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"I was a member of a small company of emigrants, who were attacked by an overwhelming force
of hostile Sioux, which resulted in the death of a large proportion of the party, in my own capture,
and a horrible captivity of five months' duration. Of my thrilling adventures and experience during
this season of terror and privation, I propose to give a plain, unvarnished narrative, hoping the
reader will be more interested in facts concerning the habits, manners, and customs of the
Indians, and their treatment of prisoners."

"The Three Musketeers of the Army Air Forces is a wonderful book to read for a look into the
lives of the men who flew into history on that fateful day. By presenting a narrative of the crew
members' entire lives, Harder helps the reader identify with the men on a more personal level.
Furthermore, this technique reveals how the crew handled the pressure, thus letting the reader
walk away with an appreciation for what they really did. At the end of the day, this book is a great
read for anyone who wants get a better picture of the individuals who flew those fateful missions
and of how they created the world's first nuclear combat unit."―Air and Space Power
History"Many aviation enthusiasts will probably wonder how a new book could possibly offer any
fresh details about this well-trodden subject. The answer comes in a beautifully written narrative
by Robert Harder . . . The author not only illuminates how these historical figures interacted . . .
he also provides an excellent technical analysis of the Superfortress and its Norden bombsight.
Numerous misconceptions are cleared up. The result is a fresh and often riveting account of a
familiar story." --Aviation History Magazine"This is an easily readable text, which is neither
verbose nor lengthy. In many instances, the notes include additional information and clarification
to the text. There are no maps, but an eight-page photographic section has multiple shots on
each page, including a diagram of the Norden bombsight. This is a sometimes intimate look at
the lives of three of the 'Greatest Generation,' whose immense responsibilities can only be
imagined in a wartime situation, yet were just as human as anyone else in wanting to end the
war, enjoy peace, be with their families and live long, healthy and productive lives. This is
certainly a testament to those who survived the Great Depression and went on to help eliminate
the immediate threat of world domination by European fascism and Japanese
imperialism."―JAMP: The Journal of America's Military Past"Drawing on his own experience as
a navigator and bombardier aboard a B-52 bomber during the Cold War, the author brings
together stories of these three men using in-depth interviews, well thought out research, and
technical accuracy. He dispels several of the mistakes about the atomic missions that have crept
into the accepted narrative over previous decades. Overall, the book is well written, clear, and
engaging, a fascinating look at America's original atomic warriors."―WWII History
MagazineReview"The Three Musketeers of the Army Air Forces is a wonderful book to read for a



look into the lives of the men who flew into history on that fateful day. By presenting a narrative of
the crew members' entire lives, Harder helps the reader identify with the men on a more
personal level. Furthermore, this technique reveals how the crew handled the pressure, thus
letting the reader walk away with an appreciation for what they really did. At the end of the day,
this book is a great read for anyone who wants get a better picture of the individuals who flew
those fateful missions and of how they created the world's first nuclear combat unit."―Air and
Space Power History"Many aviation enthusiasts will probably wonder how a new book could
possibly offer any fresh details about this well-trodden subject. The answer comes in a
beautifully written narrative by Robert Harder . . . The author not only illuminates how these
historical figures interacted . . . he also provides an excellent technical analysis of the
Superfortress and its Norden bombsight. Numerous misconceptions are cleared up. The result
is a fresh and often riveting account of a familiar story." --Aviation History Magazine"This is an
easily readable text, which is neither verbose nor lengthy. In many instances, the notes include
additional information and clarification to the text. There are no maps, but an eight-page
photographic section has multiple shots on each page, including a diagram of the Norden
bombsight. This is a sometimes intimate look at the lives of three of the 'Greatest Generation,'
whose immense responsibilities can only be imagined in a wartime situation, yet were just as
human as anyone else in wanting to end the war, enjoy peace, be with their families and live
long, healthy and productive lives. This is certainly a testament to those who survived the Great
Depression and went on to help eliminate the immediate threat of world domination by European
fascism and Japanese imperialism."―JAMP: The Journal of America's Military Past"Drawing on
his own experience as a navigator and bombardier aboard a B-52 bomber during the Cold War,
the author brings together stories of these three men using in-depth interviews, well thought out
research, and technical accuracy. He dispels several of the mistakes about the atomic missions
that have crept into the accepted narrative over previous decades. Overall, the book is well
written, clear, and engaging, a fascinating look at America's original atomic warriors."―WWII
History Magazine --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the
AuthorRobert O. Harder was an Air Force ROTC Distinguished Military Graduate and Strategic
Air Command "Cold War" B-52D aircrewman with 145 combat missions during the Vietnam War.
A rated navigator and radar bombardier, he also flew nuclear training sorties and stood Pad
Alert. A former business executive, commercial pilot, and FAA-certificated flight instructor, he is
a free-lance writer. His previous book, Flying from the Black Hole: The B-52 Navigator-
Bombardiers of Vietnam was first published by the Naval Institute Press in 2009. Visit the
author's website at robertoharder.com for more info and many additional images not published
in the book.Read more
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XXVIIIIntroductionTable of ContentsThe summer of 1864 marked a period of unusual peril to the
daring pioneers seeking homes in the far West. Following upon the horrible massacres in
Minnesota in 1862, and the subsequent chastisements inflicted by the expeditions under
Generals Sully and Sibley in 1863, whereby the Indians were driven from the then western
borders of civilization, in Iowa, Minnesota, and the white settlements of Dakota, in the Missouri
Valley, the great emigrant trails to Idaho and Montann became the scene of fresh outrages; and,
from the wild, almost inaccessible nature of the country, pursuit and punishment were
impossible.I was a member of a small company of emigrants, who were attacked by an
overwhelming force of hostile Sioux, which resulted in the death of a large proportion of the
party, in my own capture, and a horrible captivity of five months' duration.Of my thrilling
adventures and experience during this season of terror and privation, I propose to give a plain,
unvarnished narrative, hoping the reader will be more interested in facts concerning the habits,
manners, and customs of the Indians, and their treatment of prisoners, than in theoretical
speculations and fine wrought sentences.Some explanation is due the public for the delay in
publishing this my narrative. From memoranda, kept during the period of my captivity, I had
completed the work for publication, when the manuscript was purloined and published; but the
work was suppressed before it could be placed before the public. After surmounting many
obstacles, I have at last succeeded in gathering the scattered fragments; and, by the aid of
memory, impressed as I pray no mortal's may ever be again, am enabled to place the results
before, I trust, a kind-judging, appreciative public.Chapter ITable of ContentsEarly History -
Canada to Kansas - Death of My Father - My Marriage - "Ho! for Idaho!" - Crossing the Platte
River - A StormI was born in Orillia, Canada, in 1845. Our home was on the lake shore, and there
amid pleasant surroundings I passed the happy days ·of early childhood.The years 1852 to 1856
witnessed, probably, the heavest immigration the West has ever known in a corresponding
length of time. Those who had gone before sent back to their friends such marvelous accounts
of the fertility of the soil, the rapid development of the country, and the ease with which fortunes



