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REMINISCENCES OF REV. M.HICKEY, CLER-

GYMAN OF THE METHODIST EPISCOPAL

CHURCH, RESIDING AT DETROIT,

MICHIGAN.

Read at the annual meeting o( the State Pioneer Society, February 2d, 1881.

In September, 1849, in the city of Adrian, the session of the Michi-

gan Annual Conference of the Methodist Episcopal Church was pre-

sided over by Bishop L. L. Hamlin, who appointed me to labor as mis-

sionary on the Nottawa Indian Mission. This Mission was located in

Calhoun county, near Dry Prairie, sixteen miles south of Battle

Creek. This missionary field took in a very extensive tract of Northern

Michigan. Thornapple Lake in Barry county, over to Grand River,

down Grand River to its mouth, on north, to Muskegon Lake, on up

to Clay Banks on Lake Michigan, up Flat River to Greenville, up

Maple River to Maple Rapids near Benedict Plains.

On the Grand River, eight miles above Portland, and twenty miles

below Lansing, at Meshimnekahning lived the chief Medayaemack, and

his band of Indians. After visiting and preaching to this band a few

times, in council, we persuaded the chief and his band to purchase

a tract of land located on the north side of Grand River, in the town

of Danby, Ionia county. There were, I think, 160 acres. It was on the

Ox-bow bend of the river. The purchase was made of Mr. Fitch, who
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lived in the vicinity of Lyons. In the first payment of the lands he

took five ponies, and the balance in specie at the three following an-

nual Indian payments.

I secured a surveyor from Vermont Colony, about twenty miles

south, who surveyed and cut up the land into small lots. Each lot had

a front on the river for their canoes. A street was laid out through

the center of the land, and on each side of the street we had contracts

let to Mr. John David to build eleven log houses for these families,

the Indians paying for the same in ponies, furs, and money. Other log

houses were afterwards built. I myself carried the surveyor's chain

to survey and cut up this tract of land for this Indian village. At the

lower end of the central street we located the Mission House. Of logs

it was constructed. I had to tax my ingenuity to secure the material

and labor to erect it. One hundred and fifty dollars per year, out of

which I was to board and clothe myself, purchase what few books I

could, and also feed and shoe my horse, was the meagre salary allowed

me, and had it not been for the hospitality, magnanimity, and gener-

osity of the pioneer settlers through whose neighborhoods I traveled,

and in whose school-houses I very often preached, I could not have

succeeded in my missionary work. For instance, I preached one win-

ter evening, five miles west of Portland to a crowded school-house of

attentive listeners. This was Thursday night. After preaching, I
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stated to the audience that on the next Tuesday, we should have a

chopping bee to cut the logs for the Mission House at Meshimnekahn-

ing, ten miles away, and called for young men to volunteer and meet

me on the ground where we were to cut the logs and build the Mission

Chapel. Seven young men promised to come. - We then asked the

women of the congregation to prepare and send provisions for our lunch

or dinner, such as pork and beans, bread and butter, etc., which they

promptly promised, and duly furnished. On the next Tuesday, at day-

break, we drove our pony and cutter over the ice on Grand River to

the spot where the Mission House was to be built, and were met there

by seven young men and others. The logs were cut and the Mission

House commenced. With two or three more such bees, the logs were

raised and the rafters reared ready for the roof.

In the village of Portland one merchant gave a keg of nails, another

gave a box of glass for this Mission House. One George Taylor who

had a saw-mill at Portland, when I asked him to aid in the enterprise,

became very much enraged, and declared that the Indians were a

drunken, lazy, and thievish set, and also said it was all useless to try

to reform and civilize them, and at first refused to aid the enterprise

at all, but finally changed his mind and in the presence of a crowd,

in one of the stores in Portland, made the following proposition to

me: "Now, though I have no faith in your cause, yet I will agree to
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give five hundred feet of lumber for your house, if you will preach here

a sermon for me to such a crowd or audience as I shall select for you;

there shall not be a single Christian, or professor of religion, but I

will invite all the Sabbath-breakers, profane swearers, drunkards, and

gamblers for you to preach to." I replied: "I will agree to preach

the sermon. No matter to me how hard a crowd of sinners you gather,

so long as they are one step this side of the pit." We then and there

agreed that I should preach the sermon on the next Wednesday night

in the school-house in the village of Portland. Mr. Taylor at once

wrote and posted notices on the doors of postofflce, grist-mill, and

store, that "Missionary Hickey will preach a sermon at school-house

next Wednesday night, to all the sinners and hard cases, and they,

one and all, are invited to come and hear him. No Christian or pro-

fessor of religion is to be present.''

Wednesday night came, and I rode unto the village, directly to Mr.

Taylors door. He had my horse cared for, and invited me into his

house. I was offered supper, but declined to eat until after the sermon.

We walked over to the store, Mr. Taylor purchased two pounds of

candles which he took along to the school-house for light. He had al-

ready, during the day, prepared pioneer, wooden, hanging candlesticks,

which were hung about the school-house. Mr. Taylor had his candles

all lighted, which was an exception in those days, for often we had to

preach with very few lights. The school-house was crowded with peo-

ple of all ages. When Mr. Taylor and I were walking up the hill and

nearing the school-house, he said: "Now, Mr. Hickey, you will have

many of the hardest cases out tonight to hear you, and I want you to

preach to them; never mind me, give it to them the best you know

how." I replied: "Mr. Taylor, I am to preach this sermon to you and

for you, for which you are to give five hundred feet of lumber, and I

want you to take the sermon, all of it, to yourself." Mr. Taylor said:

"Give me the introduction, and then preach to the crowd." I said:

"I shall give you introduction and sermon."

When the house was filled, I asked Mr. Taylor over to the desk, and

asked him: "Who will do the singing?" He said: "(Jive us old
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fashioned Methodist hymns." We did, and the singing was heartily

done. Our text was 50th Psalm, 13th verse. We were then young in

the ministry, had only been preaching three years, and while the whole

audience were singing, we took in our situation. As we looked out

over the assembly and saw the hardest class of sinners in all that

region met to hear us preach, our knees trembled and smote together,

but during the opening prayer He who called me from the plough on my

father's farm, and who eighteen hundred years ago said to his disciples.

"Lo! I am with you always." came near with His divine power and

took away the fear of man from our heart. We preached with much

zeal and the audience were moved to tears. Sermon over, benediction

pronounced. Mr. Taylor took me by the hand and said: "Missionary,

did you ever see a better behaved congregation ? If a dog of them had

lifted his tongue I would have threshed the floor with him." While

Mr. Taylor was speaking thus to me, Mr. Van Horn, who had not been

to any religious meetings for seven years (except funerals), said:

"Taylor do you expect to get off by only paying five hundred feet of

lumber for such a sermon as that?" "Well," said Mr. Taylor, "what

is that to you? I pay for this." Mr. Van Horn then turning to me

said: "Well, I myself will give all the brick and lime for the chim-

neys and to point up that log Mission House.'' I thanked him. In due

time he furnished the brick and lime as he pledged. Mr. William Arms,
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standing by. said: "Mr. Hickey. I will make all the window sash fot*

your Mission House" (this was before machinery was invented, or at

least used in that locality to make window sash), which he did with

his own hands. He was a good mechanic, but was said to be the

shrewdest card player and gambler in Portland.

The next Sabbath morning I preached in the village of Lyons, nine

miles below Portland, and the merchants, and clerks, and congrega-

tion raised and donated the shingles for the roof. I rode the same

afternoon nine miles and preached at the Session School-house, near

the mouth of Pish Creek (now Matherton), and raised more supplies

by the voluntary contributions of the people for this Mission House.

I personally worked at shingling, laying floors, etc., until my panta-

loons were worn through at the knee, and as I had no change of clothes

nearer than Battle Creek, seventy miles south, the following Sabbath

I had to preach at this mission wearing the self-same pantaloons. The

white people from six to eight miles around came in and joined our

services, and I had to tie my handkerchief around my knee to cover

the hole in my pants, and thus preached with my knee bandaged, but

whether I limped or not during my sermon I cannot tell, and as my

interpreter is now dead I cannot ask him.

During the month of August. 185(1. there was to be an Indian camp-

meeting at the Bend of the Cass in Saginaw county, about half mile

from the since settled village of Bridgeport.

We. that is my Indian guide Peter and myself, left Meshimnekahning

Mission early Monday morning with our saddle bags, blankets, etc.,

our ponies being fresh and in good condition for the journey. Peter,

my guide, was a very genial Indian. He could speak some English,

and I some Indian, and so between us we were able to converse upon

the different subjects and objects of interest as we rode along our

journey. The country over which we traveled was mostly timbered

land, with here and there a new settler. Some of the settlers had frame

barns, and occasionally one had a small frame house, but most of them

lived in log houses. Many of them had small orchards started. We

struck across from Grand River to the Looking Glass River, out of
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Ionia into Clinton county, through the small village of De Witt, and

thence on to Rochester Colony. We reached the colony at about 11

o'clock at night, both men and beasts being hungry and weary. We

rode up to the Methodist parsonage and aroused the preacher. Rev.

