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"Life of Black Hawk" 
as dictated by himself 

 
 
In historical writing and analysis, PRESENTISM is the introduction of present-day ideas 
and perspectives into depictions or interpretations of the past. I believe presentism is a 
form of cultural bias, and it creates a distorted understanding of the subject matter. 
Reading modern notions of morality into the past is committing the error of presentism. 
I'm well aware that historical accounts are written by people and can be slanted, so I try 
my hardest to present articles that are fact based and well researched, without 
interjecting any of my personal opinions. 
 
 
INDIAN AGENCY – Rock Island, October 16, 1833. 
 
I DO HEREBY CERTIFY, that Ma-Ka-Tai-Me-She-Kia-Kiak, or Black Hawk, did call 
upon me, on his return to his people in August of 1833, and express a great desire to 
have a History of his life written and published, in order, (as he said) “that the people of 
the United States, (among whom he had been travelling, and by whom he had been 
treated with great respect, friendship and hospitality), might know the causes that had 
impelled him to act as he had done, and the principles by which he was governed.” In 
accordance with his request, I acted as Interpreter; and was particularly cautious, to 
understand distinctly the narrative of Black Hawk throughout - and have examined the 
work carefully, since its completion - and have no hesitation in pronouncing it strictly 
correct, in all its particulars. 
 
Given under my hand, at the Sac and Fox Agency, the day and date above written. 
 

ANTOINE LECLAIR, 
U. S. Interpreter for the Sacs and Foxes. 

 
 
TO BRIGADIER GENERAL L. H. ATKINSON. 
 
Sir, The changes of fortune, and vicissitudes of war, made you my conqueror. When my 
last resources were exhausted, my warriors worn down with long and toilsome marches, 
we yielded, and I became your prisoner. The story of my life is told in the following 
pages; it is intimately connected, and in some measure, identified with a part of the 
history of your own: I have, therefore, dedicated it to you. 
 
The changes of many summers, have brought old age upon me, and I cannot expect to 
survive many moons. Before I set out on my journey to the land of my fathers, I have 
determined to give my motives and reasons for my former hostilities to the whites, and 
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to vindicate my character from misrepresentation. The kindness I received from you 
whilst a prisoner of war, assures me that you will vouch for the facts contained in my 
narrative, so far as they came under your observation. 
 
I am now an obscure member of a nation that formerly honored and respected my 
opinions. The path to glory is rough, and many gloomy hours obscure it. May the Great 
Spirit shed light on your s and that you may never experience the humility that the 
power of the American government has reduced me to, is the wish of him, who, in his 
native forests, was once as proud and bold as yourself. 

BLACK HAWK 
10th Moon, 1833 

 
 

LIFE OF BLACK HAWK 
IN HIS OWN WORDS 

 
I was born at the Sac Village, on Rock River, in the year 1767, and am now in my 67th 
year. My great grandfather, Na-nà-ma-kee, or Thunder, (according to the tradition given 
me by my father, Py-e-sa), was born in the vicinity of Montreal, where the Great Spirit 
first placed the Sac Nation, and inspired him with a belief that, at the end of four years, 
he should see a white man, who would be to him a father. Consequently he blacked his 
face, and eat but once a day, (just as the sun was going down), for three years, and 
continued dreaming throughout all this time whenever he slept; when the Great Spirit 
again appeared to him, and told him, that, at the end of one year more, he should meet 
his father, and directed him to start seven days before its expiration, and take with him 
his two brothers, Na-mah, or Sturgeon, and Pau-ka-hum-ma-wa, or Sun Fish, and travel 
in a direction to the left of sun-rising. After pursuing this course five days, he sent out his 
two brothers to listen if they could hear a noise, and if so, to fasten some grass to the 
end of a pole, erect it, pointing in the direction of the sound, and then return to him. 
 
Early next morning, they returned, and reported that they had heard sounds which 
appeared near at hand, and that they had fulfilled his order. They all then started for the 
place where the pole had been erected; when, on reaching it, Na-nà-ma-kee left his 
party, and went, alone, to the place from whence the sounds proceeded, and found that 
the white man had arrived and pitched his tent. When he came in sight, his father came 
out to meet him. He took him by the hand, and welcomed him into his tent. He told him 
that he was the son of the King of France - that he had been dreaming for four years 
that the Great Spirit had directed him to come here, where he should meet a nation of 
people who had never yet seen a white man - that they should be his children, and he 
should be their father - that he had communicated these things to the King, his father, 
who laughed at him, and called him a Ma-she-na - but he insisted on coming here to 
meet his children, where the Great Spirit had directed him. The King told him that he 
would neither find land nor people - that this was an uninhabited region of lakes and 
mountains; but, finding that he would have no peace without it, fitted out a nà-pe-quâ, 
manned it, and gave it to him in charge, when he immediately loaded it, set sail, and 
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had now landed on the very day that the Great Spirit had told him, in his dreams, he 
should meet his children. He had now met the man who should, in future, have charge 
of all the nation. 
 
He then presented him with a medal, {{All the European nations followed the practice of 
giving medals to the friendly leaders of the Indians, a custom which the United States 
also followed. The medal was at once a certificate of friendship and a mark of the 
esteem and importance with which the recipient was regarded.}} which he hung round 
his neck. Na-nà-ma-kee informed him of his dreaming, and told him that his two 
brothers remained a little ways behind. His father gave him a shirt, blanket, and 
handkerchief, besides a variety of presents, and told him to go and bring his brothers. 

 
Chief Black Hawk 



Page 4 of 74 

Having laid aside his buffalo robe, and dressed himself in his new dress, he started to 
meet his brethren. When they met, he explained to them his meeting with the white 
man, and exhibited to their view the presents that he had made him took off his medal, 
and placed it upon Nah-ma, his elder brother, and requested them both to go with him 
to his father. They proceeded thither, were ushered into the tent, and, after some brief 
ceremony, his father opened his chest and took presents there from for the newcomers. 
He discovered that Na-nà-ma-kee had given his medal to Nàh-ma. He told him that he 
had done wrong he should wear that medal himself, as he had others for his brethren: 
That which he had given him was a type of the rank he should hold in the nation: That 
his brothers could only rank as civil chiefs, and their duties should consist of taking care 
of the village, and attending to its civil concerns whilst his rank, from his superior 
knowledge, placed him over them all. If the nation gets into any difficulty with another, 
then his puc-co-hà-wà-ma, or sovereign decree, must be obeyed. If he declared war, he 
must lead them on to battle: That the Great Spirit had made him a great and brave 
general, and had sent him here to give him that medal, and make presents to him for his 
people. 
 
His father remained four days during which time he gave him guns, powder and lead, 
spears and lances, and showed him their use; so that in war he could chastise his 
enemies, and in peace they could kill buffalo, deer, and other game, necessary for the 
comforts and luxuries of life. He then presented the others with various kinds of cooking 
utensils, and learned them their uses, and having given them a large quantity of goods, 
as presents, and every other thing necessary for their comfort, he set sail for France, 
after promising to meet them again, at the same place, after the twelfth moon. 
 
The three newly-made chiefs returned to their village, and explained to Muk-a-tà-quet, 
their father, who was the principal chief of the nation, what had been said and done. 
The old chief had some dogs killed, and made a feast, preparatory to resigning his 
scepter, to which all the nation were invited. Great anxiety prevailed among them, to 
know what the three brothers had seen and heard, when the old chief rose, and related 
to them the sayings and doings of his three sons; and concluded by observing, that “the 
Great Spirit had directed that these, his three children, should take the rank and power 
that had been his, and that he yielded these honors and duties willingly to them, 
because it was the wish of the Great Spirit, and he could never consent to make him 
angry!” He now presented the great medicine bag to Na-nà-ma-kee, and told him, “that 
he cheerfully resigned it to him it is the soul of our nation it has never yet been 
disgraced and I will expect you to keep it unsullied!” 
 
Some dissension arose among some of them, in consequence of so much power being 
given to Na-nà-ma-kee, he being so young a man. To quiet this, Na-nà-ma-kee, during 
a violent thunder storm, told them that he had caused it! And that it was an 
exemplification of the name the Great Spirit had given him. During this storm, the 
lightning struck, and set fire to a tree, close by; (a sight they had never witnessed 
before.) He went to it, and brought away some of its burning branches, made a fire in 
the lodge, and seated his brothers thereby, opposite to each other; whilst he stood up, 
and addressed his people as follows: 
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“I am yet young but the Great Spirit has called me to the rank I now hold among you. I 
have never sought to be anything more than my birth entitled me. I have not been 
ambitious nor was it ever my wish, whilst my father lives, to have taken his place nor 
have I now usurped his powers. The Great Spirit caused me to dream for four years, he 
told me where to go and meet the white man, who would be a kind father to us all. I 
obeyed his order. I went, and have seen our new father. You have all heard what was 
said and done. The Great Spirit directed him to come and meet me, and it is his order 
that places me at the head of my nation, the place which my father has willingly 
resigned. 
 
You have all witnessed the power which has been given to me by the Great Spirit, in 
making that fire and all that I now ask is, that these, my two chiefs, may never let it go 
out. That they may preserve peace among you, and administer to the wants of the 
needy. And, should an enemy invade our country, I will then, but not until then, assume 
command, and go forth with my band of brave warriors, and endeavor to chastise 
them!” 
 
At the conclusion of this speech, every voice cried out for Na-nà-ma-kee! All were 
satisfied, when they found that the Great Spirit had done, what they had suspected was 
the work of Na-nà-ma-kee, he being a very shrewd young man. 
 
The next spring, according to promise, their French father returned, with his nà-pe-quâ 
richly laden with goods, which were distributed among them. He continued for a long 
time to keep up a regular trade with them - they giving him, in exchange for his goods, 
furs and peltries. 
 
After a long time, the British overpowered the French, (the two nations being at war), 
drove them away from Quebec, and took possession of it themselves. The different 
tribes of Indians around our nation, envying our people, united their forces against them, 
and succeeded, by their great strength, to drive them to Montreal, and from thence to 
Mackinac. Here our people first met our British father, who furnished them with goods. 
 
Their enemies still pursued them, and drove them to different places on the lake, until 
they made a village near Green Bay, on what is now called Sac River, {{Modern Fox 
River. This account of Black Hawk’s family and tribal history is in part legendary and in 
part based on tradition. The Sacs and Foxes were in Wisconsin for several generations 
before the over throw of the French in America by the British in the War of 1755-63.}} 
having derived its name from this circumstance. Here they held a council with the 
Foxes, and a national treaty of friendship and alliance was concluded upon. The Foxes 
abandoned their village, and joined the Sacs. This arrangement being mutually 
obligatory upon both parties, as neither were sufficiently strong to meet their enemies 
with any hope of success, they soon became as one band or nation of people. They 
were driven, however, by the combined forces of their enemies, to the Wisconsin. They 
remained here some time, until a party of their young men, (who had descended Rock 
River to its mouth), returned, and made a favorable report of the country. They all 
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descended Rock River drove the Kas-kas-kias from the country, and commenced the 
erection of their village, determined never to leave it. 
 
At this village I was born, being a regular descendant of the first chief, Na-nà-ma-kee, or 
Thunder. Few, if any, events of note, transpired within my recollection, until about my  
Fifteenth year. I was not allowed to paint, or wear feathers; but distinguished myself, at 
that early age, by wounding an enemy; consequently, I was placed in the ranks of the 
Braves! 
 
Soon after this, a leading chief of the Muscow nation, came to our village for recruits to 
go to war against the Osages, our common enemy. {{The Osage, a southern Siouan 
tribe, whose home was on the Osage River of Missouri, was commonly at war with most 
of its neighbors.}} I volunteered my services to go, as my father had joined him; and was 
proud to have an opportunity to prove to him that I was not an unworthy son, and that I 
had courage and bravery. It was not long before we met the enemy, when a battle 
immediately ensued. Standing by my father’s side, I saw him kill his antagonist, and tear 
the scalp from his head. Fired with valor and ambition, I rushed furiously upon another, 
smote him to the earth with my tomahawk run my lance through his body took off his 
scalp, and returned in triumph to my father! He said nothing, but looked pleased. This 
was the first man I killed! The enemy’s loss in this engagement having been great, they 
immediately retreated, which put an end to the war for the present. Our party then 
returned to our village, and danced over the scalps we had taken. This was the first time 
that I was permitted to join in a scalp-dance. 
 
After a few moons had passed, (having acquired considerable fame as a brave), I led a 
party of seven, and attacked one hundred Osages! I killed one man, and left him for my 
comrades to scalp, whilst I was taking an observation of the strength and preparations 
of the enemy; and, finding that they were all equally well armed with ourselves, I 
ordered a retreat, and came off without losing a man! This excursion gained for me 
great applause, and enabled me, before a great while, to raise a party of one hundred 
and eighty, to go against the Osages. We left our village in high spirits, and marched 
over a rugged country, until we reached that of the Osages, on the Missouri. We 
followed their trail until we arrived at their village, which we approached with great 
caution, expecting that they were all there; but found, to our sorrow, that they had 
deserted it! The party became dissatisfied, in consequence of this disappointment, and 
all, with the exception of five, dispersed and returned home. I then placed myself at the 
head of this brave little band, and thanked the Great Spirit that so many remained, and 
took up the trail of our enemies, with a full determination never to return without some 
trophy of victory! We followed on for several days killed one man and a boy, and then 
returned with their scalps. 
 
In consequence of this mutiny in my camp, I was not again enabled to raise a sufficient 
party to go against the Osages, until about my nineteenth year. During this interim, they 
committed many outrages on our nation and people. I succeeded, at length, in recruiting 
two hundred efficient warriors, and took up the line of march early in the morning. In a 
few days we were in the enemy s country, and had not traveled far before we met an 
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equal force to contend with. A general battle immediately commenced, although my 
braves were considerably fatigued by forced marches. Each party fought desperately. 
The enemy seemed unwilling to yield the ground, and we were determined to conquer 
or die! A large number of the Osages were killed, and many wounded, before they 
commenced retreating. A band of warriors more brave, skillful, and efficient than mine, 
could not be found. In this engagement I killed five men and one squaw, and had the 
good fortune to take the scalps of all I struck, except one. The enemy s loss in this 
engagement was about one hundred men. Ours nineteen. We now returned to our 
village, well pleased with our success, and danced over the scalps we had taken. 
 
The Osages, in consequence of their great loss in this battle, became satisfied to 
remain on their own lands; and ceased, for a while, their depredations on our nation. 
Our attention, therefore, was directed towards an ancient enemy, who had decoyed and 
murdered some of our helpless women and children. I started, with my father, who took 
command of a small party, and proceeded against the enemy. We met near Merimack, 
and an action ensued; the Cherokees having greatly the advantage in numbers. Early in 
this engagement my father was wounded in the thigh but had the pleasure of killing his 
antagonist before he fell. Seeing that he had fallen, I assumed command, and fought 
desperately, until the enemy commenced retreating before us. I returned to my father to 
administer to his necessities, but nothing could be done for him. The medicine man said 
the wound was mortal! from which he soon after died! In this battle I killed three men, 
and wounded several. The enemy’s loss being twenty-eight, and ours seven. 
 
I now fell heir to the great medicine bag of my forefathers, which had belonged to my 
father. I took it, buried our dead, and returned with my party, all sad and sorrowful, to 
our village, in consequence of the loss of my father. Owing to this misfortune, I blacked 
my face, fasted, and prayed to the Great Spirit for five years during which time I 
remained in a civil capacity, hunting and fishing. 
 
