the
hand in the dance, wrapped with skin or cloth to prevent the rough
edges from lacerating the hand, but the smaller ones are mounted on
wooden handles and glued fast. The large ones cannot be purchased at
any price, but I procured some about six inches long at $2.50 apiece.
These are not properly “knives”, but jewelry for sacred purposes, passing
current also as money. Another thing is a ferocious-looking head-band
made of the tail of a big gray wolf. Still another is the gorgeous head-
dress which is worn in the dance described below. It consists of a
piece of almost snow-white buckskin, about three feet long and seven
or eight inches wide, blunt-pointed at the ends, richly and brilliantly cov-
ered with scarlet woodpecker’s down sewed on in broad bands and zig-
zag stripes, sometimes intermingled with green down from the same bird.
I had almost closed a bargain with an old Indian after much persuasion
to pay him $60 gold for an inferior one of these, but in consulting with his
family he encountered such determined opposition that he withdrew from his
agreement. 'They held it sacrilegious to sell it.

The greatest Hupé festival is the dance of peace, the celebration of
which, like the closing of the Temple of Janus, signifies that the tribe are
at peace with all their neighbors. I will give first the legend on which it
is founded, merely premising that it was related to me by a white man, and
that the Indians say it is authentic, only the name ‘ Gard” does not prop-
erly belong to the Hup4 mythology, being of Yurok origin.
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LEGEND OF GARD.

A great many snows ago, according to the traditions of the ancients,
there lived a young Hup& whose name was Gard. Wide as the eagles fly
was he known for his love of peace. He loved the paths of honesty and
clean was his heart. His words were not crooked or double. He went
everywhere teaching the people the excellent beauty of meekness. Ile
said to them: “Love peace, and eschew war and the shedding of blood.
Put away from you all wrath and unseemly jangling and bitterness of
speech. Dwell together in the singleness of love. Let all your hearts be
onc heart. So shall ye prosper greatly, and the Great One Above shall
build you up like a rock on the mountains. The forests shall yield you
abundance of game and of rich nutty seeds and acorns. The red-fleshed
salmon shall never fail in the river. Ye shall rest in your wigwams in great
joy, and your children shall run in and out like the young rabbits of the
field for number”. And the fame of Gard went out through all that land.
Gray-headed men came many days’ journey to sit at his feet.

Now it chanced on a time that the young man Gard was absent from
his wigwam many days. His brother was grievously distressed on account
of him. At first he said to himself: “ He is teaching the people, and tar-
ries”.  But when many days came and went, and still Gard was nowhere
seen his heart died within him. He assembled together a great company
of braves. He said to them: “Surely a wild beast has devoured him, for
no man would lay violent hands on one so gentle”. They sallied forth
into the forest, sorrowing, to search for Gard. Day after day they beat up
and down the mountains. They struggled through the tangled chaparral.
They shouted in the gloomy canons. IHolding their hands to their ears
they listened with bated breath. No sound came back to them but the
lonely echo of their own voices, buffeted, faint, and broken among the
mountains. One by one they abandoned the search. They returned to
their homes in the valley. But still the brother wandered on, and as he
went through the forest he exclaimed aloud: “O, Gard! O, brother! if you
are indeed in the land of sprits, then speak to me at least onc word with
the voice of the wind that I may know it for a certainty, and therewith be
content”.
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As he wandered aimless, at last all his companions forsook him. He
roamed alone in the mountains, and his heart was dead.

Then it fell out, on a day, that Gard suddenly appeared to him. He
came, as it were, out of the naked hillside, or as if by dropping from the
sky, so sudden was the apparition. The brother of Gard stood dumb and
still before him. Ile gazed upon him as upon one risen from the dead,
and his heart was frozen. Gard said: “Listen! I have been in the land
of spirits. I bave beheld the Great Man Above. I have come back to the
earth to bring a message to the Hup, then I return up to the land of souls.
The Great Man has sent me to tell the Hupd that they must dwell in
concord with one another and the neighboring tribes. TPut away from you
all thoughts of vengeance. Wash your hearts clean. Redden your arrows
no more in your brother’s blood. Then the Great Man will make you to
increase greatly in this land. Ye must not only hold back your arms from
warring and your hands from blood-guiltiness, but ye must wash your hearts
as with water. When ye hunger no more for blood, and thirst no more
for your enemy’s soul, when hatred and vengeance lurk no more in your
hearts, ye shall observe a great dance, Ye shall keep the dance of peace
which the Great Man has appointed. When ye observe it, ye shall know
by a sign if ye are clean in your hearts. There shall be a sign of smoke
ascending. But if in your hearts there is yet a corner full of hatred, that
ye have not washed away, there shall be no sign. If in your secret minds
ve still study vengeance, it is only a mockery that ye enact, and there shall
be no smoke ascending ”.

Having uttered these words, Gard was suddenly wrapped in a thick
cloud of smoke, and the cloud floated up into the land of spirits.

The reservation agent cherished this as a heathen parallel and
corroboration of the story of Christ; but it is a genuine aboriginal
legend. At any rate, they celebrate the dance of peace which this Gard
authorized. IFor nearly twenty years it remained in abeyance, because
during most of that period their temple of Janus had been open, as they
were engaged in many wars, either with the whites or with neighboring

tribes. But in the spring of 1871 the old chiefs revived it lest the younger
6rc
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ones should forget the fashion thereof, there being then profound peace—
the peace of a reservation— solitudinem faciunt, pacem appellant. 'This dance
is performed as follows: First they construct a semicircular wooden railing
or row of palisades, inside of which the performers take their stations.
These consist of two maidens, who seem to be priestesses, and about
twenty-five men, all of them arrayed in all their glory—the maidens in
fur chemises, with strings of glittering shells around their necks and sus-
pended in various ways from their shoulders; the men in tasseled deer-
skin robes, and broad coronets or headbands of the same material, spangled
with the scarlet scalps of woodpeckers, to the value of scores of dollars
on each headband. A fire is built on the ground in the center of the semi-
circle, and the men and maids then take their places, confronted by two,
three, sometimes four or five hundred spectators. A slow and solemn chant
is begun in that weird monotone peculiar to the Indians, in which all the
performers join. 'The exercise is not properly a dance, but rather resembles
the strange maneuvers of the howling dervishes of Turkey. They stretch
out their arms and brandish them in the air; they sway their bodies back-
ward and forward ; they drop suddenly almost into a squatting posture,
then as quickly rise again; and at a certain turn of the ceremony all the
men drop every article of clothing and stand before the audience perfectly
nude. The maidens however conduct themselves with modesty through-
out. All this time the chant croons on in a solemn monotony, alternating
with brief intervals of profound silence.

By all these multiplied and rapid genuflections, and this strange infec-
tious chanting, they gradually work themselves into a fanatic frenzy, almost
equaling that of the dervishes, and a reeking perspiration, though they
generally keep their places. This continues a matter of two hours, and is
renewed day by day until they are assured of the favor of the Great One
Above by seeing Gard ascend from the ground in the form of a smoke.

On this occasion the dance was held on the reservation, but an old
man was stationed on the hill-side near the spot where Gard revealed him-
self to his brother, to watch for the rising of the smoke. Day after day,
week after week, he took up his vigil on the sacred lookout and watched,
while the weird, wild droning of the incantation came up to him from the
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valley below; but still the smoke rose not until four weeks had elapsed.
Then one day he saw it curling up at last! Great was the joy of the
Hupé that they had found favor in the eyes of the Great Man; but the
dance was prolonged yet two weeks more, such is the patience of their
fanaticism and credulity.

This and the dance of propitiation of the Karok are genuine aborig-
inal customs; and it seems scarcely necessary to remark that they indicate,
on the part of the leading Indians at least, a consciousness of a Supreme
Being who holds them accountable for their actions, and whom they think
to appease by fasting and expiatory dances. No Indian would fast until
he is a living skeleton (as Americans testify that the Karok do) merely to
dupe the populace and wheedle them out of their money.

The Hupa bury their dead in a recumbent posture, and mourn for
them in the usual savage manner. They have the same superstitious ven-
eration for their memory as the Karok, and the same repugnance toward
allowing any one to view their graves. Most of the valuables are buried
in the grave with the deceased.

STORY OF NIRH-FANG.

Once there was a Hupd maiden named Nish-Fang, who had left the
home of her forefathers and was sojourning with a white family on Mad
River. When that mysterious and momentous occurrence first took place
which announced her arrival to the estate of womanhood, she earnestly
yearned to return to her native valley in order that she might be duly
ushered into the sisterhood of women by the time-honored and consecrating
ritual of the puberty dance. Without this sacred observance she would
be an outcast, a pariah dishonored and despised of her tribe. First it was
necessary that she should fast for the space of nine days. Three days she
fasted therefore, before setting out on her journey, and on the morning of
the fourth she started homeward, accompanied by a bevy of her young
companions, Hupa maidens. It was a long and weary journey that lay
before them ; over two rugged mountain-chains, across deep and precipi-
tous valleys, through wild, lonesome forests.

Already weak and faint from her three days nearly total abstinence,
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Nish—Fdng set out to ascend the first mountain. No man might behold her
countenance during those nine days, and as she journeyed she buried
her face in her hands. Wearily she toiled up the great steep, along the
rugged and devious trail, often sitting down to rest. When she became
so exhausted that she could no longer hold up her arms, her young com-
panions bore them up, lest some man should behold her face and be stricken
with sudden death. By slow stages they struggled on among the gigantic
redwood roots where the sure-footed mules had trodden out steps knee-
deep; through vast, silent forests, where no living thing was visible save
the enormous leather-colored trunks of the redwoods, heaving their majestic
crowns against the sky, shutting out the sunlight; then down into deep
and narrow cafons where the overshadowing foliage turned the daylight
into darkness, where the owl gibbered at noonday, and the cougar and the
coyote shrieked and coughed through the black, pulseless night. Every
night they encamped on the ground, safe under the impenetrable foliage of
the redwoods from the immodest scrutiny of the prurient stars. Long pack-
trains passed them by day, urged on in their winding trail among the red-
woods by the clamorous drivers who looked and wondered if this woman
had been stricken blind ; but though these were the hereditary enemies of
her race and she might have destroyed them by a single glance, she lifted
not her hands from her face.

At last they found themselves moiling up the yet steeper and higher
slope of the second mountain-chain, through tangled thickets of the huckle-
berry, the wild rose, the silvery-leafed manzanita, and the yellowing
ferns, with here and there a stalk of dry fennel amid the coarse, rasping
grasses, filling the hot mountain air with a faint aroma. Near the summit

g, where the trail turns aside to a camping ground beneath

there is a sprin
a wide-branching fir-tree that stands solitary on the arid southern slope.
Here they rested and drank of the cool waters. Then they rose to descend
into the valley. But Nish-FFang could go no farther ; she sank in a swoon
upon the ground. And yet, with the instinct of her savage superstition
ever strong upon her, though insensible, her hands still covered her face.

Then her companions lifted her in their arms and bore her down the long
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descent of the mountain, through the grateful coolness of the fir-trees and
the madrofios, past many a murmuring spring, down into the sunny valley
of the Trinity, straw-colored in its glorious autumn ripeness, and tinted
with a mellow lilac haze. Therc in the home of her fathers, when her
nine days were fully accomplished, in the shadow of a grove of little thin-
leafed oaks, the Hup# danced around her and chanted the ancient chorals
of the puberty dance. Then the chief lifted her by the hand and the
maiden Nish-Fang became a woman of her tribe.

The puberty dance (kin'-all:h-ta) above referred to is celebrated in the
following manmner: IFor the space of nine days the male relatives of the girl
dance all night, but her female relatives do not join in the dancing, only in
the singing. The girl eats no meat, and remains apart and blindfolded all
this while. During the tenth night she is in the house, but keeps close in a
corner. The finishing stroke of the ceremony is participated in by two old
women and two young men, her relatives, the young men having around
their heads leather bands thickly set with sea-lions’ teeth—a ferocious-looking
head-dress consecrated especially to this ceremony. These five persons are
in a row, the girl in the center, the two young men standing on either side
of her and the two old women squatting on the outside. The girl goes for-
ward a few steps, then backward. She does this ten times, chanting and
throwing her hands up to her shoulders. The last time she runs forward,
and gives a leap; then the ceremony is ended.

She is now ready for marriage, and she will bring in the market from
three to ten strings (about half the valuation of a man); that is, from $15
to $50. If her husband after paying for her is not pleased with his bar-
gain, he can return her to her father and receive back lLis money. If she
has children and the father-in-law takes them he returns all the moncy;
but if the father keeps them he is obliged to content himself with half the
money. Sometimes each child she has reared is reckoned at a string in
estimating the woman’s commercial value. The Indians relate an instance
where a man wished to marry his deceased brother’s widow. The woman
had cost seven strings, and he demanded that she must either marry him or
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her friends must refund to him the seven strings. The friends were not
willing to do this, but they offered, in case the woman did not wish to marry
him, to refund the money minus one string for each of her children.
Finally, however, the woman married him.

The Hupé do not compare with the Indians farther south in the num-
ber of substances which they employ in their therapeutics. They are poor
physicians. Angelica is a panacea with them, and almost the only one.
Their great remedy is suction and conjuration.



CHAPTER IX.
TRIBES TRIBUTARY TO THE HUPA.

In this chapter I will group together the contiguous tribes that were
subject to the Hupd. Probably not all of them actually paid tribute to that
powerful tribe, but they were all so vigorously domineercd by them that
they eventually lost the distinctiveness of their respective languages and
customs, and fell into the ways of their masters. The complete subjugation
of these peoples appears to have occupied the Hupé a long series of years,
and in the case of the Chi-mal’-a-kwe at least it was only just completed

when the whites arrived.
THE CHIL-LU-T.A.

This tribe occupied Redwood Creek from the coast up about twenty
miles. Very little can be positively stated of their customs, for all that
remain of them have been removed to the reservation where the process of
absorption into the Hupé has been completed. Contradictory statements
are made as to their original language, some asserting that it was Yurok,
and others Hupa. It was probably a dialect of Yurok, though as usual in
this region, most men of the tribe spoke several languages. The name above
given them was bestowed by the Yurok. The Hup4 called them Tes'-wan.
The greater prevalence of the name ¢ Chillula” goes to show that they were
related to the Yurok.

The Chillula bury their dead. Like most of the coast tribes they are
very dark-colored, squat in stature, rather fuller-faced than the interior
Indians, guttural in their speech, and characterized by hideous and incredi-
ble superstitions, and a belief in the almost universal diabolism of nature.
They believe in a monstrous and frightful devil, who has horns, wings, and
claws; who can fly through the air with inconceivable rapidity; seize and
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instantly crush to death a human being, or bear him away through the forest.
If any one is ever so unfortunate as to behold this fearful hobgoblin he
dies upon the spot. Mr. Hempfield related to me a story of a Chillula
squaw whom he once found in the forest rigid in the last agonies of death,
with blood oozing from the nostrils and ears, and her eyes fixed in a horrid
ghastly stare; and who he had no doubt was frightened to death by believ-
ing that she had beheld the devil. The Indians told him such was not an
uncommon occurrence among the squaws.

Under various forms this superstition is common to the coast tribes of
this region. The Chillula multiply terrors to themselves by assigning this
one supreme devil legions of assistants, who assume divers forms, as those
of bats, hawks, tarantulas, and especially that of the screech-owl; and who
make it their business to torment people, bewitch them, poison them, and
do other dreadful things. Let a Chillula woman hear the unearthly gibber-
ing of a screech-owl in the dead and pulseless stillness of midnight, and
she shudders with unspeakable horror. It is difficult for us to conceive of
the spcechless terrors which these poor wretches suffer from the screeching
of owls, the shricking of night-hawks, the rustling of the trees, or even the
cold-legged and slimy crawling of insects, all of which are only channels
of deadly poison wherewith the demons would smite them.

THE WHIL'-KUT.

This name is said to be derived from the Hup# verb hu-al’-kut, whal -kut,
“1o give”, from which comes H¢-al-kut-whuh, ‘“the givers”, corrupted by
the Americans into Whil-kut. Hence these people are “the tributaries”.
They lived on Upper Redwood Creck, from the territory of the Chillula up
to the source. They ranged across southward by the foot of the Bald Hills,
which appear to have marked the boundary between them and the Chillula
in that direction, and penetrated to Van Dusen’s Fork, opposite the Sai’-az
and the Las'-sik, with whom they occasionally came in conflict.

Very little can be affirmed of them, for the same reasons which obtain
in regard to the Chillula. Mr. Hempfield states that they burned their
dead, but this seems somewhat doubtful, seeing they were surrounded on
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all sides by tribes who regarded cremation as dishonorable. Probably their
custom was somewhat varied.
They spoke Hupi, but were distinguished as a tribe of polyglots, like

most tribes of this region.
THE KFL'-TA.

The south fork of the Trinity is the home of the Keél'-ta (Khlel'-ta). T
know not if they ever had any tribal name of their own; if they ever had
they have allowed it to be supplanted by the one above employed, bestowed
on them by the Hupa.

They formerly had a distinct language, but the Hupa encroached so
much upon it that it now amounts to nothing. They are per force poly-
glots; and I saw a curious specimen of this class of inter-tribal interpreters,
so peculiar to California. He was called ““Old One-eye”, and had been
facetiously dubbed *Mr. Baker”, a title which had greatly elevated him in
his own opinion. To maintain it with suitable dignity he considered an
ancient and badly smashed tile hat and a cast-off regulation-coat with brass
buttons, as absolutely indispensable. He had one eye and six languages in

his head.
The Kelta build a conical wigwam, but without a cellar underneath.

Their implements, baskets, etc., are about the same as those heretofore
described. They have the same curious custom as the Karok of trimming
up trees with a head and two outstretched arms, and using the branches for
making assembly chamber fires.

A veteran pioneer and “squaw-man” among them informed me that
they eat soap-root (chlorogalum pomeridianum) when they are hard pushed
in the spring. They extract the poisonous quality from it by roasting,
which they do by heaping a large quantity of it on the ground, covering
it over with green leaves, and building a fire over it. This is allowed to
burn many hours until the poison is thoroughly roasted out, when the root
is said to be quite sweet and palatable. They also find a root grow-
ing in moist places, of which they make much account, and which is
probably cammas, and is called the wild potato, which when roasted and-
peeled is sweetish and toothsome. The great amount of roots in this State
which are sweet when roasted, and especially the cammas—the digging of
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which procured for the California Indians the injurious appellation of
“Diggers”—seems to account partly for the sweet-tooth that every one of
them has. Let a squaw get together a few dimes by hook or crook, and she
will hie her to a trading-post and invest every cent of it in sugar, when she
grievously needs a few breadths of calico. They are as fond of the article
as the eastern Indians are of whisky, and eat it as they would bread. The
large quantity of saccharine matter which the California Indians get in the
roots they eat seems to have somewhat to do with their fatness in youth,
just as children are always eating candy, and have round cheeks.

They gather also huckleberries and manzanita-berries, which latter are
exceptionally large and farinaceous in the Trinity Valley. I have seen
thickets of them wherein an acre could be selected that would yield more
nutriment to human life, if the berries were all plucked, than the best acre
of wheat ever grown in California, after the expenses of cultivation were
deducted. The agriculture of the Upper Trinity and South Fork—heaven
save the mark !—will never support a population one-fourth as numerous as
the Indians were, and I greatly doubt if the placers, even in the haleyon
years of their yield, supported as many as lived there in the days of
savagery.

Before the miners troubled the waters the salmon crowded up so thick
that all the river was darkened by their black-backed myriads, and they
sometimes lingered until they perished by hundreds before they could return
to salt water and rid themselves of the devouring fresh-water parasites. An
old settler says he has often seen them lying so close that he could go across
the thin stream in summer-time stepping every step on a dead salmon.

Ixtreme democracy prevails among the Kelta, each village having its
figure-head of a chief, whom they obey or not, as they list. Asamong the
Hupé, adultery committed by a married man is punished by the loss of one
eye, and murder by ransom.

Like all savages, the Kélta are inveterate gamblers, either with the

o : L% S 1
game of “guessing the sticks

or with cards ; and they have a curious way
of punishing or mortifying themselves for failure therein. When one has
been unsuccessful in gaming, he frequently scarifies himself with flints or

glass on the outside of the leg from the knee down to the ankle, scratching
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the limb all up criss-cross until it bleeds freely. IIe does this “ for luck”,
believing that it will appease some bad spirit who is against him.

Their shamans profess to be piritualists, not merely having visions in
dreams, which is common among the California Indians, but pretending to
be able to hold converse with spirits in their waking hours by clairvoyance.
An incident is related which is about as worthy of credence as the majority
of ghost-stories narrated by the gente de razon. There was a certain Indian
who had murdered Mr. Stockton, the agent of the reservation, besides three
other persons at various times, and was then a hunted fugitive. The mat-
ter created much excitement and speculation among the tattle-loving
Indians, and one day a Kelta shaman cried out suddenly that he saw the
murderer at that moment with his spiritual eyes. He described minutely
the place where he was concealed, told how long he had been there, etc.
Subsequent events revealed the fact that the shaman was substantially cor-
rect, whether he drew on his clairvoyant vision or on knowledge somehow
smuggled.