were made, the " Western fever" became almost epidemic. Whole towns in the old, Eastern
States were almost depopulated. Old substantial farmers, surrounded apparently by all the
comforts that heart could wish, sacrificed the homes wherein their families had been reared for
generations, and, with all their worldly possessions, turned their faces toward the setting sun.
And with what high hopes! Alas! how few, comparatively, met their realization.In 1856, my father,
James Wiggins, joined a New York colony bound for Kansas. Being favorably impressed with the
country and its people, they located the town of Geneva, and my father returned for his
family.Reaching the Missouri River on our way to our new home, my father was attacked with
cholera, and died. In obedience to his dying instructions, my widowed mother, with her little
family, continued on the way to our new home. But, oh! with what saddened hearts we entered
into its possession. It seemed as if the light of our life had gone out. He who had been before to
prepare that home for us, was not there to share it with us, and, far away from all early
associations, almost alone in a new and sparsely settled country, it seemed as though hope had
died.But God is merciful. He prepares the soul for its burdens. Of a truth, "He tempers the wind
to theshorn lamb."Our family remained in this pleasant prairie home, where I was married to
Josiah S. Kelly.My husband's health failing, he resolved upon a change of climate. Accordingly,
on the 17th of May, 1864, a party of persons, consisting of Mr. Gardner Wakefield, my husband,
myself, our adopted daughter (my sister's child), and two colored servants, started from Geneva,
with high-wrought hopes and pleasant anticipations of a romantic and delightful journey across
the plains, and a confident expectation of future prosperity among the golden hills of Idaho.A few
days after commencing our journey, we were joined by Mr. Sharp, a Methodist clergyman, from
Verdigris River about thirty miles south of Geneva; and, a few weeks later, we overtook a large
train of emigrants, among whom were a family from Allen County with whom we were
acquainted-Mr. Larimer, wife, and child, a boy eight years old. Preferring to travel with our small
train, they left the larger one and became members of our party. The addition of one of my own
sex to ollr little company was cause of much rejoicing to me, and helped relieve the dullness of
our tiresome march.The hours of noon and evening rest were spent in preparing our frugal
meals, gathering flowers with our children, picking berries, hunting curiosities, or gazing in wrapt
wonder and admiration at the beauties of this strange, bewildering country.Our amusements
were varied. Singing, reading, writing to friends at home, or pleasant conversation, occupied our
leisure hours.So passed the first few happy days of our emigration to the land of sunshine and
flowers.When the sun had set, when his last rays were flecking the towering peaks of the Rocky
Mountains, gathering around the camp-fires, in our home-like tent, we ate with a relish known
only to those who, like us, scented the pure air, and lived as nature demanded.At night, when
our camp had been arranged by Andy and Franklin, our colored men, it was always in the same
relative position, Mr. Kelly riding a few miles ahead as evening drew near to select the camping
ground.The atmosphere, which during the day was hot and stifling, became cool, and was laden
with the odor of prairie flowers, the night dews filling their beautiful cups with the waters of
heaven.The solemnity of night pervaded every thing. The warblings of the feathered tribe had