The Osages having commenced aggressions on our people, and the Great Spirit having 
taken pity on me, I took a small party and went against the enemy, but could only find 
six men! Their forces being so weak, I thought it cowardly to kill them, but took them 
prisoners, and carried them to our Spanish father at St. Louis, and gave them up to him; 
and then returned to our village. Determined on the final extermination of the Osages, 
for the injuries our nation and people had received from them, I commenced recruiting a 
strong force, immediately on my return, and started, in the third moon, with five hundred 
Sacs and Foxes, and one hundred loways {{The Iowa or Ioway, known as the Báxoǰe in 
their own language, were once part of the Ho-Chunk people.}}, and marched against the 
enemy. We continued our march for several days before we came upon their trail, which 
was discovered late in the day. We encamped for the night; made an early start next 
morning, and before sun-down, fell upon forty-lodges, and killed all their inhabitants, 
except two squaws! whom I captured and made prisoners. During this attack I killed 
seven men and two boys, with my own hand. 
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In this engagement many of the bravest warriors among the Osages were killed, which 
caused the balance of their nation to remain on their own lands, and cease their 
aggressions upon our hunting grounds. 
 
The loss of my father, by the Cherokees, made me anxious to avenge his death, by the 
annihilation, if possible, of all their race. I accordingly commenced recruiting another 
party to go against them. Having succeeded in this, I started, with my party, and went 
into their country, but only found five of their people, whom I took prisoners. I afterwards 
released four men - the other, a young squaw, we brought home. Great as was my 
hatred for this people, I could not kill so small a party. 
 
During the close of the ninth moon, I led a large party against the Chippewa, Kaskaskia 
and Osages. This was the commencement of a long and arduous campaign, which 
terminated in my thirty-fifth year; having had seven regular engagements, and a number 
of small skirmishes. During this campaign, several hundred of the enemy were slain. I 
killed thirteen of their bravest warriors, with my own hand. 
 
Our enemies having now been driven from our hunting grounds, with so great a loss as 
they sustained, we returned, in peace, to our villages; and, after the seasons of 
mourning and burying our dead relations, and of feast-dancing, had passed, we 
commenced preparations for our winter s hunt, in which we were very successful. 
 
We generally paid a visit to St. Louis every summer; but, in consequence of the 
protracted war in which we had been engaged, I had not been there for some years. 
Our difficulties having all been settled, I concluded to take a small party, that summer, 
and go down to see our Spanish father. We went and on our arrival, put up our lodges 
where the market-house now stands. After painting and dressing, we called to see our 
Spanish father, and were well received. He gave us a variety of presents, and plenty of 
provisions. We danced through the town as usual, and its inhabitants all seemed to be 
well pleased. They appeared to us like brothers - and always gave us good advice. 
 
On my next, and last visit to my Spanish father, I discovered, on landing, that all was not 
right: every countenance seemed sad and gloomy! I inquired the cause, and was 
informed that the Americans were coming to take possession of the town and country! - 
and that we should then lose our Spanish father! {{By a secret treaty Louisiana had 
been transferred from Spain to France in 1800. Without ever having taken formal 
possession of the country, Napoleon sold it to the United States in 1803. Black Hawk 
was apparently unaware of the part played by France in the transfer.}} This news made 
myself and band sad because we had always heard bad accounts of the Americans 
from Indians who had lived near them! - and we were sorry to lose our Spanish father, 
who had always treated us with great friendship. 
 
A few days afterwards the Americans arrived. I took my band, and went to take leave, 
for the last time, of our father. The Americans came to see him also. Seeing them 
approach, we passed out at one door, as they entered another and immediately started, 
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in canoes, for our village on Rock River not liking the change any more than our friends 
appeared to, at St. Louis. 
 
On arriving at our village, we gave the news, that strange people had taken St. Louis 
and that we should never see our Spanish father again! This information made all our 
people sorry! 
 
Sometime afterwards, a boat came up the river, with a young American chief, 
[Lieutenant (afterwards General) Pike,] and a small party of soldiers. We heard of him, 
(by runners), soon after he had passed Salt River. Some of our young braves watched 
him every day, to see what sort of people he had on board. The boat, at length, arrived 
at Rock River, and the young chief came on shore with his interpreter made a speech, 
and gave us some presents. We, in return, presented him with meat, and such 
provisions as we could spare. 
 
We were all well pleased with the speech of the young chief. He gave us good advice; 
said our American father would treat us well. He presented us an American flag, which 
was hoisted. He then requested us to pull down our British flags and give him our British 
medals promising to send us others on his return to St. Louis. This we declined, as we 
wished to have two Fathers! 
 
When the young chief started, we sent runners to the Fox village, some miles distant, to 
direct them to treat him well as he passed which they did. He went to the head of the 
Mississippi, and then returned to St. Louis. We did not see any Americans again for 
some time, being supplied with goods by British traders. 
 
We were fortunate in not giving up our medals for we learned afterwards, from our 
traders, that the chiefs high up on the Mississippi, who gave theirs, never received any 
in exchange for them. But the fault was not with the young American chief. He was a 
good man, and a great brave and died in his country s service. 
 
Some moons after this young chief descended the Mississippi, one of our people killed 
an American and was confined, in the prison at St. Louis, for the offence. {{Black Hawk 
is mistaken here as to the sequence of events. The murder of the Americans (three 
instead of one were killed) occurred in the summer of 1804, and was followed by 
Governor Harrison’s treaty with the Sacs and Foxes in October of the same year. 
Zebulon Pike’s expedition to the head waters of the Mississippi took place in 1805-6.}} 
We held a council at our village to see what could be done for him, which determined 
that Quàsh-quà-me, Pà-she-pa-ho, Oú-che-quà-ka, and Hà-she-quar-hí-qua, should go 
down to St. Louis, see our American father, and do all they could to have our friend 
released; by paying for the person killed thus covering the blood, and satisfying the 
relations of the man murdered! This being the only means with us of saving a person 
who had killed another and we then thought it was the same way with the whites! 
 
The party started with the good wishes of the whole nation hoping they would 
accomplish the object of their mission. The relatives of the prisoner blacked their faces, 
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and fasted hoping the Great Spirit would take pity on them, and return the husband and 
father to his wife and children. 
 
Quàsh-quà-me and party remained a long time absent. They at length returned, and 
encamped a short distance below the village but did not come up that day nor did any 
person approach their camp! They appeared to be dressed in fine coats and had 
medals! From these circumstances, we were in hopes that they had brought good news. 
Early the next morning, the Council Lodge was crowded Quàsh-quà-me and party came 
up, and gave us the following account of their mission: “On their arrival at St. Louis, they 
met their American father, and explained to him their business, and urged the release of 
their friend. The American chief told them he wanted land and they had agreed to give 
him some on the west side of the Mississippi, and some on the Illinois side opposite the 
Jeffreon River. When the business was all arranged, they expected to have their friend 
released to come home with them. But about the time they were ready to start, their 
friend was let out of prison, who ran a short distance, and was shot dead! This is all they 
could recollect of what was said and done. They had been drunk the greater part of the 
time they were in St. Louis.” 
 
This is all myself or nation knew of the treaty of 1804. It has been explained to me 
since. I find, by that treaty, all our country, east of the Mississippi, and south of the 
Jefferson River, was ceded to the United States for one thousand dollars a year! I will 
leave it to the people of the United States to say, whether our nation was properly 
represented in this treaty? Or whether we received a fair compensation for the extent of 
country ceded by those four individuals? I could say much about this treaty, but I will 
not, at this time. It has been the origin of all our difficulties. 
 
Sometime after this treaty was made, a war chief, with a party of soldiers, came up in 
keel boats, and encamped a short distance above the head of the DesMoines rapids, 
and commenced cutting timber and building houses. {{This refers to the erection of Fort 
Madison, Iowa, begun in the autumn of 1808.}} 
 
The news of their arrival was soon carried to all the villages when council after council 
was held. We could not understand the intention, or reason, why the Americans wanted 
to build houses at that place but were told that they were a party of soldiers, who had 
brought great guns with them and looked like a war party of whites! 
 
A number of our people immediately went down to see what I was doing among them. 
On our arrival, we found they were building a fort! The soldiers were busily engaged in 
cutting timber; and I observed that they took their arms with them, when they went to 
the woods and the whole party acted as they would do in an enemy s country! The 
chiefs held a council with the officers, or head men, of the party which I did not attend 
but understood from them that the war chief had said, that they were building houses for 
a trader, who was coming there to live, and would sell us goods very cheap! And that 
these soldiers were to remain to keep him company! We were pleased at this 
information, and hoped it was all true but we could not believe that all these buildings 
were intended merely for the accommodation of a trader! Being distrustful, of their 
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intentions, we were anxious for them to leave off building, and go down the river again. 
By this time, a considerable number of Indians had arrived, to see what was doing. I 
discovered that the whites were alarmed! 
 
Some of our young men watched a party of soldiers, who went out to work, carrying 
their arms which were laid aside, before they commenced. Having strolled up quietly to 
the spot, they seized the guns and gave a yell! The party threw down their axes, and 
ran for their arms, but found them gone! and themselves surrounded! Our young men 
laughed at them, and returned them their guns. 
 
When this party came to the fort, they reported what had been done, and the war chief 
made a serious affair of it. He called our chiefs to council, inside of his fort. This created 
considerable excitement in our camp everyone wanted to know what was going to be 
done and the picketing which had been put up, being low every Indian crowded around 
the fort, and got upon blocks of wood, and old barrels, that they might see what was 
going on inside. Some were armed with guns, and others with bows and arrows. We 
used this precaution, seeing that the soldiers had their guns loaded and having seen 
them load their big gun that morning! 
 
A party of our braves commenced dancing, and proceeded up to the gate, with an 
intention of going in, but were stopped. The council immediately broke up the soldiers, 
with their arms in their hands, rushed out of their rooms, where they had been 
concealed the cannon was hauled in front of the gateway and a soldier came running 
with fire in his hand, ready to apply the match. Our braves gave way, and all retired to 
the camp. 
 
There was no pre-concerted plan to attack the whites at that time but I am of opinion 
now, had our party got into the fort, all the whites would have been killed as the 
British soldiers had been at Mackinac many years before. 
 
We broke up our camp, and returned to Rock River. A short time afterwards, the fort 
party received a reinforcement among whom we observed some of our old friends from 
St. Louis. 
 
Soon after our return from fort Madison, runners came to our village from the Shawnee 
Prophet {{The brother of Tecumseh.}} (Whilst others were dispatched by him to the 
villages of the Winnebagos), with invitations for us to meet him on the Wabash. 
Accordingly a party went from each village. 
 
All of our party returned, among whom came a Prophet, who explained to us the bad 
treatment the different nations of Indians had received from the Americans, by giving 
them a few presents, and taking their land from them. I remember well his saying, “If 
you do not join your friends on the Wabash, the Americans will take this very village 
from you!” I little thought, then, that his words would come true! 
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Supposing that he used these arguments merely to encourage us to join him, we 
agreed that we would not. He then returned to the Wabash, where a party of 
Winnebagos had arrived, and preparations were making for war! A battle soon ensued, 
{{The battle of Tippecanoe, November 7, 1811.}} in which several Winnebagos were 
killed. As soon as their nation heard of this battle, and that some of their people had 
been killed, they started war parties in different directions. One to the mining country; 
one to Prairie du Chien [Wisconsin], and another to fort Madison. This last returned by 
our village, and exhibited several scalps which they had taken. Their success induced 
several other parties to go against the fort. Myself and several of my band joined the 
last party, and were determined to take the fort. {{This attack on Fort Madison was 
begun September 5, 1812, almost a year after the battle of Tippecanoe. It was 
precipitated probably by the fall of Detroit, Mackinac, and Fort Dearborn in the summer 
of 1812, rather than by the battle of Tippecanoe.}} 

 
Illustration of the Fort Dearborn area from about 1832. 

We arrived in the vicinity during the night. The spies that we had sent out several days 
before, to watch the movements of those at the garrison, and ascertain their numbers, 
came to us, and gave the following information: - “That a keel-boat had arrived from 
below that evening, with seventeen men; that there were about fifty men in the fort, and 
that they marched out every morning at sunrise, to exercise.” 
 
It was immediately determined that we should take a position as near as we could, (to 
conceal ourselves), to the place where the soldiers would come; and when the signal 
was given, each man to fire, and then rush into the fort. I dug a hole with my knife, deep 
enough (by placing a few weeds around it), to conceal myself. I was so near to the fort 
that I could hear the sentinel walking. By day-break, I had finished my work, and was 
anxiously awaiting the rising of the sun. The drum beat; I examined the priming of my 
gun, and eagerly watched for the gate to open. It did open but instead of the troops 
marching out, a young man came alone. The gate closed after him. He passed close by 

https://drloihjournal.blogspot.com/2018/06/history-of-the-first-and-second-fort-dearborn-in-Chicago.html
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me so near that I could have killed him with my knife, but I let him pass. He kept the 
path towards the river; and had he went one step out of it, he must have come upon us, 
and would have been killed. He returned immediately, and entered the gate. I would 
now have rushed for the gate, and entered it with him, but I feared that our party was 
not prepared to follow me. 
 
The gate opened again four men came out, and went down to the river after wood. 
Whilst they were gone, another man came out, and walked towards the river was fired 
upon and killed by a Winnebago. The others immediately ran for the fort, and two of 
them were killed. We then took shelter under the bank out of reach of fire from the fort. 
 
The firing now commenced from both parties and continued all day. I advised our party 
to set fire to the fort, and commenced preparing arrows for that purpose. At night we 
made the attempt, and succeeded to fire the buildings several times, but without effect, 
as the fire was always instantly extinguished. 
 
The next day I took my rifle, and shot in two the cord by which they hoisted their flag, 
and prevented them from raising it again. We continued firing until all our ammunition 
was expended; and finding that we could not take the fort, returned home, having had 
one Winnebago killed, and one wounded, during the siege. I have since learned that the 
trader, who lived in the fort, wounded the Winnebago when he was scalping the first 
man that was killed! The Winnebago recovered, is now living, and is very friendly 
disposed towards the trader, believing him to be a great brave! 
 
Soon after our return home, news reached us that a war was going to take place 
between the British and the Americans. Runners continued to arrive from different 
tribes, all confirming the report of the expected war. The British agent, Col. Dixon, 
{{Robert Dickson, the British trader, played an important role in the West during the War 
of 1812, being very influential in stirring up the Indians to assist the British in the war. 
His relations with Black Hawk and the Sacs are set forth in the following pages.}} was 
holding talks with, and making presents to, the different tribes. I had not made up my 
mind whether to join the British or remain neutral. I had not discovered one good trait in 
the character of the Americans that had come to the country! They made fair promises, 
but never fulfilled them! Whilst the British made but few but we could always rely upon 
their word! 
 
One of our people having killed a Frenchman at Prairie du Chien, the British took him 
prisoner, and said they would shoot him the next day! {{This evidently occurred during 
the British occupation of Prairie du Chien in 1814-15.}} His family were encamped a 
short distance below the mouth of the Ouisconsin. {{Ouisconsin: The pronunciation of 
the name we use today, Wisconsin, was born in 1674 when explorer Rene Robert 
Cavelier, Sieur de La Salle misread Marquette's capital letter "M", which was written by 
hand in cursive script. He thought the letter "M" was two letters, "Ou," and printed the 
new spelling, "Ouisconsin" onto maps. La Salle later tried to correct himself in a report 
written in 1682.}} He begged for permission to go and see them that night, as he was to 
die the next day! They permitted him to go, after promising to return the next morning by 
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sunrise. He visited his family, which consisted of a wife and six children. I cannot 
describe their meeting and parting, to be understood by the whites; as it appears that 
their feelings are acted upon by certain rules laid down by their preachers! whilst ours 
are governed only by the monitor within us. He parted from his wife and children, 
hurried through the prairie to the fort, and arrived in time! The soldiers were ready, and 
immediately marched out and shot him down! I visited his family, and by hunting and 
fishing, provided for them until they reached their relations. 
 
Why did the Great Spirit ever send the whites to this island, to drive us from our homes, 
and introduce among us poisonous liquors, disease and death? They should have 
remained on the island where the Great Spirit first placed them. But I will proceed with 
my story. My memory, however, is not very good, since my late visit to the white people. 
I have still a buzzing in my ears, from the noise and may give some parts of my story 
out of place; but I will endeavor to be correct. 
 