They make a curious and rather subtle metaphysical distinction in
the matter of spirits. According to them, there is an evil spirit or devil
(Iitoanchwa, a Hupa word) and a good spirit; but the good spirit is name-
less. The evil spirit is positive, active, and powerful; but the good spirit
is negative and passive. The former is without, and ranges through space
on evil errands bent; but the latter is within them; it is their own spirit,
their better mnature, or conscience. ILike Confucius, who calls the con-
science the ‘“good heart”, they seem to believe that the original nature of
man is good, and that he does evil only under temptation from the bad
spirit without or external to himself.

When a Kelta dies, according to their pretty fancy, a little bird flies
away with his soul to the spirit-land. If he was a bad Indian, a hawk will
catch the little bird and eat him up, soul and feathers; but if he was good,
he will reach the spirit-land. Before the Americans came, they used to
bury their dead in a squatting posture, which is a Win-tiin custom; but now
they follow the Hup4 custom, which is also that of civilization.

THE CHI-MAL'-A-KWE.

The Chi-mal’-a-kwe lived on New River, a tributary of the Trinity, but
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they are now extinet. When the Americans arrived there were only two
famnilies, or about twenty-five persons, on that stream who still spoke Chi-
malakwe; all the rest of them used Hwpd. On the Trinity itself, from
Burnt Ranch up to the mouth of North Fork, there lived a tribe called the
Chim-a-ri-ko (evidently the same word as the above), who spoke the same
language as the Chimalakwe, and there are perhaps a half dozen of them
yetliving. The New River Branch were interesting as affording indubitable
proof that the Hupé exacted tribute from certain surrounding tribes, for at
the time when the whites arrived the Chimalakwe were paying them yearly
a tax of about seventy-five cents per capita—that is, an average deer-skin.
An early pioneer among them named White states that they were once
nearly as numerous as the Hup4, but the restless aggression and persistency
of that sturdy racc crushed them utterly out. The Chimalakwe seem to
represent the true California Indians, while the Hupé belong to the Atha-
bascan races; and we behold here one of the last conquests of this northern
invasion, whose steady progress southward was only checked by the advent
of the Americans. As above stated, there were two families of Indians
speaking more or less Chimalakwe when the whites arrived; but in fifteen
years from that time it had dwindled to a mere category of names, though
there were not many of the tribe left to speak either Hupé or Chimalakwe.
They are a melancholy illustration of the rapidity with which the sim-
ple tribes of mountaineers have faded away before the white man, while the
more pliant and less heroic lowlanders, conserving their strength through
sluggishness, have held on for years. When the serpent of civilization came
to them, and they found they were naked, like Adam and Eve in the garden,
they made for themselves garments or stole them. Then when there came
one of those sweltering days of California the savages chafed themselves,
and grew hot in their new clothes, and they stripped them off to the last
piece. DBesides that, they suddenly changed their diet to a semi-civilized
fashion. All these things opened a broad door to quick consumption and
other maladies, and the poor wretches went off like leaves on a frosty morn-
ing in October. It is related that at one time there were not enough able-
bodied Indians in the tribe to dig graves for the dead; and the neighboring
whites, to their shame be it recorded, refused to assist them, so that many
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of them became a prey to the birds and the beasts. So they went like a
little wisp of fog, no bigger than a man’s hand, on the top of a mountain,
when the sun comes up in the morning, and they are all gone.

Living so far up the Trinity as they did, toward the great family of
Wintiin, on the Sacramento, they showed a trace of Wintin influence in
that they doubled up a corpse into a bunch to bury it. Their doctors were
like the Wintiin, too, in sucking the patient for many ailments, especially
for snake-bites.

But their panacea was the sweat-house. Mr. White relates that e once
ventured an experiment in one of these sweating-dungeons out of curiosity
and in despair over a neuralgia, for the healing of which he had suffered
many things of many physicians, and had spent all that he had, and was
nothing bettered, but rather grew worse. The first time he was well-nigh
suffocated by the dense and bitter smudge made by the green wood. Ior
two hours he lay with his face pressed close to the ground, with a wet
handkerchief over his nostrils (the Indians purposely build the fire close to
the door, so that they cannot escape until it burns down), and it was a
wonder to himself that he lived through it. But he was so much benefited
that he made a second trial of it, and was quite cured.

We have seen that the branch living on the Trinity are called Chi-
mariko. I have above intimated my belief that these represent the true
Californians, while the Hup# are Athabascan. As far as the Hupé ascended
the river we find the redwood canoe, but no farther. The Chimariko never
had the enterprise to get one up over the falls in the cafion at New River
Mountain, and no redwoods grow in their own territory. Hence they
crossed the river on willow baskets, holding them under their breasts and
propelling themselves with their feet and hands.

It is related that their hunters, when they went out to lie in ambush
near salt-licks and other springs, were accustomed to smear their bows and
arrows with yerba buena, to prevent the deer from detecting the human odor,
and that when they took this precaution they generally had good suecess.

The oak mistletoe was occasionally smoked by these Indians in lieu of
tobacco.

In the early days, before the mining operations filled up the Trinity,
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there was a fall five or six feet high at Big Flat, above which the salmon
could not pass. Hence the Wintiin living on the upper reaches of the river
were not so well provisioned as their down-river neighbors. In running up
the river the salmon would accumulate in great numbers at this obstruction,
and the Chimariko used to allow the Patch’-a-we (Wintan) living as far up
as North IFork and Caiion Creek to come down in the season and catch all
they could carry home.

They occupied a long and narrow cafion, which was rich in gold placers
and tempting to the auri sacra fames of the early miners. The mining neces-
sarily roiled the river, so that the Indians could not see to spear salmon.
As a matter of course they protested. The miners replied with insults, if
nothing worse. Being deprived of salmon, their staff of life, they stole
the miners’ pack-mules and ate them. The miners made bloody reprisals.

The eloquence of Pu-yel-yal-li, of Big Flat, stirred them up to seek
revenge, and thus matters went on from bad to worse until the deep camion
of the Trinity was luridly lighted up by the torch of war, and reéchoed to
horrid war-whoops and the yells of the wounded and dying. In 1863-64
the conflict raged with frightful truculence on either side. The Indians for
the nonce got the upper hand. For twenty miles along the river there was
scarcely a white family or even a miner left; the trading-posts were sacked
and burned ; the ponderous wheels in the bed of the river lazily flapped in
the waters now muddied no longer, silent and untended amid the blackened
ruins; and the miners’ cabins were very small heaps of ashes.

But the Americans finally rallied and returned, and sternly were the
Indians taught that they must not presume to discuss with American miners
the question of the proper color for the water in Trinity River. They were
hunted to the death, shot down one by one, massacred in groups, driven
over precipices; but in the bloody business of their taking-off they also
dragged down to death with them a great share of the original settlers, who
alone could have given some information touching their customs. In the
summer of 1871 it was commonly said that there was not an Indian left.
The gold was gone too, and the miners for the greater part; and amid the
stupendous ripping-up and wreck of the earth which miners leave behind
them, in this grim and rock-bound caiion, doubly lonesome now with its
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deserted villages sagging this way and that on little margins of shores, the
stripped and rib-smashed cabins, corrugated gravel-beds, shattered turbine-
wheels, and the hollow roaring of the river amid the gray bowlders, as if in
a kind of querulous lament over its departed glories—long ago, the dark-
skinned fishermen peering keenly down from their leafy booths, with spears
ready poised; afterward, the restless, toiling bands of miners—one finds
himself indulging in this reflection: “The gold is gone, to return no more;
the white man wanted nothing else; the Trinity now has nothing but its
salmon to offer; the Indian wanted nothing else; would not a tribe of
savages be better than this utter and irreclaimable waste, even if the gold
had never been gotten ?”

THE PAT-A-WE (PATCH'-A-WE).

This is the name given by the Chimariko to the Wintfin, consequently
they will be treated of elsewhere. Their habitat extended down the Trinity
to the mouth of North Fork. They were not in any degree subject to the
Hupa.



CHAPTER X.
THE PAT’ A-WAT.

Around Humboldt Bay there is a broad margin of land which is with-
out dispute the most valuable compact body of soil for agricultural pur-
poses in all the northern part of the State—the very jewel of the California
coast. The extraordinary exuberance of vegetation in the humid atmos-
phere of this region makes it look ragged and unhandsome, with flaunting
brake and ferns by every roadside, and concealing every fence-row, and
affording a lodging-place for great quantities of dust; but the depth and
richness of the soil—that is the wonderful thing. And yet this land of
almost unparalleled fecundity was the home of some of the most degraded
races of Northern California.

The Patawat live on the lower waters of Mad River, and round Hum-
boldt Bay as far south as Arcata, perhaps originally as far down as Lureka.
They are black-skinned; pudgy in stature; well cushioned with adipose
tissue; with little berry-like eyes, often bleared; low foreheads; harsh,
black, stiff hair; extremely timid and inoffensive; and a prey all their
lives long to the most frightful and ghoulish superstitions I have heard
anywhere. Living on the richest and goodliest of lands, they were the
envy of their poorer neighbors, and were harried from time immemo-
rial by the fierce Mattoal on the south, by the fiercer Sai’-az and Whilkut
on the east, and by the Chillula on the north. They formerly built either
the common conical hut, or the Klamath lodge of puncheons, with a round,
shallow cellar, though now most of them imitate the American house ; and
their implements are about the same as everywhere. The squaws tattoo in

blue three narrow, pinnate leaves perpendicularly on their chins, and also
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lines of small dots on the backs of their hands. They make beautiful
robes of hare-skins, and you may any time see a stout brave slumbering
on the naked earth with his head pillowed on a convenient billet of
wood and his body covered with a wild cat-skin rug that a San Francisco
millionaire might envy for an afghan. An Indian will trap and
slaughter seventy-five hare for one of these robes, making it double,
with fur inside and out; and on one of the dank nights when the sea-
wind howls dismally in from Humboldt Bay, or when the fog broods so
dense over the land that one can cleave a rift in it with his swung fist,
these are very comfortable to lie under. They also make very substan-
tial tule-mats, almost equal to the Chinese manufacture of bamboo.

One day I talked a long while with one Billy, the only son of the last
recognized chief, an Indian with a good knowledge of English, and a suit
of clothing which was neat and chastened in tone and complete even to the
dapper little necktie. He was a man of about five feet two inches in stat-
ure; with a pudding-sack face broader than it was long perhaps; his voice
was soft; his manner gentle; and his round cheeks easily rippled into a
pleasant smile. He said he was fully entitled to the succession and nobody
else pretended to be chief; but the tribe was so wasted that he took nothing
upon him, and he seemed to grow melancholy when the subject was broached.
He appeared to have sufficient acumen to perceive what a mournful farce
it would be for him to strut in a little fifteen-man authority.

In my conversation with him I caught a glimpse of what might be
called hereditary imbecility—that is, the stunting of intellect which comes
of afew families marrying in and in for a long period of years. He said the
chief of the I-tok on Eel River (there is no tribe calling themselves that—
he probably meant the Vi-ard) had lately died, leaving the succession to
his son ; but the latter was unfit to rule, being a natural. “White man call
him crazy”, said Billy in explanation. He also said that himself was not in
his sound mind. ‘““Me no want to be chief; me too much like play”, he
said. Billy was far from being crazy, but he was a fine specimen of that
placid and vacuous inutility which we occasionally see illustrated in Europe,
among those born in the purple.

~

¢« T C



98 THE PATAWAT.

The Patawat have reduced the science and practice of law down to a
tolerably accurate mechanism in one matter at least—that of mulctuary
punishment. The average fine imposed for the murder of a man is ten
strings of dllikochik, each string consisting of ten pieces, and for that of a
squaw five strings of equal length. As the pieces of this shell-money gen-
erally average, and asit was at first valued in American coin, these fines
amount to about $100 and $50, respectively. If any one is curious to have
a more determinate Indian standard, I may say that an average Patawat’s
life is considered worth about six ordinary canoes, each of which occupies
two Indians probably three months in the making (that is, of old), or, in all,
tantamount to the labor of one man for a period of three years. Many a
California homicide has escaped with no more than three years’ ‘ hard
labor” in the penitentiary. /

A wife is always acquired by purchase, and her market value is regu-
lated on a sliding scale, on which the prices range all the way from two up
to fifteen strings. Jacob wrought seven years for Rachel; a Patawat may
get his spouse for the equivalent of about nine months’ labor, such as it is,
or she may cost him as much as five years’ labor.

The Patawat also have the custom, which prevails among the Yurok,
of contracting ‘‘half-marriages.”

This tribe has a. superstition which, if not actually a belief in vam-
pires, is a close approximation thereto. According to my veracious little
chief, there are innumerable spooks, in the forms of men and women who
are in the habit of digging up dead Indians and carrying them away into
the forest. There they extract from these dead bodies, by burning and by
some process of infernal alchemy, divers kinds of poisons, which they use
in the destruction of other victims. These ghouls have equal power over
the dead and the living. In the night they frequently give chase to people
in forests, catch them, and rob them with violence of all their dilikochik.
They also have power to turn men and women into dogs, coyotes, ground-
squirrels, and other animals; and they often resort to this highly unjustifia-
ble measure. These imps of hell do not appear to be proper vampires, in
that they are not dead Indians returned to life, but pre-existing demons

assuming the human form.
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All these things Billy related to me with the most profound earnest-
ness and good faith, and many other matters he added thereto, the recital of
which would make the hair of the human race stand on end. But I have
now something to record of him which is greatly more creditable to his intel-
ligence and that of his tribe. One day I strolled leisurely several miles
through the Mad River forest with my little chaperone, and our conversa-
tion turning on the practice of medicine he pointed out to me as we went
along every plant or shrub that possessed a healing virtue. He must have
called my attention to fifty different kinds of vegetation, all used by the
physicians for medicine, and to every one he gave a distinct name. There
is not the smallest moss or lichen, not a blossoming shrub or tree or root,
not a flower or vine, no forest parasite, bulrush, or unsightly weed grow-
ing in the water or out, or any sea-weed or kelp, for which they have not
a specific name; and it seemed to me that Billy pointed out as good for
one disease or another neaﬂy half of all the herbs or bushes we saw; so
‘copious and carefully defined is the Patawat materia medica. (See chapter
on “Aboriginal Botany.”)

Among the Patawat the dead are always buried and their possessions
placed in the graves with them. There is evidence to show that this cus-
tom Jong antedates the advent of the Americans. Mr. Hempfield related
to me that in the early days of the settlements around Humboldt Bay, he
had seen old Indian burying-grounds containing hundreds of graves, each
marked with a redwood slab. Though a soft wood, the redwood is noted
for its durability ; and the size and condition of some of these head-boards
rendered it probable that the graves had been made seventy-five or a hun-
dred years.

The Patawit are like the Viard in almost every respect, and I was able
to obtain various supplementary particulars of the latter; so I will only
add here the numerals common to both tribes:

1. Kob'-tseh. 5. Weh'-sah. 9. Sri-r6-keh.
2. Di-teh. 6. Chil-6-keh.  10. Lo-kel’.

3. Di-keh. 7. A-tloh.

4. Di-oh. 8. I-wit.
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The pronunciation of the Patawat, like that of the Yurok, is quite
guttural. Judge Rosborough states, in the letter above quoted, that one
and the same language extends from Humboldt Bay to Waitspek, and that it
is “not unpleasing to the ear, being free from harsh and guttural sounds.”
This does not correspond with my observations. The Patawat and Viard
are undoubtedly identical with the Koquilth or Kowilth mentioned by
Gibbs. The Yurok does not extend as far south as Humboldt Bay.

F16, 9.—Indians at sea.



- CHAPTER XI.
THE VI:ARD OR WI-YOT.

The Viard live on lower Humboldt Bay and Eel River as far up as
Eagle Prairic. On the north side of Van Dusen’s Fork were the Whil-kut,
extending down to the confluence of the streams. The Viard, as above
noted, are very nearly identical in customs and language with the Patawat.

They appear to have constructed both the conical and the Klamath
River wigwam of hewn puncheons, in the making of which they displayed
some ingenuity. They first took elk-horns and rubbed them on stones to
sharpen them into axes and wedges. Then selecting some fallen redwood
that was straight and free from knots, with incredible labor they hacked a
notch a few inches deep and reaching perhaps a third or more of the way
around the tree. Next they brought the elk-horn wedges into play, with stones
for beetles, and split off a kind of jacket-slab, long enough for the height
of the wigwam, two or three inches in thickness and four or five feet wide.
A veteran woodman relates that he has seen them of the enormous width
of seven feet. Of course this puncheon observes the curvature of the tree,
but on being exposed to the sun for a few days it warps out flat. They
then dressed it smooth with elk-horn or flint axes, and it was ready for use.
Very much the same process is said to have been employed on the Klamath.

If the lodge was conical they could employ slabs of the huge red-
wood bark ; but only puncheons set in the ground would make a shelter
tolerably secure against the tempestuous winds of Humboldt Bay. For a
door they take one of these enormous puncheons, and with their elk-horn
axes perforate a round hole through it, just large enough to admit the
passage of an Indian on all fours; and on the inside they frequently place
a sliding panel, so that the door can be rendered baby-tight on occasion.

Being notably timid and unskillful in hunting the larger animals they

depended mainly on snares and traps to supply themselves with game. To
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catch deer or elk they constructed two long lines of brush-wood fence, so
slight as not to arouse the animals’ suspicions, or simply tied single strips of
bark from tree to tree in a continuous string, the two lines gradually con-
verging until they compelled the elk to pass through a narrow chute. At
this point they placed a pole in such a manner that the animal was obliged
to let down his horns to pass underneath, and thus he inserted his head into
the noose. This was made of grass or fibrous roots, twisted in a rope as
large as a man's arm, and was attached to a pole in such a fashion that
the elk dragged it down, whereupon it speedily became entangled in the
contiguous bushes and anchored him fast.

Sometimes, to their great dismay, they snared ““Old Ephraim,” instead
of an elk or a deer. Among the earliest colonists in the vieinity of Hum-
boldt Bay was Seth Kinman, who relates the following incident: One day
an Indian came running to his cabin with all his might, desperately blown
after a hard six-mile stretch, and so cut in his wind that he could not divulge
the matter of his business for a considerable space of time. Panting and
puffing, and in a drip of perspiration as if he had just emerged from the
sweat-house, he made out to reveal his errand by pantomime some time
before he recovered his wind. Kinman quickly caught down his rifle
and they ran back together. Arrived on the spot he found an enormous
grizzly bear snared in the noose, frantic with rage, roaring, lunging
about, dragging down bushes and saplings with the pole, and throwing
himself headlong when suddenly brought up by some tree. The Indian
would not venture within rods of him. Kinman slowly approached and
waited for the mighty beast to become a little pacified. He waited not
long though, lest the rope might chafe off, and presently drew up and sent
a bullet singing into his brain. The great brute fell, quivered, then lay
quiet. But it was only when Kinman approached and stamped on his head
with his heel that the cowardly Indians were assured; and then from all
the forest round about there went up a multitudinous shout. From a score
of trees they serambled down in all haste. Not more than a dozen had
been in sight when Kinman arrived on the ground, but now scores col-
lected in a few minutes, gazing upon the enormous brute with owl-eyed
wonder, not unmixed with terror.
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Like all coast tribes the Viard depended largely on fishing for a sub-
sistence, and the lower waters of Eel River yielded them a wonderful
amount of rich and oleaginous eels. To capture these they constructed a
funnel-shaped trap of splints, with a funnel-shaped entrance at the large
end, through which the creature could wriggle, but which closed on him
and detained him inside. Traps of this kind they weighted down so that
they floated mostly below the surface of the water, and then tied them to
stakes planted in the river bottom. Thus they turned about with the
swish of the tide, keeping the large ends always against the current, that
the eels might slip in readily.

The operation of driving these stakes into the river-bed as points of
attachment for eel-traps, illustrates a point of Indian character. Wading
out into the stream the fisherman gripes the top of the stake firmly in one
hand to prevent it from being splintered, and with a stone in the other
softly and carefully beats it into the hard-packed shingle. He works and
saws it about, tapping it gently the while; and in this fashion he labors
sometimes for hours on one pile, but drives it down at last so solid that
nothing can root it out, where-a white man, with his impatience and his
sledge-hammer, would have battéred it into a hundred slivers and failed
totally. Mr. Dunganne relates that in former times the great number of
these stakes driven into the river-bed in summer made it look like an old,
deserted corn-field.

Besides this they fish for salmon and smelt in all the various methods
practiced by the Yurok, They also drive down little weirs across tide-
water bayous, and by observing the ebb and flow of the waters capture
large quantities of little flat fish resembling the eastern perch, but some-
thing different.

The amazing fecundity of both land and water about Humboldt Bay
once sustained a dense Indian population. The populousness of the ancient
grave-yards, above referred to, is one proof thereof; and the concordant
testimony of the oldest settlers—Dunganne, Duncan, Kinman, and others—
as to the multitudes living on the shores of this noble bay when they ar-
rived, is conclusive. But their manner of smelt-fishing in the surf, whereby
their eyes were often filled with brine, and the high, sand-driving winds
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which prevail at certain seasons about the estuary of Eel River, occasioned
much ophthalmia among them, and eventually a great deal of blindness.

