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A FOREWORD

> AR

HERE 1is a purpose other than its

y historic interest, in presenting to our

’_f : readers this little narrative of Custer’s last
E battle at Little Big Horn.

d The story carries 'moralwhwhwalmny

s




The * Custers” are not all in the ai":}:/‘
We find a goodly number in the "P-‘a’acm
walks of business, jealously planning 5 ¥
one’s undoing for their own advancemé
subtle, selfish workers.

Such ambj:tious plotters are not often S m‘:ﬁ
in high places. They belong to the Mo

~ class: collectors of many writlen testum®”

ﬁ;ﬁb'hf..quaﬁﬁcatiom-plm; rolling ¢ ..
that gather but little substance and mauel :
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CUSTER’S LAST FIGHT
AT LITTLE BIG HORN

HERIDAN, Wyoming, is on
the “ Burlmgton,” 1ust one



ridge. All along, for half a mile or more,
white headstones dot the hillside, and tell
their silent story of men who fought a
and died the death, leaving
but one survivor of the battle, and he an
Indian, and heyond this one man there
were only mutilated and mangled bodies

to tell the tale.

hopeless fight

LECTURED at Sheridan, a pros

perous city on the Little Big Horn-
Sheridan has every appliance and con-
venience of a modern New England
¢ The people in the audience h
look of success—the well-fed.
 glow of a people who work anc




greatest shipping-point for wool in the
world; she has banks that have a surplus
double their capital, and brick blocks that
pay ten per cent, owned by Billings men,
who a few years ago were sheep-herders,
who decline to talk Billingsgate, but who
discuss Maeterlinck, Ibsen, Bernard Shaw
and William Marion Reedy with insight,
and appreciation.

There is no Wild West now, excepting
ill’s, and Bill, they do say, is a
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d, worked the miracle—the railroad is the

et civilizer, not themissionary nor the soldier.
The song of the rail is, Get busy! Get
busy! Get busy!”

The Superintendent of the Burlington
Sheridan way is Edward Gillette,
who ran the line from
and miles,

down
the surveyor
Nebraska to Montana, a thous

=

1 through sage-brush, rattlesnakeclaimsand ,
— prairie-dog preserves, where no civilizing -
E Whites lived, and greasy Crows and

treacherous Sioux were supreme. z
Gillette is a Yale man—but he has over-

17 : come the handicap. :
At Sheridan I had planned to c&
train north at the witching 101
Igwgsi ab out
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audience, deserve to be elocuted—unless

the telegram contains good news. This ¢
telegram was from Gillette, Yale = )

reading thus,* My private car is now on

the side-track at your disposal. Go to bed

after your lecture and awake at Crow

Agency where the car will remain while

you visit the Battlefield, and then get

you to Billings in ample time for your
lecture there.”

“ Deae ol G
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ef young thing present to murmur,

SWE
ardently, * Yours

looking at my hair-cut,
are surely Yale locks! ¢

IEN I awoke the next morning I

looked up at alittle clock at the foot
of my bed and saw the dial marked seven.
The car was not moving and I guessed we
_track. Through the stillness
f coffee and I thought

came a faint odor o .
I heard Jim breaking eggs and dropping
It seemed &

them into a sizzling pan.

time of great peace—to awake in a quiet

car, with all the bustle, roar and conlt

absent, and the anticipation of

Q1 got up and was prepariig,
jalt

were on a side




and was entertained at the house of a
native prince, when her bath was dis-
turbed by a family scrap as to who
should have precedence at the peep-
holes se- 5es

A slight spasm of anger came over me and

I just gave the curtain a jerk and ran it up,

in the firm consciousness that I had
nothing to hide.

And behold' there was the pa.mted face




read the Good Stuff, so was not com-
pletely overawed, but I felt better when
he grunted * How!” and thrust a big
brown hand through the window.

Over the spiritual miles that separated us,
I grasped his hand in friendship and
responded ** How! %

“ Grub! " he said, and made the sign of
being hungry.