Several of our chiefs and head men were called upon to go to Washington, to see their  
Great Father. They started; and during their absence, I went to Peoria, on the Illinois 
River, to see an old friend, a trader, to get his advice. {{This was Thomas Forsyth who 
for a decade prior to the War of 1812 had been engaged in the fur trade at Peoria, 
operating in partnership with his half-brother, John Kinzie of Chicago. In April, 1812, 
Forsyth was made sub-agent of Indian affairs, and during the war labored valiantly to 
uphold American interests in the region over which he was influential with the natives. In 
1819 he was appointed Indian agent at Fort Armstrong (Rock Island), in which position 
he continued until 1830.}} He was a man that always told us the truth, and knew 
everything that was going on. When I arrived at Peoria, he was not there, but had gone 
to Chicagou. I visited the Potawatomi villages, and then returned to Rock River. Soon 
after which, our friends returned from their visit to our Great Father and related what 
had been said and done. Their Great Father (they said) wished us, in the event of a war 
taking place with England, not to interfere on either side but to remain neutral. He did 
not want our help but wished us to hunt and support our families, and live in peace. 
{{Black Hawk here states fairly the American policy with respect to Indian participation in 
the war for several years prior to its commencement and for some time after this event. 
It proved a losing policy, however, and before the close of the war the Americans, like 
the British, were actively seeking the assistance of the Indians.}} He said that British 
traders would not be per mitted to come on the Mississippi, to furnish us with goods but 
we would be well supplied by an American trader. {{Due to the insistence of President 
Washington, the American government had established a system of government trading 
houses or “factories” for supplying the Indians with goods at fair prices. One of these 
was located at Fort Madison, and the “trader” referred to was the factor, a salaried 
employee of the government. No comprehensive account of the government factory 
system has ever been written.}} Our chiefs then told him that the British traders always 
gave us credits in the fall, for guns, powder and goods, to enable us to hunt, and clothe 
our families. He replied that the trader at fort Madison would have plenty of goods that 
we should go there in the fall, and he would supply us on credit, as the British traders 
had done. The party gave a good account of what they had seen, and the kind 
treatment they received. 
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This information pleased us all very much. We all agreed to follow our Great Father’s 
advice, and not interfere with the war. Our women were much pleased at this good 
news. Everything went on cheerfully in our village. We resumed our pastimes of playing 
ball, horse racing, and dancing, which had been laid aside when this Great War was 
first talked about. 
 
We had fine crops of corn, which were now ripe - and our women were engaged in 
gathering it, and making cashes to contain it. In a short time we were ready to start to 
fort Madison, to get our supply of goods that we might proceed to our hunting grounds. 
We passed merrily down the river all in high spirits. I had determined to spend the 
winter at my old favorite hunting ground, on Skunk River, and left part of my corn and 
mats at its mouth, to take up when I returned: others did the same. Next morning we 
arrived at the fort, and made our encampment. Myself and principal men paid a visit to 
the war chief at the fort. He received us kindly, and gave us some tobacco, pipes and 
provision. The trader came in, and we all rose and shook hands with him - for on him all 
our dependence was placed, to enable us to hunt, and thereby support our families. We 
waited a long time, expecting the trader would tell us that he had orders from our Great 
Father to supply us with goods - but he said nothing on the subject. I got up, and told 
him, in a short speech, what we had come for - and hoped he had plenty of goods to 
supply us - and told him that he should be well paid in the spring - and concluded, by 
informing him, that we had determined to follow our Great Father’s advice, and not go to 
war. 
 
He said that he was happy to hear that we intended to remain at peace. That he had a 
large quantity of goods; and that, if we made a good hunt, we would be well supplied: 
but remarked, that he had received no instructions to furnish us anything on credit! - nor 
could he give us any without receiving the pay for them on the spot! 
 
We informed him what our Great Father had told our chiefs at Washington and 
contended that he could supply us if he would believing that our Great Father always 
spoke the truth! But the war chief said that the trader could not furnish us on credit and 
that he had received no instructions from our Great Father at Washington! We left the 
fort dissatisfied, and went to our camp. What was now to be done, we knew not. We 
questioned the party that brought us the news from our Great Father, that we would get 
credit for our winter s supplies, at this place. They still told the same story, and insisted 
upon its truth. Few of us slept that night all was gloom and discontent! 
 
In the morning, a canoe was seen descending the river it soon arrived, bearing an 
express, who brought intelligence that La Gutrie, a British trader, had landed at Rock 
Island, with two boats loaded with goods and requested us to come up immediately 
because he had good news for us and a variety of presents. The express presented us 
with tobacco, pipes and wampum (a quantity of small cylindrical beads made by North 
American Indians from quahog shells, strung together and worn as a decorative belt or 
other decoration or used as money). 
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The news run through our camp like fire in the prairie. Our lodges were soon taken 
down, and all started for Rock Island. Here ended all hopes of our remaining at peace 
having been forced into WAR by being DECEIVED! 
 
Our party were not long in getting to Rock Island. When we came in sight, and saw 
tents pitched, we yelled, fired our guns, and commenced beating our drums. Guns were 
immediately fired at the island, returning our salute and a British flag hoisted! We 
landed, and were cordially received by La Gutrie and then smoked the pipe with him! 
After which he made a speech to us that had been sent by Colonel Dixon, and gave us 
a number of handsome presents - a large silk flag, and a keg of rum, and told us to 
retire take some refreshments and rest ourselves, as he would have more to say to us 
on the next day. 
 
We, accordingly, retired to our lodges, (which had been put up in the meantime), and 
spent the night. The next morning we called upon him, and told him that we wanted his 
two boats load of goods to divide among our people for which he should be well paid in 
the spring with furs and peltries. He consented told us to take them and do as we 
pleased with them. Whilst our people were dividing the goods, he took me aside, and 
informed me that Col. Dixon was at Green Bay, with twelve boats, loaded with goods, 
guns, and ammunition and wished me to raise a party immediately and go to him. He 
said that our friend, the trader at Peoria, was collecting the Potawatomis, and would be 
there before us. I communicated this information to my braves, and a party of two 
hundred warriors were soon collected and ready to depart. 
 
I paid a visit to the lodge of an old friend, who had been the comrade of my youth, and 
had been in many war parties with me, but was now crippled, and no longer able to 
travel. He had a son that I had adopted as my own, who had hunted with me the two 
preceding winters. I wished my old friend to let him go with me. He objected, saying that 
he could not get his support if his son left him: that I, (who had always provided for him 
since he got lame), would be gone, and he had no other dependence than his son. I 
offered to leave my son in his place but he still refused. He said he did not like the war 
he had been down the river, and had been well treated by the Americans, and could not 
fight against them. He had promised to winter near a white settler above Salt River, and 
must take his son with him. We parted. I soon concluded my arrangements, and started 
with my party to Green Bay. On our arrival there, we found a large encampment, and 
were well received by Col. Dixon, and the war chiefs that were with him. He gave us 
plenty of provisions, tobacco and pipes, and said he would hold a council with us the 
next day. 
 
In the encampment, I found a large number of Potawatomis, Kickapoos, Ottawas and 
Winnebagos. I visited all their camps, and found them in high spirits. They had all 
received new guns, ammunition, and a variety of clothing. In the evening a messenger 
came to me to visit Col. Dixon. I went to his tent, in which were two other war chiefs, 
and an interpreter. He received me with a hearty shake of the hand, and presented me 
to the other chiefs, who shook my hand cordially, and seemed much pleased to see me. 
After I was seated, Col. Dixon said: “Gen. Black Hawk, I sent for you, to explain to you 
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what we are going to do, and the reasons that have brought us here. Our friend, La 
Gutrie, informs us in the letter you brought from him, what has lately taken place. You 
will now have to hold us fast by the hand. Your English father has found out that the 
Americans want to take your country from you and has sent me and his braves to drive 
them back to their own country. He has, likewise, sent a large quantity of arms and 
ammunition and we want all your warriors to join us” 
 
He then placed a medal round my neck, and gave me a paper, (which I lost in the late 
war), and a silk flag, saying “You are to command all the braves that will leave here the 
day after tomorrow, to join our braves near Detroit.” 
 
I told him that I was very much disappointed as I wanted to descend the Mississippi, 
and make war upon the settlements. He said he had been “ordered to lay the country 
waste around St. Louis that he had been a trader on the Mississippi many years had 
always been kindly treated, and could not consent to send brave men to murder women 
and children! That there were no soldiers there to fight; but where he was going to send 
us, there were a number of soldiers: and, if we defeated them, the Mississippi country 
should be ours!” I was pleased with this speech; it was spoken by a brave! 
 
I inquired about my old friend, the trader, at Peoria, and observed, “that I expected he 
would have been here before me.” He shook his head, and said he “had sent express 
after express to him, and had offered him large sums of money, to come, and bring all 
the Potawatomis and Kickapoos with him; but he refused, saying, your British father had 
not money enough to induce him to join us! I have now laid a trap for him, I have sent 
Gomo, and a party of Indians, to take him prisoner, and bring him here alive. {{Gomo 
was chief of a band of Potawatomi residing on the Illinois River above Peoria. 
Throughout the war he adhered to the American cause, and was on friendly terms with 
Forsyth.}} I expect him in a few days.” 
 
The next day, arms and ammunition, tomahawks, knives, and clothing, were given to 
my band. We had a great feast in the evening; and the morning following, I started with 
about five hundred braves, to join the British army. The British war chief accompanied 
us. We passed Chicago. The fort had been evacuated by the American soldiers, who 
had marched for Fort Wayne. 
 

 
The Fort Dearborn Massacre on August 15, 1812. Painting by Samuel Page. 
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They were attacked a short distance from that fort, and defeated! They had a 
considerable quantity of powder in the fort at Chicago, which they had promised to the 
Indians; but the night before they marched, they destroyed it. I think it was thrown into 
the well! If they had fulfilled their word to the Indians, I think they would have gone safe. 
{{An interesting opinion, but not necessarily conclusive of the question. On the whole 
subject of the Fort Dearborn Massacre of August 15, 1812.}} 
 
On our arrival, I found that the Indians had several prisoners, I advised them to treat 
them well. We continued our march, and joined the British army below Detroit; and soon 
after had a fight! The Americans fought well, and drove us with considerable loss! I was 
surprised at this, as I had been told that the Americans could not fight! 
 
Our next movement was against a fortified place. I was stationed, with my braves, to 
prevent any person going to, or coming from the fort. I found two men taking care of 
cattle, and took them prisoners. I would not kill them, but delivered them to the British 
war chief. Soon after, several boats came down the river, full of American soldiers. 
 
They landed on the opposite side, took the British batteries, and pursued the soldiers 
that had left them. They went too far, without knowing the forces of the British, and were 
defeated! I hurried across the river, anxious for an opportunity to show the courage of 
my braves; but before we reached the ground, all was over! The British had taken many 
prisoners, and the Indians were killing them! I immediately put a stop to it, as I never 
thought it brave, but cowardly, to kill an unarmed and helpless enemy! 
 
We remained here some time. I cannot detail what took place, as I was stationed, with 
my braves, in the woods. It appeared, however, that the British could not take this fort - 
for we were marched to another some distance off. When we approached it, I found it a 
small stockade, and concluded that there were not many men in it. The British war chief 
sent a flag - Colonel Dixon carried it, and returned. He said a young war chief 
commanded, and would not give up without fighting! Dixon came to me and said, “You 
will see, tomorrow, how easily we will take that fort.” I was of opinion that they would 
take it; but when the morning came, I was disappointed. The British advanced - 
commenced an attack, and fought like braves; but by braves in the fort, were defeated, 
and a great number killed! The British army were making preparations to retreat. I was 
now tired of being with them - our success being bad, and having got no plunder. I 
determined on leaving them and returning to Rock River, to see what had become of my 
wife and children, as I had not heard from them since I started. That night, I took about 
twenty of my braves, and left the British camp for home. We met no person on our 
journey until we reached the Illinois River. Here we found two lodges of Potawatomis. 
They received us very friendly, and gave us something to eat; and inquired about their 
friends that were with the British. They said there had been some fighting on the Illinois, 
and that my old friend, the trader at Peoria, had been taken prisoner! “By Gomo and his 
party?” I immediately inquired. They said “no; but by the Americans, who came up with 
two boats. They took him and the French settlers, and then burnt the village of Peoria.” 
{{The Old French Village at Peoria was plundered and burned early in November, 
1812, by a force of Illinois militia under Captain Thomas E. Craig.}} They could give us 

https://drloihjournal.blogspot.com/2018/07/an-in-depth-analysis-of-the-battle-of-fort-dearborn.html
https://drloihjournal.blogspot.com/2018/07/lost-towns-of-illinois-old-french-village-of-peoria-illinois.html


Page 19 of 74 

no news respecting our people on Rock River. In three days more, we were in the 
vicinity of our village, when I discovered a smoke ascending from a hollow in the bluffs. I 
directed my party to proceed to the village, as I wished to go alone to the place from 
whence the smoke proceeded, to see who was there. I approached the spot, and when 
I came in view of the fire, saw a mat stretched, and an old man sitting under it in sorrow. 
At any other time, I would have turned away without disturbing him knowing that he had 
come there to be alone to humble himself before the Great Spirit, that He might take pity 
on him! I approached and seated myself beside him. He gave one look at me, and then 
fixed his eyes on the ground! It was my old friend! I anxiously inquired for his son, (my 
adopted child), and what had befallen our people? My old comrade seemed scarcely 
alive he must have fasted a long time. I lighted my pipe, and put it in his mouth. He 
eagerly drew a few puffs cast up his eyes, which met mine, and recognized me. His 
eyes were glassy! He would again have fallen off into forgetfulness, had I not given him 
some water, which revived him. I again inquired, “What has befallen our people, and 
what has become of our son?” 
 
In a feeble voice, he said: “Soon after your departure to join the British, I descended the 
River with a small party, to winter at the place I told you the white man had requested 
me to come to. When we arrived, I found a fort built, and the white family that had 
invited me to come and hunt near them, had removed to it. I then paid a visit to the fort, 
to tell the white people that myself and little band were friendly, and that we wished to 
hunt in the vicinity of their fort. The war chief who commanded it, told me, that we might 
hunt on the Illinois side of the Mississippi, and no person would trouble us. That the 
horsemen only ranged on the Missouri side, and he had directed them not to cross the 
river. I was pleased with this assurance of safety, and immediately crossed over and 
made my winter s camp. Game was plenty; we lived happy, and often talked of you. My 
boy regretted your absence, and the hardships you would have to undergo. We had 
been here about two moons, when my boy went out, as usual, to hunt. Night came on, 
and he did not return! I was alarmed for his safety, and passed a sleepless night. In the 
morning, my old woman went to the other lodges and gave the alarm and all turned out 
in pursuit. There being snow on the ground, they soon came upon his track, and after 
pursuing it some distance, found he was on the trail of a deer, that led towards the river. 
They soon came to the place where he had stood and fired, and found a deer hanging 
upon the branch of a tree, which had been skinned. But here were found the tracks of 
white men! They had taken my boy prisoner. Their tracks led across the river, and then 
down towards the fort. My friends followed them, and soon found my boy lying dead! He 
had been most cruelly murdered! His face was shot to pieces his body stabbed in 
several places - and his head scalped! His arms were tied behind him!” 
 
The old man paused for some time, and then told me that his wife had died on her way 
up the Mississippi! I took the hand of my old friend in mine, and pledged myself to 
avenge the death of his son! It was now dark - a terrible storm commenced raging, with 
heavy torrents of rain, thunder and lightning. I had taken my blanket off and wrapped it 
around the old man. When the storm abated, I kindled a fire, and took hold of my old 
friend to remove him near to it - but he was dead! I remained with him the balance of the 
night. Some of my party came early in the morning to look for me, and assisted me in 
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burying him on the peak of the bluff. I then returned to the village with my friends. I 
visited the grave of my old friend the last time, as I ascended Rock River. 
 