Mighty eaters are the Viard upon occasion. Mr. Robinson relates
that he was once hunting in company with four Indians and a white man,
when the latter beat up and shot an elk which proved to be not in good
condition, and which he consequently abandoned. He gave it to the In-
dians, and they at once kindled a fire hard by to protect them against the
assaults of grizzly bears, made every preparation for a vigorous campaign
on the tough and ancient flesh of the animal, and then fell to lively. In
twenty-four hours they accomplished the whole matter, and picked the
bones clean. Chancing to pass the place again at the expiration of that
period of time, he found the Indians lying in a torpid sleep, and nothing
left but the skeleton. Now the flesh of the elk is very solid and weighty,
like pork, and a fat and full-grown buck on Humboldt Bay not unfrequently
weighs 600 or 700 pounds. This one was lean but large-boned, and these
four Indians, at a low computation, must have devoured 150 pounds of meat
within twenty-four hours. Perhaps their dogs helped.

It was often a source of wonder to me how the delicate arrow-heads
used on war-arrows, with their long, thin points, could be made without
breaking them to pieces. The Viard proceed in the following manner:
Taking a piece of jasper, chert, obsidian, or common flint, which breaks
sharp-cornered and with a conchoidal fracture, they heat it in the fire and then
cool it slowly, which splits it in flakes. The arrow-maker then takes a flake
and gives it an approximate rough shape by striking it ‘with a kind of ham-
mer. He then slips over his left hand a piece of buckskin, with a hole to
fit over the thumb (this buckskin is to prevent the hand from being wounded),
and in his right hand he takes a pair of buck-horn pincers, tied together at
the point with a thong. Holding the piece of flint in his left hand he
breaks off from the edge of it a tiny fragment with the pincers by a twist-
ing or wrenching motion. The piece is often reversed in the hand, so that
it may be worked away symmetrically. Arrow-head manufacture is a
specialty, just as arrow-making, medicine, and other arts.

Paul Schumacher, in a communication to the Smithsonian Institution,
gives the following account of a different process in use among the Klamath
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River Indians:  “* * * A piece of bone is fastened to a wooden
shaft one and a half feet in length, the working point of which is crooked
and raised to an edge. The motions to be made with this instrument are
shown with the two principal angles, * * *  the force employed
being all the time solely pushing. To guide the instrument with a steady
hand, the handle is held between the arm and the breast, while the point,
with but little play-room, assisted by the thumb, works on the edge of the
flake, which again is held for greater safety in a piece of deer-skin. After
the two sides have been worked down to a point, then another instrument
is required, with which the barbs and projections are broken out. This is
a needle or awl of about three inches length, and by a pushing motion the
desired pieces are broken out similar as with the first-mentioned tool”.

Judging by this description, the tool here mentioned is made and
worked like one I saw among the Washo of Nevada. '

Besides the ordinary dances of enjoyment, of friendship, etc., the
Viard have an annual thanksgiving dance in autumn. It is not an extra-
foraneous affair like most of the great anniversary dances of the nortliern
tribes, but is held in a large assembly-hal¥ A number of men, fifteen or
twenty, according to the room, and two or three maidens, constitute the
performers, all of whom are arrayed in barbaric splendor, with feather
head-dresses, fur robes, strings of abalone shells, beads, ete. They dance
in a circle around the fire, chanting their monotonous and meaningless
choruses, as usual, with occasional improvised recitative, as the spirit may
move them, but not beating time to their singing. The observant reader
has probably remarked that most of the tribes so far mentioned do not
employ the baton to cadence their harmony, although they keep remark-
ably good time; but south of Humboldt Bay most of them beat time to
their chanting.

But the great feature of the occasion is the oration pronounced by some
““old man eloquent”. At a certain turn of the celebration he proceeds to
make them a set harangue, in round and sonorous phrasing, wherein he
sums up all the bounties and triumphs of the year. He enumerates all the
fat, firm-Heshed elk they have snared or shot, all the cotton-tailed deer they
have run down, the cougars, if any, their braves may have killed, the grizzly
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bears they have snared, the bear, otter, and seal skins they have tanned ;
dwells with unction on the bushels of rich and oily eels they have captured
in their traps, the red-fleshed salmon they have speared, the smelt, the
perch, the squaw-fish, the red-fish they have taken in their nets and dried
for winter; gives an account of the rich, sweet hazel-nuts, acorns, the scar-
let manzanita-berries, and the purple whortleberries they have stored up in
the attics of their wigwams; describes with pride the slender, graceful
canoes they have launched, the new wigwams that have been built, and the
fine stock of bows, arrows, nets, baskets, tule-mats, bear-skin rugs, fish-
. gigs, grass ropes, and beads they have accumulated ; tells of the births and
marriages, but carefully refrains from any naming of the dead; glorifies
the victories they have achieved over their enemies, and the heads they
have cut off, but patriotically slurs over their defeats, etc. In short, he
combines in this one speech the President’s message, Department reports,
and the municipal and health officers’ statistics, and adds to the whole a brief
thanksgiving homily, exhorting them to good behavior, decency—in short,
the practice of the whole limited decalogue of Indian virtues.

This oration is received with stolid solemnity and silence, and the
conclusion of it is no more disturbed by indecorous applause than a thanks-
giving sermon would be in Trinity Church. But the thanksgiving dinner—
that is lacking. There is no feasting on dainties—nothing but common
feeding. The dance is resumed until the company have their fill, and the
winding up at night is celebrated by a carousal, wherein they violate the
moral precepts of the chief to the top of their bent.



CHAPTER XII.
THE MAT-TOAL.

The Mat-t6al have their main habitat on the creek which bears their -
name (Mattole) and on the still smaller stream dignified with the appella-
tion of Bear River. From the coast they range across to Eel River, and
by immemorial Indian usage and prescriptive right they hold the western
bank of this river from about Eagle Prairie—where they border upon the
Viard—up southward to the mouth of South Fork, where their domain is
bounded by that of the Lo-lon’-kiik.

One thing is notable in regard to the Mattoal, and that is that they
form the first exception and the termination to the law of supremacy which
prevails all along the coast above. The Tolowa, in Del Norte County, have
beaten the Yurok on the Lower Klamath time out of mind. The Yurok
were always a terror to the Chillula, and the latter to the Patawat and the
Viard on Humboldt Bay; but here the rule is reversed, and a southern tribe
masters a northern. Before the whites came to meddle, and for years
afterward, the Mattoal harried the feeble folk about the bay; and to this
day, excepting the whites alone, there is no other so terrible bugbear to
them as the name of the Mattoal. The latter form an exception to this law,
because living principally in a valley secluded from the cold, raw ocean
fogs, and subsisting more on a strong meat diet, they are fighting men, suffi-
ciently well fed to whip mercilessly the tribes on Humboldt Bay, who sub-
sist on fish, eels, and roots to a greater extent.

And here I would venture most respectfully to suggest that Professor
Agassiz’s theory of a phosphoric fish-diet being nutritive above all others

to the human brain, is not corroborated by the facts prevailing among these
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races. Not only do the interior tribes almost invariably lord it over the
coast tribes by force of arms, but I have found not only the most beautiful
legends, but about all there are of any description, at least one or two layers
of tribes back from the sea, while these fog-sodden ichthyophagi have the
most revolting and incredible superstitions.

As above noted, the Mattoal were ever making predatory raids on the
feeble Viard and Patawat, and after the whites came into the country they
enlarged their operations to include them also. For this the unfortunate bay
tribes generally had to bear the blame. With that profound disregard of
fine-spun distinctions which is characteristic of the sincere but illogical
pioneers, they sacrificed whatever Indians came in their way with great
impartiality. Their story, as related by a Viard, is touching in its simple
pathos: ‘“Mattoal he come steal um, steal hoss, pig, cow, chicken; steal
heap; run um off. White man get heap mad; he cuss. IHe say one Hum-
boldt Bay Injun, ‘You steal um.” Injun say, ‘No, no; one Mattoal; me
no do” White man say, ‘You lie” Injun he run. White man run after
him; he.shoot um; kill heap Injun.” The Americans forbade the Viard
and the Mattoal from quarreling; but when the latter wished to see their
hereditary foes suffer, they had only to make a foray and steal some Ameri-
can horses in the Viard territory, and the thing would speedily be done.

The Mattoal language differs from that of Humboldt Bay so much that
the two tribes cdnnot understand each other until they have conversed
together some months. Though I have no specimens of it, I am told by
th® Indians that it is the same as the Wai-lak-ki of Eel River. This being
the case, the Mattoal would belong to the Athabascan races who made the
great invasion of Northern California, while the Humboldt Bay tribes would
seem to be a remnant of the true Californians, still holding their rich low-
lands against the invaders surrounding them on all sides but the sea.

Their wigwams, implements, etc., are like those around them every-
where, and there is nothing of special interest to be noted save the glue
they manufacture, which is superior to anything made by civilized processes,
not excepting Spalding’s patent. With it they glue their strips of sinew on
their bows, which render them quite infrangible by any ordinary reasonable
strain. Bend the bow with the strength of a Ulysses, yet the sinew cleaves
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tight, for the glue neither cracks nor scales up until the wood itself is broken.
The secret of its composition is not known to the whites.

In another regard, also, the Mattoal differ from other tribes, and that
is that the men tattoo. Their distinctive mark is a round blue spot in the
center of the forehead. The squaws tattoo pretty much all over their faces.

In respect to this matter of tattooing there is a theory entertained
by some old pioneers which may be worth the mention. They hold that
the reason why the women alone tattoo in all other tribes is that in case
they are taken captives, their own people may be able to recognize them
when there comes an opportunity of ransom. There are two facts which
give some color of probability to this reasoning. One is that the California
Indians are rent into such infinitesimal divisions, any one of which may
be arrayed in deadly feud against another at any moment, that the slight
differences in their dialects would not suffice to distinguish the captive
squaws. A second is that the squaws almost never attempt any ornamental
tattooing, but adhere closely to the plain regulation-mark of the tribe.

Besides the coyote stories with which gifted squaws amuse their children,
and which are common throughout all this region, there prevails among the
Mattoal a custom which might almost be dignified with the name of geo-
graphical study. In the first place, it is necessary to premise that the bound-
aries of all the tribes on Humboldt Bay, Eel River, Van Dusen’s Fork,
and in fact everywhere, are marked with the greatest precision, being
defined by certain creeks, cafions, bowlders, conspicuous trees, springs, ete.,
each one of which objects has its own individual name. It is perilous for
an Indian to be found outside of his tribal boundaries, wherefore it stands
him well in hand to make himself acquainted with the same early in life.
Accordingly the squaws teach these things to their children in a kind of
sing-song not greatly unlike that which was the national firore some time
ago in rural singing-schools, wherein they melodiously chanted such pleas-
ing items of information as this: *California, Sacramento, on the Sacra-
mento River.” Over and over, time and again, they rehearse all these
bowlders, etc., describing each minutely and by name, with its surround-
ings. Then when the children are old enough, they take them around to
beat the bounds like Bumble the Beadle; and so wonderful is the Indian
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memory naturally, and so faithful has been their instruction, that the little
shavers generally recognize the objects from the descriptions of them pre-
viously given by their mothers. If an Indian knows but little of this great
world more than pertains to boundary bush and bowlder, he knows his own
small fighting-ground infinitely better than any topographical engineer can
learn it.

It is above remarked that no Indian in war-time can cross his own
proper metes and bounds on penalty of death. There is one exception, that
of the herald, whose person is inviolable “wide as the Indian idiom rings.”
So far as his dialect is spoken, he can pass with impunity on errands of
weighty business, and especially with a declaration of war, protected by
the ®gis of his sacred function. He simply whispers two mysterious and
sacred words as a countersign, which no other Indian may utter even under
his breath. What these words are my informant, Mr. Burleigh, did not
know; they are taboo to the vulgar herd.

The Mattoal burn their dead, thus showing their relationship with the
Upper Eel and Russian River races rather than with the northern. They
hold that the good depart to a happy region somewhere southward in the
great ocean, but the soul of a bad Indian transmigrates into a grizzly bear,
which they consider, of all animals, the cousin-german of sin.

Creation, according to this tribe, was accomplished in a very expe-
ditious manner. The Big Man first fashioned the naked ground, without
form and void, destitute of animal and vegetable life, with the exception of
one solitary Indian. It was a huge, black world, silent and dark and
bleak. The one lone aboriginal of humanity roamed over it desolate and
cheerless, finding nothing to gladden his eyes or appease his hunger. Then,
upon a time, suddenly there came a strong and swift whirlwind, which
sucked up from the ground and filled all heaven with drifting sand and dust
and smoke, and the Indian fell flat upon his face in an unspeakable terror.
When the tempest passed away he arose and looked, and lo ! all this pleasant
world was finished and perfect as it is to-day—the earth swarded with
green, lush grass, and dappled with sweet flowers, the forests already grown
and inhabited by beasts, and the great sea teeming with its finny flocks.

The work of creation having been thus consummated all on a sudden,
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they hold that there is only a certain limited number of spirits existing
among the animals. When one departs this life his spirit immediately takes
up its abode in some other one just then entering into existence.

Thus they revolve through a never ending cycle, qualis ab incepto, and
are of necessity immortal, though the Indians do not carry out the philoso-
phy to these fine conclusions.

They have also a tradition of the flood, and as usual this occurrence
took place in their immediate vicinity. Taylor'’s Peak is the mountain on
which the surviving Indians took refuge.

Frogs and white mice are reverenced by the Mattoal, and they never
on any account kill or injure one of these sacred animals. Their super-
stitious regard for frogs is illustrated in the legend following:

LEGEND OF SATTIK.

Many snows ago there came up a white man out of the southland,
journeying down IZel River to the country of the Mattoal. He was the
first white man who had ever come into that land, and he lost his way and
could not find it again. For lack of food through many days he was sore
distressed with hunger, and had fallen down faint in the trail, and he came
near dying. But there passed that way an Indian who was called Sattik,
and he saw the white man fallen in the trail with hunger with his mouth in
the dust, and his heart was touched because of him. He took him and
lifted him up, and he brought him fresh water to drink in his hands, and
from his basket he gave him dried salmon to eat, and he spoke kind words
to him.  Thus the man was revived, and his soul was cheered within him,
but he could not yet walk. Then the heart of Sattik was moved with pity
for the white man, and he took him on his back and carried him on the
way. They journeyed three sleeps down Eel River, but Sattik carried the
white man on his shoulders, and he sat down often to rest. At the end of
the third day they came to a large spring wherein were many frogs; and
Sattik dipped up water in his hands to drink, as the manner of Indians is,
but the white man bowed down on his belly and drank of the waters, and
he caught a frog in his hand and eat it, because of the hunger he had. At
the sight of this the Indian’s heart became as water for terror, and he fled
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from the wrath of the Big Man, lest, because of this impious thing that was
done, he should come down quick out of heaven, and with his red right hand
rend a tree to splinters and smite them both dead to the ground. He ran
one day and two nights, and turned not his face back to look behind him,
neither did he rest. Then he climbed up a redwood tree to the top of it;
but the tree was hollow, and he broke through at the top, and fell down on
the inside to the bottom and died there.

Like most wild peoples, the Mattoal are exceeding generous upon the
spur of the moment—generous with that thriftless disregard of to-morrow
characteristic of savages—but they are sometimes heartlessly indifferent to
their parents. They will divide the last shred of dried salmon with any
casual comer who has not a shadow of claim upon them, except the claim
of that exaggerated and supererogatory hospitality that savages use; but
when their elders grow too decrepit to contribute anything more to the
household stock, and are only a burden on their scant larder, they often
turn them adrift. They are made to understand that any assistance which
will enable them to shuffle off this mortal coil with dispatch will be cheer-
fully rendered. Mr. Burleigh, a long time resident among them, says they
were sufficiently affectionate toward their parents before the arrival of the
whites; but their sadly dwindled resources, and the hard necessities that,
have griped them since, have stunted their piety.

" As an instance of black filial ingratitude, I saw an old squaw who had
been abandoned by her children because she was blind, and who was wan-
dering alone in the Eel River Mountains. Day was night and night was
eternal to her sightless eyes, and through all hours of the twenty-four alike
she groped her way about with a staff in each hand, going everywhere and
uowhere, turning her head quickly toward any noise with that piteous,
appealing movement so pathetic in the blind, and uttering every few min-
utes a wild, mournful, and haunting wail, which sounded like the cry of a
hare when it is pierced by the fangs of the hounds. It is hardly possible
to imagine any spectacle more melancholy than that of this poor blind
savage, deserted by all her natural protectors, and left to wander in a dark-
ness which knew no day through those forests and among those wild
cafions. By the merest chance she had happened upon the bivouac of a
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party of men conducting a pack-train, and they gave her what provisions
she could take, and volunteered to guide her to the nearest Indian ranche-
ria; but the poor soul could not understand a word they uttered, or if she
did, preferred to take her chances of casual whites rather than throw her-
self again on a people whose hearts a hard and bitter poverty had steeled,
or invoke again even that cheap humanity of blood-relationship which years
of calamity had destroyed.
THE LO-LON'-KUK.

The Lo-lon’-kiik live on Bull Creek and the south fork of Eel River,
owning the territory between those streams and the Pacific, along which
they have a prescriptive right fo a certain length of frontage for fishing
purposes. They have the same language and customs as the Mattoal, and
no separate description of them is required. Their name has been cor-

rupted by the Americans into Flonk’-o, by which they are generally known. _
8T ¢



CHAPTER XIIL
THE WAI-LAK-KI, ETC.

In the Wintan language wai signifies “north,” and lakki ‘tongue,”
hence “people.” So these are the North People. But they do not speak
a language in any way related to the Wintin; and are therefore another
instance of a California tribe bearing a name given them by a neighbor.

There is a certain mystery attaching to this tribe. They live along
the western slope of the Shasta Mountains, from North el River (above
Round Valley) to Hay Fork; along Eel and Mad Rivers, extending down
the latter about to Low Gap; also on Dobbins and Larrabie Creeks. Hence
they are not north of the Wintun at all, as their name indicates, but west of
the Sacramento Wintin and south of the Trinity Wintan. The Wailakki
proper, belonging to the Wintin nation, and whose name corresponds to
their geographical location, live on the Sacramento above Red Bluff.

As remarked, they have a Wintiin name (their own name for them-
selves is Ken'-es-ti), and there are two names of places, Ketten Chow and
Ketten Pum (these should be spelled Hetten), which are drawn from the
Wintiin language within their domain. These geographical terms lying
within their territory show that they must have displaced the Wintin at
some former time; and their own language being related to the Hupé shows
that they probably came from the north. Is it not possible therefore that
they may have received their present name from the Wintiin while they
were yet to the north of them? This supposition explains the origin of
their name, and I see not how else it can be explained.

On linguistic and other grounds I am inclined to believe that the
114
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Wailakki are the descendants of a former secession or offshoot from the
Hup#, who migrated up the Trinity many years ago, and acquired their
name from the Wintiin while they actually were “North People,” though
they continued to push on southward, displacing the Lassik (a tribe of
Winttn affinities) within the American period, until they lodged where they
now are, and the whites came and arrested all further migration. The
whites became acquainted with the Wintuin first, picked up the name
“Wailakki” from them, and applied it without any regard to the tribe’s own
name to the one now bearing it, and it has remained to this day. If the
whites call a California tribe by a certain name, no matter what, they soon
learn to use that, whether speaking with whites or with one another.

The fact that the Wailakki dwell on small ineligible mountain streams
and the head-waters of one or two swift rivers, without having any one
really good valley to themselves, shows that they were once interlopers
who had to wedge themselves in where they could.

Judge Rosborough, in the letter referred to in a previous chapter,
advances the theory that there have been three principal lines of migration
from the north—one along the coast, diverging slightly into the interior; a
second, up the Willamet River, in Oregon, and over the Kalapuya Mount-
ains into Scott and Shasta Valleys; and a third, down past the Klamath
lakes and across the lava regions to Pit River.

I am much inclined to accept this theory, and, indeed, before 1 had
cver seen Judge Rosborougl’s letter, I had come to a similar conclusion in
regard to the line of southward migration along the coast: but I had not at
that time any facts in my possession as to the two other migrations, nor
even a suspicion that they had ever occurred. I had discovered already
that along the supposed track of this coast-line of migration there is a series
of tribes, beginning in Del Norte County, and including the Tolowa, the
Hup4, and some of their tributaries (not counting in the Humboldt Bay
tribes), and the Wailakki, who speak languages closely related. Itisa
singular fact that these languages are also closely related to the Navajo, of
New Mexico, showing that the Navajo must have removed from the Pacific
coast within comparatively recent times. The following table of numerals
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corroborates this statement. (The Navajo are taken from another work,
and probably have the English sound of the vowels).

TOLOWA. HUPA. WAILAKKI. NAVAJO.

1 | chlah. chlah. klai’-hai. kli.

2 | nakh’-eh. nakh. nok’-ah. nahkee.

3 | takh’'-eh. takh. tok. tah.

4 | tenkh’-eh. tinkh. tenkh’-ah. dteen.

5 | swol’-lah. chwé-lah. tus-kul’-lah. estlahh.

6 | os-ti-neh. hos-tan’. kis’-lak. hostonn.

7 | tsé-teh. okh’-kit. kiis’-nak. susett.

8 | la-ni-shi-tnd-ta.| ki-nem. kis'-tak. seepee.

9 | ehla-ntukh. no-kog’-tah. kiis-tenkh’-ah. | nastyy.
10 | neh’-stn. minkh’-lah. kwang-en’-ta. | niznahh

The Wailakki, though so obviously Hupa in affinity, owing to their
nearness to the Wintiin, have adopted some of their customs, as scalping,
the scalp dance, the clover dance, and some other things. On the other
hand they tattoo nearly like the Yuki, so that they are mistaken by some
for that singular people. Thus it will be seen that they are a somewhat
composite people: Hupd in speech, Wintin in name and in several cus-
toms, and almost Yuki in tattooing.