William Benson. He was surprised and glad to see us even at that

late hour. His genial wife got us supper, and Mr. Benson cared for

our ponies. We visited till the short hours of the morning. Finally

we retired. In the morning, breakfast over, we held a council as to

which route to take from that point to reach the Bend of the Cass.

One route was to strike off east and south by Shiawasseetown, through

the Miller Settlement, Flint, Pine Run, Birch Run to the camp-meet-

ing; and the other route was up and across the Maple River, thence by

Indian trail through the forest to the Forks of Bad River, on to Swan

Creek, Indian Village, across the Tittabawassee River, on to old Sag-

inaw City, and thence across Saginaw River to the Bend of the Cass.

We resolved upon the nearer route by Indian trail, though I felt a lit-

tle fearful about crossing Bad River. We bade Mr. and Mrs. Benson

good morning, calculating to obtain supplies of food up at the board-

ing house at the saw-mill, two miles over on the Maple River, but, lo!

when we applied to buy some bread, cake, etc., they were out, and had

none baked, and as there was no supply store, on we rode to the last

house before we struck the Indian trail, and at this house I did finally
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succeed in obtaining a piece of bread about as large as a quart cup—all

that the hospitable pioneer woman had baked in her house. I put it in

my saddlebags, and we soon struck the trail for Saginaw. The woods

were delightful, composed of many varieties of trees, maple, beech,

birch, pine, etc. The pines were mostly on the ridges. Occasionally

we would hear the brush crack and a deer or two would bound away

through the forest. The runways of the deer were beaten like sheep

paths in an old pasture lot. Thus onward we rode, up and down, fol-

lowing the winding, Indian trail, the yellow, wood-deer flies lighting

upon our ponies' necks and ears almost like a swarm of bees. These

ridges of pine were very fine. The soil in the low ravines was a very

rich, dark loam. Occasionally we would come out into a small open-

ing, and here we would find blackberry bushes heavily laden with ripe

fruit. It was a very hot day and our ponies sweat profusely. Be-

tween 12 and 1 o'clock we rose on a table land of fine hard maple

timber, and soon, to our surprise, we rode out into an old opening or

clearing. Here we found tall timothy grass, red-top, and clover, grow-

ing along an old roadway.- Along this roadway on both sides were

large numbers of long, square sticks of hewn, hard-wood timber, ele-

vated on skids. Skirting this opening were immense quantities of

blackberry bushes with ripe fruit. This tame timothy grass was very

inviting to our ponies. We halted, took off the saddies. spanceled the

ponies, and they at once took to the feed of grass. Peter and I took

to the blackberries, and they were so large, ripe and luscious, that we

were not long in making our dinner of them, after which we took the

piece of bread I obtained in the morning for our desert. We counselled

about the cause of this opening", the tame timothy grass, and this

hewed timber. He told me what the old Indians said—that years ago

the white men were going to make a canal from Lake St. Clair to Lake

Michigan, and that this hewed timber was prepared for locks on that

canal. I also remembered that in 1837 this canal was being worked

on and built from Mt. Clemens to L^tica and Rochester. This tame

grass was left here by the contractors who got out this timber. Our

ponies had a refreshing feed, and we being rested, re-saddled them and
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pushed ahead; but ever and anon during the whole day the question

came up: "How can we cross Bad River?" Rut, be this as it may,

onward to Bad River we crowded our ponies. At sun about an hour

high we reached Bad River, and found it was rightly named. The

deep blue clay along its banks was so miry that it was dangerous to

try to cross this river by riding our ponies or swimming them. We

rode up and down the river; saw ponies' tracks in the deep clay where

they had crossed, but still both Peter and I were afraid to go for-

ward. After pondering over our situation we concluded to retrace our

day's journey and go around by Flint. Having so decided, we turned

our ponies to start back. Just then I espied, secreted under a small

brushheap, a very small Indian canoe. Peter and I were very glad of

this new discovery, and as the sun was going down we quickly unsad-

dled our ponies and prepared for crossing after this plan. Peter was

to manage the canoe. We spliced the halters and lengthened them,

then fastened one end of the halter to the canoe, and Peter paddled it

out into the river, and I with brush and whip drove the pony into the

mire. He floundered and struggled out into the stream till he reached

deep water, and then swam nearly directly across, swimming much

faster than Peter paddled, and pulling canoe and Peter after him. The

banks of this river on the opposite shore were much better, and the

pony readily went ashore. After spanceling him, Peter returned, and
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the other pony was taken across as the first, then the saddles and sad-

dle-bags were taken across; all over now but myself. Peter returns

with the canoe, and now comes the tug of war. The canoe was so

small, having capacity to carry only one person with safety, I wanted

Peter to swim the river, and let me have the canoe and I would take

his clothes with me in the canoe; but no, here comes in the Indian of it.

He said very decidedly: "You don't know how to paddle that little

canoe. You will tip over and get drowned way off here, and we

alone." Now Peter became very much in earnest, and said: "I tell

you how is the only safe way for us both to get over this river. You,

brother missionary, get into the bow of the canoe and lay down on,

the broad of your back in the bottom of the canoe, put your thumbs

together, one on each side of your nose, and put the ends of your

forefingers together, then fix your eyes on the ends of your fingers

and look right up as though you was going to shoot a gun, and keep

perfectly still and I can paddle us over." I said to him: "You may

tip us over." "No," said Peter, "You trust me, do as I desire, and

we shall go over safely." I looked at the little canoe, the miry clay

at the river's bottom, the probability of Peter's skill in paddling us

over safely; the sun was setting, our ponies, blankets and saddlebags

were over the river; I took in the situation; the camp-meeting, our

arriving there with our clothes muddy and wet, if the canoe sunk with

us, or if it was tipped over either by my own or Peter's carelessness,

and now I renew again my request for Peter to swim the river and

let me have the canoe, but he said: "No, I no swim this river." So,

I yielded to his plan, and lay down on my back on the bottom of

the canoe with my head about three inches elevated on the curve of

wood in the bow of the canoe. My shoulders were squeezed in by

the sides of the canoe, my thumbs were placed one on each side of

my nose, my index finger on each hand pointed up to the blue sky,

my eyes were fixed on the ends of my fingers as though I were sight-

ing to shoot a gun. I then said: "Is my position right?" He re-

plied: "Yes, keep still." Then with the quiet, sly step which only

the Indian hunter can take, he stood erect in the stern of the canoe.

28 Pioneer Society op Michigan.

and with that paddle he pressed it against the water as quietly and

skillfully as though it was made of eagle's feathers. Not a word did

either of us speak while crossing. Soon I felt the canoe going through

the grass and rushes on the other side, and now it strikes its bow

upon the bank, and I take a long breath, and quietly rise up out of

my almost watery coffin, for the water had come up to within one

inch of running over the top of the canoe. Now across Bad River, on-

ward we push.

At or near the spot where we crossed has since been located or

sprung up, the village of St. Charles, on the Lansing & Saginaw Rail-

road, about eighteen miles from Saginaw City.

Soon after crossing Bad River, we struck into very heavy timbered

land, with here and there ravines of marshy spots, then over ridge of

pine timber land. Now it is getting dark, and we came to the forks

of the Indian trail, and 1 had to get off my pony, down upon my knees,

to see which trail had the freshest ponies' tracks. Soon it is so dark

that neither Peter nor I can see the trail, and we concluded that we

were booked to lie out in the woods for the night. On rising a small

hill we saw a large pine stump ten or fifteen feet high, full of large

splinters. With match we set it on fire, and soon its blaze lighted

the woods for rods around. We found a few rods away a grassy

spot for feed for our ponies. We spanceled them for the night. We
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had neither gun nor pistol with us, but each had a pocket knife. We

had some books in our saddle-bags, among which were our pocket Bible

and Indian hymn book. After resting and reviewing our day's travel,

by the cheerful light of the blazing pine stump, we read a chapter

from my Bible, sang a hymn in Indian and prayed together. The

Great Spirit was present to bless, and with our saddle-bags for pillows,

and our blankets for covering, each by himself lay down to sleep for

the night, and rested as quietly as though we had been booked at the

Russell House in Detroit. The singing of the birds awakened us next

morning. We were somewhat hungry and would have relished a break-

«fast of steak and coffee, or even plainer than this, having had no sup-

per, but our only redress in this emergency is to push on to Swan Creek

Indian Village, which we concluded was not more than eight or ten

miles. Resaddling our ponies, onward we ride a few miles through a

pine forest and then suddenly we come to a low, black ash swamp, and

the trail leads directly through it. We struck into it, water and blue

clay up to and sometimes above the knees of our ponies. Sometimes

they would almost mire down. Thus we plodded on and through for

three-quarters of a mile, and then we emerge out on hard soil, and soon

were in sight of Swan Creek Indian Village. On entering this village

we expected to find a few Indians, and from them obtain food. Not

an Indian, but three or four wolfish, half-starved dogs met us. Peter

drove them off, and we entered a few of the bark wigwams, hoping that

we might at least find some maple sugar to abate our hunger, but we

found none. We did find, however, at the Indian Missionary's house,

a barrel of oats, from which we fed our ponies, and wrote the follow-

ing notice on the inside door.