On my arrival at the village, I was met by the chiefs and braves, and conducted to a 
lodge that had been prepared to receive me. After eating, I gave an account of what I 
had seen and done. I explained to them the manner the British and Americans fought. 
Instead of stealing upon each other, and taking every advantage to kill the enemy and 
save their own people, as we do, (which, with us, is considered good policy in a war 
chief), they marched out, in open daylight, and fight, regardless of the number of 
warriors they may lose! After the battle is over, they retire to feast, and drink wine, as if 
nothing had happened; after which, they make a statement in writing, of what they have 
done each party claiming the victory! And neither giving an account of half the number 
that have been killed on their own side. They all fought like braves, but would not do to 
lead a war party with us. Our maxim is, “to kill the enemy and save our own men.” 
Those chiefs would do to paddle a canoe, but not to steer it. The Americans shoot 
better than the British, but their soldiers are not so well clothed, or provided for. 
 
The village chief informed me that after I started with my braves and the parties who 
followed, the nation was reduced to so small a party of fighting men, that they would 
have been unable to defend themselves, if the Americans had attacked them; that all 
the women and children, and old men, belonging to the warriors who had joined the 
British, were left with them to provide for; and that a council was held, which agreed that 
Quàsh-quà-me, the Lance, and other chiefs, with the old men, women, and children, 
and such others as chose to accompany them, should descend the Mississippi and go 
to St. Louis, and place themselves under the protection of the American chief stationed 
there. They accordingly went down to St. Louis, and were received as the friendly band 
of our nation sent up the Missouri, and provided for, whilst their friends were assisting 
the British! 
 
Ke-o-kuck was then introduced to me as the War Chief of the braves then in the village. 
{{Although not a chief by birth, Keokuk rose by the exercise of political talents to a 
position of leadership in his tribe. He followed the policy of favoring the Americans. 
Black Hawk regarded him, therefore, with especial dislike, a feeling which was 
heightened, no doubt, by the element of personal rivalry between the two. In the end 
Keokuk triumphed over his rival, his victory being consolidated by the fatal result, for 
Black Hawk, of his war of 1832.}} 
 
I inquired how he had become a chief. They 
said that a large armed force was seen by 
their spies, going towards Peoria; that fears 
were entertained that they would come 
upon and attack our village; and that a 
council had been convened to decide upon 
the best course to be adopted, which 
concluded upon leaving the village and 
going on the west side of the Mississippi, to 
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get out of the way. Ke-o-kuck, during the sitting of the council, had been standing at the 
door of the lodge, (not being allowed to enter, having never killed an enemy), where he 
remained until old Wà-co-me came out. He then told him that he had heard what they 
had decided upon, and was anxious to be permitted to go in and speak, before the 
council adjourned! Wà-co-me returned, and asked leave for Ke-o-kuck to come in and 
make a speech. His request was granted. Ke-o-kuck entered, and addressed the chiefs. 
He said, “I have heard with sorrow that you have determined to leave our village, and 
cross the Mississippi, merely because you have been told that the Americans were 
seen coming in this direction! Would you leave our village, desert our homes, and fly, 
before an enemy approaches? Would you leave all even the graves of our fathers, to 
the mercy of an enemy, without trying to defend them? Give me charge of your warriors; 
I’ll defend the village, and you may sleep in safety!” 
 
The council consented that Ke-o-kuck should be a war-chief. He marshalled his braves 
sent out spies and advanced with a party himself, on the trail leading to Peoria. They 
returned without seeing an enemy. The Americans did not come by our village. All were 
well satisfied with the appointment of Ke-o-kuck. He used every precaution that our 
people should not be surprised. This is the manner in which, and the cause of, his 
receiving the appointment. 
 
I was satisfied, and then started to visit my wife and children. I found them well, and my 
boys were growing finely. It is not customary for us to say much about our women, as 
they generally perform their part cheerfully, and never interfere with business belonging 
to the men! This is the only wife I ever had, or ever will have. She is a good woman, and 
teaches my boys to be brave! Here I would have rested myself, and enjoyed the 
comforts of my lodge, but I could not: I had promised to avenge the death of my 
adopted son! 
 
I immediately collected a party of thirty braves, and explained to them my object in 
making this war party it being to avenge the death of my adopted son, who had been 
cruelly and want only murdered by the whites. I explained to them the pledge I had 
made his father, and told them that they were the last words that he had heard spoken! 
All were willing to go with me, to fulfil my word. We started in canoes, and descended 
the Mississippi, until we arrived near the place where fort Madison had stood. It had 
been abandoned by the whites and burnt; nothing remained but the chimneys. We were 
pleased to see that the white people had retired from our country. We proceeded down 
the river again. I landed, with one brave, near Capo Gray {{Cap (Cape) au Gris, a rocky 
promontory on the Illinois bank of the Mississippi about a dozen miles above the mouth 
of Cuivre River. Opposite it, on the Missouri bank, was built a fort, manned by Missouri 
rangers. Not many miles away, in the vicinity of Fort Howard, occurred the locally 
famous Battle of the Sink Hole in May, 1815, Black Hawk’s account of which is given in 
the following pages. An interesting account of this battle, written by a participant on the 
other side, is printed in Wisconsin Historical Collections, II, 213-18. The author 
characterizes Black Hawk s account as “quite strange and confused,” and supposes 
him to have described here what really occurred to him at another time. While this may 
be true in part, it is evident from a comparison of the narratives that Black Hawk was in 
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the Sink Hole Battle and that he gives an account of it which is at least partially 
correct.}}, the remainder of the party went to the mouth of the Quiver. I hurried across to 
the trail that led from the mouth of the Quiver to a fort, and soon after heard firing at the 
mouth of the creek. Myself and brave concealed ourselves on the side of the road. We 
had not remained here long, before two men riding one horse, came in full speed from 
the direction of the sound of the firing. When they came sufficiently near, we fired; the 
horse jumped, and both men fell! We rushed towards them one rose and ran. I followed 
him, and was gaining on him, when he ran over a pile of rails that had lately been made, 
seized a stick, and struck at me. I now had an opportunity to see his face I knew him! 
He had been at Quàsh-quà-me’s village to learn teach his people how to plough. We 
looked upon him as a good man. I did not wish to kill him, and pursued him no further. I 
returned and met my brave; he said he had killed the other man, and had his scalp in 
his hand! We had not proceeded far, before we met the man, supposed to be killed, 
coming up the road, staggering like a drunken man, all covered with blood! This was the 
most terrible sight I had ever seen. I told my comrade to kill him, to put him out of his 
misery! I could not look at him. I passed on, and heard a rustling in the bushes, and 
distinctly saw two little boys concealing themselves! I thought of my own children, and 
passed on without noticing them! My comrade here joined me, and in a little while we 
met the balance of our party. I told them that we would be pursued, and directed them 
to follow me. We crossed the creek, and formed ourselves in the timber. We had not 
been here long, before a party of mounted men rushed at full speed upon us! I took 
deliberate aim, and shot the man leading the party. He fell from his horse lifeless! All my 
people fired, but without effect. The enemy rushed upon us without giving us time to 
reload. They surrounded us, and forced us to run into a deep sink-hole, at the bottom of 
which there were some bushes. We loaded our guns, and awaited the approach of the 
enemy. They rushed to the edge of the hole and fired, killing one of our men. We 
returned the fire instantly, and killed one of their party! We reloaded, and commenced 
digging holes in the side of the bank to protect ourselves, whilst a party watched the 
movements of the enemy, expecting that their whole force would be upon us 
immediately. Some of my warriors commenced singing their death-songs! I heard the 
whites talking and called to them, “to come out and fight!” I did not like my situation, and 
wished the matter settled. I soon heard chopping and knocking. I could not imagine 
what they were doing. Soon after they run up wheels with a battery on it, and fired down 
without hurting any of us. I called to them again, and told them if they were “brave men, 
to come down and fight us.” They gave up the siege, and returned to their fort about 
dusk. There were eighteen in this trap with me. We all got out safe, and found one white 
man dead on the edge of the sink-hole. They did not remove him, for fear of our fire. We 
scalped him, and placed our dead man upon him! We could not have left him in a better 
situation, than on an enemy! 
 
We had now effected our purpose, and started back by land thinking it unsafe to return 
in our canoes. I found my wife and children, and the greater part of our people, at the 
mouth of the loway (Iowa) River. I now determined to remain with my family, and hunt 
for them; and humble myself before the Great Spirit, and return thanks to him for 
preserving me through the war! 
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I made my hunting camp on English river (a branch of the loway.) During the winter a 
party of Potawatomis came from the Illinois to pay me a visit among them was Wàsh-e-
own, an old man that had formerly lived in our village. He informed us, that, in the fall, 
the Americans had built a fort at Peoria, and had prevented them from going down to 
the Sangamo to hunt. He said they were very much distressed that Gomo had returned 
from the British army, and brought news of their defeat near Maiden; and told us that he 
went to the American chief with a flag; gave up fighting, and told the chief that he 
wished to make peace for his nation. The American chief gave him a paper for the war 
chief at the fort at Peoria, and I visited that fort with Gomo. It was then agreed that there 
should be no more fighting between the Americans and Potawatomis; and that two of 
their chiefs, and eight braves, with five Americans, had gone down to St. Louis to have 
the peace confirmed. This, said Wash-e-own, is good news; for we can now go to our 
hunting-grounds: and, for my part, I never had anything to do with this war. The 
Americans never killed any of our people before the war, nor interfered with our hunting 
grounds; and I resolved to do nothing against them! I made no reply to these remarks, 
as the speaker was old, and talked like a child! 
 
We gave the Potawatomis a feast. I presented Wàsh-e-own with a good horse; my 
braves gave one to each of his party, and, at parting, they said they wished us to make 
peace which we did not promise but told them that we would not send out war parties 
against the settlements. 
 
A short time after the Potawatomis left, a party of thirty braves, belonging to our nation, 
from the peace camp on the Missouri, paid us a visit. They exhibited five scalps, which 
they had taken on the Missouri, and wished us to dance over them, which we willingly 
joined in. They related the manner in which they had taken these scalps. Myself and 
braves then showed the two we had taken, near the Quiver, and told them the reason 
that induced that war party to go out; as well as the manner, and difficulty we had in 
obtaining these scalps. 
 
They recounted to us all that had taken place - the number that had been killed by the 
peace party, as they were called and recognized - which far surpassed what our 
warriors, who had joined the British, had done! This party came for the purpose of 
joining the British! I advised them to return to the peace party, and told them the news 
that the Potawatomis had brought. They returned to the Missouri, accompanied by 
some of my braves, whose families were with the peace party. 
 
After sugar-making was over, in the spring, I visited the Fox village, at the lead mines. 
They had nothing to do with the war, and were not in mourning. I remained there some 
days, and spent my time pleasantly with them, in dancing and feasting. I then paid a 
visit to the Potawatomis village, on the Illinois River, and learned that Sà-na-tu-wa and 
Tàta-puc-key had been to St. Louis. Gomo told me “that peace had been made between 
his people and the Americans, and that seven of his party remained with the war chief 
to make the peace stronger!” He then told me that “Wàsh-e-own was dead! That he had 
been to the fort, to carry some wild fowl, to exchange for tobacco, pipes, etc. That he 
had got some tobacco and a little flour, and left the fort before sun-down; but had not 
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proceeded far before he was shot dead, by a war chief who had concealed himself near 
the path, for that purpose! - and then dragged him to the lake and threw him in, where I 
afterwards found him. I have since given two horses and my rifle to his relations, not to 
break the peace - which they had agreed to” 
 
I remained some time at the village with Gomo, and went with him to the fort to pay a 
visit to the war chief. I spoke the Potawatomi tongue well, and was taken for one of their 
people by the chief. He treated us very friendly, and said he was very much displeased 
about the murder of Wàsh-e-own, and would find out, and punish the person that killed 
him. He made some inquiries about the Sacs, which I answered. 
 
On my return to Rock River, I was informed that a party of soldiers had gone up the 
Mississippi to build a fort at Prairie du Chien. They had stopped near our village, and 
appeared to be friendly, and were kindly treated by our people. 
 
We commenced repairing our lodges, putting our village in order, and clearing our 
cornfields. We divided the fields of the party on the Missouri, among those that wanted, 
on condition that they should be relinquished to the owners, when they returned from 
the peace establishment. We were again happy in our village: our women went 
cheerfully to work, and all moved on harmoniously. 
 
Sometime afterwards, five or six boats arrived, loaded with soldiers, going to Prairie du 
Chien, to reinforce the garrison. They appeared friendly, and were well received. We 
held a council with the war chief. We had no intention of hurting him, or any of his party, 
or we could easily have defeated them. They remained with us all day, and used, and 
gave us, plenty of whiskey! During the night a party arrived, (who came down Rock 
River), and brought us six kegs of powder! They told us that the British had gone to 
Prairie du Chien, and taken the fort, and wished us to join them again in the war, which 
we agreed to. I collected my warriors, and determined to pursue the boats, which had 
sailed with a fair wind. If we had known the day before, we could easily have taken them 
all, as the war chief used no precautions to prevent it. I immediately started with my 
party, by land, in pursuit thinking that some of their boats might get aground, or that the 
Great Spirit would put them in our power, if he wished them taken, and their people 
killed! About half way up the rapids, I had a full view of the boats, all sailing with a 
strong wind. I soon discovered that one boat was badly managed, and was suffered to 
be driven ashore by the wind. They landed, by running hard aground, and lowered their 
sail. The others passed on. This boat the Great Spirit gave us! We approached it 
cautiously, and fired upon the men on shore. All that could, hurried aboard, but they 
were unable to push off, being fast aground. We advanced to the river’s bank, under 
cover, and commenced firing at the boat. Our balls passed through the plank, and did 
execution, as I could hear them screaming in the boat! I encouraged my braves to 
continue firing. Several guns were fired from the boat, without effect. I prepared my bow 
and arrows to throw fire to the sail, which was lying on the boat; and, after two or three 
attempts, succeeded in setting the sail on fire. 
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The boat was soon in flames! About this time, one of the boats that had passed, 
returned, dropped anchor, and swung in close to the boat on fire, and took off all the 
people, except those killed and badly wounded. We could distinctly see them passing 
from one boat to the other, and fired on them with good aim. We wounded the war chief 
in this way! Another boat now came down, dropped her anchor, which did not take hold, 
and was drifted ashore! The other boat cut her cable and rowed down the river, leaving 
their comrades without attempting to assist them. We then commenced an attack upon 
this boat, and fired several rounds. They did not return the fire. We thought they were 
afraid, or had but a small number on board. I therefore ordered a rush to the boat. When 
we got near, they fired, and killed two of our people, being all that we lost in the 
engagement. Some of their men jumped out and pushed off the boat, and thus got away 
without losing a man! I had a good opinion of this war chief he managed so much better 
than the other. It would give me pleasure to shake him by the hand. {{For the 
contemporary American account of this battle, as printed in the Missouri Gazette, 
July 30, 1814, see reference [1] at the end of this article.}} 
 
We now put out the fire on the captured boat, to save the cargo; when a skiff was 
discovered coming down the river. Some of our people cried out, here comes an 
express from Prairie du Chien!” We hoisted the British flag, but they would not land. 
They turned their little boat around, and rowed up the river. We directed a few shots at 
them, in order to bring them to; but they were so far off that we could not hurt them. I 
found several barrels of whiskey on the captured boat, and knocked in their heads and 
emptied out the bad medicine! I next found a box full of small bottles and packages, 
which appeared to be bad medicine also; such as the medicine-men kill the white 
people with when they get sick. This I threw into the river; and continuing my search for 
plunder, found several guns, large barrels full of clothing, and some cloth lodges, all of 
which I distributed among my warriors. We now disposed of the dead, and returned to 
the Fox village, opposite the lower end of Rock Island; where we put up our new lodges 
and hoisted the British flag. A great many of our braves were dressed in the uniform 
clothing which we had taken, which gave our encampment the appearance of a regular 
camp of soldiers! We placed out sentinels, and commenced dancing over the scalps we 
had taken. Soon after, several boats passed down; among them, a large boat carrying 
big guns! Our young men followed them some distance, firing at them, but could not do 
much damage, more than to frighten them. We were now certain that the fort at Prairie 
du Chien had been taken, as this large boat went up with the first party, who built the 
fort. 
 