ceased. The antelope and deer rested on the hills; no sound of laughing, noisy children, as in a
settled country; no tramp- ing of busy feet, or hurrying to and fro. All is silent. Nature, like man,
has put aside the labors of the day, and is enjoying rest and peace.Yonder, as a tiny spark, as a
distant star, might be seen from the road a little camp-fire in the darkness spread over the
earth.Every eye in our little company is closed, every hand still, as we lay in our snugly-covered
wagons, awaiting the dawn of another day.And the Eye that never sleeps watched over us in our
lonely camp, and cared for the slumbering travelers.Mr. Wakefield, with whom we became
acquainted after he came to settle at Geneva, proved a most agreeable companion. Affable and
courteous, unselfish, and a gentleman, we remember him with profound respect.A. fine bridge
crosses the Kansas River. A half-hour's ride through the dense heavy timber, over a jet-black soil
of incalculable richness, brought us to this bridge, which we crossed.We then beheld the lovely
valley of the prairies, intersecting the deep green of graceful slopes, where waves tall prairie
grass, among which the wild flowers grow.Over hundreds of acres these blossoms are
scattered, yellow, purple, white, and blue, making the earth look like a rich carpet of variegated
colors; those blooming in spring are of tender, modest hue, in later summer and early autumn
clothed in gorgeous splendor. Solomon's gold and purple could not outrival them.Nature
seemingly reveled in beauty, for beauty's sake alone, for none but the simple children of the
forest to view her in state.Slowly the myriad years come and go upon her solitary places. Tender
spring-time and glorious summer drop down their gifts from overflowing coffers, while the steps
of bounding deer or the notes of singing birds break upon the lonely air.The sky is of wonderful
clearness and transparency. Narrow belts and fringes of forest mark the way of winding
streams.In the distance rise conical mounds, wrapped in the soft veil of dim and dreamy
haze.Upon the beaten road are emigrants wending their way, their household goods packed in
long covered wagons, drawn by oxen, mules, or horses; speculators working their way to some
new town with women and children; and we meet with half-breed girls, with heavy eye-lashes
and sun-burnt cheeks, jogging along on horseback.I was surprised to see so many women
among the emigrants, and to see how easily they adapted themselves to the hardships
experienced in a journey across the plains.As a rule, the emigrants travel without tents, sleeping
in and under wagons, without removing their clothing.Cooking among emigrants to the far West
is a very primitive operation, a frying-pan and perhaps a Dutch oven comprising the major part of
the kitchen furniture.The scarcity of timber is a source of great inconvenience and discomfort,
"buffalo chips" being the substitute. At some of the stations, where opportunity offered, Mr. Kelly
bought wood by the pound, as I had not yet been long enough inured to plains privations to
relish food cooked over a fire made with "chips" of that kind.We crossed the Platte River by
binding four wagon boxes together, then loaded the boat with goods, and were rowed across by
about twenty men.We were several days in crossing. Our cattle and horses swam across. . The
air had been heavy and oppressively hot; now the sky began to darken suddenly, and just as we
reached the opposite shore, a gleam of lightning, like a forked tongue of flame, shot out of the
black clouds, blinding us by its flash, and followed by a frightful crash of thunder.Another gleam



and another crash followed, and the dense blackness lowered threateningly over us, almost
shutting out the heights beyond, and seeming to encircle us like prisoners in the valley that lay at
our feet.The vivid flashes lighting the darkness for an instant only made its gloom more fearful,
and the heavy rolling of the thunder seemed almost to rend the heavens above it.All at once it
hurst upon our unprotected, heads in rain. But such rain! Not the gentle dro~pings of an
afternoon shower, nor a commonplace storm, but a sweeping avalanche of water, drenching us
completely at the first dash, and continuing to pour, seeming to threaten the earth on which we
stood, and tempt the old Platte to rise and claim it as its own.Our wagon covers had been
removed in the fording, and we had no time to put up tents for our protection until its fury was
exhausted. And so we were forced to brave the elements, with part of our company on the other
side of the swollen river, and a wild scene, we could scarcely discern through the pelting rain,
surrounding us.One soon becomes heroic in an open-air life, and so we put up what shelter we
could when the abating storm gave us opportunity; and, wringing the water out of clothes, hair,
and eye-brows, we camped in cheerful hope of a bright to-morrow, which did not disappoint us,
and our hundreds of emigrant companions scattered on the way.Each recurring Sabbath was
gratefully hailed as a season of thought and repose; as a matter of conscience and duty we
observed the day, and took pleasure in doing so.We had divine service performed, observing
the ceremonies of prayer, preaching, and singing, which was fully appreciated in our absence
from home and its religious privileges.Twenty-five miles from California Crossing is a place
called Ash Hollow, where the eye is lost in space as it endeavors to penetrate its depths. Here
some years before, General Harney made his name famous by an indiscriminate massacre of a
band of hostile Indians, with their women and children.Chapter IITable of ContentsThe Attack
and the CaptureA train of wagons were coursing their westward way, with visions of the future
bright as our own. Sometimes a single team might be seen traveling alone.Our party were
among the many small squads emigrating to the land of promise.The day on which our doomed
family were scattered and killed was the 12th of July, a warm and oppressive day. The burning
sun poured forth its hottest rays upon the great Black Hills and the vast plains of Montana, and
the great emigrant road was strewed with' men, women, and children, and :Bocks of cattle,
representing towns of adventurers.We looked anxiously forward to the approach of evening, with
a sense of relief, after the excessive peat of the day.Our journey had been pleasant, but
toilsome, for we had been long weeks on the road.Slowly our wagons wound through the timber
that skirted the Little Box Elder, and, crossing the stream, we ascended the opposite bank.We
had no thought of danger or timid misgivings on the subject or savages, for our fears had been
all dispersed by constantly received assurances of their friendliness.At the outposts and
ranches, we heard nothing but ridicule of their pretensions to warfare, and at Fort Laramie,
where information that should have been reliable was given us, we had renewed assurances of
the safety of the road and friendliness of the Indians.At Horseshoe Creek, which we had just left,
and where there was a telegraph station, our inquiries had elicited similar assurances as to the
quiet and peaceful tltate of the country through which we must pass. Being thus persuaded that