He really was n’t intere
the thing that interested him Was the

smell of coffee and the sizzle of ham frying
in the pan. All Indians -are Carlisle
Indians before breakfast. (Are you allin

on that?) . o
_ Outsxde,proppﬁd up ag g!

sted in me at all—




teepee on wheels! ” And Gillette always
goes prepared. Jim, the Kaffir-American,
has a bushel of biscuit in the locker and a
gallon coffee-pot on the fire. The ham and
eggs were for Medicine Crow, Take
Wrinkles and Show the Fish, all of whom

eat with avidity and fingers, ask for no
napkins or finger-bowls and none ever
says, ““ One check, please! ”

After breakfast,

slim, slende

a twi




A AT

ter almost floats the

ford where the wa
.nk on the other side,

wagon-lmd, up the b
out over the mesa and up the hill!

The country is bare and barren save for
the trees and bushes that line the stream.
Here and there are gullies, dry and dusty,
so deep that a man can ride a horse up
them and not be seen even from the
ridge-tops ses oo
The battle-ground now belongs to the
Nation and is a cemetery in charge of &
fine old soldier-captain who receives us
with becoming dignity. We leave our
horses and silently climb the steep slope
q We stand on the ri ewherepustﬂ”

 his two brothers osi Lz

there besid
e resting-p

)



above, jealous of their rights. A shovel
was placed under the body and it was
rolled over into the hole and quickly
covered, and a stake, with the name of the
man penciled on it, set above, for Terry’s
men knew these brave fellows all by name.
G So there they sleep, just as they fell,
usually two near together, sometimes
three, and in several places one alone a
quarter of a mile away, down toward the
- Water, where with awful thirst and

swoﬂgn t”:'.n;g_‘-!‘?’_ the poor man had rushed
d ' his doom and been clubbed to
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Jews, and all the time the sweet be”ﬁ
rang “Peace on earth, good-will to men!
q * Look,” said the old Captain as we
stood on the ridge amid the white grave-
stones, *“ Look, down there in the cotton-
woods you see the teepees now—those are
Sioux down there—come to visit th_e
Crows, and the view before you 18
identical with that which Custer saw on
‘that fateful day.”

There was the winding river, gleaming
through the trees, the top of the teepees,
with here and there soft, curling, blue
- smoke from the campfires. By the aid of
d-glass we could see the children




and sailed and soared in the blue of the
cloudless sky.

the spring of 1876, the Sioux on the
Dakota reservationsgrewrestless,and
after various fruitless efforts to restrain
them, they moved westward in a body-

4 This periodic migration was a habit and
et ot hundreds of
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had ruined the hunting-grounds; more-

white soldiers had fought them if
old haunts, sacred for
hed to them by

over,
they moved to their
their use and bequeat
their ancestors. In dead of winter when
the snows lay deep and they were in their
teepees, crouching around the scanty fire,
soldiers had charged on horseback through
the villages, shooting into the teepees,
killing women and children.
At the head of these soldiers was & white
chief whom they called Yellow Hair. _I:Ie
was a smashing, dashing, fearless soldier
who understood the Indian ways e
haunts, and then used this knowle
~ their undoing se- 2 :

H 3
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They feared Yellow Hair—and hated him.
( Custer was a man of intelligence—
nervous, energetic, proud, and his honesty
and sincerity were beyond dispute. He
was a natural Indian fighter. He could
pull his belt one hole tighter and go the
whole day through without food. He could
ride like the wind, or crawl in the grass,
and knew how to strike, quickly and unex-
pectedly, as the first streak of dawn came
mto the East. Like Napoleon, he knew the
~ value of time, and in fact, he had some-
‘What of the dash and daring, not to
0 vani the




places where no prisoners were taken, and
where there was no commissary. And this
wild, free life had bred in him a habit of
unrest—a chafing at discipline and all
rules of modern warfare.

Results were the only things he cared for,
and power was his Deity.