"Arrived here this Kith day of August, A. M.. hungry and tired.

Have searched three or four wigwams for food, but find none.

Have taken a half bushel of oats from this barrel and fed our ponies.

Call at my office at Battle Creek, Calhoun Co., Michigan, and I will

foot the bill.

"M. HICKEY, Missionary."
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After resting and feeding our ponies we rode on, crossing the Titta-

bawassee River in a scow ferry boat, thence on towards Saginaw, call-

ing at the first farm house, and here the hospitable lady cooked and

gave us a warm breakfast, for which, when we told her who we were,

she would not take any pay, pioneer like. We thanked her for her hos-

pitality, and rode forward for old Saginaw City, which we reached

about 2 o'clock, P. M. To cross the Saginaw River we had no bridge,

but an old Frenchman ran a scow-ferry. We found the old ferryman

in a saloon, half drunk, and after much persuading and parley we

finally coaxed the old fellow to take us over. The ferry boat was pulled

across, hand over hand, on a rope, each end being fastened to stakes,

or stumps, or trees, on each side of the river. When out in the middle

of the stream the old Frenchman was so drunk that Peter and I had

to lay hold of the rope and pull for life, or the boat, ponies, and our-

selves would have gone down stream. Once landed on the other side,

we paid him and rode off for the camp-ground, on the bend of the Cass

River, only six miles away. Riding forward two or three miles, we met

Indians on ponies who said: "Only a little way ahead to the meeting."

Another half hour's ride brings us among the pony bells near the camp-

ground, for at an Indian camp-meeting their ponies are turned loose in

the woods to get their living as best they can from browse and grass,

and every third pony has a bell strapped on its neck, so that the owners

Generated for mmmcnitt (University of Michigan) on 2014-06-06 21:44 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015071219417
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

can find them. The flies torment these ponies as well as the mosqui-

toes, when thus gathered at camp-meeting. To relieve them their

owners built large, log fires to smoke the flies away, and these, ponies

will gather around the smoke-fires during the heat of the day when the

flies are the most troublesome. Now we come in sight of the camp-

meeting, and hear their musical voices in songs of praise. We rode

to the preacher's tent on the camp-ground, and were greeted by the

presiding eldger, Rev. George Bradley, and other missionaries. There

were 800 to 1,000 Indians encamped at this meeting, from two to three

hundred of which were pagans. The Indians gathered at this meeting

were from the following counties: Oakland, Lapeer, Genesee, Huron,

Tuscola, Mason, Shiawassee, Saginaw, Clinton, Midland, Bay, Gratiot,

and Isabella, and some were over from Canada.

These were struggling times between the fur whisky traders and the

missionaries. The traders and whisky dealers were determined to keep

the Indians wedded to their old pagan religion, and thereby keeping

the Indians under traders' control and speculating out of them. The

missionaries sought the Indians' conversion to Christianity, establish-

ing schools among them, settling them on lands, teaching them to culti-

vate the soil and learn to live by farming, and not by the chase. The

medicine men and their wives were among the strongest opponents to

Christianity in these bands of Indians, but the gospel that Paul

preached to the Gentiles, eighteen hundred years ago, was still the

power: "God unto salvation to every one that believeth."

There were sixteen Indian chiefs at this camp-meeting. The next

morning after my arrival the Presiding Elder invited me to preach

(through an interpreter of course), which I did. The singing of an

Indian audience of 800 or 1,000 in a tented grove is perfectly capti-

vating. It is the finest vocal music I ever listened to. This was my

first sermon preached to these Saginaw Valley Indians, and, as it is

customary for the chiefs after they have heard a new man preach to

have a council and select an appropriate Indian name and give it to

him, and by that Indian name he ever after will be called in that

locality, after hearing me, such a council was had, and the following
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name was given me: "Ah-ne-me-ke-ah-nine,"—"The Thundering man, or

Big Thunder." and I am known to this day by that name among those

Indians, and have been for the past thirty-one years. At this meeting

occurred some very interesting events. One event was the conversion

of an old Medicine Indian—the most potent one in the Saginaw Valley,

or even in the region of the Saginaw Bay, who always took his medi-

cine bag with him wherever he journeyed. It held about one bushel

and a half of medicine and medicine gods. He was the darkest minded

pagan I had ever seen. Re had been meditating for two years the

question whether he would renounce his heathenism and become a

Christian. During these two years he had met very strong opposition

from his wife. The first time he heard a missionary preach he walked

over forty miles to hear Rev. Geo. Bradley. On his return home his

pagan wife had burned up their wigwam and all of his effects, except

their brass kettles for making maple sugar, and tauntingly pointing to

the ashes said: ''So much I have done because you went after the white

man's religion, and if you go again I will do more," and she did as she

threatened. The next time he went to hear the missionary preach, he

had a new rifle which he left in care of another Indian; she got it and

broke the stock from the barrel across a large log. took the barrel out

in Saginaw Bay. in a canoe, and sunk it. and when he returned home,

she sneeringly held up before him the broken breech of his rifle and
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said: ''That's the pay you get for following the white man's religion."

But he took it all coolly. He evidently came to this meeting with his

mind fully made up to embrace Christianity, for he brought his bag

of medicine and heathen idols with him, and on Friday afternoon, in

the council of missionaries, Christian Indian chiefs, and interpreters,

this aged medicine pagan idolator brought his idols in his old sack and

laid them down in the centre of the council and said: "I wish to give

these all up to you, I don't want them any more, but I do want to take

the Christian religion, and I now present myself to you to be baptized

with water." The Presiding Elder, Geo. Bradley, proceeded to read the

ritual (and had the same interpreted to him) on baptism, and when the

Elder asked him: ''Will you renounce the devil and all his works?"

he responded: "I will, and the medicine dance, too," thereby showing

his candor and earnestness. This was a very remarkable Indian. He

had killed twenty-two Indians as a medicine man, for which he had

been remunerated by those who had employed him. He kept an ac-

count of these by cutting a notch in a stick every time he killed an

Indian. So he told my interpreter, and probably this was one reason

why his wife was so hostile to his changing his religion; for in re-

nouncing paganism he renounced much of his living. After Mr. Brad-

ley baptized this medicine man he gave him a new Indian hymn-book.

At a large prayer meeting held that evening, out in the centre of the

camp-ground, there were present five or six hundred worshipers. This

prayer meeting was formed by a large ring of Indians forming the out-

side, and having the serious minded persons invited into the centre of

the ring, and the most talented and pious accompany these mourners or

seekers into the centre of this ring, and these talented and pious ones

taking turns in leading the meeting. These leaders are very zealous,

and dxhort and invite all who wish to seek the Christian religion to

come into the ring and be prayed for. This old medicine man came

into the centre of this prayer meeting among the rest. He was the

most forlorn and abject sinner I ever met. After a few prayers he

seemed to be seized with the mental horror and agony that was beyond

description. He fell to the ground and rolled in agony bordering onto
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the margin of dark despair. When he would come out of these strug-

gles the sweat would come out on his face in great drops. He con-

tinued in this deep state of mental anxiety and anguish till sunrise the

next morning, when God, for Christ's sake, pardoned his sins, and the

change was very sensibly manifested in his countenance. At the eight

o'clock public service, the next morning, he came to the preachers' stand

and shaking hands with the missionaries said: "The light is come in

my soul."

In the year 1872. twenty-two years after this old medicine pagan

man's conversion, I was holding a quarterly meeting at Saganing, thirty

miles beyond Bay City, and this same Indian came over to this meet-

ing from Indian Reservation in Isabella county, sixty or seventy miles

west, and spoke in the love-feast, with deep and profound gratitude to

God, and with bright prospects of his home in heaven. This was twenty-

three years after his conversion. In a few days after this love-feast he

died in great peace.

There occurred another fact at this camp-meeting, that shows the

antagonism to early pioneer missionary life in Michigan. On Saturday

morning at this meeting an Indian farmer, living at Saginaw city, sent

a messenger over to the Presiding Elder, Rev. G. Bradley, that the

roughs and irreligious, up and down Saginaw River, were coming over to the

camp-meeting Saturday night, with whisky to get the pagan Indians
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drunk, and disturb or break up the camp-meeting, and suggested that

Mr. Bradley take measures to defeat the plans of the rowdies. Mr.

Bradley quietly invited the missionaries, the chiefs, and head men, to

meet him across the Cass river, as he had a matter to communicate to

them. They met as requested, and in council he communicated the mes-

sage of the Indian farmer, and asked the council what had better be

done. After different plans had been submitted, discussed, and aban-

doned, the following was unanimously agreed upon:

1st. We will close the camp-meeting this Saturday afternoon.

2d. Profound secrecy must be practiced by Christian and pagan men,

women, and children; that no notice of the closing of the meeting

should be communicated to the people along Saginaw River.

3d. All parties were to leave and go in bands towards their homes,

eight, ten, or fifteen miles from the campground, and camp out over

the Sabbath, and hold religious meetings, the different bands going in

the same direction to keep together till after the Sabbath worship.