In the course of the day some of the British came down in a small boat; they had 
followed the large one, thinking she would get fast in the rapids, in which case they 
were certain of taking her. They had summoned her on the way down to surrender, but 
she refused; and now, that she had passed over the rapids in safety, all hope of taking 
her had vanished. 
 
The British landed a big gun, and gave us three soldiers to manage it. They 
complimented us for our bravery in taking the boat, and told us what they had done at 
Prairie du Chien; gave us a keg of rum, and joined with us in our dancing and feasting! 
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We gave them some things which we had taken from the boat particularly books and 
papers. They started the next morning, after promising to return in a few days with a 
large body of soldiers. 
 
We went to work, under the directions of the men left with us, and dug up the ground in 
two places, to put the big gun in, that the men might remain in with it, and be safe. We 
then sent spies down the river to reconnoiter, who sent word by a runner that several 
boats were coming up, filled with men. I marshalled my forces, and was soon ready for 
their arrival, and resolved to fight - as we had not yet had a fair fight with the Americans 
during the war. The boats arrived in the evening, and stopped at a small willow island, 
nearly opposite to us. During the night we removed our big gun further down, and at 
daylight next morning, commenced firing. We were pleased to see that almost every fire 
took effect, striking the boats nearly every shot. They pushed off as quick as possible; 
and I expected would land and give a fight. I was prepared to meet them - but was soon 
sadly disappointed - the boats having all started down the river. A party of braves 
followed to watch where they landed; but they did not stop until they got below the Des 
Moines rapids, when they landed, and commenced building a fort. 
 
I collected a few braves, and started to the place where it was reported they were 
making a fort. {{Fort Johnson, near modern Warsaw, Hancock County, Illinois, built by 
Major Zachary Taylor after his repulse at Black Hawk s hands near Rock Island. In 
October of the same year the fort was abandoned and burned.}} I did not want a fort in 
our country, as we wished to go down in the fall, to the Two-River country, to hunt it 
being our best hunting ground; and we concluded, that if this fort was established, we 
should be prevented from going to our hunting ground. I arrived in the vicinity of the fort 
in the evening, and stopped for the night, on the peak of a high bluff. We made no fire, 
for fear of being observed. Our young men kept watch by turns, whilst the others slept. I 
was very tired, and soon went to sleep. The Great Spirit, during my slumber, told me to 
go down the bluff to a creek - that I would there find a hollow tree cut down; to look into 
the top of it, and I would see a large snake - to observe the direction he was looking, 
and I would see the enemy close by, and unarmed. In the morning, I communicated to 
my braves what the Great Spirit had told me; and took one of them and went down a 
hollow that led to the creek, and soon came in sight of the place, on an opposite hill, 
where they were building the fort. I saw a great many men. We crawled cautiously on 
our hands and knees, until we got into the bottom - then, through the 0grass and weeds, 
until we reached the bank of the creek. Here I found a tree that had been cut down. I 
looked in the top of it, and saw a large snake, with his head raised, looking across the 
creek. I raised myself cautiously, and discovered, nearly opposite to me, two war chiefs 
walking arm-in-arm, without guns. They turned, and walked back towards the place 
where the men were working at the fort. In a little while they returned, walking 
immediately towards the spot where we lay concealed - but did not come as near as 
before. If they had, they would have been killed - for each of us had a good rifle. We 
crossed the creek, and crawled to a bunch of bushes. I again raised myself a little, to 
see if they were coming; but they went into the fort. By this they saved their lives. 
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We recrossed the creek; and I returned alone - going up the hollow we came down. My 
brave went down the creek; and, on rising a hill to the left of the one we came down, I 
could plainly see the men at work; and discovered, in the bottom, near the mouth of the 
creek, a sentinel walking. I watched him attentively, to see if he perceived my 
companion, who had gone towards him. The sentinel walked first one way and then 
back again. I observed my brave creeping towards him. The sentinel stopped for some 
time, and looked in the direction where my brave was concealed. He laid still, and did 
not move the grass; and, as the sentinel turned to walk, my brave fired and he fell! I 
looked towards the fort, and saw that they were all in confusion - running in every 
direction - some down a steep bank to a boat. My comrade joined me, and we returned 
to the rest of our party, and all hurried back to Rock River, where we arrived in safety at 
our village. I hung up my medicine bag, put away my rifle and spear, and felt as if I 
should not want them again, as I had no wish to raise any more war parties against the 
whites, without they gave new provocation. Nothing particular happened from this time 
until spring, except news that the fort below the rapids had been abandoned and burnt 
by the Americans. 
 
Soon after I returned from my wintering ground, we received information that peace had 
been made between the British and Americans, and that we were required to make 
peace also and were invited to go down to Portage des Sioux, for that purpose. {{On the 
conclusion of peace with Great Britain, there remained the task of restoring peaceful 
relations between the United States and the numerous hostile tribes along the northern 
and western frontier. For this purpose two sets of commissioners were sent, one to 
Spring Wells near Detroit, the other to Portage des Sioux above St. Louis. The 
members of the latter were Governor Clark of Missouri, Governor Ninian Edwards of 
Illinois, and Auguste Chouteau of St. Louis. About a score of treaties were negotiated 
with as many tribes during the summer of 1815. Certain of the Sacs and Foxes still 
maintained a belligerent attitude, however, and were not brought to sign a treaty until 
the following year.}} Some advised that we should go down others that we should not. 
No-mite, our principal civil chief, said he would go, as soon as the Foxes came down 
from the Mines. They came, and we all started from Rock River. We had not gone far, 
before our chief was taken sick. We stopped with him at the village on Henderson River. 
The Foxes went on, and we were to follow as soon as our chief got better; but he 
continued to get worse, and died. His brother now became the principal chief. He 
refused to go down - saying, that if he started, he would be taken sick and die, as his 
brother had done - which was reasonable! We all concluded, that none of us would go 
at this time. 
 
The Foxes returned. They said they had smoked the pipe of peace with the Americans, 
and expected that a war party would be sent against us, because we did not go down. 
This I did not believe; as the Americans had always lost by their war parties that came 
against us. 
 
La Gutrie, and other British traders, arrived at our village on Rock River, in the fall. La 
Gutrie told us that we must go down and make peace that it was the wish of our English 
father. He said he wished us to go down to the Two-River country {{probably this was 
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the territory drained by the Fabius River.}} to winter where game was plenty, as there 
had been no hunting there for several years. 
 
Having heard that a principal war chief, with troops, had come up, and commenced 
building a fort near Rapids des Moines, we consented to go down with the traders, to 
see the American chief, and tell him the reason why we had not been down sooner. We 
arrived at the head of the rapids. Here the traders left their goods and boats, except 
one, in which they accompanied us to the Americans. We visited the war chief, (he was 
on board of a boat), and told him what we had to say explaining the reason we had not 
been down sooner. He appeared angry, and talked to La Gutrie for some time. I 
inquired of him, what the war chief said? He told me that he was threatening to hang 
him up on the yard-arm of his boat. ”But,” said he, “I am not afraid of what he says. He 
dare not put his threats into execution. I have done no more than I had a right to do, as 
a British subject.” 
 
I then addressed the chief, asking permission for ourselves and some Menomonees, to 
go down to the Two-River country to hunt. He said, we might go down, but must return 
before the ice made, as he did not intend that we should winter below the fort. “But,” 
said he, “what do you want the Menomonees to go with you for?” I did not know, at first, 
what reply to make but told him that they had a great many pretty squaws with them, 
and we wished them to go with us on that account! He consented. We all started down 
the river, and remained all winter, as we had no intention of returning before spring, 
when we asked leave to go. We made a good hunt. Having loaded our trader’s boats 
with furs and peltries, they started to Mackinac, and we returned to our village. 
 
There is one circumstance which I omitted to mention in its proper place. It does not 
relate to myself or people, but to my friend Gomo, the Potawatomi chief. He came to 
Rock River to pay me a visit. During his stay, he related to me the following story: 
 
“The war chief at Peoria is a very good man; he always speaks the truth, and treats our 
people well. He sent for me one day, and told me that he was nearly out of provision, 
and wished me to send my young men out to hunt, to supply his fort. I promised to do 
so; and immediately returned to my camp, and told my young men the wishes and 
wants of the war chief. They readily, agreed to go and hunt for our friend; and soon 
returned with about twenty deer. They carried them to the fort, laid them down at the 
gate, and returned to our camp. A few days after wards, I went again to the fort to see if 
they wanted more meat. The chief gave me some powder and lead, and said he wished 
me to send my hunters out again. When I returned to my camp, and told my young men 
that the chief wanted more meat, Mà-ta-tàh, one of my principal braves, said he would 
take a party and go across the Illinois, about one day’s travel, where game was plenty, 
and make a good hunt for our friend, the war chief. He took eight hunters with him; his 
wife and several other squaws accompanied them. They had travelled about half the 
day in the prairie, when they discovered a party of white men coming towards them with 
a drove of cattle. Our hunters apprehended no danger, or they would have kept out of 
the way of the whites, (who had not yet perceived them.) Mà-ta-tàh changed his course, 
as he wished to meet and speak to the whites. As soon as the whites saw our party, 
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some of them put off at full speed, and came up to our hunters. Mà-ta-tàh gave up his 
gun to them, and endeavored to explain to them that he was friendly, and was hunting 
for the war chief. They were not satisfied with this, but fired at and wounded him. He got 
into the branch of a tree that had been blown down, to keep the horses from running 
over him. He was again fired on by several guns and badly wounded. He found that he 
would be murdered, (if not mortally wounded already), and sprung at the nearest man to 
him, seized his gun, and shot him from his horse. He then fell, covered with blood from 
his wounds, and almost instantly expired! 
 
The other hunters, being in the rear of Mà-ta-tàh, seeing that the whites had killed him, 
endeavored to make their escape. They were pursued, and nearly all the party 
murdered! My youngest brother brought me the news in the night, he having been with 
the hunters, and got but slightly wounded. He said the whites had abandoned their 
cattle, and gone back towards the settlement. The remainder of the night was spent in 
lamenting for the death of our friends. At daylight, I blacked my face, and started to the 
fort to see the war chief. I met him at the gate, and told him what had happened. His 
countenance changed; I could see sorrow depicted in it for the death of my people. He 
tried to persuade me that I was mistaken, as he could not believe that the whites would 
act so cruelly. But when I convinced him, he told me that those cowards who had 
murdered my people should be punished. I told him that my people would have revenge 
that they would not trouble any of his people of the fort, as we did not blame him or any 
of his soldiers but that a party of my braves would go towards the Wabash to avenge 
the death of their friends and relations. The next day I took a party of hunters and killed 
several deer, and left them at the fort gate as I passed.” 
 
Here Gomo ended his story. I could relate many similar ones that have come within my 
own knowledge and observation; but I dislike to look back and bring on sorrow afresh. I 
will resume my narrative. 
 
The great chief at St. Louis having sent word for us to go down and confirm the treaty of 
peace, we did not hesitate, but started immediately, that we might smoke the peace-
pipe with him. On our arrival, we met the great chiefs in council. They explained to us 
the words of our Great Father at Washington, accusing us of heinous crimes and 
misdemeanors, particularly in not coming down when first invited. We knew very well 
that our Great Father had deceived us, and thereby forced us to join the British, and 
could not believe that he had put this speech into the mouths of these chiefs to deliver 
to us. I was not a civil chief, and consequently made no reply: but our chiefs told the 
commissioners that “what they had said was a lie! - that our Great Father had sent no 
such speech, he knowing the situation in which we had been placed had been caused 
by him! The white chiefs appeared very angry at this reply, and said they “would break 
off the treaty with us, and go to war, as they would not be insulted.” 
 
Our chiefs had no intention of insulting them, and told them “that they merely wished to 
explain to them that they had told a lie, without making them angry; in the same manner 
that the whites do, when they do not believe what is told them!” The council then 
proceeded, and the pipe of peace was smoked. 
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Here, for the first time, I touched the goose quill to the treaty not knowing, however, 
that, by that act, I consented to give away my village. Had that been explained to me, I 
should have opposed it, and never would have signed their treaty, as my recent conduct 
will clearly prove. 
 
What do we know of the manner of the laws and customs of the white people? They 
might buy our bodies for dissection, and we would touch the goose quill to confirm it, 
without knowing what we are doing. This was the case with myself and people in 
touching the goose quill the first time. 
 
We can only judge of what is proper and right by our standard of right and wrong, which 
differs widely from the whites, if I have been correctly informed. The whites may do bad 
all their lives, and then, if they are sorry for it when about to die, all is well! But with us it 
is different: we must continue throughout our lives to do what we conceive to be good. If 
we have corn and meat, and know of a family that have none, we divide with them. If we 
have more blankets than sufficient, and others have not enough, we must give to them 
that want. But I will presently explain our customs and the manner we live. 
 
We were friendly treated by the white chiefs, and started back to our village on Rock 
River. Here we found that troops had arrived to build a fort at Rock Island. {{Fort 
Armstrong, on Rock Island, was built and garrisoned in the summer of 1816.}} This, in 
our opinion, was a contradiction to what we had done “to prepare for war in time of 
peace.” We did not, however, object to their building the fort on the island, but we were 
very sorry, as this was the best island on the Mississippi, and had long been the resort 
of our young people during the summer. It was our garden (like the white people have 
near to their big villages) which supplied us with strawberries, blackberries, 
gooseberries, plums, apples, and nuts of different kinds; and its waters supplied us with 
fine fish, being situated in the rapids of the river. In my early life, I spent many happy 
days on this island. A good spirit had care of it, who lived in a cave in the rocks 
immediately under the place where the fort now stands, and has often been seen by our 
people. He was white, with large wings like a swan’s, but ten times larger. We were 
particular not to make much noise in that part of the island which he inhabited, for fear 
of disturbing him. But the noise of the fort has since driven him away, and no doubt a 
bad spirit has taken his place! 
 
Our village was situated on the north side of Rock River, at the foot of its rapids, and on 
the point of land between Rock river and the Mississippi. In its front, a prairie extended 
to the bank of the Mississippi; and in our rear, a continued bluff, gently ascending from 
the prairie. On the side of this bluff we had our corn-fields, extending about two miles 
up, running parallel with the Mississippi; where we joined those of the Foxes, whose 
village was on the bank of the Mississippi, opposite the lower end of Rock Island, and 
three miles distant from ours. We had about eight hundred acres in cultivation, including 
what we had on the islands of Rock River. The land around our village, uncultivated, 
was covered with blue-grass, which made excellent pasture for our horses. Several fine 
springs broke out of the bluff, nearby, from which we were supplied with good water. 
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The rapids of Rock River furnished us with an abundance of excellent fish, and the land, 
being good, never failed to produce good crops of corn, beans, pumpkins, and 
squashes. We always had plenty our children never cried with hunger, nor were our 
people in want. Here our village had stood for more than a hundred years, during all 
which time we were the undisputed possessors of the valley of the Mississippi, from the 
Ouisconsin to the Portage des Sioux, near the mouth of the Missouri, being about seven 
hundred miles in length. 
 
At this time we had very little intercourse with the whites, except our traders. Our village 
was healthy, and there was no place in the country possessing such advantages, nor 
no hunting grounds better than those we had in possession. If another prophet had 
come to our village in those days, and told us what has since taken place, none of our 
people would have believed him! What! To be driven from our village and hunting 
grounds, and not even permitted to visit the graves of our fore fathers, our relations and 
friends? 
 
This hardship is not known to the whites. With us it is a custom to visit the graves of our 
friends, and keep them in repair for many years. The mother will go alone to weep over 
the grave of her child! The brave, with pleasure, visits the grave of his father, after he 
has been successful in war, and repaints the post that shows where he lies! There is no 
place like that where the bones of our forefathers lie, to go to when in grief. Here the 
Great Spirit will take pity on us! 
 