fears were groundless, we entertained none, and, as I have mentioned before, our small
company preferred to travel alone on account of the greater progress made in that way.The
beauty of the sunset and the scenery around us filled our hearts with joy, and Mr. Wakefield's
voice was heard in song for the last time, as he sang, "Ho! tor Idaho." Little Mary's low, sweet
voice, too, joined in the chorus. She was so happy in her childish glee on that day, as she always
was. She was the star and joy of our whole party.We wended our way peacefully and cheerfully
on, without a thought of the danger that was lying like a tiger in ambush in our path.Without a
sound of preparation or a word of warning, the bluff's before us were covered with a party of
about two hundred and fifty Indians, painted and equipped for war, who uttered the wild war-
whoop and fired a signal volley of guns and revolvers into the air.This terrible and unexpected
apparition came upon us with such startling swiftness that we had not time to think before the
main body halted and sent out a part of their force, which"circled us round at regular intervals,
but some distance from our wagons. Recovering from the shock, our men instantly resolved on
defense, and corralled the wagons. My husband was looked upon as leader, as he was principal
owner of the train. Without regard to the insignificance of our numbers,Mr. Kelly was ready to
stand his ground; but, with all the power I could command, I entreated him to forbear and only
attempt conciliation. "If you fire one shot," I said, " I feel sure you will seal our fate, as they seem
to outnumber us ten to one, and will at once massacre all of us.”Love for the trembling little girl at
my side, my husband, and friends, made me strong to protest against any thing that would
lessen our chance for escape with our lives. Poor little Mary! from the first she had entertained
an ungovernable dread of the Indians, a repugnance that could not be overcome, although in our
intercourse with friendly savages, I had endeavored to show how unfounded it was, and
persuade her that they were civil and harmless, but all in vain. Mr. Kelly bought her beads and
many little presents from them which she much admired, but she would always add, "They look
so cross at me and they have knives and tomahawks, and I fear they will kill me." Could it be that
her tender young mind had some presentiment or warning of her horrid fate?My husband
advanced to meet the chief and demand his intentions.The savage leader immediately came
toward him, riding forward and uttering the words, "How! how!" which are understood to mean a
friendly salutation.His name was Ottawa, and he was a war chief of the Ogalalla band of the
Sioux· nation. He struck himself on his breast, saying, "Good Indian, me," and pointing to those
around him, he continued, "Heap good Indian, hunt buffalo and deer." He assured us of his
'utmost friendship for the white people; then he shook hands, and his band followed his
example, crowding around our wagons, shaking us all by the hand over and over again, until our
arms ached, and grinning and nodding with every demonstration of good will.Our only policy
seemed to be temporizing, in hope of assistance approaching; and, to gain time, we allowed
them unopposed to do whatever they fancied. First, they said they would like to change one of
their horses for the one Mr. Kelly was riding, a favorite race horse. Very much against his will, he
acceded to their request, and gave up to them the noble animal to which he was fondly
attached.My husband came to me with words of cheer and hope, but oh! what a marked look of