The missionaries were distributed among these several bands, so that

each marching section had a preacher for the Sabbath.

The pagans all joined in this arrangement. The council closed and

we all recrossed the Cass River. Soon the camp-meeting was all astir,

the bells on all the ponies were stuffed with leaves, or taken off. so that

it was very still over the entire encampment, except conversation in a

low tone of voice. The tents were packed, the ponies loaded; those

who came in canoes very soon had their canoes filled with their effects.

Rev. Geo. Brown, from Kaw-kaw-lin had a very large canoe, in which

he put his cooking stove, beds, chairs, trunks, etc., and then his feeble,

sick wife. with their little girl. This was a sad scene, and it deeply

affected me that this good man, with his afflicted and fatigued family,

had to pack up and move away down the Cass River from this camp-

meeting, on Saturday afternoon, and then build another tent, cut wood,

and arrange for the Sabbath, and then he on the Sabbath have religious

services to secure the conversion of the pagans that moved down the

river with him, and all this change and discomfort to avoid the excite-

ment and trouble that the roughs and rowdies would bring on the camp-
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meeting, unless we. broke up the meeting. In less than two hours after

the council, there was neither pony, child, Indian, or missionary on

the camp-ground, but there were the tent-poles, and the smoke of many

fires. The Indians from Lapeer, Shiawassee, and Lakeville, journeyed

south about twelve miles toward Flint, and camped for the Sabbath.

E. D. Tound, missionary, and myself, went with this company. We

had a very pleasant Sabbath, and religiously profitable, and were not

molested by either hucksters or roughs. We learned afterwards that

the other companies had very quiet and pleasant meetings on that Sab-

bath. We also learned that late Saturday night the roughs with their

whisky came over from Saginaw to have a time, but, lo! when they

reached the "Bend of the Cass River" what a surprise! there was the

camp-ground, the tent-poles, and the smouldering fires, but no camp-

meeting. Whether they drank up all the whisky they were going to

dispose of to the Indians and break up our camp-meeting or not, I do

not know; but this I do know, the Indians were not there to drink

with them, and about these days the whisky Indian traders began to

think that the Indians, when converted to Christianity, and acting in

concert with the missionary, could easily evade the whisky traders'

trap.

There was a very old, pagan Indian chief, who lived six miles east

of Lansing; his name, O-ke-mos. He was rather an interesting Indian,

Generated for mmmcnitt (University of Michigan) on 2014-06-06 21:44 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015071219417
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

was in the war of 1812, second in command under Tecumseh at the

battle of the Thames. He saw Tecumseh fall, was himself severely

wounded, had a scalp wound of six or eight inches from a white man's

sword in that battle. He wore a large, silver ring in his nose. He

camped with us, and he and I argued three or four hours that Sunday

night, while others slept, but I believe he lived and died a pagan. On

Monday morning our camp broke up and we parted.

At Me-shim-ne-kah-ning (meaning the little apple-tree orchard) Mis-

sion, in the town of Danby, Ionia county. July 4th, 1850, we had one

of the finest and most interesting celebrations I ever enjoyed. Here

at this Mission we had circulated notices and invitations for miles

around that the citizens of that location would have a celebration

without whisky, or fire-water, and every person, one and all, were in-

vited to come. I had told the Indians to all be at home and unite with

their old whi^e neighbors in a national celebration, and they were all

at home with their best outfits on for the occasion. The inhabitants

of that location came in for sixteen miles around with their teams and

families. The lodge of the Sons of Temperance from the village of

Portland, six or eight miles down the river, came up in full force.

Really it was a patriotic sight to witness, these pioneer settlers, with

their neighbors, responding to our invitation—the aged men and women

of the white people, with their gray locks, and their chubby, cherry-

cheeked grandchildren, driving in full wagon loads, near the Mission

House that the young men had helped us chop and erect from the trees,

until the woods all around were full of teams and people. They were

called to order, a President elected for the day, and short addresses

were delivered, both by the whites and Indians, which were inter-

preted, to the mutual edification of all. After the speaking closed, the

wagon boxes were taken apart, stakes and crotches arranged, and a

dining table, sufficiently long, was constructed from the boards of the

wagon boxes. It was long enough for four hundred or more to gather

around and eat, and this table w/is well loaded with hearty eatables for

the dinner. Tea and coffee were supplied in abundance for the occa-
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sion, and the beauty of the dinner was that it was free. We had the

arrangement so that all were to take their dinner standing, and the

order was that the- Indians and the whites were to stand alternately—

first a white man and then an Indian, then a white woman, and then

an Indian woman, and thus the tables were filled, and one and all

dined together, except one old Indian medicine man, whose name was

Pashe-nin-nie. He stood off alone by a large log and looked on. We

urged him to come up and eat dinner with the rest of the people, but

no, he stood and looked on until dinner was over. After all had left

the table, he saw a whole loaf of bread lying on one end of the table.

This old Indian stepped quietly across the ground to the table, took

that loaf of bread and put it under his blanket, under his arm, and

walked back. This singular act of this old Indian caused some laugh

and criticism from the other Indians. They said: "That is the way

pagans do. He would not come up and eat with us, but takes it off

alone by himself." After dinner we had more speaking and some sing-

ing, and then Mr. Sawyer placed on the ground pipes and tobacco, so

that all who desired used the same, visiting in groups. The older white

pioneer settlers, from Ohio, Pennsylvania, Kew York, and other East-

ern States, who in other years had enjoyed many a Fourth of July

celebration, declared that this exceeded all they had ever enjoyed be-

fore, in its simplicity, dignity, and individual independence, and that

Generated for mmmcnitt (University of Michigan) on 2014-06-06 21:44 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015071219417
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

this celebration would always be recalled with most pleasurable recol-

lections, in future years, by one and all present. The influence of the

presence and hospitality of these white pioneer families on these In-

dian families was most salutary in many respects. That celebration in

the town of Danby, Ionia county, about twenty miles from Lansing,

down the Grand River, to me is one of the brightest spots in my patriot

life as a citizen of the United States of America, and my memory re-

verts to the associations of that Fourth of July, even to this day, with

more pleasure than to any other one of my whole life.
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A MISSIONARY AMONG THE INDIANS.

REMINISCENCES OF REV. M. HICKEY AS A MINISTER AND MISSIONARY

OF THE MICHIGAN ANNUAL CONFERENCE OF THE

METHODIST EPISCOPAL, CHURCH.

By previous appointment, in the month of June, in the year 1847, Rev.

A. M. Fitch, Presiding Elder of the Marshall district, and Rev. George

Bradley, Presiding Elder of Grand River district, and myself, all of us

members of the Michigan Annual Conference of the M. E. Church, with

John Kahbeeje and Samuel Kirkland, interpreters (both Indians), we

met at Grand Rapids for a tour to the "Clay Banks" on Lake Michi-

gan, to visit Pashase-gab's Indian band, to offer to them the Gospel,

and counsel them to let us establish a Mission School among them.

My interpreter and myself left our horses in pasture with a Methodist

farmer a few miles from Grand Rapids till we should return.

Rev. A. M. Fitch, aided by the Christian ladies of the Grand Rapids

Methodist Episcopal church, especially Mrs. Atwater, fitted us. out with

a chest of provisions for the trip, consisting of boiled ham, baked fowls,

bread, butter, cheese, pickles, cake, tea, coffee, preserves, and such delica-

cies as those ladies were competent to prepare for a week's trip on the

frontier. We took the little steamboat for Grand Haven at nine o'clock

A. M. The scenery down the Grand River was very fine. We saw ever
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«nd anon one or two Indian tents on the banks of the river as we

passed along. When we got near Grand Haven the river was very

crooked, and the country very marshy. The town of Grand Haven

was composed of only a few wooden buildings, and the soil seemed to

be mainly sawdust and sand. We stopped there for the night.

Next morning after some delay, we procured a sail and row-boat

(small one at that), and started for the "Clay Banks," forty miles down

the Lake Michigan shore, towards Mackinaw. With oars and sails we

coasted along against head winds as best we could, to the mouth of

Muskegori river. Our boat was too small for us, and we concluded to

<ross over Muskegon lake, a distance of five miles, to a Mr. Latterett's,

an Indian trader (a Frenchman who had married an Indian woman,

and raised a family of half-breed children). He had been located on

Muskegon lake for many years. Mr. Fitch, Bradley, and myself rowed

our boat across the lake to see if we could get a better boat—a Mack-

inaw boat—of Mr. Latterett. We left our interpreters at the ferryboat-

house—a small frame house with a family living in it, who kept a ferry-

boat to carry parties across the Muskegon river as they might come

along. Mr. Latterett gave us the loan of his boat; or I think we were

to pay him two dollars for its use to the "Clay Banks" and back. Here
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comes in a little episode in my own history, very fresh, every time

memory runs over the reminiscences of this trip, viz.: The boat of

Mr. Latterett was lying half a mile beyond his house, on the beach of

the lake, half or two-thirds full of water—kept in this way to preserve

it, when not in use, as no boat-houses, along this coast at least, were

then in use. Mr. Fitch proposed to start back at once across Muskegon

lake in the boat we came over in. He could row it back alone, and Mr.