But, how different is our situation now, from what it was in those days! Then we were as 
happy as the buffalo on the plains but now, we are as miserable as the hungry, howling 
wolf in the prairie! But I am digressing from my story. Bitter reflection crowds upon my 
mind, and must find utterance. 
 
When we returned to our village in the spring, from our wintering grounds, we would 
finish trading with our traders, who always followed us to our village. We purposely kept 
some of our fine furs for this trade; and, as there was great opposition among them, 
who should get these skins, we always got our goods cheap. After this trade was over, 
the traders would give us a few kegs of rum, which was generally promised in the fall, to 
encourage us to make a good hunt, and not go to war. They would then start with their 
furs and peltries for their homes. Our old men would take a frolic, (at this time our young 
men never drank.) When this was ended, the next thing to be done was to bury our 
dead, (such as had died during the year.) This is a great medicine feast. The relations of 
those who have died, give all the goods they have purchased, as presents to their 
friends thereby reducing themselves to poverty, to show the Great Spirit that they are 
humble, so that he will take pity on them. We would next open the cashes, and take out 
corn and other provisions, which had been put up in the fall and then commence 
repairing our lodges. As soon as this is accomplished, we repair the fences around our 
fields, and clean them off, ready for planting corn. This work is done by our women. The 
men, during this time, are feasting on dried venison, bear s meat, wild fowl, and corn,, 
prepared in different ways; and recounting to each other what took place during the 
winter. 
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Our women plant the corn, and as soon as they get done, we make a feast, and dance 
the crane dance, in which they join us, dressed in their best, and decorated with 
feathers. At this feast our young braves select the young woman they wish to have for a 
wife. He then informs his mother, who calls on the mother of the girl, when the 
arrangement is made, and the time appointed for him to come. He goes to the lodge 
when all are asleep, (or pretend to be), lights his matches, which have been provided 
for the purpose, and soon finds where his intended sleeps. He then awakens her, and 
holds the light to his face that she may know him after which he places the light close to 
her. If she blows it out, the ceremony is ended, and he appears in the lodge next 
morning, as one of the family. If she does not blow out the light, but leaves it to burn out, 
he retires from the lodge. The next day he places himself in full view of it, and plays his 
flute. The young women go out, one by one, to see who he is playing for. The tune 
changes, to let them know that he is not playing for them. When his intended makes her 
appearance at the door, he continues his courting tune, until she returns to the lodge. 
He then gives over playing, and makes another trial at night, which generally turns out 
favor able. During the first year they ascertain whether they can agree with each other, 
and can be happy - if not, they part, and each looks out again. If we were to live 
together and disagree, we should be as foolish as the whites! No indiscretion can 
banish a woman from her parental lodge - no difference how many children she may 
bring home, she is always welcome - the kettle is over the fire to feed them.  
 
The crane dance often lasts two or three days. When this is over, we feast again, and 
have our national dance. The large square in the village is swept and prepared for the 
purpose. The chiefs and old warriors, take seats on mats which have been spread at 
the upper end of the square - the drummers and singers come next, and the braves and 
women form the sides, leaving a large space in the middle. The drums beat, and the 
singers commence. A warrior enters the square, keeping time with the music. He shows 
the manner he started on a war party - how he approached the enemy he strikes, and 
describes the way he killed him. All join in applause. He then leaves the square, and 
another enters and takes his place. Such of our young men as have not been out in war 
parties, and killed an enemy, stand back ashamed not being able to enter the square.  
I remember that I was ashamed to look where our young women stood, before I could 
take my stand in the square as a warrior. 
 
What pleasure it is to an old warrior, to see his son come forward and relate his exploits 
it makes him feel young, and induces him to enter the square, and “fight his battles over 
again.” 
 
This national dance makes our warriors. When I was travelling last summer, on a 
steamboat, on a large river, going from New York to Albany, I was shown the place 
where the Americans dance their national dance [West Point]; where the old warriors 
recount to their young men, what they have done, to stimulate them to go and do 
likewise. This surprised me, as I did not think the whites understood our way of making 
braves. 
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When our national dance is over - our cornfields hoed, and every weed dug up, and our 
corn about knee-high, all our young men would start in a direction towards sun-down, to 
hunt deer and buffalo being prepared, also, to kill Sioux, if any are found on our hunting 
grounds - a part of our old men and women to the lead mines to make lead - and the 
remainder of our people start to fish, and get mat stuff. Every one leaves the village, 
and remains about forty days. They then return: the hunting party bringing in dried 
buffalo and deer meat, and sometimes Sioux scalps, when they are found trespassing 
on our hunting grounds. At other times they are met by a party of Sioux too strong for 
them, and are driven in. If the Sioux have killed the Sacs last, they expect to be 
retaliated upon, and will fly before them, and vice versa. Each party knows that the 
other has a right to retaliate, which induces those who have killed last, to give way 
before their enemy - as neither wish to strike, except to avenge the death of their 
relatives. All our wars are predicated by the relatives of those killed; or by aggressions 
upon our hunting grounds. 
 
The party from the lead mines bring lead, and the others dried fish, and mats for our 
winter lodges. Presents are now made by each party; the first, giving to the others dried 
buffalo and deer, and they, in exchange, presenting them with lead, dried fish and mats. 
This is a happy season of the year having plenty of provisions, such as beans, 
squashes, and other produce, with our dried meat and fish, we continue to make feasts 
and visit each other, until our corn is ripe. Some lodge in the village makes a feast daily, 
to the Great Spirit. I cannot explain this so that the white people would comprehend me, 
as we have no regular standard among us. Everyone makes his feast as he thinks best, 
to please the Great Spirit, who has the care of all beings created. Others believe in two 
Spirits: one good and one bad, and make feasts for the Bad Spirit, to keep him quiet! If 
they can make peace with him, the Good Spirit will not hurt them! For my part, I am of 
opinion, that so far as we have reason, we have a right to use it, in determining what is 
right or wrong; and should pursue that path which we believe to be right - believing that, 
“whatever is, is right.” If the Great and Good Spirit wished us to believe and do as the 
whites, he could easily change our opinions, so that we would see, and think, and act as 
they do. We are nothing compared to His power, and we feel and know it. We have men 
among us, like the whites, who pretend to know the right path, but will not consent to 
show it without pay! I have no faith in their paths - but believe that every man must 
make his own path! 
 
When our corn is getting ripe, our young people watch with anxiety for the signal to pull 
roasting ears as none dare touch them until the proper time. When the corn is fit to use, 
another great ceremony takes place, with feasting, and returning thanks to the Great 
Spirit for giving us corn. 
 
I will here relate the manner in which corn first came. According to tradition, handed 
down to our people, a beautiful woman was seen to descend from the clouds, and alight 
upon the earth, by two of our ancestors, who had killed a deer, and were sitting by a 
fire, roasting a part of it to eat. They were astonished at seeing her, and concluded that 
she must be hungry, and had smelt the meat and immediately went to her, taking with 
them a piece of the roasted venison. They presented it to her, and she eat and told 
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them to return to the spot where she was sitting, at the end of one year, and they would 
find a reward for their kindness and generosity. She then ascended to the clouds, and 
disappeared. The two men returned to their village, and explained to the nation what 
they had seen, done, and heard but were laughed at by their people. When the period 
arrived, for them to visit this consecrated ground, where they were to find a reward for 
their attention to the beautiful woman of the clouds, they went with a large party, and 
found, where her right hand had rested on the ground, corn growing and where the left 
hand had rested, beans, and immediately where she had been seated, tobacco. 
 
The two first have, ever since, been cultivated by our people, as our principal provisions 
and the last used for smoking. The white people have since found out the latter, and 
seem to relish it as much as we do as they use it in different ways, viz. smoking, 
snuffing and eating! 
 
We thank the Great Spirit for all the benefits he has conferred upon us. For myself, I 
never take a drink of water from a spring, without being mindful of his goodness. 
 
We next have our great ball play – from three to five hundred on a side, play this game. 
We play for horses, guns, blankets, or any other kind of property we have. The 
successful party take the stakes, and all retire to our lodges in peace and friendship. 
 
We next commence horse-racing, and continue our sport and feasting, until the corn is 
all secured. We then prepare to leave our village for our hunting grounds. The traders 
arrive, and give us credit for such articles as we want to clothe our families, and enable 
us to hunt. We first, however, hold a council with them, to ascertain the price they will 
give us for our skins, and what they will charge us for goods. We inform them where we 
intend hunting - and tell them where to build their houses. At this place, we deposit part 
of our corn, and leave our old people. The traders have always been kind to them, and 
relieved them when in want. They were always much respected by our people - and 
never since we have been a nation, has one of them been killed by any of our people. 
 
We disperse, in small parties, to make our hunt, and as soon as it is over, we return to 
our traders’ establishment, with our skins, and remain feasting, playing cards and other 
pastimes, until near the close of the winter. Our young men then start on the beaver 
hunt; others to hunt raccoons and muskrats and the remainder of our people go to the 
sugar camps to make sugar. All leave our encampment, and appoint a place to meet on 
the Mississippi, so that we may return to our village together, in the spring. We always 
spent our time pleasantly at the sugar camp. It being the season for wild fowl, we lived 
well, and always had plenty, when the hunters came in, that we might make a feast for 
them. After this is over, we return to our village, accompanied, sometimes, by our 
traders. In this way, the year rolled round happily. But these are times that were! 
 
On returning, in the spring, from our hunting ground, I had the pleasure of meeting our 
old friend, the trader of Peoria, at Rock Island. He came up in a boat from St. Louis, not 
as a trader, as in times past, but as our agent. We were all pleased to see him. He told 
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us, that he narrowly escaped falling into the hands of Col. Dixon. He remained with us a 
short time, gave us good advice, and then returned to St. Louis. 
 
The Sioux having committed depredations on our people, we sent out war parties that 
summer, who succeeded in killing fourteen. I paid several visits to Fort Armstrong 
during the summer, and was always well treated. We were not as happy then in our 
village as formerly. Our people got more liquor than customary. I used all my influence 
to prevent drunkenness, but without effect. As the settlements progressed towards us, 
we became worse off, and more unhappy. Many of our people, instead of going to their 
old hunting grounds, where game was plenty, would go near to the settlements to hunt - 
and, instead of saving their skins to pay the trader for goods furnished them in the fall, 
would sell them to the settlers for whiskey! And return in the spring with their families, 
almost naked, and without the means of getting anything for them. 
 

 
Illustration of the Fort Armstrong. 

About this time my eldest son was taken sick and died. He had always been a dutiful 
child, and had just grown to manhood. Soon after, my youngest daughter, an interesting 
and affectionate child, died also. This was a hard stroke, because I loved my children. In 
my distress, I left the noise of the village, and built my lodge on a mound in my corn-
field, and enclosed it with a fence, around which I planted corn and beans. Here I was 
with my family alone. I gave everything I had away, and reduced myself to poverty. The 
only covering I retained, was a piece of buffalo robe. I resolved on blacking my face and 
fasting, for two years, for the loss of my two children - drinking only of water in the 
middle of the day, and eating sparingly of boiled corn at sunset. I fulfilled my promise, 
hoping that the Great Spirit would take pity on me. 
 
My nation had now some difficulty with the loways, with whom we wished to be at 
peace. Our young men had repeatedly killed some of the loways; and these breaches 
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had always been made up by giving presents to the relations of those killed. But the last 
council we had with them, we promised that, in case any more of their people were 
killed by ours, instead of presents, we would give up the person, or persons, that had 
done the injury. We made this determination known to our people; but, notwithstanding, 
one of our young men killed an loway the following winter. 
 
A party of our people were about starting for the loway village to give the young man up. 
I agreed to accompany them. When we were ready to start, I called at the lodge for the 
young man to go with us. He was sick, but willing to go. His brother, however, prevented 
him, and insisted on going to die in his place, as he was unable to travel. We started, 
and on the seventh day arrived in sight of the Iowa village, and within a short distance of 
it, halted and dismounted. We all bid farewell to our young brave, who entered the 
village alone, singing his death-song, and sat down on the square in the middle of the 
village. One of the Iowa chiefs came out to us. We told him that we had fulfilled our 
promise that we had brought the brother of the young man who had killed one of their 
people that he had volunteered to come in his place, in con sequence of his brother 
being unable to travel from sickness. We had no further conversation, but mounted our 
horses and rode off. As we started I cast my eye toward the village, and observed the 
loways coming out of their lodges with spears and war clubs. We took our trail back, 
and travelled until dark then encamped and made a fire. We had not been here long, 
before we heard the sound of horses coming towards us. We seized our arms; but 
instead of any enemy, it was our young brave with two horses. He told me that after we 
had left him, they menaced him with death for some time then gave him something to 
eat smoked the pipe with him and made him a present of the two horses and some 
goods, and started him after us. When we arrived at our village, our people were much 
pleased; and for the noble and generous conduct of the loways, on this occasion, not 
one of their people has been killed since by any of our nation. 
 
That fall I visited Maiden with several of my band, and [we] were well treated by the 
agent of our British Father, who gave us a variety of presents. He also gave me a 
medal, and told me there never would be war between England and America again; but, 
for my fidelity to the British during the war that had terminated some time before, 
requested me to come with my band and get presents every year, as Colonel Dixon had 
promised me. 
 
I returned and hunted that winter on the Two-Rivers. The whites were now settling the 
country fast. I was out one day hunting in a bottom, and met three white men. They 
accused me of killing their hogs. I denied it; but they would not listen to me. One of them 
took my gun out of my hand and fired it off then took out the flint, gave back my gun, 
and commenced beating me with sticks, and ordered me off. I was so much bruised that 
I could not sleep for several nights. 
 
Some time after this occurrence, one of my camp cut a bee-tree, and carried the honey 
to his lodge. A party of white men soon followed, and told him the bee-tree was theirs, 
and that he had no right to cut it. He pointed to the honey and told them to take it; they 
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were not satisfied with this, but took all the packs of skins that he had collected during 
the winter, to pay his trader and clothe his family with in the spring, and carried them off! 
 
How could we like such people, who treated us so unjustly? We determined to break up 
our camp, for fear that they would do worse and when we joined our people in the 
spring, a great many of them complained of similar treatment. 
 
This summer {{the summer of 1819, apparently.}} our agent came to live at Rock Island. 
He treated us well, and gave us good advice. I visited him and the trader very often 
during the summer, and, for the first time, heard talk of our having to leave my village. 
The trader, explained to me the terms of the treaty that had been made, and said we 
would be obliged to leave the Illinois side of the Mississippi, and advised us to select a 
good place for our village, and remove to it in the spring. He pointed out the difficulties 
we would have to encounter if we remained at our village on Rock River. He had great 
influence with the principal Fox chief, his adopted brother, and persuaded him to leave 
his village, go to the west side of the Mississippi river and build another which he did the 
spring following. Nothing was talked of but leaving our village. Ke-o-kuck had been 
persuaded to consent to go; and was using all his influence, backed by the war chief at 
Fort Armstrong and our agent and trader at Rock Island, to induce others to go with him. 
He sent the crier through the village to inform our people that it was the wish of our 
Great Father that we should remove to the west side of the Mississippi and 
recommended the loway river as a good place for the new village and wished his party 
to make such arrangements, before they started on their winter s hunt, as to preclude 
the necessity of their returning to the village in the spring. 
 
The party opposed to removing called upon me for my opinion. I gave it freely - and 
after questioning Quash-qua-me about the sale of our lands, he assured me that he 
“never had consented to the sale of our village.” I now promised this party to be their 
leader, and raised the standard of opposition to Ke-o-kuck, with a full determination not 
to leave my village. I had an interview with Ke-o-kuck, to see if this difficulty could not be 
settled with our Great Father and told him to propose to give other land, (any that our 
Great Father might choose, even our lead mines,} to be peaceably permitted to keep 
the small point of land on which our village and lands were situate. I was of opinion that 
the white people had plenty of land, and would never take our village from us. Ke-o-
kuck promised to make an exchange if possible; and applied to our agent, and the great 
chief at St. Louis, (who has charge of all the agents), for permission to go to 
Washington to see our Great Father for that purpose. This satisfied us for some time. 
We started to our hunting grounds, in good hopes that something would be done for us. 
During the winter I received information that three families of whites had arrived at our 
village and destroyed some of our lodges, and were making fences and dividing our 
cornfields for their own use and were quarreling among themselves about their lines in 
the division! I immediately started for Rock River a distance of ten days travel, and on 
my arrival found the report to be true. I went to my lodge, and saw a family occupying it. 
 