They build the common conical wigwam of poles and bark, with a
depression slightly scooped out for a floor. One sees among them very
pretty strings of shell-money, called fo-kal'-li, consisting of thin, circular
disks about a quarter of an inch in diameter, and resembling somewhat the
Catholic rosaries, in having one larger button or * Gloria Patri” to every
ten small “Ave Marias”. I have seen a Wailakki squaw with ear-drops or
pendahts carved from the ear-shell (Haliotis) in the shape of fish, and exhib-
iting the glinting tints of that beautiful shell to great advantage. It is the
only instance of fancy shell or bone carving, aside from the common shell-
money, that I ever remember to have noticed. -

In the hot and sweltering interior of the State the Indians generally
leave their warm winter lodges as soon as the dry season is well established,
and camp for the summer in light, open wickiups of brushwood, which they
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Figure 10.—Wai'-lak-ki Woman tattooed.
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sometimes abandon two or three times during the summer for convenience
in fishing, ete. Immediately on the coast this is scarcely done at all, be-
cause not necessary; but the Wailakki generally go higher up the little
streams in the heated term, roaming and camping along where the salmon
trout (Salmo Masoni) and the Coast Range trout (Salmo iridea) most abound.
They capturc those and other minnows in a rather ignominious and un-
Waltonian fashion. When the summer heat dries up the streams to stag-
nant pools they rub the poisonous soap-root in the water until the fish are
stupefied, when they easily scoop them up, and the poison will not affect
the tough stomach of the aborigines.

In Ketten Chow Valley they used to gather immense quantities of
cammas (Cammasia esculenta). Then there is a kind of wild potato grow-
ing on high and dry places (I saw no specimens of it) which they use to a
considerable extent, in addition to roots eaten by all California Indians.
In the Wintin language, “Hetten Chow” denotes “cammas valley,” and
“Hetten Pum” means ‘“cammas earth”.

The Wailakki have also a very unsportsmanlike method of capturing
deer. They run them down afoot. This is not so difficult a matter as one
might imagine in the case of a very fat buck. Deer have a habit of run-
ning pretty much in certain established trails, and the Indians make these
trails a study, post relays of men at points where the animal is pretty cer-
tain to pass, and so give him continuous chase until he is out of his range,
and thereby frequently get him so blown that he either stands at bay or
takes to the water. An old hunter tells me he has frequently seen them
capture a fine buck in this manner. Then, again, they construct two slight
lines of brushwood fence, converging to a point, where a snare is set, and
they chase the animal into this snare. Beside deer, they also run down
hare and rabbits, and this is still more easily done. A company of Indians
get together in a space of meadow or in an open wood, and whoop and
beat the cover to flush the quarry. Puss is terrified by the multitude of
voiees, and runs wild, springs in the air, doubles, tacks, flings somersaults,
ducks, leaps square off from a straight‘run even when nothing moves or
makes a noise near it, and so beats itself completely out, or slips into its
burrow. This is great sport for the Indians. They whoop, laugh, scurry
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through the woods, jump, swing their arms, fling clubs, and make a deal of
noise. I have seen an Indian boy of fourteen run a rabbit to cover in ten
minutes, split a stick fine at one end, thrust it down the hole, twist it into
its scut, and pull it out alive. This was easier than it would have been to
shoot it, especially if he missed it.

One of their favorite dances is the black-bear dance, which is cele-
brated when one of the Wailakki braves has been so fortunate as to kill or
trap one of these animals of happy omen, or has even succeeded in pur-
chasing a skin of one. They stretch it up on stakes, and then caper and
chant around it in a cirele, beating the skin with their fists as if they were
tanning the same.

Another joyous occasion is the clover dance, which is performed in
the season when the burr-clover gets lush and juicy to eat. The squaws
deck themselves out in deerskin-robes and strings of pretty shells, which
jingle and glint to their hopping, while each man has a circlet or coronal of
the soft white down of owls around his head, twisted in a fluffy roll as large
as his arm, and another very long one of the same description around his
loins, tied behind, with the two ends reaching down to the ground. In
short, the men endeavor to make themselves look as much like the great
white owl as possible, and the main purpose of their numerous antics appears
to be to keep these long tails flopping about. They stand in two circles—
the men inside, the women outside; strike up the inevitable droning chant,
and the women dance by simply jumping up and down on both feet, while
their partners in front of them leap, skip, brandish their arrows, and at a
certain turn of the chant they all jump up together, with a loud whoop and
shaking of bows and arrows, after which there is a dead silence for a few
moments, when they commence chanting again da capo. There is no feast-
ing at any time. ' )

Filial piety cannot be said to be a distinguishing quality of the Wailakki,
or, in fact, of any Indians. No matter how high may be their station, the
aged and decrepit are counted a burden. The old man, hero of a hundred
battles, sometime “lord of the lion heart and eagle eye,” when his fading
eyesight no more can guide the winged arrow as of yore, is ignominiously
compelled to accompany his sons into the forest, and bear home on his
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poor old shoulders the game they have killed. He may be seen tottering
feebly in behind them, meek and uncomplaining, even speaking proudly of
their skill, while he is almost crushed to earth beneath a burden which their
unencumbered strength is greatly more able to support, but they touch it
not with so much as one of their fingers.

Most people who have traveled in the frontier regions of California,
especially if they were on foot, have probably been no little worried and
exasperated at the perversity with which the road-makers have run the trails
and roads over the summits of the hills. Often have I said to myself in
my hot impatience, “If there is one hill in all this land that is higher than
another, these engineers and graders are never content until they have car-
ried the road over the top of it.” DBut the Indians are more responsible for
this than our engineers. Time and again I have wondered why the trails
so laboriously climb over the highest part of the mountain; but I afterward
discovered that the reason is because the Indians needed these elevated
points as lookout-stations for observing the movements of their enemies.
They run the original trails through the chaparral. 'The pioneers followed
in their footsteps, and widened the path when need was, instead of going
vigorously to work and cutting a new one on an easier grade; and in process
of time when a wagon-road became necessary they often followed the line
of the ancient trail. When the whole face of the country is wooded alike,
the old Indian trails will be found along the streams; but when it is some-
what open they invariably run along the ridges, a rod or two below the
crest—on the south side of it, if the ridge trends east and west; on the
east side, if it trends north and south. This is for the reason, as botanical
readers will understand, that the west or north side of a hill is most thickly
wooded. The California Indians seek open ground for their trails that they
may not be surprised either by their enemies or by cougars and grizzly
bears, of which beasts they entertain a lively terror.

The Wailakki are a cholerie, vicious, quarrelsome race, like the Yuki
of Round Valley, whom they resemble; and these two tribes are the prime
rascals of all that country. Naturally, therefore, the tribe has been rap-
idly fretted away by the white men, and they would have been wholly
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abolished before this time had they not been gathered on the Round Valley
Reservation.

" An adventure related by T. G. Robbins, of the California volunteers,
shows that the Wailakki are not lacking in bravery. His regiment, the
Second Infantry, had been pushing a stiff campaign against them south of
Yl River, routed them in a bloody fight, and drove them pell-mell over
the river at Big Bend. One of them being a poor swimmer lagged behind,
and when Robbins and his comrades emerged on the bank, they saw him
resting in the middle of the river, in the eddy of a bowlder. Ie now
struck out again, and the bullets spattered in the water around him like
hail. Once across, he perceived it would be death to run up the bank
under fire, so he concealed himself again. Robbins stripped to the buff
and swam over to tackle him. As he came out of the water the Indian
dashed at him with an enormous root in each hand. Both men were stark
naked, except that the Wailakki had a shell-button and a dime hanging
from each ear. The soldier struck at him, but his rotten billet of driftwood
splintered harmlessly over the savage’s head. The Indian aimed a mighty
blow in return, but the soldier threw up his left arm as in sword practice,
and the club broke over it, though the end slammed down on his sconce, -
causing him to perceive ten or twelve Indians and several hundred stars.
The Indian struck with his second club, but Robbins parried again, and
the club bounced high in the air. Both men were now disarmed. Instead
of closing in and grappling, as he should have done, the Indian made a
dive to recover his club. Quick as thought the soldier caught up another,
and as the Indian stooped he dealt him a stunning blow on the base of the
ear. The savage fell all along on the gravel, and lay quivering in every
muscle, while the soldier, as he says, “beat him until there was not a whole
bone in his body”, and the company on the- other side looked on and
applauded.

This trifling affair, with its truly Homeric termination, is worth
relating only as an instance of a fair, naked fight between men of the two
races, armed only with the weapons which nature offered. The upshot
shows that the savage was the equal of the other in strength, agility, and
courage, but was inferior in fencing.
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THE LAS -SIK.

The Las'-sik formerly dwelt in Mad River Valley, from the head-
waters down to Low Gap, or thereabout, where they bordered on the
Whilkut. They took their name from their last famous chief. As above
narrated, a little before the whites arrived they were driven out of this region
by the incursion of the Wailakki, whence they removed to Van Dusen’s
Fork and Dobbins and Larrabie Creeks. They were of Wintiin affinities,
so here again they jostled against the original occupants, the Saiaz and
others, and in hard-fought battles were routed again. Thus ousted from
every place where they tried to establish homes—crowded, elbowed, super-
numerary in a crystallized population, beaten about from pillar to post, with
their hearts full of rancorous bitterness and despair—they became a band of
gypsies, or rather of thugs, houseless and homeless nomads, whose calling
was assassination, and whose subsistence was pillage. Their hand was
against every man, and every man’s hand against them. All the world was
their natural enemy. They roamed over the face of the earth, robbing and
murdering. Tt is said they took no scalps, but cut off a slain enemy’s feet
and hands. They even penetrated into the distant valley of the Sacra-
' mento, where they came in conflict with the newly-arrived white man, and
by bloody defeat and fierce pursuit they were hurled back over the mountains
whence they came.

After much tough and bitter experience in this adoptive method of life,
the Lassik gradually ceased to murder in robbing, but continued to prose-
cute the latter occupation with undiminished vigor and brilliant success.
They would blacken their faces and bodies with charcoal, then go into the
forest near some sequestered house, or by the wayside, and squat there for
hours together motionless as a stump. So closely would they resemble the
latter object that the lynx-eyed backwoodsman and hero of fifty fights
would pass them by unaware. When some one came along at last
.who was seemingly weak, and promised good picking, they would sally
forth quickly—strange how these stumps will get up and run!—catch
the horse by the bit, and proceed to pluck the rider clean. Day after
day, week after week, they would come and squat in this fashion near
some lonely house, with that infinite persistence of the Indian, watching
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the inmates as they came and went, counting them over and over again,
until they were certain of their number and quality. Then at last, on some
happy day, when all the signs of the zodiac, the sun and moon and planets,
were favorable, and no owl screeched, and the spiders were all still, and
everybody was gone out of the house except perhaps some old crone or
swaddled baby, they would summon courage to make a rush, capture the
solitary occupant, pinion him, and plunder the house with neatness and
dispatch.

Mr. Robinson related to me an instance where a certain house was plun-
dered by them three Aprils in succession, punctually to a week, and almost
to a day. It was the property of a lone wild Irishman, a shepherd, who
was necessarily absent day-times with his flock on the mountains, thus
leaving his household substance an easy prey to the savages. After being
twice robbed in succession, Paddy took unto himself a wife for a bulwark
and a defense to his possessions round about. But a third time the Lassik
came when he looked not for them, scaled the garden fence, made a sud-
den irruption into the house, and knowing the propensity of women to talk,
caught the Irishman’s wife, tied up her mouth tight, and bade her escape for
life. This she did, and they then proceeded without interruption to make
a choice selection of household goods, which they carried away.

This predatory gypsy life (they subsisted largely this way, not having
a right to any fishing-grounds), insured their speedy destruction by the
whites. In 1871 it was said there were only three of them left; these
had returned to the ancestral valley of Mad River, and were living under

protection of the whites.
THE SAI'-AZ.

As nearly as I could ascertain, the Sai’-az formerly occupied the
tongue of land jutting down between Eel River and Van Dusen’s Fork.
They were all carried away to the Hoopa Valley Reservation, and had been
so long dragged about between home, the Smith River Reservation, and this,
that they were dwindled away to a most pitiful and miserable remnant, who
could give no intelligible account of themselves. The only thing which
can be stated with certainty is that they once dwelt somewhere on the east

bank of Eel River.
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It is the testimony of white men, who had had a taste of their quality,
that they were once among the bravest of the California Indians. It was only
after a long and heroic resistance that they gave under, and weve led away
captive to the Smith River Reservation. It was in Hoopa Valley that I saw
them, and it was indeed hard to believe then that they had ever done any-
.thing manly. They were the most abject of human beings—many of them
from living eternally in the smudge, with one or both eyes swollen and
horribly protruding ; some with their noses half eaten away ; all with their
coarse black hair drooping over faces pitted and slashed, or purple, blotched,
and channel-worn with the dribblings of bleared and sodden eyes. Their
naked and unspeakably filthy board cabins stood on a hot mesa beside the
river, with never a tree or a shrub to dapple their roofs with a sprinkle of
shade; the flaming sun made riot in the exhalations staggering up from the
fouled earth ; bones, chips, skins, festering flesh were strewn about; and in
this place of miasma and famine the ghastly beings lay about in their
swarming tatters, basking in the sun like muddy-skinned caymans of Lou-
isiana, or drowsily shelling a few acorns, for they received no rations.

Most tribes of California either burn their lodges annually or abandon
them frequently to escape from the vermin; but here, condemned to live
always on one spot and in the same lodges which they were not taught how
to cleanse, they are almost devoured alive. In their native state they always
bathe the entire person daily in cold water; but here, huddled together in
foul, reeking quarters, what little pride of person they ever had wasin a
fair way to be crushed out of them.

Judging from the wretched remnants that are left, the Saiaz resemble
most Eel River Indians, having rather squatty, adipose bodies, chubby
heads, and long simian hands. Like the Kélta they frequently scarify the
outside of their legs when they lose a bet in gambling.

They entertain a belief in what, out of contradistinction to Pantheism,
may be called Pandemonism. Most tribes living near the coast believe
that the devils or evil spirits of the world pervade many forms of animal
life, or at least are able to assume those forms at pleasure for the torment-
ing of men (though all of them have some one or more animals, as a
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white deer, a white mouse, a frog, a black bear, a black eagle, into which
the devil never does enter); but the Saiaz hold that these evil spirits also
take possession of the vegetable world for the plaguing of mankind.

For instance, acorns, leaves, or twigs falling from trees on the roofs of
their wigwams are all instinct with the devil, replete with demoniac, poison-
ous influence; and they think that the bad spirits assume these forms to
compass their destruction. When the winter wind goes over them with a
lonesome, ghostly shriek, and brings the acorns and leaves rattling down
on their roofs, they shudder, and the timid squaws scream with terror. One
would think that an imagination so lively would involve common sense
enough to suggest the building of the lodges in the open ground. And,
in fact, most of their villages, as is the case throughout California, are
built on open ground, though this is done rather with a view of preventing
hostile tribes from ambushing them.

One way the Saiaz and other Eel River Indians sometimes adopt in
crossing swift and deep rivers in winter is to hold stones on their heads to
weight them down so that they can wade over on the bottom. They will
stay under nearly two minutes, and by selecting smooth, gravelly places
they can cross streams of some rods in width this way.

My observations have been that the Indians of Eel and Mad Rivers are
of a rather short and pudgy stature, especially the Wailakki, and a decidedly
inferior physique in general; but the pioneers say that present appear-
ances are deceptive. These tribes have suffered much from wars with the
whites, and the remnants of them are the poorest specimens of their race,
who took little part in fighting. In an early day they averaged an inch or
two taller than the Indians of Sacramento Valley and the Weaverville Basin,
and were much finer men. The Wailakki are called by the Yuki “Kak’-
wits”; . e, “North People”.

The Wailakki call the Saiaz Noan’-kakhl, and the Mattoal and Lolon-
kiik, Tul’-bush. All these tribes here mentioned originally spoke Wailakki.



CHAPTER XIV.
THE YU-KI.

To the traveler arriving on the summit between Eden Valley and the
Middle Eel River, looking north, there is presented one of the most beauti-
ful and picturesque landscapesin California. The name, “Round Valley”,
is descriptive of this noble domain, and there it lies, far below and beyond,
an ocean of yellow grain and pasture fields, islanded with stately groves of
white oak and encompassed on all sides with a coronal of blue, far-sloping
mountains, dappled green and golden with wild-oat glades and shredded
forest or chaparral. There is something rich and generous, like ripened
corn and wine, in the landscapes of the Coast Range in autumn, and over
all bends the soft sky of Italy, and pours the wonderful lilac chiaroscuro of
the atmosphere, which lends an inexpressible charm. .

Here in the heart of the lofty Eel River Mountains, which shut it in
sixty or seventy miles from all the outer world, was a little Indian cockagne,
a pure democracy, fierce and truculent. The inhabitants of this valley,
unequaled in its loveliness by all that is saild or sung of the Vale of Cash-
mere—the Yuki—were indisputably the worst tribe among the California
Indians.

I had a great deal of trouble in finding this singular people. I heard
about “Yuki” over in the Sacramento Valley, at Weaverville, on Hay
Fork, on Mad River, on Van Dusen’s Fork, and all along Eel River, and
always the “Yuki” were to be the next tribe that I would come upon.
Atlast I began to be skeptical of their very existence, and smiled an incred-
ulous smile whenever I heard the name “Yuki” mentioned.

The reason for this is curious. The word yuki in the Wintiin lan-

guagesignifies * stranger”, and hence, secondarily, “bad Indian” or ““thief”;
12
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and it was applied by that people to different tribes around them, just as
the ancient Greeks called all the outside world ¢ barbarians”. There were
of old many tribes contignous to them who actually were “bad Indians”
compared with the peaceful Wintiin; but the latter applied the epithet so
indiscriminately that the Americans, not troubling themselves to investigate
the matter, got confused on this subject. Hence the number of tribes
called “Yuki”. As a matter of fact, there are several tribes whom both
whites and Indians call “Yuki”; but this tribe alone acknowledge the title
and use it.

The unphilosophical and double-seeing Wintiin at Red Bluff described
the “Yuki” to me as terrific fellows, savage giants living in the Coast
Range Mountains, dwelling in caves and dens, horribly tattooed (which
they are), and cannibals.

Their own name for themselves is Uk-um-nom (meaning “in the val-
ley”), and for those on South Eel River speaking the same language, Hiich'-
nom (meaning “outside the valley”). Those over on the ocean are called
Uk-héat-nom (“on the ocean”). It is possible that the word ukum was cor-
rupted by the Wintlim into yuké, their present name.

Most of them have two names, one given in infancy, the other in later
life; but there is no ceremony in connection with the christening. For
instance, the head-chief of the Yuki, when the Americans became ac-
quainted with them, was Toal-ke-mak’ or Wil-osh’. Their present chief,
called on the reservation Captain.Mike, is Pam-mem’-mi or Oal’-wal-mi.
When a child does not grow well, or otherwise seem to be prosperous and
lucky under one name, another is frequently given to it. This is previous
to the bestowment of the virile name. I have not often in California found
a name bestowed on account of circumstances in the person’s history ; but
it is done among the Yuki, though generally a child takes its father’s or
grandfather’s name. Thus Mil-chéi-mil (I talk) was given to a talkative
child ; another was called Wo-nun’-nuh (Blue Head); and another Mai-
el-héat-meh (Big Legs).

The Yuki and the Wailakki are considered of a rather low grade of
intellect, and on the Round Valley Reservation they are the butt of the other
Indians. The common saying regarding these two tribes is that *“they do
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not want to know anything”. They both prefer against each other the
charge that, in old times, the dead who had no friends were dragged away
into the brush, or hidden in hollow logs, or barely covered with leaves, &c.
Hence the Yuki had few friends among their neighbors, except the Wailakki,
and they had more intercourse with them than with any others, although
they occasionally fought each other with a hearty good-will. They joined
territories about half-way between Round Valley and North Iel River, and
they intermarried, giving rise to a progeny called Yuki-Wailakki. The
Yuki were unrelenting enemies of the Néam-lak-ki (Wintan), and often
fought them on the summit east of Round Valley. They would climb
trees up there and wait for hours for a Néam-lak-ki to come along, when
they would imitate the grouse, the California quail, or some other choice
game-bird, and so lure them within arrow-shot. They were also especially
bitter against the whites, and seized an early opportunity to kill any of
their squaws who went to live with them.

The Yuki have disproportionately large heads, mounted like cannon-
balls on smallish, short bodies, with rather protuberant abdomens. Their
eyes are a trifle under-sized, but keen and restless, and from the execrable
green-wood smudge in which they live in winter they are not unfrequently
swollen and horribly protruding. Their noses are stout, short, and straight,
the nares expanded; and they have heavy shocks of stiff, bristly hair, cut
short, and hence bushy-looking. They are variously complexioned, with-
out any perceptible law, from yellowish-buff to brown and almost black.

They are a truculent, sullen, thievish, revengeful, and every way bad
but brave race. Two of them from whom I attempted to get their numerals
chose to consider me bent on some devilish errand, and they lied to me so
‘systematically that I did not get a single numeral correct. They have the
most desperate persistence in pursuit of revenge. I was told of an instance
where a tribe seemed to have decreed that a certain offending pioneer and
hitnter, formidable with the rifle, must be killed, and more than a dozen of
them who were sent to do the work, were one after another slain by him
before they accomplished their purpose.