Bradley and myself go up and bail out Mr. Latterett's boat and follow

on after him. He said he would have the teakettle boiled and supper

ready by the time Mr. Bradley and I arrived back at the ferry-house

where we left the interpreters. We agreed. Mr. Fitch pushed off and

rowed back. He had not gone far when a fresh head wind met him.

Mr. Bradley and I bailed out our boat and pulled away with our oars

for the ferry-house across the Muskegon lake, but we had not pulled

far before we overtook Mr. Fitch, and he requested us to take his boat

in tow. We did, but the wind blowing very fresh, this did not work

well, and as Mr. Fitch had the sick headache he could not row much.

We now had about three miles further to row to reach the ferry-house,

and Mr. Fitch proposed to take my place and he and Mr. Bradley would

pull ahead with the Mackinaw boat, and let me take his boat and come

on as best I could.
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On account of Mr. Fitch's sick headache I consented, and we changed

places at the expense of my blistered hands, and a steady, hard pull

at the oars, with a head wind for two and a half hours, to gain

three miles. But I was young and strong, and pulling off my coat I

"rowed for dear life." When I was within half a mile of shore I hoped

the Indian interpreters would take the other boat and come out and

help me; but they sat on the shore and waited my arrival, Indian like.

We stopped here for the night; we could not sleep much on account of

the musquitoes. Early next morning we pulled from Muskegon lake

into Lake Michigan, bought a long piece of marline of a vessel, and John

Kahbeeje, one of our interpreters, and myself went ashore, and with

this marline attached to the Mackinaw boat, with Messrs. Fitch and

Bradley and the other interpreter, a student from Albion seminary,

who was a cripple in one leg, and had to use crutches, who was good

to row, but could not help tow.

Kahbeeje and I pulled along, wading sometimes in the water along

the beach, with a head wind against us. We run into the mouth of

White river, went ashore, built a fire, made coffee, and took our break-

fast ; after which we started on for "the Clay Banks," which we reached

about one o'clock, P. M. We found the Indians at home, with both

their chiefs. The chief greeted us, and called his men together. We

furnished the tobacco for the first talk, or council. The Indians, in

Michigan at least, so far as my knowledge of their habits and customs

extends, always expect when visited by the white men on public or

religious matters, the white men calling the council will produce the

tobacco for the smoke of the pipe of friendship and peace, and I have

visited the Pottawattomies, Ottawas, and Ojibwas, or Chippewas.

Mr. Fitch and Bradley opened to them the object of our visit, viz.:

"We had come among them prompted by the Great Good Spirit to do

them good; that many of their red brothers over on the other side of

the State, on the Flint. Shiawassee, Tittabawassee, and Saginaw rivers,

and on the Saginaw bay, and also their Pottawattomie brothers in the

interior of the State near Battle Creek, had left off their old pagan
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ways, had gone to fanning, had taken the white man's schools, and the

white man's religion, and we had come prepared to start a school among'

them, and to teach them the Christian religion, which we believed would

be better for them to believe and embrace, both for this life and the

next; that we were acting in conjunction with the best wishes of their

Great Father at Washington, the President of the United States, and

we desired them to council over our proposition, and give us an answer."

They boiled for us some very fine, fresh whitefish for our dinner. They

then requested us to retire for an hour or two, down on the beach of

the lake and they would council together, and when they got ready

they would call us in and give us an answer to our proposals.

We retired and after about two hours they sent for us to come in and

they would give us an answer. We all entered the chief's wigwam, viz..

Fitch, Bradley, myself, Kahbeeje, and Kirkland (the interpreters). After

we were seated a few moments, the chief, a youngerly man, perhaps forty-

five years old, arose, shook hands with us all personally, after the old

Indian custom, and made a smooth speech declining to take the white

man's school, or religion, or mode of farming, preferring to live as their

fathers had, by hunting and fishing, for the present at least. He further

said they had sought to live on friendly and neighborly terms in the

past with their white friends, and should seek to do so in the future,
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and sat down. This was the first chief; Pah-slM-se-galn, was his Indian

name, which interpreted, means ''the sun shines through a hole in the

sky."

After the close of the first chief's speech, the second chief, an old man.

very fleshy and corpulent, his age I think was 90 or 95 years, made a

very scathing speech in which the whole band of Indians present seemed

to heartily join or unite. His speech, as nearly as I can recollect, was

as follows:

"My white brothers, you say the Great Good Spirit has sent you here

to talk to us, and to pursuade us to take the white man's religion, and

the white man's school for our children, and to live as the white man

does, by ploughing and farming. Now I don't believe you at all, be-

cause I am an older man than either one of you—pointing to us. And

I know just as much about the Great Good Spirit as you do, especially

about his will concerning the Indians. You say the Great Spirit sent

you here to visit us, and to ask us to leave off our ways and the ways

of our grandfathers, and take the white man's ways, religion, and school

for our children. Now my reasons for not believing that the Great

Good Spirit sent you is this, I have lived a great many years in this

country or land, from the head of this Lake Michigan, round to Mack-

inaw and Detroit to the mouth of the Detroit river, then straight across

the country to Chicago, or where Chicago now is. I have traveled over

this land a great many times. When I was a small boy I

went with my father, in a canoe, along the shore of this

Lake Michigan round to Mackinaw, to Saginaw, to Port Sarnia,

down the river to Detroit, then on down the river to Lake Erie,

along that lake to the River of Thundering Waters—Niagara. And

everywhere I went there were plenty of Indian villages, with plenty

of Indians, and Indian corn fields, and Indian burying grounds with

large and small Indian graves. The Indian canoes were almost the only

boats on all these lakes and rivers. The woods were full of wild game

for us. Our people were then very numerous all over this country, and

it was our country, and we were happy. We visited, hunted, and had

our great festivals. When I was a boy only once in a great while did
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we see any pale faced people, and they were French people, but you

white men came and bought our lands for a very small price, and when

we could not agree with you, you fight us, and we fight you, and some-

times both white man and Indian get killed, and you come on more and

more from toward the rising run; you were so many. Then when you

could not kill us all off with gun and powder, then you make peace with

us. and.you want more land, and you get more, and you pay us very

little for it. Then you build fences across our trails, you plow up our

corn fields and grave yards. You have had no respect nor care for our

dead! Then your fur-traders and others came among us, and brought

the "fire-water," or whisky, and bought our furs with it, made us drunk

and foolish, and we died with this treatment of yours. And you have

crowded what few of us that are left out of the woods right here on

this bank, and are just ready by your coming settlements of white peo-

ple to crowd us into this lake. And now you come to us, when there

are only a handful left, and say to us, that the Great Good Spirit has

sent you to us to persuade us to 'take the white man's religion, his ways,

and his schools for our children.' Now I have no faith in you; I don't

believe he sent you, for if he wanted us Indians to take your white

religion, why did he not send your fathers before you to persuade us,

when we were a strong and great people filling all this land with our
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villages, and our hunting grounds with our camping tents, and all these

lakes and rivers with our canoes, and not wait till we are almost all

gone? The smoke from our wigwams is almost gone out and we are

now weak, and you want us to change our religion. No; we shall live

and die as our fathers did. We have no ill feelings toward you, but

we don't believe you, and shall not take your school or religion."

When the old chief had finished his speech, in which all his band

heartily agreed with him, we concluded that we could do nothing more

with them, at present at least. This was Friday afternoon, the sun

only half an hour high, and we desired to get back to Grand Haven the

next morning in time to take the steamer for Grand Rapids, so we could

be at the Rapids over the Sabbath. The question with us was, how it

could be done? and in open council we asked the Indians. The chiefs

said four of their men could tow us there—forty or fifty miles—by sun-

rise next morning, if we could make a bargain with them. After a few

moments' consulting, four strong Indians said they could and would do

it for ten dollars. We had most of our chest of provisions and plenty

of tobacco, and we agreed to pay them ten dollars and let them have

all the food they wanted to eat during the night and all the tobacco they

could smoke during the trip.

We got aboard our boat. Mr. Bradley was to steer the boat. Mr.

Fitch was sick with headache, and he took the blankets and camped on

the bottom of the boat. Our interpreter did the visiting with the In-

dians. Two of the four Indians came aboard with us. The other two

with a marline fixed a rope harness over their shoulders and fastened

the other end to our boat. I, with a long pole, stood in the bow of the

boat to take our soundings, as pilot, and thus arranged we started for

Grand Haven. Every two miles the two Indians towing along on the

beach would call out, and wade out and come aboard, and the other two

who had been riding would leap out and put on the harness and tow

us along. They did not stop for rivulets, creeks, or rivers, but would

wade right through. I as pilot, with my sounding pole, gave orders

to the steersman to lay out from the shore when I found the water too

shallow. Ever and anon we would interrogate the Indians how far we
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had come, and whether they would reach Grand Haven by sunrise to-

morrow, and invariably they would reply, "We slwll!" Thus from sun-

down to sunrise we rode in our boat, and just as the sun was rising we

reached and entered the mouth of Grand river at Grand Haven. We

paid the four Indians the ten dollars for their night's work, and we

went aboard the steamboat for Grand Rapids. We spent the Sabbath

at the Rapids. The population then, I think, was about seven thousand.