despair was upon his face, such as I had never seen before.The Indians asked for flour, and we
gave them what they wanted of provisions. The flour they emptied upon the ground, saying only
the sack. They talked to us partly by signs and partly in broken English, with which some of them
were quite familiar, and as we were anxions to suit ourselves to their whims and preserve a
friendly intercourse as long as possible, we allowed them to take whatever they desired, and
offered, them many presents besides. I t was, as I have said before, extremely warm weather,
but they remarked that the cold made it necessary for them to look for clothing, and begged for
some from our stock, which was granted without the slightest offered objection on our part. I, in a
careless-like manner, said they must give me some moccasins for some articles of clothing that I
had just handed them, and very pleasantly a young Indian gave me a nice pair, richly
embroidered with different colored beads.Our anxiety to conciliate them increased every
moment, for the hope of help arriving from some quarter grew stronger as they dallied, and, alas!
it was our only one.They grew bolder and more insolent in their advances. One of them laid hold
of my husband's gun, but, being repulsed, desisted.The chief at last intimated that he desired us
to proceed on our way, promising that we should not be molested. We obeyed, without trusting
them, and soon the train was again in motion, the Indians insisting on driving our herd, and
growing ominously familiar. Soon my husband called a halt. He saw that we were approaching a
rocky glen in whose gloomy depths he anticipated a murderous attack and from which escape
would be utterly impossible. Our enemies urged us still forward, but we resolutely refused to stir,
when they requested that we should prepare supper, which they said they would share with us,
and then go to the hills to sleep. The men of our party concluded it best to give them a feast. Mr.
Kelly gave orders to our two colored servants to pre-pare at once to make a feast for the
Indians.Andy said, " I think, if I knows any thing about it, they's had their supper;" as they had
been eating sugar crackers from our wagons for an hour or more.The two colored men had been
slaves among the Cherokees, and knew the Indian character by experience. their fear and horror
of them was unbounded, and' their terror seemed pitiable to us, as they had worked for us a long
time, and were most faithful, trustworthy servants.Each man was busy preparing the supper;' Mr.
Larimer and Frank were making the fire; Mr. Wake-field was getting provisions out of the wagon;
Mr. Taylor was attending to his team; Mr. Kelly and .Andy were out some distance gathering
wood; Mr. Sharp was distributing sugar among the Indians; supper, that they asked for, was in
rapid progress of preparation, when suddenly our terrible enemies threw off their masks and
displayed their truly demoniac natures. There was a simultaneous discharge of arms, and when
the cloud of smoke cleared away, I could see the retreating form of Mr. Larimer and the slow
motion of poor Mr. Wakefield, for he was mortally wounded.Mr. Kelly and Andy made a
miraculous escape with their lives. Mr. Sharp was killed within a few feet of me. Mr. Taylor-I never
can forget his face as I saw him shot through the forehead with a rifle ball. He looked at me as he
fell backward to the ground a corpse. I was the last object that met his dying gaze. Our poor
faithful Frank fell at my feet pierced by many arrows. I recall the scene with a sickening horror. I
could not see my husband anywhere, and did not know his fate, but feared and trembled. With a



glance at my surroundings, my senses seemed gone for a time, but I could only live and endure.I
had but little time for thought, for the Indians quickly sprang into our wagons, tearing off covers,
breaking; crushing, and smashing all hinderances to plunder, breaking open locks, trunks, and
box, and distributing or destroying our goods with great rapidity, using their tomahawks to pry
open boxes, which they split up in savage recklessness.Oh, what horrible sights met my view!
Pen is powerless to portray the scenes occurring around me. They filled the air with the fearful
war-whoops and hideous shouts. I endeavored to keep my fears quiet as possible, knowing that
an indiscreet act on my part might result in jeopardizing our lives, though I felt certain that we two
helpless women would share death by their hands; but with as much of an air of indifference as I
could command, I kept still, hoping to prolong our lives, even if but a few moments. I was Dot
allowed this quiet but a moment, when two of the most savage-looking of the party rushed up
into my wagon, with tomahawks drawn in their right hands, and with their left seized me by both
hands and pulled me violently to the ground, injuring my limbs very severely, almost breaking
them, from the effects of which I afterward suffered a great deal. I turned to my little Mary, who,
with outstretched hands, was standing in the wagon, took her in my arms and helped her to the
ground. I then turned to the chief put my hand upon his arm, and implored his protection for my
fellow-prisoner and our children. At first he gave me no hope, but seemed utterly indifferent to
my prayers. Partly in words and partly by signs, he ordered me to remain quiet, placing his hand
upon his revolver, that hung in a belt at his side, as an argument to enforce obedience.A short
distance in the rear of our train a wagon was in sight. The chief immediately dispatched a
detachment of his band to capture or to cut it off from us, and I saw them ride furiously off in
pursuit of the small party, which consisted only of one family and a man who rode in advance of
the single wagon. The horseman was almost instantly surrounded and killed by a volley of
arrows. The husband of the family quickly turned his team around and started them at full speed,
gave the whip and lines to his wife, who held close in her arms her youngest child. He then went
to the back end of his wagon and threw out boxes, trunks, every thing that he possessed. His
wife meantime gave all her mind and strength to urging the horses forward on their flight from
death. The Indians had by this time come very near, so that they riddled the wagon-cover with
bullets and arrows, one passing through the sleeve of the child's dress in its mother's arms, but
doing it no personal injury.The terrified man kept the Indians at bay with his revolver, and finally
they left him and rode furiously back to the scene of the murder of our train.Chapter IIITable of
ContentsMy Husband's Escape - Burial of the Dead - Arrival of the Survivors at Deer Creek - An
Ill-timed BallWhen the Indians fired their fatal volley into the midst of our little company, while yet
they were preparing to entertain them with a hospitable supper, my husband was some distance
from the scene of horror; but, startled by the unexpected report, he hurriedly glanced around,
saw the pale, terror-stricken faces of his wife and child, and the fall of Rev. Mr. Sharp from the
wagon, while in the act of reaching for sugar and other articles of food with which to conciliate
our savage guests. The hopelessness of the situation struck a chill to his heart. Having laid down
his gun to assist in the preparation of the feast, the utter futility of contending single-handed