On the reservation at the present day the Yuki quarters are on a low
piece of ground which was once occupied as a burying-ground, hence the
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place is infested with miasmatic exhalations and is unhealthy. The abori-
gines were better sanitarians when they had the control of these matters ;
they built their lodges all around the edge of the valley, on the first little
bench or series of knolls, and not on the plain at all. Their assembly-hall
was of the Sacramento Valley order, dome-shaped, capable of containing
from one to two hundred persons, thatched with grass and covered with earth.
They had the mountain style of lodge, conical-shaped and built of poles,
bark, and puncheons, but often thatched in winter.

Most of the tribes in Northern California use wood almost exclusively
in their lodges, especially on the Coast Range, and near the redwood belt;
but in the coast valleys and on the great plains of the interior, thatch and
earth are used for roofing. As a partial consequence, we find that ophthal-
mia and blinduess prevail in the latter region more than in the former, on
account of deficient ventilation. .

There have been various estimates of the aboriginal population of
Round Valley. I am told that Sam. Kelsey, the first American who ever
set foot in the valley, and a man accustomed to Indians, estimated it at
5,000 souls. At this figure there would have been one Indian to every four
acres in the valley, or 160 to the square mile! And yet this is not at all
improbable, because the Indians lived wholly in the valley (except for brief
seasons in the summer), while they had usufructuary possession of a vast
circumjacent area of mast-bearing forest, besides many miles of salmon
streams. On the same reasoning, the above conjectural rate of population
must by no means be applied to the great, naked, arid plains of the Sacra-
mento and San Joaquin.

As the Yuki were so often involved in war, martial matters necessarily
engage a great deal of their attention, and occupy a large part of their con-
versation. Their customs and usages in this direction were quite elabo-
rate. Mrs. Dryden Laycock, one of the pioneer women of Round Valley,
described to me a Yuki war-dance, that she once witnessed, which was a

fantastic and terrible spectacle. The warriors to the number of several
“hundred assembled behind a little hill, where they stripped themselves
naked (though their aboriginal costume consisted of little else but breech-
cloths); then they smeared their bodies with pitch or some other sticky
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material, and sprinkled on white eagle-down from tip to toe. On their
heads they put bushy plumes and coronals of larger feathers. Then, seizing
their bows and arrows, and slinging their quivers over their shoulders they
rushed over the brow of the hill and down upon the plain in a wild and
disorderly throng, uttering unearthly yells and whoops, leaping, and brand-
ishing their weapons above their heads, and chanting their war-songs.

Before a battle takes place the heralds of the two contending parties
meet on neutral ground and arrange the time and place of the conflict.
The night before going out they dance all night to inflame their courage. If
the warrior possesses a wide elk-skin belt he ties it around him to protect his
vitals, but otherwise he is quite naked. About three hundred arrows to the
warrior is the complement of ammunition for a raid. The Wailakki, on the
other hand, wear shields of tanned elk-skin, which are very thick and tough,
and proof against most arrows. The body of the skin is stiff, and is left
wide enough to shield two or three men. It is worn on the back, so as not
to incommode the warrior in battle, and when he sees an arrow coming he
turns his back to it, and two or three of his friends, if they choose, screen
themselves behind his shield, at the same time shooting over it or around
the sides of it. If the shield-bearer sees an arrow coming so low that it
may strike him in the legs he ducks. They time their march so as to be at
the battle-field at daybreak. If a Yuki stumbles and falls on the march, or
is stung by a yellow-jacket, it is a bad omen; he must go home, or he will
be killed.

During the battle they simply stand up in masses in the open ground or
amid the chaparral, and shoot at each other until they “get enough,” as one
of them expressed it; then they cry quits and go home. If any dead are left
on the field both parties return afterward and carry them away and bury
them (they burn only those.whom they do not honor, though this rule is
not invariable) ; but a pioneer states that he has seen Yuki dead left on the
field, a prey to beasts and birds.

The Yuki say that they never scalped white men, but they take scalps
from Indians.

When the men are absent on a war expedition the women do not

sleep; they dance without ceasing, in a circle, and chant and wave wands
971 c
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of leaves. They say their husbands * will not get tired if they dance a.l
the time”. When they return they join in the dance, in a circle within
that of the women. Each woman is behind her own husband, and she wets
him with water, and sprinkles acorn flour over him, to groom and rest him,
and waves a wisp of leaves over him to cool him.

When rain falls in autumn enough to give the earth a thorough soak-
ing, and the angle-worms begin to come to the surface, then the Yuki house-
keeper turns her mind to a good basket of worm-soup. Armed with
her “woman-stick,” the badge of her sex—which is a pole about six feet
long and one and a half inches thick, sharpened and fire-hardened at one
end—she seeks out a piece of rich, moist soil, and sets to work. Thrusting
the pole into the ground about a foot, she turns it around in every direc-
tion, and so agitates the earth that the worms come to the surface in large
numbers for a radius of two or three feet around. She gathers and carries
them home, and cooks them into a rich and oily soup, an aboriginal vermi-
celli, which is much esteemed by the good wife’s family.

After this lickerish mess is eaten, perhaps she discovers that the youngest
boy’s hair needs cutting, and she brings out the scissors. This consists of
a flat piece of stone and a sharp-edged bone; the stone is held under the
hair, while with the bone she haggles it off as best she can. Then with a
coal of fire she evens off the ends around quite nicely.

Tattooing is done with pitch-pine soot and a sharp-pointed bone. After
the designs have been traced on the skin, the soot is rubbed in dry. In
another place the reader will find a series of tattoo patterns employed by
different tribes.

Candidates for the degree of M. D. pass their competitive examination
in the assembly hall—an examination more severe than the contention
between Doctor Cherubino and Doctor Serafino in ‘“ the great School of
Salern”. It consists simply of a dance, protracted through day and night
without cessation, until they all fall utterly exhausted except one, who is
then admitted to practice the healing art.

One method of procedure is as follows : The patient is placed on the
ground stark naked, face upward, and two doctors take their stations at
his feet, one directly behind the other. Striking up a crooning chant, they
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commence hopping up and down the unfortunate individual with their legs
astride of him, advancing by infinitesimal jumps all the way up to his
head, then backward to his feet—both keeping close together and hopping
in regular accord.

The “poison doctor” is the most important member of the profession.
The office is hereditary ; a little child is prepared for holding it by being
poisoned and then cured, which in their opinion renders him invulnerable
ever afterward. Of course it will be understood that a great part of these
supposed cases of poisoning are merely the creation of their superstitious
imaginations. They are somewhat homeopathic in their practice; they
cure poisoning with poison, expel a cold with cold water, etc. They go
by the rule, no cure no pay. Female doctors are not absolutely entitled
to a fee, but they expect and generally receive presents. An instance is
related where a woman volunteered to extract an arrow-point from the body
of a white man who was friendly to the Yuki. Her proposition was ac-
cepted, and at the appointed time she arrived followed by a train of about
thirty female attendants ; she was dressed sumptuously in fringed leggings,
a thread petticoat of milkweed fiber, a beautiful wild-cat skin robe tasseled
with the tails, and a rich otter-skin bandeau, supporting tall eagle feathers,
which were cut in the middle to tremble with her motions. She carried in
her hand a wand with a gay feather in the end of it. She was described
as a woman of a majestic presence, graceful with that unstudied charm
which belongs to the children of the sun. Walking round and round the
patient with her attendants, and chanting, she repeatedly applied her wand
to the wound and simulated great effort in drawing out the arrow-head.
Finally she stooped down and applied her lips'to the wound; and after a
little while she ejected a flint from her mouth (previously placed there of
course), and assured the man he would now speedily recover. For this
humbug, so transparent, and yet so insinuatingly and elegantly administered,
she expected no less a present than a gayly-figured bandana handkerchief
and five pounds of sugar.

When their own friends fall sick they give them sufficient attention;
but if an old person has no blood-relations he is generally left to die un-
attended. Public spirit is a thing unknown.



132 TUHE YUKI.

There is a curious .phenomenon among the California Indians called
by the Yuki the ¢-wa-miisp (man-woman), and by the Pomo dass. I have
Leard of them elsewhere, but never saw one except in this tribe. There
was a human being in the Yuki village on the reservation who wore a dress
and was tattooed (which no man is), but he had a man’s (querulous) voice,
and an unmistakable though very short and sparse whisker. At my in-
stance the agent exerted his authority and caused this being to be brought
to headquarters and submitted to a medical examination. This revealed
the fact that he was a human male without malformation, but apparently
destitute of desire and virility. He lived with a family, but voluntarily
performed all the menial tasks imposed upon a squaw, and shirked all func-
tions appertaining to a man. Agent Burchard informed me that there were
at one time four of these singular beings on the Round Valley Reservation,
and Charles Eberle, a pioneer, stated that, in his opinion, there were, in an
early day, as high as thirty in the Yuki tribe. Why do they do this?
Quien sabe? When questioned about it the Indians always seek to laugh
the matter away ; but when pressed for an explanation they generally reply
that they do it because they wish to do it; or else with that mystifying
circumlocution peculiar to the Indian, they answer with a long rigmarole,
of which the plain interpretation is, that, as a Quaker would say, the spirit
moves them to do it, or, as an Indian would say, that he feels a burning in
his heart which tells him to do it. There are several theories advanced by
the whites to account for this phenomenon: one, that they are forced to
dress like women as a penalty for cowardice in battle; another, that it is
done as a punishment for self-abuse; still another, that they are set apart
as a kind of order of priests or teachers. This last theory has some ap-
pearance of confirmation in the fact that one of these men-women once
went down from Pit River to Sonoma County and “preached” to the Mis-
sion Indians in Spanish. Others among the Yuki have Dbeen known to
devote themselves to the instruction of the young by the narration of
legends and moral tales. They have been known to shut themselves up in
the assembly-hall for the space of a month, with a few brief intermissions,
living the life of a hermit, and spending the whole time in rehearsing the
tribal history in a sing-song monotone to all who chose to listen.
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Noevertheless, I consider the Indian explanation the best, because the
simplest

namely, that all this folly is voluntary; that these men choose
this unnatural life merely to escape from the duties and responsibilities of
manhood ; and that the whole phenomenon is to be regarded as another
illustration of that strange capacity which the California Indians develop
for doing morbid and abnermal things.

The Pit River Indians have a regular ceremony for consecrating these
men-women to their chosen life. When an Indian shows a desire to shirk
his manly duties they make him take his position in a circle of fire, then a
bow and a ‘“‘woman-stick” are offered to him, and he is solemnly enjoined
in the presence of the witnesses assembled to choose which he will, and
ever afterward to abide by his choice.

From the outrageous character of this tribe, white men know very little
about their religious beliefs and ideas. Tai-ké-mo is the name of the
Great Man of the Yuki mythology; he created the world and was himself
the first man in it. But this has probably been ingrafted from the Christian
story.

The Yuki bury their dead in a sitting posture. They dig a hole six
feet deep sometimes, and at the bottom of it “coyote” under, making a little
recess in which the corpse is deposited.

There is an anniversary dance observed by them called the green-corn
dance, though this manifestly dates only from the period when the Spaniards
taught them to cultivate corn. The performers are of both sexes; the men
beiﬁg dressed with a breech-cloth and a mantle of the black tail-feathers of
eagles, reaching from under the shoulders down to the thighs, but not en-
cumbering the arms; while the squaws wear their finest fur robes, strings
of shells, ete., and hold gay-colored handkerchiefs in their hands. The men
hop to the music of a chant, a chorister keeping time with a split stick;
but the squaws, standing behind their respective partners in an outside cir-
cle, simply sway themselves backward and forward, and swing their hand-
kerchiefs in a lackadaisical manner.

Thievery is a virtue with them, as it was with the Spartans, provided
the thief is sly enough not to get caught. Turbulent and choleric, they
often treat their women and children with cruelty, whereas most California
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Indians are notable for their leniency. They were frequently involved in
deadly feuds among themselves, and were seldom off the war-path in former
times, the pacific and domestic Pomo being their constant victims.

A veteran woodman related to me a small circumstance which illus-
trates the remarkable memory of savages. One time he had occasion to
perform a piece of labor in a certain wood where water was very scarce,
and where he was grievously tormented with thirst. He remembered to
have seen a little spring somewheve in that vicinity, and he considered it
worth his while under the circumstances to search for it two days, but
without success, when there came along a Yuki woman, to whom he made
mention of the matter. Although she had not been near that place for six
years, and, like himself, probably had never seen the spring but once, yet
without a moment’s hesitation or uncertainty she led him straight to the
spot. Probably there is no other thing in this country, so arid through the
long summer months, of which the Indians have better recollection than of
the whereabouts of springs.

THE YUKI DEVIL.

On the reservation there once lived an Indian who was so thoronghly
bad in every respect that he was generally known by the sobriquet of The
Yuki Devil He committed all the seven deadly sins and a good many
more, if not every day of his life, at least as often as he could. One time
he wandered off a considerable distance from the reservation, accompanied
by two of his tribal brethren, and the three fell upon and wantonly mur-
dered three squaws. They were pursued by a detachment of the garrison,
overtaken, captured, carried back, manacled hand and foot, and consigned
to the guard-house. In some inexplicable manner the Devil contrived to
break his fetters asunder, and then he tied them on again with twine in
such fashion that when the turnkey came along on a tour of inspection he
perceived nothing amiss. Being taken out for some purpose or other
soon afterward, he seized the opportunity to wrench off his manacles and
escape. He was speedily overtaken and brought down with a bullet, which
wounded him slightly, taken back to the guard-house, heavily ironed, and
cast into a dungeon. Here he feigned death. TFor four days he never
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swallowed a crumb of nutriment, tasted no water, breathed no breath that
could be discovered, and lay with every muscle relaxed like a corpse. To
all human perception he was dead, except that his body did not become
rigid or cold. At last a vessel of water was placed on a table hard by,
information of that fact was casually imparted to him in his native tongue,
all the attendants withdrew, the dungeon relapsed into silence, and he was
secretly watched. After a long time, when profound stillness prevailed,
and when the watchers had begun to believe he was in a trance at least, he
cautiously lifted up his head, gazed stealthily all around him, scrutinized
every cranny and crevice of light, then softly crawled on all-fours to the
table, taking care not to clank his chains the while, took down the pitcher
and drank deep and long. They rushed in upon him, but upon the instant—
so fatuous was the obstinacy of the savage—he dropped as if he had been
shot, and again simulated death. But he was now informed that this sub-
terfuge was quite too thin for any further purposes, and as soon as the gal-
lows could be put in order the executioners entered and told him plainly
that the preparations were fully completed for his taking-off. He made no
sign. Then, half dragging, half carrying the miserable wretch, they con-
duct him forth to the scaffold. All limp and flaccid and nerveless as he is,
they lift him upon the platform; but still he makes not the least motion,
and exhibits no consciousness of all these stern and grim preparations. He
is supported in an upright position between two soldiers, hanging a lifeless
burden on their shoulders; his head is lifted up from his breast where it
droops in heavy helplessness; the new-bought rope, cold and hard and
prickly is coiled about his neck, and the huge knot properly adjusted at
the side; the merciful cap which shuts off these heart-sickening preparations
from the eyes of the faint and shuddering criminal is dispensed with, and
everything is in perfect readiness. The solemn stillness befitting the awful
spectacle about to be enacted falls upon the few spectators; the fatal signal
is given; the drop swiftly descends; the supporting soldiers sink with it, as
if about to vanish into the earth and hide their eyes from the tragedy; with
a dead, dull thud the tightened rope wrenches the savage from their upbear-
ing shoulders into pitiless mid-air, and the Yuki Devil, hanging there with-
out a twitch or a shiver quickly passes from simulated to unequivocal and
unmistakable death.
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THE CHU-MAI'-A.

In the Pomo language chu-mai’-d signifies “stranger”, hence “enemy”.
Some writer has finely remarked that it is a good commentary on our civili-
zation that, in frontier parlance, “stranger” is synonymous with “friend”;
but in the Indian tongues it seems to be generally tantamount to ““enemy”.

The Chu-mai’-a are simply Yuki; the more southerly bands of them, in
Eden Valley and on the Middle IEel, south of Round Valley, are sometimes
called the Spanish Yuki, becausc their range was southward and this brought
them in contact with the Spaniards from whom they acquired some words
and customs.

They and the Yuki were ever on the war-path against the peaceful and
inoffensive Pomo, and the brunt of their irruptions generally fell on the
Potter Valley Pomo, because the mountains here interposed slighter obstacles
to their passage. At the head of Potter Valley the watershed 1s very low and
the pass is easy, so easy that it could readily be traversed by heavy masses
of civilized troops.  On the summit, a rod or two from a never-failing spring,
there is to this day a conspicuous cairn, which was heaped up by the Indians
to mark the boundary; and if a member of either tribe in war-time was
caught beyond it he suffered death. When the Chumaia wished to chal-
lenge the Pomo to battle, they took three little sticks, cut notches around
their ends and in the middle, tied them in a fagot, and deposited the same
on this cairn. If the Pomo took up the gauntlet, they tied a string around the
middle notches and returned the fagot to its place. Then the heralds of
both tribes met together in the neutral territory of the Tatu, a little tribe
living at the foot of the pass, and arranged the time and place of the battle,
which took place accordingly. William Potter, the first settler in Potter
Valley; says they fought with conspicuous bravery, employing bows and
arrows and spears at long range, and spears or casual clubs when they came
to a square stand-up fight in the open field. They frequently surged upon
each other in heavy, irregular masses.

The following almost incredible occurrence was related to me by a
responsible citizen of Potter Valley, and corroborated by another, both of
whose names could be given if necessary :
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STORY OF BLOODY ROCK.

After the whites became so numerous in the land that the Indians
began to perceive they were destined to be their greatest foes, the Chumaia
abandoned their ancient hostility to the Pomo, and sought to enlist them in
a common crusade against the newly-come and more formidable enemy.
At one time a band of them passed the boundary-line in the defile, came
over to the Pomo of Potter Valley, and with presents and many fair words
and promises of eternal friendship, and with speeches of flaming, barbarian
cloquence and fierce denunciation of the bloody-minded intruders who
sacrificed everything to their sordid hankering for gold, tried to kindle
these ‘“tame villatic fowl” to the pitch of battle. DBut the Pomo held their
peace, and after the Chumaia were gone their ways they hastened to the
whites and divulged the matter, telling them all that the Chumaia were
hoping and plotting. So the Americans resolved to nip the sprouting mis-
chief in the bud, and fitting out a company of choice fighters went over
on' Eel River, fell upon the Chumaia, and hunted them over mountains
and through canons with sore destruction. The battle everywhere went
against the savages, though they fought heroically, falling back from vil-
lage to village, from gloomy gorge to gorge, disputing all the soil with
their traditional valor, and sealing with ruddy drops of blood the pos-
sessory title-deeds to it they had received from nature.

But of course they could not stand against the scientific weapons,
the fierce and unresting energy, and the dauntless bravery of the whites,
and with sad and bitter hearts they saw themselves falling one by one,
by dozens, by scores, fast going out of existence, all their bravest drop-
ping around them. The smoke of burning villages and forests black-
ened the sky at noon-day, and at night the flames snapped their yellow
tongues in the face of the moon, while the wails of dying women and
Lelpless babes, brained against a tree, burdened the air.

At last a band of thirty or forty—that was as near the number as
my informant could state—became separated from their comrades, and
found themselves fiercely pursued. Hemmed in on one side, headed off
on another, half-crazed by sleepless 1ﬁghts and days of terror, the flecing
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savages did a thing which was little short of madness. They escaped up
what is now called Bloody Rock, an isolated bowlder standing grandly
out scores of feet on the face of the mountain, and only accessible by a
rugged, narrow cleft in the rear, which one man could defend against a
nation. Once mounted upon the summit the savages discovered they had
committed a deplorable mistake and must prepare for death, since the rifles
in the hands of the Californians could knock them off in detail. A truce
was proclaimed by the whites, and a parley was called. Some one able
to confer with the Indians advanced to the foot of the majestic rock, and
told them they were wholly in the power of their pursuers, and that it was
worse than useless to resist. e proffered them their choice of three alterna-
tives: Either to continue to fight, and be picked off one after another,
to continue the truce and perish from hunger, or to lock hands and leap down
from the bowlder. The Indians were not long in choosing; they did not
falter, or cry out, or whimper. They resolved to die like men. After con-
sulting a little while they replied that they would lock hands and leap down
from the rock. \

A little time was granted them wherein to make themselves ready.
They advanced in a line to the brow of the mighty bowlder, joined their
hands together, then commenced chanting their death-song, and the hoarse,
deathly rattle floated far down to the ears of the waiting listeners. For the
last time they were looking upon their beloved valley of Eel River which
lay far beneath them in the lilac distance, and upon those golden, oat-cov-
ered and oak-dappled hills, where they had chased the deer in happy days
forever gone. For the last time they beheld the sweet light of the sun
shine down on the beautiful world, and for the last time the wail of his hap-
less children ascended up to the ear of the Great One in heaven. As they
ceased, and the weird, unearthly tones of the dirge were heard no more,
there fell upon the little band of whites a breathless silence, for even the
stout hearts of those hardy pioneers were appalled at the thing which was
about to be done. The Indians hesitated only a moment. With one sharp
ery of strong and grim human suffering—of the last bitter agony—which
rang out strangely and sadly wild over the echoing mountains, they leaped

down to their death.