Grand Rapids in those days was one of the centers where the Indian

agent paid the Indians their annuities.

Mr. Fitch and Bradley on Monday left for their homes; also the in-

terpreter. Samuel Kirkland, left for Albion school. The other inter-

preter and myself on Monday took our horses, some provisions in our

saddle bags, some corn in bags for our horses, and started north, to

visit a band of Indians on Muskegon river, forty miles from Grand

Rapids. The first twenty miles was through new settlements. The last

twenty miles we rode without seeing a house. Just as the sun was set-

ting we struck the table lands on the Muskegon at Mr. Brook's saw-mills.

I found Mr. Brooks very much of a gentleman. He invited us to

stop with him for the night, which we did. His mill was running. He

showed me his boom full of the finest lot of pine logs I ever saw before

or since. At his place the town of Newaygo has since sprung up, and I

Generated for mmmcnitt (University of Michigan) on 2014-06-06 21:48 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015071219417
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

think is the county seat of that county. He was a New England man.

His lumber he rafted down the river and shipped it to Chicago; his sup-

plies he brought up the Muskegon river on flatboats, poled up the stream

by his men. This was a very wild and new locality. The band of

Indians we came to see were located five miles below, in a bend of the

Muskegon river. Before retiring for the night we had worship. Mr.

Brook's antecedents were Congregationalist, and while we knelt in

prayer he rose and stood during worship. It was stated to me that this

prayer was probably the first audible prayer by any Protestant in this

locality.

Next morning I and my interpreter rode down along the river on

the Indian trail to the Indian village. We found it quite difficult to

descend the hill in the narrow trail to the flats where the Indian village

was, as the rains had washed the dirt out of the trail, and left it with

plenty of rolling cobble stones. My interpreter had a large, gentle

horse; I had a very spirited French horse, which was more difficult

to manage. Once down on the flats, there was no way out only by this

narrow and deep trail, as the village was in the shape of an ox-bow;

the Muskegon river forming the bow. and the high hill down which we

came, the only way of egress with hoVse. It was nearly noon when we

reached the chief's wigwam; he and his Indians were strangers to us.

After the usual salutations, the chief invited us to stop with them till

the next day. We accepted the invitation.

There was a good feed of wild grass for our horses. Here my in-

terpreter being an old gentleman, and shrewd withal, played in cool

Indian style, one of the cutest jokes on me, and one of the severest on

my fine French horse, which I thought would cost the life of my horse,

and leave me to get home on foot, or by public conveyance, at least from

Grand Rapids, forty-five miles away. The only place our horses could

escape from the river bottom during the night was by the narrow trail

we came down. We proposed to put some poles and brush across this

and spancel the fore legs of our horses, and thereby keep them safely

from running off during the night. The chief furnished us both with

spanceling ropes, i. e.. ropes made of bark. My interpreter and I led
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our horses to where there was good feed. I had not owned this high-

spirited French horse long and he had never been spanceled. My in-

terpreter handed me one of the spanceling ropes, and said, "Mr. Hickey,

you spancel your horse first," and he kept hold of his horse's halter and

let him eat around. I was somewhat verdant and did not suspect any

mischief. I had often spanceled Indian ponies, but had never spanceled

my own horse. I proceeded and tied the spanceling rope strong, and

then pulled off his halter. My horse evidently had never been spanceled

before. He started to move off as though his legs had not been tied; but

at once found he could not. This enraged and frightened him, so that

for near one-half hour he was up and down, trembling, sweating, foam-

ing, and bounding, tearing the earth and grass for rods around, and my

interpreter ever and anon saying, "Don't be scared, Br. Hickey; your

horse will get used to it after a little." My horse became so frightened

and fatigued that finally he allowed me to come near him. The foam

and sweat was running off him as rain. After a little he quieted down,

but for days he showed the results of that strain and scare. Now

comes in the joke of my cool interpreter. I said, "Br. Rah-bee-je, now

spancel your horse." He replied, with a peculiar twinkle in his cool eye,

"Why, there is no need of spanceling my horse at all; yours can not get

away and my horse way off here, won't go off alone and leave yours.
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They now are both safe for the night." And they were.

We found this band of Indians under the influence of the Roman

Catholic religion. They were hospitable, and were content, and we did

not seek to unsettle them. Next morning we left this band of Indians

and started for Wah-be-ga-kake's band, on the Maple river, in Clinton

county. We- rode back through Grand Rapids per the mouth of Flat

river, Ionia village across North Plains per the mouth of Fish Creek,

on the Indian trail, up on the Maple River crossing or fording the same

at Maple Rapids, to "Benedict Plains." This Benedict settlement was

about three miles from the Indian Village, of which Wah-be-ga-kake was

chief. I had visited this band once or twice before. We stopped with a

white family by the name of Ladd, with whom we left our horses. This

kind family urged me to preach in their house that night after I got

back from visiting the Indians, though they were not professed Chris-

tian people. Mr. Ladd proposed to stop his plow (as he was ploughing

out his corn), and send his boy on horseback for miles around, and in-

vite the people in the new settlement to come out and hear me preach.

He said, "You will have a good congregation; my family are uot church

members, yet we would like to hear a sermon." I said "very well; you

have been hospitable to us and I will come to-night and preach here in

your log house;" and he started his boy off, and he rode and left word

for miles around, so that some people came eleven miles that afternoon,

for the meeting that night. After my day's work over at the Indian

village, I returned and found the log house crowded with people. I

preached a plain, practical, gospel sermon. The congregation were

hungry for the tcord, and appeared to enjoy the sermon well.

I proposed after the sermon, that they sing some familiar hymns, and

then have a conference meeting, which they did, and in the wilderness

I found the Great Shepherd, the Lord Jesus Christ, had sheep from dif-

ferent folds: Baptist, Methodist, Presbyterian, Episcopalian, and Con-

gregational ; and among the number who spoke was a lady, who had,

with her husband and children, come seven miles with an ox team to

that meeting. She said in her remarks she held her membership in a

Baptist church in Oakland county, Mich.; that when a girl, she knew
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the young missionary that had preached to them to-night; that when he

was a small child she had cared for him; that she lived a number of

years in his father's family, in Wayne county, New York; that her

name then was Harriet Kelley. now it is changed. Her testimony was

very affecting to all present; to none more so than to myself. The peo-

ple seemed unwilling after the meeting closed at 11 P. M., to start away.

and they staid and visited until two in the morning.

Now, as to my visit with my interpreter at Wah-be-ga-kake's band:

Three miles from Mr. Ladd's, unbeknown to myself, or to the interpreter,

or to any of the white people in that locality, an Indian was to be tried

in an Indian court, or council, for murder, on this day. This band of

Indians had from forty to fifty families that belonged to it. As I and

the interpreter entered the village all was very quiet. We went directly

to the chief's house. It was a large block, or log house, with door and

windows. My interpreter knocked, and the door was opened. We en-

tered, and at once walked across the floor to the opposite side, and as

we approached the chief every man. woman, and child laid down spoon,

knife, or dish, and looked sullen at us. My interpreter being a man of

years, and also of extended experience, took things as cool as was the

reception to us, which, I assure you, was cool enough to produce a

chill over a timid person. The chief spoke coldly and with chieftain
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dignity, as he shook hands with my interpreter. "An-ge-bi-yang?" which

interpreted is, "Where did you come from ? My interpreter said: "No-

d-ge;" interpreted means. From every place but this. The chief further

said: "Wah-gah-nan-dush?" Interpreted. "What do you want?" We

said: "We want nothing; only we have come to you and your, people,

as we are traveling through roads and Indian trails, and visiting dif-

ferent bands of Indians, we have come to see you and your people." The

reason of this coolness and sharp interrogations from the chief was, he

feared we had come as spies on the trial of this Indian murderer, who

was to be tried in their Indian court in this village that afternoon for

murdering a few months before one of the chiefs. The facts of the

murder are these: The chief who was murdered and a number of In-

dians had been down to Ionia village hanging around the town in a

drunken condition for two or three days, and they all left for home but

this chief and this young man who murdered him. They stayed a num-

ber of hours after the others left. They finally started on the trail

leading by the mouth of Fish creek. They traveled till dark, both quite

drunk. Finally they concluded to lay out all night in the woods. They

snuggled down on the ground together, with but one blanket between

them,- and fell asleep. Both got chilly and cold. The chief pulled the

blanket all off the young Indian, who growled and pulled it back in part

over him. Cold and chilly they snuggled up closer together again, and

fell off into a drunken sleep. After a while the young man awoke and

the chief had all the blanket wrapped around him, and persisted iu keep-

ing it. There had been an old family feud, which had produced two or

three murders in years past, and the young man said: "I guess you

want to die;" took out his hunting knife from its case, and coolly placed

the point over the chief's heart, and plunged it into the chief, and there

and then killed him. (I understood that the white people arrested him,

and had him in jail at DeWitt in Clinton county for a number of weeks,

but could not get any evidence against him and let him go.)