I wished to talk with them but they could not understand me. I then went to Rock Island, 
and (the agent being absent), told the interpreter what I wanted to say to these people, 
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viz: “Not to settle on our lands nor trouble our lodges or fences that there was plenty of 
land in the country for them to settle upon and they must leave our village, as we were 
coming back to it in the spring.” The interpreter wrote me a paper, and I went back to 
the village, and showed it to the intruders, but could not understand their reply. I 
expected, however, that they would remove, as I requested them. I returned to Rock 
Island, passed the night there, and had a long conversation with the trader. He again 
advised me to give up, and make my village with Ke-o-kuck, on the loway Rriver. I told 
him that I would not. The next morning I crossed the Mississippi, on very bad ice but the 
Great Spirit made it strong, that I might pass over safe. I travelled three days farther to 
see the Winnebago sub-agent, and converse with him on the subject of our difficulties. 
 
He gave no better news than the trader had done. I started then, by way of Rock River, 
to see the prophet, {{The “prophet,” White Cloud, a man of mixed Winnebago and Sac 
descent, had a village on Rock River some thirty-five miles above its mouth. In Sac 
history and in Black Hawk’s life he played a role similar to that of the more famous 
“prophet,” the brother of Tecumseh, in the affairs of his people. Thwaites characterizes 
White Cloud as Black Hawk’s “evil genius.” “His hatred of the whites was inveterate; he 
appears to have been devoid of humane sentiments; he had a reckless disposition, and 
seemed to enjoy sowing the seeds of disorder for the simple pleasure of witnessing a 
border chaos.”}} believing that he was a man of great knowledge. When we met, I 
explained to him everything as it was. He at once agreed that I was right, and advised 
me never to give up our village, for the whites to plough up the bones of our people. He 
said, that if we remained at our village, the whites would not trouble us and advised me 
to get Ke-o-kuck, and the party that had consented to go with him to the loway in the 
spring, to return, and remain at our village. 
 
I returned to my hunting ground, after an absence of one moon, and related what I had 
done. In a short time we came up to our village, and found that the whites had not left it 
but that others had come, and that the greater part of our corn-fields had been 
enclosed. When we landed, the whites appeared displeased because we came back. 
 
We repaired the lodges that had been left standing, and built others. Ke-o-kuck came to 
the village; but his object was to persuade others to follow him to the loway. He had 
accomplished nothing towards making arrangements for us to remain, or to exchange 
other lands for our village. There was no more friendship existing between us. I looked 
upon him as a coward, and no brave, to abandon his village to be occupied by 
strangers. What right had these people to our village, and our fields, which the Great 
Spirit had given us to live upon? 
 
My reason teaches me that land cannot be sold. The Great Spirit gave it to his children 
to live upon, and cultivate as far as is necessary for their subsistence; and so long as 
they occupy and cultivate it, they have the right to the soil but if they voluntarily leave it, 
then any other people have a right to settle upon it. Nothing can be sold but such things 
as can be carried away. 
 



Page 39 of 74 

In consequence of the improvements of the intruders on our fields, we found 
considerable difficulty to get ground to plant a little corn. Some of the whites permitted 
us to plant small patches in the fields they had fenced, keeping all the best ground for 
themselves. Our women had great difficulty in climbing their fences, (being 
unaccustomed to the kind), and were ill-treated if they left a rail down. 
 
One of my old friends thought he was safe. His cornfield was on a small island of Rock 
river. He planted his corn; it came up well - but the white man saw it! - he wanted the 
island, and took his teams over, ploughed up the corn, and re-planted it for himself!  The 
old man shed tears; not for himself but the distress his family would be in if they raised 
no corn. 
 
The white people brought whisky into our village, made our people drunk, and cheated 
them out of their horses, guns, and traps! This fraudulent system was carried to such an 
extent that I apprehended serious difficulties might take place, unless a stop was put to 
it. Consequently, I visited all the whites and begged them not to sell whisky to my 
people. One of them continued the practice openly. I took a party of my young men, 
went to his house, and took out his barrel and broke in the head and poured out the 
whisky. I did this for fear some of the whites might be killed by my people when drunk. 
 
Our people were treated badly by the whites on many occasions. At one time, a white 
man beat one of our women cruelly, for pulling a few suckers of corn out of his field, to 
suck, when hungry. At another time, one of our young men was beat with clubs by two 
white men for opening a fence which crossed our road, to take his horse through. His 
shoulder blade was broken, and his body badly bruised, from which he soon after died! 
 
Bad, and cruel, as our people were treated by the whites, not one of them was hurt or 
molested by any of my band. I hope this will prove that we are a peaceable people - 
having permitted ten men to take possession of our cornfields; prevent us from planting 
corn; burn our lodges; ill-treat our women; and beat to death our men, without offering 
resistance to their barbarous cruelties. This is a lesson worthy for the white man to 
learn: to use forbearance when injured. 
 
We acquainted our agent daily with our situation, and through him, the great chief {{This 
was General Wm. Clark of Lewis and Clark fame, who had general administrative 
control of the tribes tributary to St. Louis and west of the Mississippi.}} at St. Louis and 
hoped that something would be done for us. The whites were complaining at the same 
time that we were intruding upon their rights! THEY made themselves out the injured 
party, and we the intruders! And called loudly to the Great War chief to protect their 
property. 
 
How smooth must be the language of the whites, when they can make right look like 
wrong, and wrong like right. 
 
During this summer, I happened at Rock Island when a great chief arrived, whom I had 
known as the great chief of Illinois, [Governor Cole] in company with another chief, who, 
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I have been told, is a great writer [Judge Jas. Hall.] I called upon them and begged to 
explain to them the grievances, under which me and my people were laboring, hoping 
that they could do something for us. The great chief, however, did not seem disposed to 
council with me. He said he was no longer the chief of Illinois that his children had 
selected another father in his stead, and that he now only ranked as they did. I was 
surprised at this talk, as I had always heard that he was a good, brave, and great chief. 
But the white people never appear to be satisfied. When they get a good father, they 
hold councils, (at the suggestion of some bad, ambitious man, who wants the place 
himself), and conclude, among themselves that this man, or some other equally 
ambitious, would make a better father than they have, and nine times out of ten they 
don’t get as good a one again. 
 
I insisted on explaining to these two chiefs the true situation of my people. They gave 
their assent. I arose and made a speech, in which I explained to them the treaty made 
by Quàsh-quà-me, and three of our braves, according to the manner the trader and 
others had explained it to me. I then told them that Quash-qua-me and his party denied, 
positively, having ever sold my village; and that, as I had never known them to lie, I was 
determined to keep it in possession. 
 
I told them that the white people had already entered our village, burnt our lodges, 
destroyed our fences, ploughed up our corn, and beat our people: that they had brought 
whisky into our country, made our people drunk, and taken from them their horses, 
guns, and traps, and that I had borne all this injury, without suffering any of my braves 
to raise a hand against the whites. 
 
My object in holding this council, was to get the opinion of these two chiefs, as to the 
best course for me to pursue. I had appealed in vain, time after time, to our agent, who 
regularly represented our situation to the chief at St. Louis, whose duty it was to call 
upon our Great Father to have justice done to us; but instead of this, we are told that the 
white people want our country and we must leave it to them! 
 
I did not think it possible that our Great Father wished us to leave our village, where we 
had lived so long, and where the bones of so many of our people had been laid. The 
Great chief said that, as he was no longer a chief, he could do nothing for us; and felt 
sorry that it was not in his power to aid us nor did he know how to advise us. Neither of 
them could do anything for us; but both evidently appeared very sorry. It would give me 
great pleasure, at all times, to take these two chiefs by the hand. 
 
That fall I paid a visit to the agent, before we started to our hunting grounds, to hear if 
he had any good news for me. He had news! He said that the land on which our village 
stood was now ordered to be sold to individuals; and that, when sold, our right to 
remain, by treaty, would be at an end, and that if we returned next spring, we would be 
forced to remove! 
 
We learned during the winter that part of the lands where our village stood had been 
sold to individuals, and that the trader at Rock Island had bought the greater part that 
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had been sold. The reason was now plain to me why he urged us to remove. His object, 
we thought, was to get our lands. We held several councils that winter to determine 
what we should do, and resolved, in one of them, to return to our village in the spring, 
as usual; and concluded, that if we were removed by force, that the trader, agent, and 
others, must be the cause; and that, if found guilty of having us driven from our village 
they should be killed! The trader stood foremost on this list. He had purchased the land 
on which my lodge stood, and that of our grave yard also! Ne-a-pope promised to kill 
him, the agent, the interpreter, the great chief at St. Louis, the war chief at Fort 
Armstrong, Rock Island, and Ke-o-kuck these being the principal persons to blame for 
endeavoring to remove us. 
 
Our women received bad accounts from the women that had been raising corn at the 
new village the difficulty of breaking the new prairie with hoes and the small quantity of 
corn raised. We were nearly in the same situation with regard to the latter, it being the 
first time I ever knew our people to be in want of provision. 
 
I prevailed upon some of Ke-o-kuck’s band to return this spring to the Rock River 
village. Ke-o-kuck would not return with us. I hoped that we would get permission to go 
to Washington to settle our affairs with our Great Father. I visited the agent at Rock 
Island. He was displeased because we had returned to our village, and told me that we 
must remove to the west of the Mississippi. I told him plainly that we would not! I visited 
the interpreter at his house, who advised me to do as the agent had directed me. I then 
went to see the trader and upbraided him for buying our lands. He said that if he had not 
purchased them, some person else would, and that if our Great Father would make an 
exchange with us, he would willingly give up the land he had purchased to the 
government. This I thought was fair, and began to think that he had not acted as badly 
as I had suspected. We again repaired our lodges, and built others, as most of our 
village had been burnt and destroyed. Our women selected small patches to plant corn, 
(where the whites had not taken them within their fences), and worked hard to raise 
something for our children to subsist upon. 
 
I was told that, according to the treaty, we had no right to remain upon the lands sold, 
and that the government would force us to leave them. There was but a small portion, 
however, that had been sold; the balance remaining in the hands of the government, we 
claimed the right (if we had no other) to “live and hunt upon, as long as it remained the 
property of the government,” by a stipulation in the same treaty that required us to 
evacuate it after it had been sold. This was the land that we wished to inhabit, and 
thought we had the best right to occupy. 
 
I heard that there was a great chief on the Wabash, and sent a party to get his advice. 
They informed him that we had not sold our village. He assured them, then, that if we 
had not sold the land on which our village stood, our Great Father would not take it from 
us. 
 
I started early to Maiden to see the chief of my British Father, and told him my story. 
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He gave the same reply that the chief on the Wabash had given; and in justice to him, I 
must say, he never gave me any bad advice: but advised me to apply to our American 
Father, who, he said, would do us justice. I next called on the great chief at Detroit, and 
made the same statement to him that I had to the chief of our British Father. He gave 
the same reply. He said, if we had not sold our lands, and would remain peaceably on 
them, that we would not be disturbed. This assured me that I was right, and determined 
me to hold out, as I had promised my people. 
 
I returned from Maiden late in the fall. My people were gone to their hunting ground, 
whither I followed. Here I learned that they had been badly treated all summer by the 
whites; and that a treaty had been held at Prairie du Chien. Ke-o-kuck and some of our 
people attended it, and found out that our Great Father had exchanged a small strip of 
the land that was ceded by Quàsh-quà-me and his party, with the Potawatomis, for a 
portion of their land, near Chicago ; and that the object of this treaty was to get it back 
again; and that the United States had agreed to give them sixteen thousand dollars a 
year, forever, for this small strip of land it being less than the twentieth part of that taken 
from our nation, for one thousand dollars a year! This bears evidence of something I 
cannot explain. This land they say belonged to the United States. What reason, then, 
could have induced them to exchange it with the Potawatomis, if it was so valuable? 
Why not keep it? Or, if they found that they had made a bad bargain with the 
Potawatomis, why not take back their land at a fair proportion of what they gave our 
nation for it? If this small portion of the land that they took from us for one thousand 
dollars a year, be worth sixteen thousand dollars a year forever, to the Potawatomis, 
then the whole tract of country taken from us ought to be worth, to our nation, twenty 
times as much as this small fraction. 
 
Here I was again puzzled to find out how the white people reasoned; and began to 
doubt whether they had any standard of right and wrong! 
 
Communication was kept up between myself and the Prophet. Runners were sent to the 
Arkansas, Red River and Texas - not on the subject of our lands, but a secret mission, 
which I am not, at present, permitted to explain. 
 
It was related to me that the chiefs and headmen of the Foxes had been invited to 
Prairie du Chien, to hold a council to settle the differences existing between them and 
the Sioux. That the chiefs and headmen, amounting to nine, started for the place 
designated, taking with them one woman and were met by the Menomonees and Sioux, 
near the Ouisconsin and all killed, except one man. Having understood that the whole 
matter was published shortly after it occurred, and is known to the white people, I will 
say no more about it. 
 
I would here remark, that our pastimes and sports had been laid aside for two years. 
We were a divided people, forming two parties. Ke-o-kuck being at the head of one, 
willing to barter our rights merely for the good opinion of the whites; and cowardly 
enough to desert our village to them. I was at the head of the other party, and was 
determined to hold on to my village, although I had been ordered to leave it. But, I 
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considered, as myself and band had no agency in selling our country and that as 
provision had been made in the treaty, for us all to remain on it as long as it belonged to 
the United States, that we could not be forced away. I refused, therefore, to quit my 
village. It was here, that I was born - and here lie the bones of many friends and 
relations.  For this spot I felt a sacred reverence, and never could consent to leave it, 
without being forced therefrom. 
 
When I called to mind the scenes of my youth, and those of later days and reflected that 
the theatre on which these were acted, had been so long the home of my fathers, who 
now slept on the hills around it, I could not bring my mind to consent to leave this 
country to the whites, for any earthly consideration. 
 
The winter passed off in gloom. We made a bad hunt, for want of guns, traps, etc. that 
the whites had taken from our people for whisky! The prospect before us was a bad 
one. I fasted, and called upon the Great Spirit to direct my steps to the right path. I was 
in great sorrow because all the whites with whom I was acquainted, and had been on 
terms of friendship, advised me so contrary to my wishes that I began to doubt whether 
I had a friend among them. 
 
Ke-o-kuck, who has a smooth tongue, and is a great speaker, was busy in persuading 
my band that I was wrong and thereby making many of them dissatisfied with me. I had 
one consolation for all the women were on my side, on account of their cornfields. 
 
On my arrival again at my village, with my band increased, I found it worse than before. 
I visited Rock Island. The agent again ordered me to quit my village. He said, that if we 
did not, troops would be sent to drive us off. He reasoned with me, and told me, it would 
be better for us to be with the rest of our people, so that we might avoid difficulty, and 
live in peace. The interpreter joined him, and gave me so many good reasons, that I 
almost wished I had not undertaken the difficult task that I had pledged myself to my 
brave band to perform. In this mood, I called upon the trader, who is fond of talking, and 
had long been my friend, but now amongst those advising me to give up my village. He 
received me very friendly, and went on to defend Ke-o-kuck in what he had done, and 
endeavored to show me that I was bringing distress on our women and children. He 
inquired, if some terms could not be made, that would be honorable to me, and 
satisfactory to my braves, for us to remove to the west side of the Mississippi? I replied, 
that if our Great Father would do us justice, and would make the proposition, I could 
then give up honorably. He asked me, “if the great chief at St. Louis would give us six 
thousand dollars to purchase provisions and other articles, if I would give up peaceably, 
and remove to the west side of the Mississippi?” After thinking some time, I agreed that 
I could honorably give up, by being paid for it, according to our customs; but told him, 
that I could not make the proposal myself, even if I wished, because it would be 
dishonorable in me to do so. He said he would do it, by sending word to the great chief 
at St. Louis, that he could remove us peaceably, for the amount stated, to the west side 
of the Mississippi. A steam-boat arrived at the island during my stay. After its departure, 
the trader told me that he had “requested a war chief, who was stationed at the Galena 
Stockade, and was on board the steam-boat, to make the offer to the great chief at St. 
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Louis, and that he would soon be back, and bring his answer.” I did not let my people 
know what had taken place, for fear they would be displeased. I did not like what had 
been done myself, and tried to banish it from my mind. 
 