against such a host of infuriated demons was too apparent. His only hope, and that a slight one
indeed, was that the Indians might spare the lives of his wife and child, to obtain a ransom. In
this hope he resolved upon efforts for the preservation of his own life, that he might afterward put
forth efforts for our rescue, either by pursuit and strategy, or by purchase.He was shot at, and the
barbed arrows whizzed past him, some passing through his clothing. He saw Mr. Wakefield fall,
and knew that he was wounded, if not killed. Mr. Larimer passed him in his flight for life toward
some neighboring timber.Mr. Kelly then ran for some tall grass and sage brush, where he
concealed himself, favored by the fast approaching darkness. Scarcely daring to breathe, his
mind tortured with agonizing fears for the fate of his wife and child, he seemed to hear from them
the cry for help, and at one time resolved to rush to their rescue, or die with them; any fate
seemed better than such torturing doubt. But, realizing at last the utter hopelessness of an
attempt at rescue, and knowing that it was a custom of the Indians, sometimes, to spare the lives
of white women and children taken captive, for ransom, he again resolved, if possible, to save
his own life, that he might devote all his energies, and the remnant of fortune the savages had
not despoiled him of, to the accomplishment of the rescue of his wife and child.Lying in his
perilous shelter, he saw darkness creep slowly around the hills, closing on the scene of murder
and devastation, like a curtain of mercy dropped to shut out a hideous sight. lie heard the noise
of breaking and crashing boxes, and the voices of the Indians calling to each other; then came
the culmination of his awful suspense. The Indians had again mounted their horses, and, raising
the terrible war song, chanted its ominous notes as they took their way across the hills, carrying
his yearning thoughts with them. Pen is powerless to portray the agony, to him, of those fearful
moments.Still fearing to move in the darkness, he distinguished footsteps near him, and knew by
the stealthy tread that they were those of an Indian. In breathless silence he crouched close to
the ground, fearing each instant the descent of the tomahawk and the gleam of the scalping-
knife, when, strange to say, a venomous reptile came to his rescue, and his enemy fled before it.
A huge rattlesnake, one of the many with which that region is infested, raised its curved neck
close beside him, and, thrusting forth its poisonous fangs, gave a warning rattle. The prowling
Indian took alarm at the sound; other snakes, roused for the safety of their young in the dens
around, repeated it, and the savage, knowing it would be death to venture further, retreated,
leaving my husband in safety where he had taken refuge; for, although he must have lain close to
the noisome reptile, he received no hurt, and the greater horror of his human foe rendered him
almost indifferent to the dangers of his surroundings.Cautiously he crawled out of the weeds and
grass, and, rising to his feet unharmed, started swiftly in an eastward direction. He had to go far
out in the hills to avoid the savages, and, after traveling many miles around, he at last reached
the large train; with which the small party I had seen pursued had previously taken refuge.They
were already consolidating with other trains for defense, and would not ventur to join Mr. Kelly,
although he earnestly implored assistance to go out in aid of his friends and family, if any of them
should be left alive.The colored man, Andy, soon after joined them. He came in running and in
great excitement, and was about to report all the copany killed, when he joyfully discovered Mr.



Kelly.Great consternation and alarm had spread with the tidings of the massacre, and fears for
personal safety prevented anyone from joining my unhappy husband in efforts to rescue his wife
and child, or succor his missing companions.The train did not move forward until reenforced by
many others along the road; and even then every precaution was taken to secure safety and
prevent a surprise. Women in many instances drove the teams, to prevent their husbands or
fathers being taken at a disadvantage; weapons were in every man's hands, and vigilant eyes
were fixed on every bluff or gorge, anticipating attack.A little time and travel brought them to the
first scene of murder, where they found the dead body of the companion of the man who so
narrowly escaped with his family. They placed the body in a wagon, and proceeded to the
dreaded spot where the slaughter of our party had occurred.The wagons still were standing, and
feathers, flour, the remnants of much that was but half destroyed, lay scattered about the
ground.Mr. Kelly, with faltering steps, supported by the strong arm of Andy, was among the first
to search the spot; his intense distress for the unknown fate of his family urged him on, although
he dreaded to think of what the bloody spot might disclose to him.The dead bodies of Mr. Sharp,
Mr. Taylor, and our colored servant, Franklin, were discovered lying where they had fallen. Poor
Frank had been shot by an arrow that pierced both his legs, pinning them together, in which
condition he had been murdered by the ruthless wretches by having his skull broken.Both Mr.
Sharp and Mr. Taylor left large families at home to mourn their loss. Mr. Larimer came up with an
arrow wound in one of his limbs. He had passed the night in trying to elude his savage pursuers,
and was very tired and exhausted, and very much distressed about his wife and son, a robust
little fellow of eight or nine years.But Mr. Wakefield was nowhere to be seen. After searching the
brushwood for some time, and a quarter of a mile distant from the scene of attack, they
discovered him still alive, but pierced by three arrows that he had vainly endeavored to extract,
succeeding only in withdrawing the shafts, but leaving the steel points still deeply imbedded in
the flesh. Mr. Kelly took him and cared for him with all the skill and kindness possible. No
brothers could have been more tenderly attached to each other than they. He then procured a
comfortable a conveyance as he could for them, and picked up a few relics from our demolished
train. Among them was a daily journal of our trip, from the time we were married until the hour
that the Indians came upon us. This he prized, as he said, more than he did his life.The next
thing that was necessary to do, after the wounded were cared for, was to bury the dead and a
wide grave was dug and the four bodies solemnly consigned, uncoffined, to the earth. A buffalo
robe was placed above them, and then the earth was piled on their unconscious breasts.At that
time the question of color had occasioned much dissension, and controversy ran high as to the
propriety of allowing the colored people the privilege of sitting beside their white brethren. Poor
Franklin had shared death with our companions, and was not deemed unworthy to share the
common grave of his fellow victims. They lie together in the valley of Little Box Elder, where with
saddened hearts our friends left them, thinking of the high hopes and fearless energy with which
they had started on their journey, each feeling secure in the success that awaited them, and
never, for a moment, dreaming of the grave in the wilderness that was to close over them and