I now give you the unwritten law, as I learned it while five years

among them as missionary—told me by chiefs and interpreters. When
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murder is committed among them in times of peace, the murderer, as

soon as he has committed the deed, flees at once to the chief and band

of Indians that is nearest kinsman to himself, and stays there with that

chief until that chief secures a chief's court or council for the trial of

the murderer. In the meantime the murderer must not go away from

that chief's wigwam until the court meets, unless the chief goes with him.

The chief to whom this murderer fled lived fifty or sixty miles north-

east of the place where the murder was committed, at the village of

"Skm-guah-koos-king," alias, "The village of little pine trees," located

on the Pine river, thirty-five miles from Saginaw (where St. Louis,

Gratiot county, now is). The name of the old chief who lived at this

Indian village was "Pa-malirsegah," alias, "The sun shines among the

clouds." To him this murderer fled. He was a chief of much dignity

and influence among the chiefs of the Saginaw and Grand river Indians,

and was blood relation to this murderer. He took a deep interest in

securing the council or court for the trial of this criminal, and the

feasts attending such a court, which I will here explain. The place

where the court is to be held is the Indian village nearest to the place

„where the murder was committed. This village was on the Maple river

two or three miles above Maple Rapids. The parties composing such a

court or council are: 1st. The family of the murdered man; 2nd. All his
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relatives and his wife's relatives; 3rd. The Indian chiefs who are related

to both parties; 4th. The murderer himself; 5th. The medicine man, or

the Great Spirit's Mediator, who acts officially: 1st. As a friend of the

murdered; 2nd. As the friend of both parties; 3rd. As the agent who

presents the gifts to the bereaved family; 4th. Who particularly reveals

what the mind of the Great Good Spirit is in settling the question

whether the murderer's life is to be spared, or whether he is in open

court to be tomahawked. There are also three speakers on each side to

conduct the arguments. The chief, who is the nearest kinsman to the

murderer, calls the court in conjunction with the medicine man and

fixes the time of holding it. The court or council is held in a new wig-

wam, built of poles and covered with bark, for that especial occasion,

in which no one has ever slept, eaten, or lived. The wigwam on this

occasion was built down in the cornfield, with capacity to hold one hun-

dred and fifty or two hundred persons. When the time is fixed for hold-

ing the court, secret notices are sent to all the relatives and friends on

both sides, who at once begin to make preparations for the feasts which

are to occur in the forenoon in the village where the court is held. The

things prepared and brought by the friends are dried berries, meats,

maple sugar, flour, etc. It is really two feasts, the chiefs and relatives

of the murdered man meet at one wigwam and eat together, and the

medicine man, chiefs and relatives of the murderer meet with him at

another wigwam and feast or eat together. This party have prepared

and brought the presents to buy off the life of the murderer, which are

to be given by the medicine man, during the trial in open council, to

the family of the murdered chief.

I will here say, I have met many missionaries. Indian traders, and

others, who had been at many gatherings of Indians, but I never yet

conversed with a white man who had been present at an Indian court

for the trial of a murderer; and what I here write is what I heard, saw,

and had explained to me by my interpreter and the chiefs who were

here present at this trial. After the feasts are over, then the plaintiff,

i. e., the family, chiefs and relatives of the murdered man, march slowly

in single file, to the new wigwam (and as it is all closed up with bark

except the west end, and that is also except a wide doorway for en-
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trance) and they enter as though they are going to a funeral; all parties

dressed in their regalia—-blankets, leggins, moccasins, tastily worked

with beads and colored porcupine quills, silver bands on their arms,

colored turbans on their heads, with various feathers of wild birds in

their hair. The blankets of the Indians were white, red and blue. Their

shirts were mostly turkey-red calico. The women had broadcloth blan-

kets, many of them blue, and skirts of the same material. On entering

the court wigwam, the most distant relative walked in first—walked

along on the north side to the east end and half way across the wigwam,

and sat down on the ground with his back against the wigwam, and

thus were this party all seated. The wife and children of the murdered

chief sat next to the door. The eldest son, a lad sixteen years old, sat

first at the entrance. Wah-be-ga-kake, the chief of this village, was a

relative of this party, and by his urbanity I and my interpreter were

invited to witness the council.

The ranking chief of the other party was Pa-sha-se-ga. They came

down the hill, and with a slow, firm step made a semicircle in front of

the tent, and entered very quietly, and coolly shook hands with each of

the other party, and saying in a low, subdued tone of voice, Bushoo, i. e.,

How do you do? and were seated on the ground on the opposite side of

the wigwam. The murderer was a very sullen, morose, forlorn picture
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of human depravity. He followed the medicine man, and they were the

last to enter the court. The criminal's face was blackened with char-

coal to show his sorrow, with his blanket and leggings torn full of holes

to excite the sympathy of his opponents. The medicine man took his

seat in the center of the wigwam, with the criminal on one side of him,

and the presents or gifts on the other, to be given at the proper time to

the bereaved family. In front of the wigwam were gathered one hun-

dred or more Indians who had come to witness the trial. They formed

a semicircle, and were mostly seated on the ground, so they could all

look in the wide door of the wigwam. All was quiet as the chamber of

death. Perhaps five minutes elapsed after all were seated, in silent re-

flection before any action occurred. Then one of the speakers on the

side for the criminal arose and opened the case, by stating the facts of

the murder, and making a full confession of the crime, as follows: "My

brothers, we are met here in this new wigwam to sit in council on this

great trouble that is in all our hearts. This foolish young man killed

one night down near the mouth of Fish creek, in the woods by the side

of the trail, your second chief, who was a strong-minded, good man.

When we his relatives heard this bad news we all felt very sorry in our

hearts, and we do to-day; and we are met here now to show you our

sorrow, and to try and buy of you the life of this foolish young man

that killed your chief. That chief was a good counselor, a good hunter,

and we feel sorrow deep down in our hearts, on account of this trouble."

This speech was short. The speaker, as he closed, had the endorsement

of all on his side of the case by the Indian assent—Ah! The medicine

man now arose and carried across the wigwam some new Indian Mack-

inaw blankets, and laid them down in front of the bereaved family,

which consisted of the widow, one son 16 years old, and four smaller

children. The family sat perfectly still and kept cool. I think there

were two blankets apiece for each member of the family. The medicine

man returned to his seat. Following this act an Indian speaker arose

and spoke on the other side of the case, setting forth in his remarks the

excellent characteristics of the murdered chief. "He was a good hunter,

and provided food for his own family; he was a good husband and
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father, and as such always cared for his own wigwam. Now, he being

dead, this boy 16 years old has to hunt and get food for his mother

and these other children alone; and his place in the Indian council is

vacant; and this makes us all feel very sorrowful; (pointing over to

the family) our brother is not there; his body is in the che-ba-wah-ge-

mugh (i. e., in the grave yard), and his spirit has gone to the great

hunting grounds beyond the setting sun; and we all mourn. These

presents you bring his family do not bring back our brother." At the

conclusion of this speech all the relatives of the bereaved family re-

sponded and endorsed the speaker by the Indian "Ah!"

Then followed another speaker from the side of the criminal, who

was very eloquent in his address. He said: "My brothers, you are like

the eagle who from the top of the tall tree over the ledge of rocks on

the bank of the lake, with his sharp eagle eye, sees way down on the

bank of the lake a small living animal; quick as he sees the animal he

wants it for food, and suddenly from his high peak, darts as an arrow

shot from the bow, and before the animal can hide, or get away, the

eagle takes it up in one of his claws, and with ease flies up, up, up,

towards the sun. The little animal struggles and struggles to get away,

but the eagle continues to fly upward. The eagle now has a great white

heart of pity, or compassion, and he looks as he flies more slowly, down
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at this poor little animal struggling to get away, and thinks that it

wants to live. Then the eagle in his great white heart says, "I will let

you live;" and immediately turns its flight slowly and gently down-

ward with his extended wings on the air, to the place from where he

took the animal up and lets it go, saying to the animal, 'This world is

large enough for us both to live in.' So you, my brothers, like the

<>agle, you have this man in your power, and you have a great white

heart, and you can live and let this young man live, too. As that little

animal in the eagle's claw, as the eagle flew up towards the sun, felt

dizzy, so does this young man feel dizzy in this council and in your

power, and you can lower him down easy to the place among you where

he was before he killed our brother, and I hope you will do it and let

him live." All on his side responded Ah! and the speaker sat down.

The medicine man took some pieces of blue broadcloth and walked

across the court and laid them on the pile of blankets, for the widow

and children. Another speaker spoke especially in behalf of the chil-

dren of the murdered chief with much pathos, and was endorsed by

the Ah !! from his side of the council.

The third speaker for the criminal made a very strong plea for pity

and forgiveness to be bestowed on the prisoner, on the. ground that

all the criminal's relatives had joined in purchasing these presents and

bringing them into this council for the medicine man to present to

this bereaved family, and buy off the life of this foolish young man.