CHAPTER XV.

THE TA-TU.

The T4-tu are known in their own language as Hiichnom and on the
reservation as ‘“Redwoods”; the title here given them is that applied to
them by the Pomo of Potter Valley. The Hichnom live along South Eel
River, but that part of them included in the above name live in the extreme
upper end of Potter Valley. They constitute a mere village, a little Indian
Monaco, wedged in between two powerful families, the Yuki and the Pomo,
yet allowed to retain their neutrality and independence most of the time.

As I once before intimated, the Pomo were s harmless and inoffensive
race, yet they had the fondness of most savages for martial trophies and
displays, though lacking the courage to procure them. So they sometimes
employed the Hiichnom to make war for them against the Yuki and bring
them scalps, for which they paid at the rate of about $20 a scalp’. And
frightful scalps they took! They skinned the whole bust, including the
shoulders, but omitted from the scalp that part of the face within a triangle,
whose angles are the root of the nose and the extremities of the lower jaw-
bone. This is a mercenary transaction quite germane to the character of
the Northern California Indians.

The Tatu wigwams do not differ essentially from those of the vicinal
tribes; they are constructed of stout willow wicker-work, dome-shaped,
and thatched with grass. Sometimes they are very large and oblong, with
sleeping-room for thirty or forty persons. The assembly-hall is made with
heavier timbers to support the thick layer of earth necessary to render it
air-ticht. Having only very contracted holes at the side for ingress and
egress, these wigwams maintain within a most execrable and everlasting
acrid smudge which makes bloodshot and protruding eyes horribly common
among the aged.
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At the head of Potter Valley there is a singular knoll of red carth
which the Tatu believe to have furnished the material for the creation of the
original coyote-man. They mix this red earth into their acorn bread, and
employ it for painting their bodies on divers mystic occasions. I supposed
at first that the mixing of this red earth in their bread was a ceremonial per-
formance, but seeing it afterward done by other tribes I came to the con-
clusion that the Indians spoke truthfully in saying that they did it merely
to make the bread sweet, and make it go further. They have quarried out
immense quantities of it from the knoll for these purposes. I visited it
myself, and found that my worthy host spoke truly in saying that they have
taken out ‘‘ hundreds of tons”. At any rate, I will venture the suggestion
that they must have been living in the valley a thousand years, in order to
have quarried out this quantity of earth for yeast and cosmetics alone.

They are remarkable for their timidity. My host, Mr. Carner, related
how a full-grown, vigorous Tatu in his employ was once frightened to
death in broad daylight by a belligerent turkey-cock. The poor fellow had
never seen that species of fowl before, when one day as he was walking
through the yard the gobbler, being greatly blown out and enlarged in
appearance, made a furious dash at him, and so frighter.ed him that he
straightway took to his bed and expired in two days. Another one of the
same tribe unwittingly trod in a bear-trap when hunting one day with a
companion, whereupon he dropped all in a heap upon the ground, helpless
and lifeless, with unspeakable terror, and died in his tracks in half an hour,
though a subsequent examination revealed the fact that the steel trap had
inflicted no mortal injury on him, and that he undoubtedly perished from
fright. His comrade, instead of unclamping the trap, fled for his dear life,
believing it was the devil they had encountered.

Mr. Carner, himself a Christian who had labored zealously for their
conversion, said he had often seen them engage in wordy quarrels, bicker-
ing, and jangling, and jabbering strange, voluble oaths, until almost the
whole village was involved, and until his own patience was entirely gone,
but never once advance to blows. His Saxon blood -once got the better of
his religion, his indignation waxed hot, and he offered them clubs, and told
them either to fight or be silent, but they did neither the one nor the other.
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Figure 13.—Hiich’-nom Tattooing.
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A secret society exists among the Tatu something similar to that
described in the Pomo chapter, the members of which, in conversation with
their white acquaintances, make no secret of the fact that it is designed
simply to keep the women in due subjection. To accomplish this highly
laudable purpose they profess to be able to hold communication with the
devil. The Pom Pomo also do this in the seerecy of the lodge, but the
Tatu go further; they boldly usher him forth into the outer world, and
reveal his corporeal presence to the terrified squaws. In the private lodge
occupied by the society, which is the assembly-hall, they prepare one of
their number to personate that terrific being. First, they strip him naked,
and paint his body with alternate stripes of red and black, spirally, from
head to foot. Then they place on his head a chaplet of green leaves, and
in his hand a sprig of poison-oak. With the leaves of the chaplet drooping
over his face to prevent the squaws from recognizing him, all naked and
hideously painted as he is, he rushes forth with pranks, and lively capers,
and dreadful whoops, while the assembly-hall he has just left resounds
with diabolical yells. Dipping his wisp of poison-oak in water he sprinkles
it upon the faces of the squaws as he gambols and pirouettes around them,
whereat they scream with uncontrollable terror, fall prostrate upon the
carth, and hide their faces.

Probably the water from the poison-oak blisters their faces slightly,
and as these things are commonly done in the evening when they cannot
perceive the poison-oak, the victimized squaws are confirmed in their belief
of his satanic attributes. They are forbidden to discuss the matter among
themselves, for if one ever sees a spook and mentions it he dies! It is won-
derful that these thin tricks can be maintained for years and centuries per-
haps, unchanged until they are worn down threadbare, and still continue
to work out terror and fainting of heart to the women as before. Yet the
savages are not Pyrrhonists, and these simple souls least of all.

Many varieties of medical practice are in vogue. Ior instance, Tep,
a great shamin of the Tatu, will sit for hours beside a patient, chanting in
that interminable, monotonous way of the Indians, and beating his knee
with a bunch of rabbit-bladders filled with pebbles, ending finally with a
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grand flourish of the bladders in the air, and a whirring chatter of the voice,
to exorcise the evil spirit.

Another and more sensible mode is as follows: A hole is dug in the
ground large enough to admit the sick person, partly filled with stones
painted with red and black stripes; then a fire is kindled in it and continued
until the ground is thoroughly heated. The fire and stones are then
removed, and a quantity of rushes with their joints painted with the sacred
red earth is thrown in, followed by a wisp of damp hay or grass, for the
purpose of creating a steam. Kirst, the practitioner himself lies down on
the hay and wallows his breast and back in it, probably to round it into
shape; then the patient is laid on it, thickly covered with hay or blankets,
and allowed to perspire freely.

Still another method is, to place the patient on his back, naked, stretch
out his arms and legs wide asunder, plant four springy twigs in the ground
at a distance, bend them over, and tie each to a hand or foot with a string.
Then the physician, spirally painted like the devil above described, ap-
proaches with a coal of fire on a fragment of bark, and burns the strings in
two, allowing the twigs to spring up one after another, whereupon the
patient screams.  The notion appears to be that the evil spirits lurking in
the several limbs are somehow twitched out or burned.

Mr. Carner described to me an interesting operation which he once
witnessed, whereby a squaw whose nervous system had received a severe
shock from fright was restored by what might be likened to the Swedish
movement-cure. Dr. Tep, the renowned Tatu shaman, officiated on the
occasion, and it seems to have been his exceptional good sense and inge-
nuity which devised the remedy. The woman had been frightened simply
by a pebble falling into the brook where she was drinking; but, however
trivial was the producing cause, there could be no doubt as to the genuine-
ness and intensity of her suffering. The disease appeared to have assumed,
finally, the form of an inflammatory rheumatism, and had baffled the skill
of all their physicians.

At last Dr. Tep assembled nearly the whole village together, placed
the woman in the center on the ground, caused the company to lock hands
in a circle, and then they commenced a dance around her, accompanied by
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Figure 15.—Hich’-nom Tattooing.



SPOOKS AND SNAKES. 143

a chant. The singing was slow and mournful at first, corresponding to the
movement of the dance, and the sick woman gave no response to it except
her continual groaning and cry of “ahwe! akwe!” The tone of the chant-
ing was full of sadness and commiseration, as if the dancers were deeply
moved with pity for the sufferer, but slowly it quickened, and the dance
gradually became more lively. Still she seemed not to be aware of their
presence, and only continued to cry out piteously, “ahwe! alwe!” Faster
and faster droned the chant, and still more gaily capered the dance, first
round one way, then the other, while animation began to beam on their
countenances. At last the woman seemed to be awakening to the conta-
gious enthusiasm. She could not resist the old familiar frenzy of the dithy-
rambic dance. Still swifter and swifter circled the dancers. Her eyes
began to brighten. Strain now followed strain, instead of the first monotony.
She was plainly catching the infection. That wild and wizard verve of sav-
age fanatics was taking possession of her senses. Her wailing “alwe !
ahwe !” began to follow the ever-quickening time of the chant. But still
she was unable to rise. Then the swift circle of dancers swerved suddenly
in their mad enthusiasm, swooped upon her with shouts, she was caught up
in strong arms, and half-carried, half-dragged around the ring, while her
“ahwe! ahwe!” gradually changed into the general voice of the chanting,
and melted out of hearing, and step by step, feebly at first, but carried
irresistibly away at last by the rapture of the hour, she joined in the dizzy
whirl until perspiration had done its perfect work.

Mr. Carner added that two or three days afterward he saw the woman
again, and she was perfectly cured.

The Tatu observe the acorn dance or thanksgiving dance, which is
common among the Pomo, and under one name or another common in all
these parts. Both sexes participate in it, the squaws having as their prin-
cipal ornament plumes of tall feathers in their hair, while the Indians are
decorated with cowls or garlandsof white owl’s down, and mantles of eagles’,
buzzards’, or hawks’ tail feathers. This white garland of down is a feature
peculiar to the Yuki and Wailakki, but the mantle is universal in this
region. The extensive use of feathers made by the Eel and Russian River
tribes is attributal.le to their fetichism, as they believe that various birds,
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especially the great white owl, are devils, and their feathers are woin as a
propitiation.

This dance is performed in the evening, soon after the acorns are ripe,
outdoors, and within a circle of fires. A chorister beats time on his
hand with a split stick, and sometimes a trumpeter blows a monotonous
blast on a whistle fashioned from the leg-bone of some animal. At the
proper time the chief delivers an oration, of which the one great burden is
an exhortation to the squaws to lead virtuous and industrious lives.

Transmigration of souls is an article of their credo; that is, they
believe that bad Indians’ spirits take up their abode in various animals,
especially the screech-owl and the coyote, while the souls of the good are
wafted up to heaven in the smoke of the funeral pyre. To one who has
ever heard the eldritch and blood-curdling midnight gibbering of the screech-
owl, it is little wonder that the California Indians so generally assign to him
the souls of the ungodly dead, or even those of the hobgoblins; but inas-
much as the coyote was the original of the human kind, it is something
exceptional that he should afterward become the embodiment of the wicked
only. Herein is a crude idea of Italic progression: first, coyote; second,
man; third, the good become beatific in heaven, and the bad return to
coyotes.

Thunder, according to the Tatu, is caused by the flight of some Indian’s
many-winged spirit up to heaven, flapping its pinions loudly as it ascends.

Snakes are an object of superstitious belief and of unfeigned terror,
inasmuch as they consider them to be vivified by the souls of the impious
dead, dispatched as special emissaries of the devil to work them evil. They
have a legend of one that lived on Mill Creek, which was a hundred feet
long, with a single horn on its forehead, and which it required over a
hundred Indians to destroy. Another one they tell of was so long that
it reached around a mountain, bit its own tail, and died, and whosoever
crosses the line of its bones to this day straightway gives up the ghost.

They also relate a legend of the coyote which is something different
from that of the Pomo.

LEGEND OF THE COYOTE.

Many hundred snows ago while mankind were yet in the form and
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Figure 17.—Huch'nom Tattooing.
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flesh of the coyote, there dwelt in Eel River Valley a famous coyote with
his two sons. In those days there came a terrible drought in that region,
which was followed by a plague of grasshoppers, and this by a fire which
destroyed every living thing on the face of the earth except the grasshop-
pers. 'Then the coyote and his two sons eat verymany grasshoppers, for that
all flesh and all grass were consumed by the fire in the mountains; and they
had thirst, and there was no water in all that land; but in Clear Lake there
was water. So they started toward Clear Lake, these three coyotes, and on
the mountain pass, as you go over into Potler Valley, one of the sons died
of thirst, and his father buried him and heaped over him a cairn of stones.
Then they went on to the lower end of that valley, and as they passed
over the mountain, going to Clear Lake the other son died, and him like-
wise the father buried and heaped stones above him. After that he jour-
neyed on alone to Clear Lake and came into it and drank of the waters,
so much as never was drunk before, until he drained the lake dry. Then
he lay down,and fell into a deep sleep. As he slept there came up a man
out of the south country and pricked him with his spear, so that the waters
flowed forth from him and returned into the lake until it was full again,
and the grasshoppers which he had eaten became fishes in the water, and
thus the lake was filled with them.

As to the legends of the huge snakes above mentioned, it is possible
that they refer to some lingering member of a species of gigantic saurian
now extinet. If so, the Indians must have been here many hundreds of
years.

The Tatu (Hachnom) bury the dead with their heads to the north and

their faces to the east, but not invariably.
10T 0



CHAPTER XVIL
THE POMO.

Under this name are included a great number of tribes or little bands—
sometimes one in a valley, somctimes more—clustered in the region where
the head-waters of the Fel and Russian Rivers interlace, along the latter and
around the estuaries of the coast. Below Calpello they do not call themselves
Pomo, but their languages include them in this large family. There are
many dialectic variations as one goes along. An Indian may start from
Potter Valley, which may be considered the nucleus and starting-point of
the family, and, go over a low range of mountains, ten miles or so, and
find himself greatly at fault in attempting to converse; ten miles farther,
and he would find himself still more at sea, so rapidly does the language
shade away from valley to valley, from dialect to dialect. ~Yet the vocabu-
laries printed in the appendix show that they spring from one language,
as do English and Italian from Sanskrit; and in fact any Indian living on
Russian River can learn to speak any dialect spoken anywhere along its
banks much sooner than an American can learn to speak Italian, although,
in proportion to his whole vocabulary, he may have to learn outright more
words of a totally different root than the American would.

In disposition the Pomo are much different from the Yuki and their
congeners, being simple, friendly, peaceable, and inoffensive. They are
also much less cunning and avaricious, and less quickly imitative of the
whites than the lively tribes on the Klamath, to whom they are inferior in
intellect. As to their physique, there prevails on Russian River essentially
the same type as that seen in the Sacramento Valley, which will be described
elsewhere.

Like all California tribes, they have a certain conception of a Supreme

Being, whom they call the Great Man or the Great Chief; but I am satis-
146
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fied that this is chiefly a modern graft on the stock of their mythology.
The coyote exercised supreme functions in the genesis of all things. Tt is
singular how great is the admiration of the California Indians for this tricksy
and dishonest beast. He was not only the progenitor, but he has been the
constant benefactor of mankind. ‘

Nearly all their acts of worship are held in honor of beasts, reptiles,
or birds. One of the tribes on the lower reaches of Russian River is named
for a snake, but on the upper waters nearly all the tribal names are formed
from some characteristic or- prominent object of the valley where they
dwell. They all believe too that their coyote ancestors were molded
directly from the soil; hence their family designation “Pomo,” though it
now signifies ‘“people”, originally, T think, meant ““earth” or “earth-people”,
being evidently related to the Wintin pum, paum, which denotes ‘‘earth”.

As the Pomo are less warlike, less cunning and more simple-hearted
than the northern tribes, so they are more devoted to amusement. The
tribes hitherto described engage with passionate eagerness in gambling, and
have certain austere and solemn dances of religion; but the Pomo add to
these a kind of ball-playing, and down about Healdsburg they also have a
curious sort of pantomime or rude theatrical performance.

The broadest and most obvious division of the Pomo family is into Eel
River and Russian River Pomo. There are two tribes on Eel River,
between it and South Fork, who call themselves Pomo (Kas'-tel Po-mo and
Kai Po-mo), though it is an assumed name, because they belong to the
Wailakki family, and prefer their company. It was mentioned heretofore
that the Wailakki were rather despised by their neighbors; hence when
any member of these two tribes intermarried with a true Pomo, he or she
went to live with that nation and learned their language; hence also the
fact that nearly every man of the Kai Pomo understands both Pomo and
Wailakki. Nevertheless, because of their name and their claims, I have
included them here.

THE KAS'-TEL PO-MO.

Concerning both this tribe and the next I know very little, for in the
ferocious and destructive wars which their audacity badgered the whites
into waging upon them, both they and many of the old pioneers went down
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together. Men now living on South Fork could impart to me little save
bald stories of butchery and bloody reprisal. The Kastel Pomo dwelt
between the forks of the river, extending as far south as Big Chamise and
Blue Rock, and as above mentioned spoke the Wailakki language. They
tattooed the face and nose very much in the fashion of that people and the
Yuki. Mr. Burleigh related to me a curious instance which he once saw
among them of tattooing by a brave, which is exceedingly rare. An old
warrior whom he once found upon the battle-field on South Fork was tat-
tooed all over his breast and arms, and on the under side of one arm was
a very correct and well-executed picture of a sea-otter, with its bushy tail.

Women of this and other tribes of the Coast Range frequently tattoo a
rude representation of a tree or other object, covering nearly the whole
abdomen and breast.

Their lodges, implements, ete., require no description, being made in
the common Eel River fashion with inconsiderable variations. They for-
merly burned their dead, wherein they showed that they were Pomo; but
what of them now remain have generally adopted the civilized custom,
except when one dies at such a distance that the body cannot readily be
conveyed home, when they reduce it to ashes for convenience in transporta-
tion. They generally desire, like the Chinese, to be buried in the ancestral

soil of their tribe.
THE KAI PO-MO.

The Kai Po-mo (Valley tribe or People) dwell on the extreme head-
waters of the South Fork, ranging eastward to Eel River, westward to the
ocean, and northward to the territory of the Kastel Pomo. With these latter
they were ever jangling, and from the manner in which Indian trails are
constructed, their wars generally raged on the hill-tops. On the vast wind-
swept and almost naked hog-back between the two forks of Eel River,
some thirty miles or more north of Cahto, looming largely up from the
broad, grassy back of the mountain, is the majestic, rugged, isolated bowlder
called Blue Rock. A few miles still farther north there is an enormous
section of this mountain-chain almost entirely covered with evergreen bush,
whence its name Big Chamise. Between these two points, and more espe-
cially about the base of Blue Rock, is one of the most famous ancient bat-
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tle-grounds in California, where Indian blood has been poured out like
water, and where the ground is yet strewn with flint arrow-heads and spear-
points. But the bones of the warriors slain on this fatal ficld are no longer
visible, having been doubtless consumed on the funeral p} re and sacredly
carricd home for interment.

The Kai Pomo arce the same in all respects as the Kastel Pomo, which
is to say, about the same as the Wailakki. One matter is notable among
these Iiel River Indians—I observed it more especially among the Kai
Pomo—and that is the extreme youthfulness of both sexes when they arrive
at the age of puberty. In the warm and sheltered valley of South Fork
(however bleak the naked mountain-tops may be in winter), it was a thing
not at all uncommon, in the days of the Indians’ prosperity, to see a woman
become a mother at twelve or fourteen. An instance was related to me
where a girl had borne her firstborn at ten, as nearly as her years could be
ascertained, her husband, a white man, being then sixty-odd. TFor this
reason, or some other, the half-breeds on Eel River are generally sickly,
puny, short-lived, and slightly esteemed by the fathers, who not unfre-
quently bestow them as presents on any one willing to burden lnmsdf with
their nurture.

There is another noteworthy phenomenon in regard to California half-
breeds which T have observed, and which, when mentioned to others they
have scldom failed to corroborate, and that is the girls generally predomi-
nate. Often I have seen whole families of half-breed girls, but never one
composed entirely of boys, and seldom one wherein they were more
NUMerous.

I wish to call attention here to what may be denominated the peculiar
stratification of the tribes in this vicinity. On the northern rivers, which
debouch into the ocean nearly at right angles, each tribe occupies a certain
length of the stream on both sides; but on Eel River, South Fork, and
Van Dusen’s Fork, which flow almost parallel with the coast, every tribe
owns only onc bank of a 1'ive;', unless it chances to dwell between two
waters. It should seem that the influence of the ocean has distributed the
Indians in certain parallel climatic belts, those living nearest ‘the coast
being darker, more obese, more squat in stature, and more fetichistic; while,
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as you go toward the interior, both the physique and the intelligence grad-
ually improve. This kind of stratification does not obtain on Russian
River, but fetichism increases as you go down approaching the ocean.

TIIE KA-TO PO-MO.

Wenow commence with the true Pomo. The Ké-to Pomo (Lake People)
were so called from a little lake which formerly existed in the valley now
known Dby their name (Cahto). They do not speak Pomo entirely pure,
but employ a mixture of that and Wailakki. Like the Kai Pomo, their
northern neighbors, they forbid their squaws from studying languages—
which is about the only accomplishment possible to them save that of danc-
ing—principally, it is believed, in order to prevent them from gadding
about and forming acquaintances in neighboring valleys, for there is small
virtue among the unmarried of either sex. DBut the men pay considerable
attention to linguistic studies, and there is seldom one who cannot speak
most of the Pomo dialects within a day’s journey of his ancestral valley.
The chiefs especially devote no little care to the training of their sons as
polyglot diplomatists; and Robert White affirms that they frequéntly send
themr to reside several months with the chiefs of contiguous valleys to ac-
quire the dialects there in vogue.