their earthly hopes. They were buried on the desolate plain, a thousand miles away from their
loved wives and children, who bemoan their sad, untimely fate.Mr. Kelly found part of his herd of
cattle grazing near by ; Mr. Sharp's were still tied to the stake where he had carefully secured
them. The Indians had taken our horses, but left the cattle, as they do when they are on the war
path, or unless they need meat for present use. They shot some of them, however, and left them
to decay upon the plain. Many arrows were scattered upon the ground, their peculiar marks
showing that their owners had all belonged to one tribe, though of different bands. They were
similar in form and finish; the shafts were round and three feet long, grooved on their sides, that
the blood of the victim might not be impeded in its outward flow; each had three strips of feathers
attached to its top, about seven inches in length, and, on the other end, a steel point, fastened
lightly, so as to be easily detached in the flesh it penetrates. The depth of the wound depends on
the distance of the aim, but they sometimes pass quite through the body, though usually their
force is exhausted in entering a few inches beyond the point.The wounded being made as
comfortable as circumstances would allow, the train left the spot in the evening, and moved
forward to an encampment a mile distant from the sad place, where the journey of our lost
companions had ended forever, whose visions of the golden land must be a higher and brighter
one than earthly eyes can claim.Early next day the travelers arrived at Deer Creek Fort, where
Mr. Kelly found medical aid for the wounded, and procured a tent to shelter them, and devoted
himself to alleviating their sufferings, and, with the assistance of the kind people of the fort,
succeeded in arranging them in tolerable comfort.
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Rudy's Dad, “Enlightening!. In an age of twisted news and re-imagined history, it's valuable to
read this first-person account of a captive's actual experiences, both tolerable and horrible,
among the Plains Indians. Although the author suffered greatly during her captivity, she
nevertheless takes time to explain the Indian Wars from the point of view of the Indians
themselves, who felt that their lands and hunting grounds were threatened by the white man.
This book presents an unadulterated account of an important period of our history. If I were a
history teacher, I would recommend it to my students. Since I am not a history teacher, however,
I will simply recommend the book to you.”

MaggieM, “First-Hand Account. Mrs. Kelly’s book is an account of her journey West and its
abrupt interruption upon becoming a captive of the Indians. It is a first-hand look at what the
early pioneers faced as they ventured into the frontier. She was one of the lucky ones. Spared
from death, torture, and surprisingly spared from being forced to become an Indian wife. Her
book is a look at the life and culture of the Indians as well as a tale of survival. Her account is in
keeping with many others who were captured and lived among people whose mood, and
whether to kill or keep, changed quickly and on a whim. Unlike men, who were usually promptly
tortured or killed outright, women and children who were taken captive suffered greatly at the
hands of Indians until they were sold into slavery, ransomed, or resigned themselves to their lot
in life and were assimilated into the tribal culture. We read or see romanticized or stereotyped
versions of settlers and Indians, but first-hand accounts such as this give a more accurate
picture of this period in our history. It is something that should be taught in schools, and all
Americans should know in order to better appreciate how we got where we are today and the
hardships, struggles, and sacrifices of those who went before us.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Beyond my imagination...... I love history, especially the old west and its
cultures. This narrative put me right beside Fanny Kelly who barely survived through the most
horrendous part of her life. The savagery of the Indians was beyond my imagination but she
kept her mind as sharp as she could under the circumstances. The leaders tried to "break" her
and did so to a certain level, but not completely. The strength of the women, at that time was
something we should adopt today.”