Now, if we did not forgive him. and want you to forgive him and let

him live, we should not have bought these gifts, and brought them

here; but this shows to you our sorrow for the death of the chief, and

our love for the life of this our brother who killed him, and we, want

you to forgive this bad deed of this young man.

This speech brought out the unanimous vote of all on his side, ex-

pressed by the same "Ah." The speaker sat down amidst deep, sup-

pressed thoughts on the part of the whole council, though there was

no demonstration of emotion by any one. The medicine man arose

and took more presents of broadcloths, wampum, beads, and tobacco,

and coolly carried them over and laid them with the other gifts. This

last speech produced profound respect for the speaker upon the whole
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court, and especially upon the witnesses outside of the wigwam. The

speaker seemed to have electrical eloquence for the occasion; and while

he was speaking I felt my hair rise on my head; his voice was so full

of native pathos. And the effect was such that, before the sixth and.

last speaker commenced, there was a silent pause for five or eight min-

utes. The sixth speaker addressed the council from the side of the be-

reaved family. He was the finest looking Indian of the six speakers,

and made the most eloquent speech in the trial. He said: "Brothers,

the great good spirit created us all to be brothers and to live in peace,

and always to be friends and not enemies; and when we do differently

it always brings trouble. Now this trouble that has brought us to-

gether from our different villages which are along the rivers, even over

as far as the Saginaw river, and taken our time getting ready to come

to this council, and the time we are here holding this court, and the time

it will take us to go home, is all because this young man killed our

brother and chief. Look at this family—this woman and children. Hus-

band dead; father in the grave. This young son has now to use the

gun to get meat for his mother and brothers and sister, and we, his

relatives, have deep sorrow in our hearts. When we visit his wigwam

it is lonesome because he is not there, and every fall when our Great

Father at Washington sends us presents and money at the Indian pay-
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ments, his wigwam will then be lonesome, and his name on the paper

or pay roll will not be there, but 'dead' will be written opposite his

name, all because this young man killed him that night when they

were sleeping together in the woods with only one blanket. This sor-

row we all feel will go with us when we travel on the trail with our

ponies, when we are alone hunting in the woods. Whenever we think

of our dead brother, or of this young man, we will find this deep sor-

row in our hearts. These blankets, broadcloths, wampum, and all these

presents to buy off the life of this young man, do not give back to us

the life of our chief; and if he was living he could hunt and trap, and

get furs and buy these things that you bring to this council to buy off

the life of this murderer. If the chief was living his family could have

his company, his care, and his life to defend them. We all feel this

deep sorrow in our hearts, and we shall never see him again in our

councils on this earth, nor until we go to the Great Spirit's hunting

grounds beyond the setting sun." As this speaker closed, all on his

side of the court responded "Ah!"

The prisoner remained silent and motionless during these speeches,

except his breathing. He never looked up at all, but kept his seat near

'the mediator, in the center of the council. Now the medicine man

arose deliberately, and took other presents, such as wampum, beads,

tobacco, and a jug of "fire-water," or whisky, and carried them over

and laid them in front of the widow and children with the other

presents, and with becoming official dignity, returned to his seat beside

the criminal.

All eyes now in the court, and of those standing outside, were turned

towards this medicine man, who deliberately prepared and did his of-

ficial part in the trial, which seemed to be the hinge on which the re-

sult of the trial hung. He took from his fawn-skin tobacco pouch a

plug of Cavendish tobacco, and with his knife from his belt cut off

small pieces of tobacco and filled his large redstone Mississippi pipe,

and attached the long, artistically carved stem to the bowl of the red

council pipe. He took a flint and a piece of punk and steel from his

pouch, with which to strike fire to light the pipe. Now being ready, he

rose very deliberately and addressed the court as follows: "Brothers,
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we have met here before the Great Spirit, who sees us all, who knows

why we are met, who sees right down into our hearts, who knows what

your tongues have talked, and what your hearts have thought, and he

knows what these presents are that I have carried over and given to

this family, to make peace for this trouble. Now, if you all are true to

each other, and intend to settle this trouble, and let this young man

that has brought this trouble in our wigwams and hearts live, then I

will have to strike this flint once only, with this steel, to light this

pipe of peace; but if some of you have kept back in your hearts,

thoughts and feelings contrary to peace, as you on both sides have talked,

then I will have to strike this flint more than once to bring the fire to

light this pipe of peace;" and they all on both sides of the court, re-

sponded "Ah!" This is the first time they all in the council said ah

together.

A pause for a minute and every eye in the council, and of the wit-

nesses outside, was turned upon the "Mus-kah-ke-ne-ne-ne," or the medi-

cine man, or mediator, and now, for the first time since the council

commenced, the murderer lifted his eyes from the ground and fixed

them on the right arm of the medicine man, as he deliberately lifted it

up at full length for the blow. Now, as with electric might fell the

steel click against the flint, tightly grasped in the left hand of the medi-
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cine man, the punk closely held contiguous to the flint. All eyes are

now on the punk,—a second more, and the murderer eyes fell to the

ground again. The next moment smoke from the ignited punk rises,

and with the burning punk the pipe of peace is lighted. The medicine

man takes a few whiffs from the pipe, and then quietly walks across

the tent and brings it down and presents it to the son of the murdered

chief. Once, but he took it not; twice, in due deliberate form was the

pipe offered him, but not a motion or a muscle does he move. A third

time it is presented, and when the medicine man was about to take it

away from him, his mother quietly touched his arm, and with a look

of earnestness, prompted him to smoke. He took the pipe and gave one

whiff, and returned it. The widow next was presented with the pipe.

Up to this stage in the proceedings no emotions have been exhibited by

any one on either side. All the proceedings have been-conducted with

the most profound propriety; but now, as this widow takes hold of that

pipe and takes but one whiff of smoke; she gives vent to the pent up

feelings of a broken, grief-stricken spirit in a wail of sorrow, as mother

and widow, while tears gush down her cheeks as evidence of her deep

loneliness and mourning for her murdered husband; at the same time,

by this act of smoking, she said to one and all present, I forgive, this

murderer.

The medicine man goes on from one to one, and each takes a whiff.

There are sitting two young men midway around the circle of the court,

who are cousins to the murdered chief. They had intimated that they

could not forgive the criminal. The unwritten law on that point, as

told me by their senior chief, is, "if any relative.of the murdered chief

cannot forgive the murderer, then in open council, in the presence of

all the parties, when the pipe of peace is presented, the relative who

cannot smoke the pipe, may rise up, and in the presence of all, kill

the murderer with his tomahawk." Now, when the medicine man stood

in front of these two cousins, and presented the pipe to the first one.

there evidently was much suppressed anxiety among the chiefs and

friends on the side of the murderer, as this young man sat coolly, when

the pipe was presented to him once, twice, and even thrice. The medi-

cine man evidently took in the whole situation, for he presented the
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pipe now more deliberately to this young Indian, than he had to any

one in the court. This Indian showed he was in profound study; what

should he do; take the pipe and forgive, or rise now with tomahawk

and kill the murderer? The third time the pipe is presented, and when

lifted up and away from him just the length of his arm, he reached and

took it, and took one whiff of smoke; his brother by his side did the

same, and the deep, silent suspense was over. The pipe then was pre-

sented to each one in the court, except the murderer, and all smoked

but him; he was not allowed. The court is now closed; one by one the

chiefs and friends of the murderer arose and shook hands with the

other side, and went out as they came in, and the trial is over.

The widow and her children took the presents and packed them up

and all prepared to return to their homes. A little scene now followed,

which was related to my interpreter by the chief Pa-sha-se-ga, before

we left the village, i. e. after the council closed. All the Indians went

up on the hill and gathered about the trader's house (Mr. Aikin's).

when the young man, the murderer, called the chief Pa-sha-se-ga, one

side from the rest of the Indians, and said to him, "Now the office of

this chief I killed is vacant, and you and the other chiefs, before you

part and go to your homes, I wish you would hold a council and give

to me his office as chief." The old chief answered this presumptuous
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murderer as follows: "You must behave yourself. This is the second

time we have been called together on your account, to make peace

among ourselves. The first time was when you struck one of our

Indians with an ax, and you intended to kill him, but only cut off the

top of his shoulder. Now, we shall never give you any office, and we

shall never call another council, or court, to save your life. Now you

must be a quiet, peaceable Indian, and cause us no more trouble." This

request of this pardoned criminal, to be elected chief in the place of the

chief he had killed, revealed the low estimate of human life and the

ambitious pride of his depraved heart; but the prompt rebuke and stern

admonition of chief Pa-sha-se-ga to this impudent murderer, made him

pledge "that he would behave himself in the future and cause no more

trouble to the chiefs or bands of Indians of his blood or kindred. The

chief said. "Verv well; here then let this matter of your wanting office

rest."

Thus ended the most thrilling criminal court trial I ever witnessed.

I and my interpreter shook hands with the chiefs and head men and

left for Meshimnekahwing. I did not preach to them at this time, for

thev were most of them anxious to leave for their homes.

M. HICKEY.

Detroit, June 5th, 1882.