They construct lodges in the Russian River manuner, and do not differ-
entiate their costumes or utensils to any important extent. In appetite they
are not at all epicurean, and in the range of their comestibles they are quite
cosmopolitan, not objecting even to horse-steak, which they accept without
instituting any squeamish inquiries as to the manner in which it departed
this life. They consume tar-weed seed, wild oats, California chestnuts,
acorns, various kinds of roots, ground-squirrels and moles, rabbits, buckeyes,
kelp, yellow-pine bark (in a pinch), clams, salmon, different sorts of ber-
rics, ete. Buckeyes are poison, but they extract the toxical principle from
them by steaming them two or three days unde{'ground. They first excavate
a large hole, pack it water-tight around the sides, burn a fire therein for
some space of time, then put in the buckeyes, together with water and
heated stones, and cover the whole with a layer of carth. When they go
over to the ocean to fish and dig clams they collect quantities of kelp and
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chew the same. It is as tough as whitleather, and a young fellow with
good teeth will masticate a piece of it a whole day. Kelp tastes a little
like a spoiled pickle, and the Indians relish it for its salty quality, and
probably also extract some small nutriment of juice therefrom.

There is a game of tennis played by the Pomo of which I have heard
nothing among the northern tribes. A ball is rounded out of an oak-knot
about as large as those generally used by school-boys, and it is propelled
by a racket which is constructed of a long, slender stick, bent double and
bound together, leaving a circular hoop at the extremity, across which is
woven a coarse meshwork of strings. Such an implement is not strong
enough for batting the ball, neither do they bat it, but simply shove or
thrust it along on the ground.

The game is played in the following manner: They first separate them-
selves into two equal parties, and each party contributes an equal amount
to a stake to be played for, as they seldom consider it worth while to play
without betting. Then they select an open space of ground, and establish
two parallel base-lines a certain number of paces apart, with a starting-line
between, equidistant from both. Two champions, one for each party, stand
on opposite sides of the starting-point with their rackets, a squaw tosses the
ball into the air, and as it descends the two champions strike at it, and one
or the other gets the advantage, hurling it toward his antagonist’s base-line.
Then there ensues a universal rush, pell-mell, higgledy-piggledy,. men and
squaws crushing and bumping—for the squaws participate equally with the
sterner sex—each party striving to propel the ball across the enemy’s base-
line.

They enjoy this sport immensely, laugh and vociferate until they are
“out of all whooping”; some tumble down and get their heads batted, and
much diversion is created, for they are very good-natured and free from
jangling in their amusements One party must drive the ball a certain num-
ber of times over the other’s base-line before the game is concluded, and
this not unfrequently occupies them a half-day or more, during which they
expend more strenuous endeavor than they would in a day of honest labor in
a squash-field. .

Schooleraft says in his “Oneéta” that the chiefs and graver men of the
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tribes in the West, however much they encourage the younger men in ball-
playing, do not lend their countenance to games of hazard. This is not
true of the California Indians, for here old and young engage with infat-
uation and recklessness in all games where betting is involved, though,
of course, the very decrepit cannot personally participate in the rude hustle
of ball-playing. The aged and middle-aged, squaws, men, and half-grown
children stale on this, as well as on true games of hazard, all they possess—
clothing, baskets, beads, fancy bows and arrows, ete.

There is another fashion of gambling, with little sticks or bones rolled
in pellets of grass, which is universal throughout Northern California ; but
as I had an excellent opportunity of observing a great game of it elsewhere
among the Pomo it will be described there.

Among the upper tribes, especially on the Klamath, many wonien are
honored as shamins and prophetesses; but here none at all are admitted
to the medical profession. It is only the masculine sex who receive a “call”;
there are none but braves whom “the spirit moves”, for it is thus that the
elect are assured of their divine mission to undertake the healing of men.
The methods of practice vary with the varying hour, every physician
being governed in his therapeutics by the inspiration of the spirit of the
moment; and if he fails in effecting a cure, the obloquy of the failure
recurs upon his familiar spirit. Tor instance, a shamin will stretch his
patient out by a fire, and walk patiently all the livelong day around the fire,
chanting to exorcise the demon that is in him. Thus the modi operanii are
as numerous as the whimseys of this mysterious medical spirit. Besides
these, they have in their pharmacopeeia divers roots, poultices, and decoc-
tipns, and often scarify their breasts with flint. When the patient delays
dying, if he is old and burdensome he is generally carried forth and cast into
the forest to die alone and unattended ; but the mere removal from the loath-
some smudge and stench of the lodge, and the exposure to the clean, sweet
air of heaven sometimes bring him round, and he returns smiling to his
friends who are nowise pleased.

Formerly all the dead were disposed of by incremation, but in later
times under the influence of the white men a mixed custom prevails. An
intelligent Indian told me that, in case of burial, the corpse was always
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placed with the head pointing southward. Most of the Indians thus far men-
tioned believe the Happy Land is in the west or southwest, but their notions
are evidently confused. A young man who was born and bred among the
Pomo told me that they nowadays burn only those killed or hanged by
the whites, and bury the others. I know not if there is any special signifi-
cance in their diserimination.

Robert White affirms that” he has frequently seen an aged Indian or
woman, living in hourly expectation of his demise, go dig his own burial-
place, and then repair thither daily for months together, and eat his poor
repast éitting in the mouth of his grave. The same strange, morbid idiosyn-
crasy prevails among the Wintin, in the Sacramento Valley.

Before the irruption of the white men had reduced them to their present
abject misery, the Kato Pomo treated their parents with a certain considera-
tion, that is, they would always divide the last morsel of dried salmon with
genuine savage thriftlessness; but as for any active, nurturing tenderness,
it did not exist, or only very seldom. They were only too glad to shuffle
off their shoulders the burden of their maintenance. On the other hand
they gave their children unlimited free play. Men who have lived familiarly
amidst them for years tell me they never yet have scen an Indian parent
chastise his offspring, or correct them any otherwise than with berating words
in a frenzy of passion, which also is extremely seldom.

They have an absurd habit of hospitality, which reminds one of the
Bedouin Arabs. Let a perfect stranger enter a wigwam and offer the lodge-
father a string of beads for any object that takes his fancy—merely point-
ing to it, but uttering no word—and the owner holds himself bound in savage
honor to maxe the exchange, whether it is a fair one or not. The next day
he may thrust the stranger through with his spear, or crush his forehead with
a pebble from his sling, and the bystanders will look upon it as only the
rectification of a bad bargain.

It is wonderful how these Indians have all the forest and plain mapped
out on the tablet of their memory. There is scarcely a bowlder, gulch,
prominent tree, spring, knoll, glade, clump of bushes, cave, or bit of prairie
within a radius of ten miles which is not perfectly familiar to the savage,
even if it does not bear its own distinctive name. Yet he cannot give any
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satisfactory description of this forest or this plain to a white man in English,
or even to a brother Indian in his vernacular. He prefers to go and lead
you to the spot, and if he once can be persuaded to attempt this he will not
fail, he will conduet you to the desired place with the absolute infallibility
of the sun’s rays in finding out the hidden corners of the carth. )

There is occasionally a Pomo who is named for some animal, snake,
or bird, in accordance with some _whim, or fancied resemblance in the
child’s actions or babyish pipings, as chi-kok’-a-we (quail), mi-sal’-la
(snake), ete.

The Kato Pomo believe in a terrible and fearful ogre called Shil’-la-ba
Shil’-toats. He is described as being of gigantic stature, wearing a high,
sugar-loaf head-dress, clothed in hideous tatters, striding over a mountain
or valley at a step, and like the Scandinavian Trolls, a cannibal, having an
appreciative appetite for small boys. He is very useful to the Indian in the
regulation and administration of his household affairs, and especially in the
“ta‘ming of a shrew”, as he has only to rush into the wigwam with his
eyes judiciously dilated, and his hair somewhat toused, and vociferate,
¢ Shillaba Shiltoats ! Shillaba Shiltoats !” when his squaw will scream with
terror, fall flat upon the ground, cover her face with her hands—for that
squaw dies who ever looks upon this ogre—and she will remain very tract-
able for several days thereafter. The children will also be profoundly
impressed.

This and the other branches of the Pomo living nearest the ocean have
a conception of a sort of Hedonic heaven, which is quite characteristic.
They believe that in some far, sunny island of the Pacific—an island of fade-
less verdurc; of cool and shining trees, looped with clinging vines; of bub-
bling fountains; of flowery and fragrant savannas, rimmed with lilac shad-
ows, where the purple and wine-stained waves shiver in a spume of gold
across the reefs, shot through and through by the level sunbeams of the
morning—they will dwell forever in an atmosphere like that around the
Castle of Indolence; for the deer and the antelope will joyously come and
offer themselves for food, and the red-fleshed salmon will affectionately rub
their sides against them, and softly wriggle into their reluctant hands. It
is not by any means a place like the Iappy Hunting Grounds of the lordly
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and eagle-eyed Dakotas, where they are “ drinking delight of battle” with
their peers, or running in the noble frenzy of the chase; but a soft and a
forgetting land, a sweet, oblivious sleep, awaking only to feast and then to
sleep again.

As for the bad Indians, they will be obliged to content themselves
with a palingenesis in the bodies of grizzly bears, cougars, snakes, ete.

Among other noted ceremonials the Kato Pomo observe an autumnal
acorn dance in which the performers wear the mantles and head-dresses of
cagles’ or buzzards’ tail-feathers customary in this region, and which appears
to be much like the thanksgiving dance of the Humboldt Bay Indians, being
accompanied, like that, by the oration of plenty. It is not strictly an anni-
versary dance, but rather a ‘“movable festival” in the Indian fasti dies, cele-
brated when the crop of acorns has proven generous, but otherwise omitted.

Besides the Kato Pomo, there are many other little bands in divers
valleys, of whe . the most important are here mentioned. In Potter Valley,
taken as a wh e, are the Bal-16 Kai Pé-mo (Oat Valley People); in Sher-
wood Valley, the Ku 14 Kai Pé-mo (kula is the name of a kind of fruit,
like little pumpkins, growing on water, as the Indians describe it) ; in Red-
wood Cafion, the Dé-pi-shiil Pé-mo (dapishal means “ high sun”; that is,
a cold place, because of the depth of the canon}; at Calpello, the Choam
Cha-di-la Pé-mo (Pitch Pine People); at Ukiah City, the Yo-kai’-g P6-mo
(Lower Valley People); in Coyote Valley, the Shé-do Kai Pé-mo; on
the coast, and along Usal Creek, the Yi-sil P6-mo or Kam’-a-lel Pé-mo
(Ocean People) ; at Little Lake, the Mi-toam’ Kai Pé-mo (Wooded Valley
People); on the Rio Grande, or Big River, the Bul'-dam Pé-mo. At Clear
Lake, about Lakeport, is a branch of this family called the Eastern People
(I do not know the Indian word). The Ku-l4 Kai Pé-mo are also called
by the Kato tribe, Shi-bal’-ni Pé-mo (Neighbor People).



CHAPTER XVIL
THE POMO, CONTINUED.

I have already intimated my belief that the word “ Pomo” is allied to
the Wintlin pum, meaning “earth”. William Potter, one of the pioneers
of Potter Valley, and a man well acquainted with the Pomo language,
informed me that there was a word, poam, in it signifying the same thing,
from which pomo is derived. I questioned the Indians concerning the exist-
ence of such a word, and none of them had ever heard it. They were
young Indians however, and it is possible that this word is an archaism,
and beyond the range of their knowledge. At any rate, it was given by
Mr. Potter as the basis of a tribal name, Poam Pomo, which is equivalent
in extent to Ballo Kai Pomo. And there is a great deal of probability in
this theory, because they believe, as did the Greeks respecting the fabled
autochthones, that their ancestors, the coyote-men, were created directly
from thte soil, from the knoll of red earth mentioned in a previous chapter.

THE POAM POMO.

I shall therefore assume this name as equivalent to Ballo Kai Pomo,
which we have seen denotes “Oat Valley People”. Some readers may
“raise an objection to this name on another score. Many Californians hold
that wild oats are not a native crop, but an acclimated product, having
spread from early scatterings left by the Spaniards; but the Indians of this
valley declare they have been growing in California so long that they know
nothing of their origin. Indeed the mere fact that the valley bears the name
of this cercal indicates for the latter an existence thercin cocval with the
Indian occupation.

In regard to government the Pomo are perhaps a little less ochlocratic
156~
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than the upper tribes. The chieftainship is hereditary to a certain extent,
and dual, which is to say, there are two chiefs, who might be compared, as to
their functions, to the Japanese Tycoon and Mikado, in that one administers
more particularly the secular affairs, and the other the spiritual. DBut the
Indians designate them as the war-chief (arrow-man) and peace-chief (shell-
man), the war-chief becoming the peace-chief when he grows too decrepit
to conduct them to battle. The peace-chief is a kind of censor morum,
adjusts disputes, delivers moral homilies on certain anniversary occasions,
performs the marriage ceremonies, so far as they extend, and watches over
the conduct of his people, and especially over that of the wanton young
squaws. Even the war-chief is obedient to him at home, and in fact that
functionary is of secondary importance, since the Pomo are eminently a
peaceable people.

There is rather more formality in the marriage ceremony than prevails
among most California Indians. The bridegroom can hardly be said to
purchase his bride, yet he is expected to make gencrous presents to her
father, and unless these were forthcoming probably the marriage would
not be permitted. The peace-chief causes the parties to enter into a simple
covenant in presence of their parents and friends, after which there is danc-
ing and merry-making for a considerable space of time, together with eating
and drinking, but not in such measure or quality as to constitute feasting.

As is true of California Indians generally, there is scarcely such an
attribute known as virtue or chastity in either sex before marriage. Up
to the time when they enter matrimony most of the young women are a
kind of femmes incomprises, the common property of the tribe; and after
they have once taken on themselves the marriage covenant, simple as it is,
they are guarded with a Turkish jealousy, for even the married women are
not such models as Mrs. Ford. Indeed the wantonness of their women is
the one great eyesore of the Pomo Indians, and it seems to be almost the
sole object of government to preserve them in proper subjection and obedi-
ence. The one great burden of the harangues delivered by the venerable
peace-chicf on solemn occasions is the necessity and the excellence of female
virtue; all the terrors of superstitious sanction and the direst threats of
the great prophet are leveled at unchastity, and all the most dreadful calam-
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ities and pains of a future state are hung suspended over the heads of those
who are persistently lascivious. All the devices that savage cunning can
invent, all the mysterious and masquerading horrors of devil-raising, all the
secret sorceries, the frightful apparitions and bugbears, which can be sup-
posed effectual in terrifying the women into virtue and preventing smock-
treason, are resorted to by the Pomo leaders.

William Potter, a high authority on Indian matters and master of most
of the Pomo dialects described to me as far as he was able a secret society
which exists among the Poam Pomo, and which has branch chapters at
Clear Lake, Calpello, Redwood Cafion and several other places, whose
simple purpose is to conjure up infernal terrors and render each other assist-
ance in keeping their women in subjection.

Their meetings are held in an assembly-house erected especially for
the purpose, constructed of peeled pine poles. It is painted red, black, and
white (wood color) on the inside in spiral stripes reaching from the apex to
the ground. Outside it is thatched and covered with earth. When they
are assembled in it there is a door-keeper at the entrance who suffers no one
to enter unless he is a regular member, pledged to secrecy. Even Mr.
Potter, though a man held in high honor by them was not allowed to enter,
though they offered to initiate him, if he desired. They do not scruple to
avow to Americans who are well acquainted with them, and in whose dis-
cretion they have confidence, that their object is simply to ‘“‘raise the devil”,
as they express it, with whom they pretend to hold communication ; and to
carry on other demoniacal doings, accompanied by frightful whooping and
yelling, in order to work on the imaginations of the erring squaws, no whit
more guilty than themselves.

Once in seven years these secret woman-tamers hold a grand devil-
dance (cha'-du-el-keh), which is looked forward to by the women of the
tribe with fear and trembling, as the scourging visit of the dreadful Yu-ku-
ku'-Ja (the devil). As this society has its ramifications among many Pomo
tribes, this great dance is held one septennium in one valley, another in
another, and so on through the circuit of the branch societies.

Every seven years, therefore, witnesses the construction of an immense
assembly-house, which is used for this special occasion only. I have seen
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the ruins of one which was reared in Potter Valley somewhere about the
year 1860. The pit or cellar which made a part of it was circular, 63 feet
in diameter, and about 6 feet deep, and all the emormous mass of earth
excavated from it was gouged up with small fire-hardened sticks and carried
away in baskets by both men and women, chiefly men. It was about
18 feet high in the center, and the roof was supported on five posts,
one a center-pole and four others standing around it, equidistant from it and
the perimeter of the pit. Timbers from six to nine inches in diameter were
laid from the edge of the pit to the middle posts, and from these to the cen-
ter-pole. Over these were placed grass and brush, and the whole was heavily
covered with earth. Allowing four square feet of space to each person, such
a structure would contain upward of 700 people. In their palmy days hun-
dreds and even thousands of Indians attended one of these grand dances.

When the dance is held, twenty or thirty men array themselves in harle-
quin rig and barbaric paint, and put vessels of pitch on their heads; then
they secretly go out into the surrounding mountains. These are to per-
sonify the devils. A herald goes up to the top of the assembly-house, and
makes a speech to the multitude. At a signal agreed upon in the evening
the masqueraders come in from the mountains, with the vessels of pitch
flaming on their heads, and with all the frightful accessories of noise, motion,
and costume which the savage mind can devise in representation of demons.
The terrified women and children flee for life, the men huddle them
inside a circle, and, on the principle of fighting the devil with fire, they
swing blazing firebrands in the air, yell, whoop, and make frantic dashes at
the marauding and blood-thirsty devils, so creating a terrific spectacle, and
striking great fear into the hearts of the assembled hundreds of women,
who are screaming and fainting and clinging to their valorous protectors.
Finally the devils succeed in getting into the assembly-house, and the
bravest of the men enter and hold a parley with them. As a conclusion of
the whole farce, the men summon courage, the devils are expelled from the
assembly-house, and with a prodigious row and racket of sham fighting
are chased away into the mountains.

After all these terrible doings have exercised their due effect upon the
wanton feminine mind, another stage of the proceedings is entered upon.
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A rattlesnake was captured some days beforehand, its fangs were plucked
out, and it was handled, stroked, fed, and tamed, so that it could be dis-
played with safety. The venerable, white-haired peace-chief now takes his
station before the multitude, within the great assembly-house, with the rattle-
snake before him as the visible incarnation of the dreadful Yukukula.
Slowly and sonorously he begins, speaking to them of morality and femi-
nine obedience. Then warming with his subject, and brandishing the horrid
reptile in his hand full in the faces and over the heads of his shuddering
auditors, with solemn and awful voice he warns them to beware, and
threatens them with the dire wrath of Yukukula if they do not live lives of
chastity, industry, and obedience, until some of the terrified squaws shrick
aloud and fall swooning upon the ground.

Having such a pother as they do with their own women to keep them
in a proper mood of humbleness, the Pomo make it a special point to
slaughter those of their enemies when the chances of battle give them an
opportunity. They do this because, as they argue with the greatest sin-
cerity, one woman destroyed is tantamount to five men killed. How dif-
ferent this from the treatment of their women by the old German barba-
rians, as described by Tacitus.

In another direction however, the women exercise some authority.
When an Indian becomes too infirm to serve any longer as a warrior or
hunter, he is thenceforth condemned to the life of a menial and a scullion.
He is compelled to assist the squaws in all their labors—in picking acorns
and berries, in threshing out seeds and wild oats, making bread, drying
salmon, ete. As the women have entire control of these matters without in-
terference from their lords, these superannuated warriors come entirely under
their authority as much as children, and are obliged to obey their com-
mands implicitly. We may well imagine that the squaws, in revenge for
the ignoble and terrorizing surveillance to which they are subjected by the
braves, not unfrequently domineer over these poor old nonagenarians with
hardness, and make them feel their humiliation keenly.

Cronise, in his “ Natural Wealth of California”, makes mention of an
ancient tradition to the effect that when the Spaniards first arrived in Cali-
fornia, they found a tribe in what is now Mendocino county, in which the
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squaws were Amazons and exercised a gyneocracy. I am inclined to think
the fable was not without some foundation. When we consider the infinite
trouble which these Pomo find it necessary to give themselves in order to
keep the women in subjection, and also that the latter-actuelly bear des-
potic rule over childhood and senility—that is, over the beginning and the
ending of human life—we can easily perceive that these Pomo wives are
stronger than the common run of Indian women. At least, by diligent
inquiry, I never found any other trace of such a race of Amazons.

The Poam Pomo believe that lightning was the origin of fire; that
the primordial bolt which fell from heaven deposited the spark in the wood,
so that it now comes forth when two pieces are rubbed together. Asto the
lightning itself, they believed it to be hurled by the Great Man Above, as
it was by Jupiter Tonans.

There is no doubt that they believe in a Supreme Being, but as usual
among the California.Indians he is quite a negative being, possessing few,
if any, active attributes. Hisnameis Cha-kal-1é. The syllable cha denotes
“man” (though the u§ual word meaning an ordinary mortal is atabunya),
and kallé signifies * above”, being apparently derived from the same root
as kdllel in the Gallinomero+ language. Hence the name denotes ¢ The
Man Above”, or “The Great One Above”. But as before remarked, he
is a being of no manner of consequence in their cosmogony, for the Pla-
tonic Fon, the active principle, has always resided in the coyote. He it
was who created the world and mankind, or rather he deigned to take on
himself the human form divine.