Scott Chandler, “Compelling Account. This book was perfect; not only did it provide
anthropological data to my area of interest (native peoples), but it was so well written with
descriptive words and excellent literary skills. Couldn't put it down and I found myself reading
slowly and redundantly as I got near the end, just to delay the inevitable end. I've read other
captivity narratives (Jamieson, Gardner- Sharp, etc.) as well as trapper's journals and this ranks
at the top in terms of action, drama, and native life insight. Felt a unique bond with the author
and was in tears as she described her reunion with certain people. There are about 3-4 pictures



in seems that survive of her and they fascinated me.”

donald montano, “A first-hand account of a credible white woman captive who lived to tell her
story.. I read this book with rapt attention!From the first time the overwhelming large group of
Plains Indians appeared before the westward travelers to test their resolve and their courage this
story had my attention. And when the Indians suddenly went on a killing spree among these
pioneers, I knew their sly and cunning ways were going to be very much in evidence throughout
this story.It was an interesting read, this slice of life from the other side of the Western expansion
coin; brutal and stark and devoid of all human feelings of tenderness toward our fellow man.
Almost. For it is hard to feel anything when you are always hungry, always thirsty, and always on
the lookout for your enemy who would kill you .A gruesome tale to be sure, but interspersed with
hope, faint hope. Could not put it down.”

Deecy, “a hidden treasure. Page turning 1st-hand account of the brutal captivity and
enslavement of a pioneer woman, Fanny Kelly, by savage Indians in America's late 19th century
American Plains. Although all of our ancestors were relatively savage in our primitive,
uneducated, immoral epochs, it is important to see how today's most noble native Americans
were well before becoming enlightened with scientific, religious, and moral education. We can all
learn a lesson from the perils of such ignorance that we all are guilty of during different stages of
history. This masterpiece by Fanny Kelly drives this home in a most admirable writing style of her
day.”

bushwacker, “Accurate book about relations of Indians and whites. A sad tale of treachery and
abuse of a captive white woman by Indians in 1860’s. Forget the mobile image portrayed. This
woman attempted to save her only young daughter by helping her escape, but months later was
shown the dress and scalp of that same 10 year old.”

Sara Holland, “I loved this memoir. I was reading a very good book about Custer. I think it’s
called Son of the MorningStar. And I heard about this book. I immediately stopped reading the
fabulous Custer and read this book. I could not put it down. I cannot imagine how terrible it would
be to be in a wagon train and have your husband shot at and your young daughter murdered and
scalped and yourself taken away in captivity. Mrs. Kelly writes about her harrowing experience
and you almost experience it yourself. It’s amazing that so many people had the courage to
develop the western part of the United States when they faced hazards such as the one Mrs.
Kelly faced.”

Palumbex, “Unique historical factual drama abounds in this autobiographical study. This unique
work of factual dramatic autobiography is fascinating and filled with incredible historical facts. A
wonderful book written in a clear and crisp way that is relevant for the modern reader of Plains
History. I found this a very moving book that has whet my appetite for more historical information



of the American Indian, the Pioneer and the interplay of the Government agency who each had a
profound agenda of their own. A fascinating history of incredible value in today’s modern yet still
savage world.”

Zulu Warrior, “Narritive of my Captivity Among the Sioux. In 1856 my father John Wiggins joined
a New York Colony to Geneva then returned for the rest of his family, he died of Cholera on the
journey, I married Josiah Kelly and with my adopted daughter and a party of friends headed for
Idaho, at a place known as Ash Hollow we were attacked by Indians, many of the men were
killed, my husband with Mr Larimer could do nothing and ran into the woods, I and Mary were
led from the wagons, Mrs Larimer and her boy were with us, we were put on horses and rode
northward, I dropped Mary to the ground so she could escape, I learned later they caught her
and fired many arrows into her, I didn't see Mrs Lorimer or her boy again, after 300 miles we
reached their villageI was put in the chiefs tent, I was given a young squaw Yellow Bird in
replacement for my daughter, all women and children were moved as the Indians went out to
battle General Sully, I met other white captives that had spent many years with the Indians and
seen many cruelties, it was heard there was a large reward for me, it was decided to use me to
get the Indians in to massacre all in the fort, I sent a letter to warn the fort, it was 200 miles to the
fort, as we entered the fort the gates were closed and the Indians were captured, after five
months I was freeI was reunited with my husband, my adventures with the Indians didn't end
here but you will have to read on to find out about my experiencesMy verdict, good story,
enjoyed the book, a little padding here and there to make the book seem longer, long poems,
pages long etc”

konstantinos mantas, “I quite liked this narrative. I quite liked this narrative, though the subject
matter was -at times-almost morbid because it is an authentic piece of narrative on the subject
of captivity.Also, it is -comparaively-well written besides some dated usages of language and an
awkward attempte of the author to put small touches of lyricism. despite these faults the text
comes alive in the descriptons of its authors's tortuous spell of five months as a Sioux prisoner.
She had akeen eye on nature's beauty, too. Despite all her tribulations she often waxew lyrically
on the beauty of the surrounding landscape.”

The book by Fanny Kelly has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 588 people have provided feedback.
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