When the Indians grew restless in the
spring of 76, Custer was called to Wash-
ington for consultation. President Grant
was not satisfied with our Indian policy—
he thought that in some ways the Whites
were the real savages. The Indians he
considered as children, not criminals.

i X
eren




mailed hand, and if given the power he
declared he would settle the Indian
Question in America once and forever,
His confidence, assumption, and what
Senator Dawes called swagger, were not
to their liking, Custer was attracting too

much attention—crowds followed him on

Pennsylvania Avenue whenever he ap-
Peared ses sem

chosen to head the

e hostile Sioux, and




Custer left Washington, glum and sullen
—grieved. But he was a soldier, and so he
reported at Fort Lincoln, to serve under

a man who knew less about Indian

fighting than he.
The command of a thousand men em-
barked on six boats at Bismarck. There a
banquet was held in honor of Terry and
Custer. © You will hear from us by courier
before July Fourth,” said Custer. He was
still moody and depressed, but declared &
his willingness to do his duty. Terry did &
not like his attitude and told him so. .
- Poor Custer was stung by the rep imar
~ He was only a boy, thirty-sevén?‘yem?dlﬂi;% s
o be sure, but with the whimsical, Iov _
ing, ambitious and jealous quality of the
rush. Custer at times ha is €}




| emmesTa RN

doubted his earnestness and honesty. He
lacked humor. He was both sincere and |
SETIOUS se» 5gw

The expedition moved on up the tortuous
Missouri, tying up at night to avoid the
treacherous sand-bars that lay in wait.
G They had reached the Yellowstone

iver, and were getting into the Indian
Country se sen

To lighten the boats, Terry divided his
force into two parts. Custer disembarked
~ on the morning of the 25th of June, with
- four hundred anq forty-three men, be-
s & dozen who looked after the pack
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camp at daylight on the morning of the
97th. There was to be no parley —panic
was the thing desired, and when Custer
had started the savages on the run, Terry
would attack them at the other end of
their village, and the two fleeing mobs of
savages would be driven on each other,
and then they would cast down their arms
and the trick would be done. To throw a
cordon of soldiers around the camp and
hold it would be easy. ‘
Custer and his men rode away at about
eight o’clock on the morning of the 25th.
They were in high spirits—the cra.mpad
quarters on the transports Gon-
el
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walk, Custer ordered a trot, and then

where the ground was level, a canter., »
G On they went. ;
They pitched camp at four o’clock, having

covered forty miles. Horses were unsad- L
dled, fed, anq supper was cooked and
eaten see sem

But sleep was not to be—these men shall
sleep no more! :

The bugles sounded ““ Boots and Saddles.”

efore sunset they were again on thejr
WaY see sem

By three oclock on




for three miles. There were about two
thousand of them, and the women and
children were with them.

Reno with two hundred and fifty men was
ordered to swing around and attack the
village-from the south. Custer with one
hundred and ninety-three men would
watch the charge, and when the valiant
Reno had started the panic and the
Indians were in confusion, his force
would then sweep around and charge them
from the other end of the village.

~ This was Terry’s plan of battle, only
Custer was going to make the ca.pture
~ without Terry’s help. B
o Wlien'l‘erty came up thefollo i gay,




e

Reno took a two-mile detour, and just at
Peep of day, ere the sun had gilded the
tops of the cottonwoods, charged, with :
yells and rapid firing, into the Indian
village, Custer stood on the ridge, his

men mounted and impatient just below
on the other side,

e

‘The Indians wepe in confusion—he could

¢ dim morning light




won in less time than a man takes to eat
his breakfast.

Down the slope swept Custer’s men to
meet the fleeing foe.

But now the savages had ceased to flee.
They lay in the grass and fired.

Several of Custer’s horses fell.

Three of his men threw up their hands,
and dropped from their saddles, limp
like bags of oats, and their horses ran
on alone se se

The gully below was full of Indians, and
these sent a murderous fire at Custer as he
came. His horses swerved, but several ran
nght on and disappeared, horse and
m the sunken ditch, as did




e |

saw Reno’s soldiers galloping wildly up
the steep slope of the hill,

Reno’s charge had failed—instead of |
riding straight down through the length
of the village and meeting Custer, he had

hen had been
by a steady fire from Indians who held

gotten only fifty rods, and t
met

thei
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men rode back to the top of the hill—

with intent to join forces with Reno.
But Reno was hopelessly cut off. De
mined Sioux filled the gully that separated
the two little bands of brave men.
Custer, evidently, thought that Reno had
simply withdrawn to re-form his troop,
and that any moment Reno would ride to
his rescue ses oo
Custer decided to hold
Indians were shooting at
range, occasionally killing a horse.
told off his fours and ordered the horses

sent to the rear.