Their happy land is in the heavens above us, to which, like the Budd-
hists, they believe they will ascend by a ladder. The souls of the wicked
will fall off the ladder in the ascent and descend into negative and nonde-
script limbo, where they will be neither happy nor tormented, but rove
vacantly and idly about forevermore; while others, in punishment for
greater wickedness, transmigrate into grizzly bears, or into rattlesnakes
condemned to crawl over burning sand, or into other animals condemned to
hunger and thirst; to a California Indian, a place where he is hungry is
hell. They believe that every grizzly bear existing is some old savage

-Indian thus returned to this world to be punished for his wickedness.
11TcC
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LEGEND OF THE COYOTE.

Once upon a time there lived a man among the Yuki of the Black
Chief’s tribe, fierce and terrible, with two sons like to himself, bloody-
minded and evil men. For their great wickedness he and his two sons
were turned into coyotes. Then they started from Rice’s Fork and jour-
neyed southward, biting and slaying all the beasts they came upon. As
they passed over the defile to come into Potter Valley, one of the coyote’s
sons drank so much water from the spring near the summit that he died,
and his father buried him, and heaped over him a cairn of stones, and wept
for his son. Then they journeyed on through Potter Valley and went
down to Clear Lake, and there the other son drank so much water that he
died also, and his father buried him and wept sore. Then the father turned
back and went on alone to a place called White Buttes, and came unto it,
and discovered there much red alabaster, of which the Pomo make beads
to this day, which, among them, are to the shell-béads as gold to silver.
And when he had discovered the red alabaster at White Buttes his hair and
his tail dropped off his body, he stood up on his hid legs and became a
man again.

In this silly fable I can discern no other significance than the super-
stitious belief of its inventors, that for an evil action a human being may
be punished by transmutation into a beast, and that for a good one he may
be restored.



CHAPTER XVIIL
THE YO KAl'-A, ETC.

This name has been corrupted by the Americans into “Ukiah”, and
applied to the town around which these Indians live. The word yo means
“down below” or “lower”, and kaia is a dialectic variation of the Pomo
Lai, “valley”. Sometimes they were called by the Pomo, Yokaia Pomo,
and sometimes Yo-kai'-a-mah.

They occupied the fertile and picturesque valley of Russian River from
a point a little below Calpello down to about seven miles below Ukiah.
They were once very numerous. In Coyote Valley, near by, Mr. Christy
states that there were between three hundred and four hundred when he
arrived, while now eight American families in the same valley think them-
selves crowded. -

Their style of lodge i% the same which prevails generally along Rus-
sian River—a huge framework of willow poles covered with thatch, and
resembling a large, flattish haystack. Though still preserving the same
style and materials, since they have adopted from the Americans the use of
boards they have'learned to construct all around the wall of the wigwam
a series of little state-rooms, if I may so call them, which are snugly boarded
up and furnished with bunks inside. This enables every family in these
immense patriarchal lodges to disrobe and retire with some regard to de-
cency, which could not be done in the one common room of the old-style
wigwam.

I paid a visit to their camp four miles below Ukiah, and finding there
a unique kind of assembly-house desired to enter and examine it, but was
not allowed to do so until I had gained the confidence of the old sexton

by a few friendly words and the tender of a silver half-dollar. The pit of
163
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it was about fifty feet in diameter and four or five.feet deep, and it was
so heavily roofed with earth that the interior was damp and somber as a
tomb. It looked like a low tumulus, and was provided with a tunnel-like
entrance about ten feet long and four feet high, and leading down to a level
with the floor of the pit. The mouth of the tunnel was closed with brush,
and the venerable sexton would not remove it until he had slowly and de-
voutly paced several times to and fro before the entrance.' Passing in I
found the massive roof supported by a number of peeled poles painted
white and ringed with black, and ornamented with rude devices. The floor
was covered thick and green with sprouting wheat which had been scat-
tered to feed the spirit of the captain of the tribe lately deceased.

Not long afterward a deputation of the Se-nel’ came up to condole with
the Yokaia on the loss of their chief, and a dance, or series of dances was
held which lasted three days. During this time of course the Senel were
the guests of the Yokaia, and the latter were subjected to a considerable
expense. I was prevented by other engagements from being present and
shall be obliged to depend on the description of an eye-witness, Mr. John
Tenney, whose account is here given with a few changes:

There are four officials connected with the building, who are proba-
bly chosen to preserve order, and to allow no intruders. They are the
assistants of the chief. The invitation to attend was from one of them, and
admission was given by the same. These four wore black vests trimmed
with red flannel and shell ormaments. The chief made no special display
on the occasion. In addition to these four, who were officers of theassembly-
chamber, there was an old man and a young woman who seemed to be priest
and priestess. The young woman was dressed differently from any other,
the rest dressing in plain calico dresses. Her dress was white, covered
with spots of red flannel, cut in neat figures, ornamented with shells. It
looked gorgeous, and denoted some office, the name of which I could not
ascertain.

Before the visitors were ready to enter, the older men of the tribe
were reclining around the fire smoking and chatting. As the ceremonies
were about to commence, the old man and young woman were summoned,
and standing at the end opposite the entrance they inaugurated the exer-



DANCE FOR A DEAD CHIEF. 165

3

cises by a brief service, which seemed to be a dedication of the house to
the exercises about to commence. Iach of them spoke a few words, joined
in a brief chant, and the house was thrown open for their visitors. They
staid at their post until the visitors entered and were seated on one side of
the room. After the visitors, then others were seated, making about two
hundred in all, though there was plenty of room in the center for the danc-
ing. Before the dance commenced the chief of the visiting tribe made a
brief speech, in which he no doubt referred to the death of the chief of the
Yokaia, and offered the sympathy of his tribe in this loss. As he spoke
some of the women scarcely refrained from crying out, and with difficulty
they suppressed their sobs. I presume that he proposed a few moments of
mourning, for when he stopped the whole assemblage burst forth into a
bitter wailing, some screaming as if in agony. The whole thing created
such a din that I was compelled to stop my ears. The air was rent and
pierced with their cries. This wailing and shedding of tears lasted about
three or five minutes, though it seemed to last a half hour. - At a given signal
they ceased, wiped their eyes, and quieted down.

Then preparations were made for the dance. One end of the room
was set aside for the dressing-room. '

The chief actors were five men, who were muscular and agile. They
were profusely decorated with paint and feathers, while white and dark stripes
covered their bodies. They were girt about the middle with cloth of bright
colors—sometimes with variegated shawls. A feather mantle hung from the
shoulder, reaching below the knee, strings of shell ornamented the neck,
while their heads were covered with a crown of eagle-feathers. They had
whistles in their mouths as they danced, swaying their heads, bending and
whirling their bqdies; every muscle seemed to be exercised, and the feather
ornaments quivered with life. They were agile and graceful as they bounded
about in the sinuous course of the dance. .

The five men were assisted by a semicircle of twenty women, who
only marked time by stepping up and down with short step; they always
took their places first and disappeared first; the men making their exit
gracefully one by one.

The dresses of the women were suitable for the occasion. They
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wore white dresses trimmed heavily with black velvet. The stripes were
about three inches wide, some plain and others edged like saw-teeth. This
was an indication of their mourning for the dead chief in whose honor they
had prepared that style of dancing. Strings of Haliotis and Pachydesma
shell-beads encircled their necks, and around their waists were belts heavily
loaded with the same material. Their head-dresses were more showy than
those of the men. The head was encircled with a bandeau of otters’ or
beavers' fur, to which were attached short wires standing out in all directions,
with glass and shell beads strung on them, and at the tips little feather flags
and quail plumes. Surmounting all was a pyramidal plume of feathers,
black, gray, and scarlet, the top generally being a bright scarlet bunch,
waving and tossing very beautifully. All these combined gave their heads
a very brilliant and spangled appearance.

The first day the dance was slow and funereal, in honor of the Yokaia
chief who died a short time before. The music was mournful and simple,
being a monotonous chant, in which only two tones were used, accompanied
with a rattling of split sticks and stamping on a hollow slab.

The second day the dance was more lively on the part of the men, the
music was better, employing airs which had a greater range of tone, and
the women generally joined in the chorus. The dress of the women was
not so beautiful, as they appeared in ordinary calico.

The third day, if observed in accordance with Indian custom, the danc-
ing was still more lively and the proceedings more gay, just as the coming
home from a Christian funeral is apt to be much more jolly than the going
out.

A Yokaia widow’s style of mourning is peculiar. In addition to the
usual evidences of grief she mingles the ashes of her dead husband with
pitch, making a white tar or unguent with which she smears a band about
two inches wide all around the edge of the hair (which is previously cut
off close to the head), so that at a little distance she appears to be wearing
a white chaplet.

It is their custom to “feed the spirits of the dead” for the space of one
year by going daily to places which they were accustomed to frequent
while living, where they sprinkle pinole upon the ground. A Yokaia mother
who has lost her babe goes every day for a year to some place where her
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little one played while alive, or to the spot where its body was burned, and
milks her breasts into the air. This is accompanied by plaintive mourning
and weeping, and piteous calling upon her little one to return,-and some-
times she sings a hoarse and melancholy chant, and dances with a wild,
ecstatic swaying of her body. '

The one great charm and panacea of the Yokaia physician or powwow
is a stuffed lizard, while his ZAsculapian robes are a mantle of black eagle’s
tail-feathers and a gaudy plume of the same. Equipped with the one and
panoplied in the others, he pirouettes, curvets and prances around the
patient, brandishing the lizard aloft, with many wild and lunatic whoops
and crooning chants; now dancing swiftly up to him, then backward away
from him, to draw out the evil spirits. Then he stoops down and waves
the lizard over him with countless motions, gradually advancing from the
body to the extremities of the limbs as if thus driving out the devil at his
fingers’ ends.

In Coyote Valley I saw some of this tribe motu proprio cultivating a
little garden of corn which belonged to themselves. They employ neither
plow nor hoe, but the squaws sit sheer down on the ground beside the hills,
and work probably fifteen minutes at each one, digging up the earth deep
and rubbing it all up fine in the hands. By this means they can till only
an extremely small crop, but they do it excellently well and get a greater
yield than Americans would.

Following is a table of numerals, showing how the Pomo language
changes as one comes down Russian River. The first column was taken at
Cahto, the second at Ukiah, the third at Sanel, the fourth at Healdsburg:

1 | cha. t4-ro. ta-to. chah.
2 | ko. ka. ko. 4-ko.
3 | sib’-bo. sib’-bo. sib’-bu. mi-sib’-bo.
4 | tak. du-ha. da-ko. mi-tah.
5 | shal. na-twi. na-to. ta-shuh.”
6 | fa-deh. tsa-deh. ts4-~-deh. lan’-kah.
7 | ké-pa. hol’-nait. ké-i-naz. lat’-ko.
8 | ké-wal. ké-go-dol. ké-go-dol. ko-mi-tah.
9 | shal’-shal. nem’-go-shun. | nd-mo-shun. cha-ko.

10 | s4-la. nem’-po-tek. na-va-ko-tek. cha-st-to.
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THE SE-NEL'.

The Se-nel’, together with three other petty tribes, mere villages, occupy
that broad expansion of Russian River Valley, on one side of which now
stands the American village of Sanel. Among them we find unmistakably
developed that patriarchal system which appears to prevail all along Rus-
sian River. They construct immense dome-shaped or oblong lodges of
willow poles an inch or two in diameter, woven in square lattice-work,
securely lashed and thatched. In each one of these live several families,
sometimes twenty or thirty persons, including all who are blood relations.
Each wigwam therefore is a pueblo, a law unto itself. And yet these
lodges are grouped in villages, some of which formerly contained hundreds
of inhabitants, and one of which will presently be described.

During the dry season they abandon these huge wigwams entirely,
and live in booths close by the river side, in the cool shadows of the willows,
where they can almost dip up the salmon-trout and the skeggers, as they lie
on their leafy couches. Here in the damp silt they have nowadays patches
of maize, with a few squashes, beans, and melons, where they can sling
water over them from the shrunken river with their hands or baskets, if there
is need of irrigation. But, like little children, they generally eat the melons
prematurely, and the squashes unwholesomely green, the latter being roasted
whole. When the rainy season sets in they return to the wigwams, though
they generally burn the old ones to destroy the vermin, and construct new
ones.

Just opposite the American village of Sanel, on the east side of the
river, are the ruins of an old Indian town which was once probably more
populous than its civilized successor will ever become. I wandered overit
one day, traced out its streets and the sites of its barbaric temples (assembly-
houses), sketched it, and endeavored to form some estimate of its ancient
population. The streets were quite straight, and each wigwam formed a
block, the sites of them being plainly discernible by the hollows avhich
were rounded out. Owing to their custom of burning old wigwams occa-
sionally, it is not easy to determine what the population was, since the
largest limits of the town may never have been occupied at once, part being
built upon and part being in ashes. The assembly-Louses are the best
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standard of measurement, because most permanent. There were five of
them, each of which would contain a hundred persons; and as they were
intended for men chiefly it is safe to estimate that the town once numbered
1,500 souls. M. March states that in 1847 it still contained between 300
and 400 people. :

When a Senel woman is sterile she and her husband go on a long
Journey into the mountains, where they take upon themselves certain vows,
make certain offerings, and perform rites, none of which are proper sub-
Jects for description. ~ All this they do in hope of having offspring.

Their ceremonial dances are much the same as those of the Pomo, both
in the manner, objects, and accouterments worn.

According to the Senel, the sun and moon are active, potent, and
malignant spirits, the same as the innumerable other devils in whom they
believe. Hence if one has the headache or sunstroke he thinks he is
tormented by one or the other of these evil luminaries—sun-poisoned or
moon-poisoned. As a means of relief he sometimes thumps his ‘head
unmercifully, causing his nose to bleed. They torture their bodies too,
not only for themselves, but also for their friends when afflicted. They
believe that by lacerating themselves they help to placate the wrath of the
evil one, and thereby alleviate the distress of their relatives.

The dead are mostly burned. Mr. Willard described to me a scene of
incremation that he once witnessed which was frightful for its exhibitions
of fanatic frenzy and infatuation. The corpse was that of a wealthy chief-
tain, and as he lay upon the funeral pyre they placed in his mouth two
gold twenties, and other smaller coins in his ears and hands, on his breast
etc., besides all his finery, his feather mantles, plumes, clothing, shell-money,
his fancy bows, painted arrows, etc. When the torch was applied they set
up a mournful ululation, chanting and dancing about him, gradually work-
ing themselves into a wild and ecstatic raving—which seemed almost a demo-
niacal possession—Ileaping, howling, lacerating their flesh. Many seemed
to lose all self-control. The younger, English-speaking Indians generally
lend themselves charily to such superstitious work, especially if American
spectators are present; but even they were carried away by the old con-
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tagious frenzy of their race. One stripped off a broadcloth coat, quite new
and fine, and ran frantically yelling and cast it upon the blazing pile.
Another rushed up and was about to throw on a pair of California blankets,
when a white man, to test his sincerity, offered him $16 for them, jingling
the bright coins before his eyes; but the savage (for such he had become
again for the moment), otherwise so avaricious, hurled him away with a
yell of execration and ran and threw his offering into the flames. Squaws,
even more frenzied, wildly flung upon the pyre all they had in the world—
their dearest ornaments, their gaudiest dresses, their strings of glittering
shells. Screaming, wailing, tearing their hair, beating their breasts in their
mad and insensate infatuation, some of them would have cast themselves
bodily into the flaming ruins and perished with the chief had they not been
restrained Dy their companions. Thus the swift, bright flames with their
hot tongues licked this ‘“cold obstruction” into chemic change, and the once
“delighted spirit” of the savage was borne up—
“To be imprisoned in the viewless winds,

And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world ”.

It seems as if the savage shared in Shakspeare’s shudder at the thought
of rotting in the dismal grave, for it is the one passion of his super-
stition to think of the soul of his departed friend set free and purified by
the swift, purging heat of the flames, not dragged down to be clogged and
bound in the moldering body, but borne up in the soft, warm chariots of
the smoke toward the beautiful sun, to bask in his warmth and light, and
then to fly away to the Happy Western Land. What wonder if the Indian
shrinks with unspeakable horror from the thought of burying his friend’s
soul! of pressing and ramming down with pitiless clods that inner something
which once took such delight in the sweet light of the sun! What wonder
if it takes years to persuade him to do otherwise, and follow our custom!
What wonder if even then he does it with sad fears and misgivings! Why
not let him keep his custom ? In the gorgeous landscapes and balmy climate
of California and India incremation is as natural to the savage as it is for
him to love the beauty of the sun. Let the vile Esquimaux and the frozen
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Siberian bury their dead if they will ; it matters little ; the earth is the same
above as below; or to them the bosom of the earth may seem even the
better ; but in California, do not blame the savage if he recoils at the thought
of going under ground ! This soft, pale halo of the lilac hills—ah, let him
console himself if he will with the belief that his lost friend enjoys it
still.

The narrator concluded by saying that they destroyed full $500 worth
of property. ‘The blankets,” said he, with a fine Californian scorn of such
absurd insensibility to a good bargain, “the blankets that the American
offered him $16 for were not worth half the money.”

After death the Senel hold that bad Indians return into coyotes. Others
fall off a bridge which all souls must traverse, or are hooked off by a raging
bull at the further end, while the good escape across.

Like the Yokaia and the Konkau, they believe it necessary to nourish
the spirits of the departed for the space of a year. This is generally done
by a squaw, who takes pinole in her basket, repairs to the scene of the
incremation or to places hallowed by the memory of the dead, where she
scatters it over the ground, meantime rocking her body violently to and fro
in a dance, and chanting the following chorus:

« Hel-lel-li-ly
Hel-lel-lo,
Hel-lel-1a .

This refrain is repeated over and over indefinitely, but the words have
no meaning whatever. .

Their “ Big Indians” profess to believe that the whole world was once .
a globe of fire, whence that element passed up into the trees, and now comes
out whenever two pieces of wood are rubbed together. So, also, they hold
the world will finally be consumed by fire. They may have acquired these
notions from the Spaniards, but I think not, for the California Indians while
accepting our outward customs cling tenaciously to their ancient beliefs.
Nearly all the Wint@in tribes entertain the same notion, and the earthquakes
of California are sufficient to account for it.

Clear Lake was created by a coyote which drank too much brine from
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the ocean, and fell sick before he traveled far, whereupon he vomited up
this lake.

Besides the Senel, there live in this vicinity the So-ké-a, the La-ma,
and the Si-a-ko, very small tribes or villages.

THE KO-MA-CHO.

These Indians live in Rancheria and Anderson Valleys, and are a
branch of the great Pomo family, although more nearly related to the Senel
than to the Pomo proper. Their name is derived from their present chief,
whose authority extends over both valleys.

One custom is observed by the Komacho, which I have not heard of
among the Pomo or any other Indians in the State. It is the levying of a
kind of free-will tax on the people for the support of the chief. Every
autumn, on the occasion of the great annual gathering which prevails quite
generally throughout California upon the ripening of the acorns, they bring
up their voluntary contributions to himself and to the members of his family
as regularly as the medieval Englishman paid his Rome-scot on Lammas-
day. Dried salmon, acorn-bread, fine buckskins, baskets ornamental and
baskets useful, strings of shells; all these are acceptable. Also, when one
of the chief’s family dies all the tribe assemble at his wigwam to condole
with him, and each brings an offering according to his several ability, for
himself or some member of his family.

Their principal anniversary dance is the watermelon dance. It is cele-
brated with the same sacred costumes of feathers, and with very much the
. same manner of chanting and dancing as have been described in the chap-
ters on the Pomo. They stand around the fire in two circles, the women
outside, and the men dance or rather stamp with one foot only, while the
women simply sway themselves to and fro and swing their handkerchiefs.

Like the Senel, they frequently torture themselves in behalf of their
sick relatives. When any one dear to them is lying at the point of death
the squaws are stricken with the wildest frenzy of grief, and fling into the
air handful after handful of their most valuable shell-money. Then they
suddenly fall to the earth as if in a trance, where they lie motionless and
lifeless for hours, like those smitten by the “power” in a negro revival.
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They do this with the hope of creating a diversion, to induce the torment-
ing spirits to quit their relatives and assault themselves. They believe that
by distracting or dividing their attention they can overpower and expel
them. .

When dancing around the funeral pyre they show the same passionate
and frenzied sorrow and make the same fanatic manifestations as do the
Senel. ILverything belonging to the deceased, even to his horse, is sacri-
ficed.



CHAPTER XIX.

THE GAL-LI-NO-ME-RO.

In Russian River Valley, from Clbverdale down to the redwood
belt and south to Santa Rosa Creek, and also in Dry Creek Valley, live the
remnants of a tribe whom the Spaniards called the Gal-li-no-me’-ro nation
The Gallinoméro proper occupy cnly Dry Creek and Russian River, below
Healdsburg, within the limits above named; while above Healdsburg,
principally between Geyserville and Cloverdale, are the Mi-sal’-la Ma-giin’,
or Mu-sal-la-kiin’, and the Kai-mé. This nation may be considered a
branch of the great family of the Pomo, whose habitat is co-extensive with
Russian River Valley, covers the lowlands on the northwest of Clear Lake,
and includes all the habitab