ter-

the hill. The

him from long
He &=




was killed, and the horses were galloped
off by the squaws and children,
Custer now realized that he was caught in
a trap. The ridge where his men lay face
down was half 5 mile long, and not more
than twenty feet across at the top. The
ndians were everywhere—in the gullies,
In the grags, in little scooped-out holes,
The bullets whizzed above the heads of
Custer’s men as they lay there, flattening

- their hodies i the dust,
- The morning gy came out, dazzling and

e
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the disarmed Indians, against General

| Terry’s coming.
But the fight had not been won and death

lay between them and water. The only

thing to do was to await Reno or Terry,

Reno might come at any time, and Terry

would arrive without fail at tomorrow’s

dawn—he had said so, and his word was

the word of a soldier.
Custer had blundered.
Now it was just a question
( Noon came, and the buzz

gather in the azure. .
The sun was blistering hot—there ¥

(The fight was lost.
of endurance-




The Indians kept up
shooting, They were
soldiers as 3 ¢

an  occasional
playing with the
at plays with g mouse,

The Indian IS a cautious fighter—he
makes ng sacrifices in order to win. Now
he had his prey secure,

Soon the solq

e

iers would run out of am- '
Munition, and then one more day, or two |
at least, ang thirst and fatigue would

Uce brave men to old women, and

' 10 and pound them
S, =




| were holding a dance,

made camp-fires anc
singing their songs of victory.

Custer warned his men that sleep was
This was their second sleepless

death.
rish with

night, and the men were feve
fatigue. Some babbled in strange tongues,
and talked with sisters and sweethearts
and people who were not there—reason
was tottering.
With Custer was an Indian boy, sixteen
years old, ** Curley the Crow.” Custer
now at about midnight told Curley to
~ strip himself and crawl out among gt
Indians, and if possible, get out through -
the lines and tell Terry of their position:
“Several of Custer’s men ‘
reach water, but none cam
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Terry was advancing, but was hampered
and harassed by Indians for twenty miles, 8
They fired at him from gullies, ridges, Ej,
rocks, brairie-dog mounds, and thep

retreated. He had to move with caution.

dust from the advancing troop. q They i

: hesitated_ to boldly charge Cyster as he lay
- on ﬂ}e hill-top, entrenched by little ditches

ight wit knives, tin cups and




Custer’s fire grew less and less. He was

running out of ammunition.
Terry was only five miles away.
The Indians closed in like a cloud around

Custer and his few survivors.
It was a hand-to-hand fight—one against

a hundred.
In five minutes every man was dead, and
the squaws were stripping the mangled
and bleeding forms.

Already the main body of In
trailing across the plains toward
mountains se s Tiae
Terry arrived, but it was too late.
An hour later Reno limped in, famist
half of his men dead or !

O]

dians W#S
the
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The Indiang were five thousand strong,
ot two. They had gathered up al] of the
other tribes for a hundred mjles,

oW they moved north toward Canada,
Terry trieq to follow, but the fighters
held him of with a rear guard, just like
White Veterans, The Indians escaped
cross the border.

en they came back in two Years, they
Teturned of their own accord,




The men, say, in the railway service of

America, who stand at the top are men
who have devoted themselves to the
interests of those who employed them.
They were not grafters, nor shirkers, nor
plotters for place, contemptuous and
jealous of their superiors. They cherished
no grudges, no resentments, and their one
thought has ever been to serve.
Had Custer survived the battle on the
Little Big Horn, he would have been
court-martialed on two counts. First, for '

disobedience of orders in attacking the




ful, and iis infraction is
Nemesis sor son

Obey, and yet again, obey!
mp out all personal
» but T would write across
ament in letters of light this

a beckon for

Would T then sta
ambition? No

indisputable truth, proven by every

annal of history, that the only way to

help yourself jg through loyalty to those

d emplo



SO HERE THEN ENDETH THAT BIT
HISTORY ENTITLED “CUSTER’S LA
FIGHT AT LITTLE BIG HORN,” AS WR
TEN BY ELBERT HUBBARD AND DO
INTO A PRINTED BOOK IFOR THE HAl
FORD LUNCH CO., BY THE ROYCROFTE
AT THEIR SHOPS, WHICH ARE IN EA
AURORA, ERIE COUNTY, NEW YORK 5TA
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