 
 
After a few days had passed, the war chief returned, and brought for answer, that “the 
Great Chief at St. Louis would give us nothing! - and said if we did not remove 
immediately we should be drove off!” 
 
I was not much displeased with the answer brought by the war chief, because I would 
rather have laid my bones with my forefathers than remove for any consideration. Yet if 
a friendly offer had been made, as I expected, I would, for the sake of my women and 
children, have removed peaceably. 
 
I now resolved to remain in my village, and make no resistance, if the military came, but 
submit to my fate! I impressed the importance of this course on all my band, and 
directed them, in case the military came, not to raise an arm against them. 
 
About this time, our agent {{Thomas Forsyth. He retired to his home at St. Louis, where 
he died in 1833.}} was put out of office for what reason, I could never ascertain. I then 
thought, if it was for wanting to make us leave our village it was right because I was 
tired of hearing him talk about it. The interpreter, who had been equally as bad in trying 
to persuade us to leave our village, was retained in office and the young man who took 
the place of our agent, told the same old story over about removing us. I was then 
satisfied, that this could not have been the cause. 
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Our women had planted a few patches of corn, which was growing finely, and promised 
a subsistence for our children but the white people again commenced ploughing it up! I 
now determined to put a stop to it, by clearing our country of the intruders. I went to the 
principal men and told them that they must and should leave our country and gave them 
until the middle of the next day, to remove in. The worst left within the time appointed 
but the one who remained, represented, that his family, (which was large), would be in a 
starving condition, if he went and left his crop and promised to behave well, if I would 
consent to let him remain until fall, in order to secure his crop. He spoke reasonably, 
and I consented. 
 
We now resumed some of our games and pastimes having been assured by the 
prophet that we would not be removed. But in a little while it was ascertained, that a 
Great War chief, [Gen. Gaines,] with a large number of soldiers was on his way to Rock 
river. I again called upon the prophet, who requested a little time to see into the matter. 
Early next morning he came to me, and said he had been dreaming! “That he saw 
nothing bad in this great war chief, [Gen. Gaines,] who was now near Rock River. That 
the object of his mission was to frighten us from our village, that the white people might 
get our land for nothing!” He assured us that this “great war chief dare not, and would, 
not hurt any of us. That the Americans were at peace with the British, and when they 
made peace, the British required, (which the Americans agreed to), that they should 
never interrupt any nation of Indians that was at peace and that all we had to do to 
retain our village, was to refuse any, and every offer that might be made by this war 
chief.” 
 
The war chief arrived, and convened a council at the agency. Ke-o-kuck and Wàp-el-lo   
were sent for, and came with a number of their band. The council house was opened, 
and they were all admitted. Myself and band were then sent for to attend the council. 
 
When we arrived at the door, singing a war song, and armed with lances, spears, war 
clubs and bows and arrows, as if going to battle, I halted, and refused to enter as I could 
see no necessity or propriety in having the room crowded with those who were already 
there. If the council was convened for us, why have others in our room? The war chief 
having sent all out, except Ke-o-kuck, Wa-pel-lo, and a few of their chiefs and braves, 
we entered the council house in this war-like appearance, being desirous to show the 
war chief that we were not afraid! He then rose and made a speech. He said: 
 
“The president is very sorry to be put to the trouble and expense of sending a large 
body of soldiers here, to remove you from the lands you have long since ceded to the 
United States. Your Great Father has already warned you repeatedly, through your 
agent, to leave the country; and he is very sorry to find that you have disobeyed his 
orders. Your Great Father wishes you well; and asks nothing from you but what is 
reasonable and right. I hope you will consult your own interests, and leave the country 
you are occupying, and go to the other side of the Mississippi.” 
 
I replied: “That we had never sold our country. We never received any annuities from 
our American father! and we are determined to hold on to our village!” 
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The war chief, apparently angry, rose and said: “Who is Black Hawk? Who is Black 
Hawk?” 
 
I responded: “I am a Sac! My forefather was a SAC! and all the nations call me a SAC!!” 
 
The war chief said: “I came here, neither to beg nor hire you to leave your village. My 
business is to remove you, peaceably if I can, but forcibly if I must! I will now give you 
two days to remove in and if you do not cross the Mississippi within that time, I will 
adopt measures to force you away! 
 
I told him that I never could consent to leave my village and was determined not to 
leave it! 
 
The council broke up, and the war chief retired to the fort. I consulted the prophet again! 
He said he had been dreaming, and that the Great Spirit had directed that a woman, the 
daughter of Mat-ta-tas, the old chief of the village, should take a stick in her hand and 
go before the war chief, and tell him that she is the daughter of Mat-ta-tas, and that he 
had always been the white man’s friend! That he had fought their battles - been 
wounded in their service - and had always spoke well of them - and she had never 
heard him say that he had sold their village. The whites are numerous, and can take it 
from us if they choose, but she hoped they would not be so unfriendly. If they were, she 
had one favor to ask; she wished her people to be allowed to remain long enough to 
gather the provisions now growing in their fields; that she was a woman, and had 
worked hard to raise something to support her children! And, if we are driven from our 
village without being allowed to save our corn, many of our little children must perish 
with hunger!” 
 
Accordingly, Mat-ta-tas daughter was sent to the fort, accompanied by several of our 
young men. They were admitted. She went before the war chief, and told the story of 
the prophet! The war chief said that the president did not send him here to make 
treaties with the women, nor to hold council with them! That our young men must leave 
the fort, but she might remain if she wished! 
 
All our plans were now defeated. We must cross the river, or return to our village and 
await the coming of the war chief with his soldiers. We determined on the latter: but 
finding that our agent, interpreter, trader, and Ke-o-kuck, (who were determined on 
breaking my ranks), had seduced several of my warriors to cross the Mississippi, I sent 
a deputation to the agent, at the request of my band, pledging myself to leave the 
country in the fall, provided permission was given us to remain, and secure our crop of 
corn, then growing as we would be in a starving situation if we were driven off without 
the means of subsistence. 
 
The deputation returned with an answer from the war chief, ‘that no further time would 
be given than that specified, and if we were not then gone, he would remove us!” 
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I directed my village crier to proclaim, that my orders were, in the event of the War Chief 
coming to our village to remove us - that not a gun should be fired nor any resistance 
offered. That if he [is] determined to fight, for them to remain, quietly in their lodges, and 
let him kill them if he chose! 
 
I felt conscious that this Great War Chief would not hurt our people and my object was 
not war! Had it been, we would have at tacked, and killed the war chief and his braves, 
when in council with us as they were then completely in our power. But his manly 
conduct and soldierly deportment, his mild, yet energetic manner, which proved his 
bravery, forbade it. 
 
Some of our young men who had been out as spies came in and reported, that they had 
discovered a large body of mounted men coming towards our village, who looked like a 
war party. {{The “party” consisted of 1600 Illinois militia under the leadership of 
Governor Reynolds, called out to drive the Sacs across the Mississippi. Black Hawk’s 
narrative of what followed is much too tame to do justice to the facts.}} They arrived, 
and took a position below Rock River, for their place of encampment. The Great War 
Chief, (Gen. Gaines), entered Rock River in a steam-boat, with his soldiers and one big 
gun! They passed, and returned close by our village; but excited no alarm among my 
braves. No attention was paid to the boat by any of our people - even our little children, 
who were playing on the bank of the river, as usual, continued their amusement. The 
water being shallow, the boat got aground, which gave the whites some trouble. If they 
had asked for assistance, there was not a brave in my band, who would not willingly 
have aided them. Their people were permitted to pass and repass through our village, 
and were treated with friendship by our people. 
 
The war chief appointed the next day to remove us! I would have remained and been 
taken prisoner by the regulars, but was afraid of the multitude of pale faces, who were 
on horseback, as they were under no restraint of their chiefs. 
 
We crossed the Mississippi during the night, and encamped some distance below Rock 
Island. The Great War Chief convened another council, for the purpose of making a 
treaty with us. In this treaty he agreed to give us corn in place of that we had left 
growing in our fields. I touched the goose quill to this treaty, and was determined to live 
in peace. 
 
The corn that had been given us, was soon found to be inadequate to our wants; when 
loud lamentations were heard in the camp, by our women and children, for their 
roasting-ears, beans and squashes. To satisfy them, a small party of braves went over, 
in the night, to steal corn from their own fields. They were discovered by the whites, and 
fired upon. Complaints were again made of the depredations committed by some of my 
people, on their own corn fields! 
 
I understood from our agent, that there had been a provision made in one of our treaties 
for assistance in agriculture, and that we could have our fields ploughed if we required 
it. I therefore called upon him, and requested him to have me a small log house built, 
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and a field plowed that fall, as I wished to live retired. He promised to have it done. I 
then went to the trader, and asked for permission to be buried in the grave-yard at our 
village, among my old friends and warriors; which he gave me cheerfully. I then returned 
to my people satisfied. 
 
A short time after this, a party of Foxes went up to Prairie du Chien to avenge the 
murder of their chiefs and relations, which had been committed the summer previous, 
by the Menomonees and Sioux. When they arrived in the vicinity of the encampment of 
the Menomonees, they met with a Winnebago, and inquired for the Menomonee camp; 
and they requested him to go on before them and see if there were any Winnebagos in 
it - and if so, to tell them that they had better return to their own camp. He went, and 
gave the information, not only to the Winnebagos, but to the Menomonees, that they 
might be prepared. The party soon followed, killed twenty-eight Menomonees, and 
made their escape. 
 
This retaliation, (which with us is considered lawful and right), created considerable 
excitement among the whites! A demand was made for the Foxes to be surrendered to, 
and tried by, the white people! The principal men came to me during the fall, and asked 
my advice. I conceived that they had done right, and that our Great Father acted very 
unjustly, in demanding them, when he had suffered all their chiefs to be decoyed away, 
and murdered by the Menomonees, without having ever made a similar demand of 
them. If he had no right in the first instance, he had none now; and for my part, I 
conceived the right very questionable, if not altogether usurpation, in any case, where a 
difference exists between two nations, for him to interfere! The Foxes joined my band, 
with an intention to go out with them to hunt. 
 
About this time, Ne-a-pope, (who started to Maiden when it was ascertained that the 
Great War Chief, Gen. Gaines, was coming to remove us), returned. He said he had 
seen the chief of our British Father, and asked him if the Americans could force us to 
leave our village? He said - “If we had not sold our village and land the American 
government could not take them from us. That the right, being vested in us, could only 
be transferred by the voice and will of the whole nation; and that, as we had never given 
our consent to the sale of our country, it remained our exclusive property from which the 
American government could never force us away! and that, in the event of war, we 
should have nothing to fear as they would stand by and assist us!” 
 
He said he had called at the prophet s village on his way down, and had there learned, 
for the first time, that we had left our village. He informed me, privately, that the prophet 
was anxious to see me, as he had much good news to tell me, and that I would hear 
good news in the spring from our British Father. The prophet requested me to inform 
you of all the particulars. I would much rather, however, you should see him, and learn 
all from himself. But I will tell you, that he has received expresses from our British 
father, who says that he is going to send us guns, ammunition, provisions, and clothing, 
early in the spring. The vessels that bring them will come by way of Mil-wà-ke. The 
prophet has likewise received wampum and tobacco from the different nations on the 



Page 49 of 74 

lakes Ottawas, Chippewas, Potawatomis; and as for the Winnebagos, he has them all 
at his command. We are going to be happy once more! 
 
I told him that I was pleased that our British Father intended to see us righted. That we 
had been driven from our lands without receiving anything for them - and I now began to 
hope, from his talk, that my people would be once more happy. If I could accomplish 
this, I would be satisfied. I am now growing old, and could spend the remnant of my 
time anywhere. But I wish first to see my people happy. I can then leave them 
cheerfully. This has always been my constant aim; and I now begin to hope that our sky 
will soon be clear. 
 
Ne-a-pope said: “The prophet told me that all the different tribes before mentioned 
would fight for us, if necessary, and the British would support us. And, if we should be 
whipped, (which is hardly possible), we will still be safe, the prophet having received a 
friendly talk from the chief of Wàs-sa-cum-mi-co, (at Selkirk s settlement), telling him, 
that if we were not satisfied in our country, to let him know, and he would make us 
happy. That he had received information from our British father, that we had been badly 
treated by the Americans. We must go and see the prophet. I will go first; you had better 
remain and get as many of our people to join us as you can. You now know everything 
that we have done. We leave the matter with you to arrange among your people as you 
please. I will return to the prophet s village tomorrow. You can, in the meantime, make 
up your mind as to the course you will take, and send word to the prophet by me, as he 
is anxious to assist us, and wishes to know whether you will join us, and assist to make 
your people happy!” 
 
During that night, I thought over everything that Ne-a-pope had told me, and was 
pleased to think that, by a little exertion on my part, I could accomplish the object of 
all my wishes. I determined to follow the advice of the prophet, and sent word by Ne-a- 
pope, that I would get all my braves together, explain everything that I had heard to 
them; and recruit as many as I could from the different villages. 
 
Accordingly, I sent word to Ke-o-kuck’s band and the Fox tribe, and explained to them 
all the good news I had heard. They would not hear. Ke-o-kuck said that I had been 
imposed upon by liars, and had much better remain where I was and keep quiet. When 
he found that I was determined to make an attempt to secure my village, and fearing 
that some difficulty would arise, he made application to the agent and great chief at St. 
Louis, for permission for the chiefs of our nation to go to Washington to see our Great 
Father that we might have our difficulties settled amicably. Ke-o-kuck also requested the 
trader, who was going on to Washington, to call on our Great Father and explain 
everything to him, and ask for permission for us to come on and see him. 
 
Having heard nothing favorable from the great chief at St. Louis, I concluded that I had 
better keep my band together, and recruit as many more as possible, so that I would be 
prepared to make the attempt to rescue my village in the spring, provided our Great 
Father did not send word for us to go to Washington. 
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The trader returned. He said he had called on our Great Father and made a full 
statement to him in relation to our difficulties, and had asked leave for us to go to 
Washington, but had received no answer. 
 
I had determined to listen to the advice of my friends - and if permitted to go to see our 
Great Father, to abide by his counsel, whatever it might be. Every overture was made 
by Ke-o-kuck to prevent difficulty, and I anxiously hoped that something would be done 
for my people, that it might be avoided. But there was bad management somewhere, or 
the difficulty that has taken place would have been avoided. 
 
When it was ascertained that we would not be permitted to go to Washington, I resolved 
upon my course, and again tried to recruit some braves from Ke-o-kuck s band to 
accompany me, but could not.  
 
Conceiving that the peaceable disposition of Ke-o-kuck and his people had been, in a 
great measure, the cause of our having been driven from our village, I ascribed their 
present feelings to the same cause; and immediately went to work to recruit all my own 
band, and made preparations to ascend Rock river. I made my encampment on the 
Mississippi, where Fort Madison had stood; requested my people to rendezvous at that 
place, and sent out soldiers to bring in the warriors, and stationed my sentinels in a 
position to prevent any from moving up until all were ready. 
 
My party having all come in and got ready, we commenced our march up the 
Mississippi our women and children in canoes, carrying such provisions as we had, 
camp equipage, etc., and my braves and warriors on horseback, armed and equipped 
for defense. The prophet came down and joined us below Rock river, having called at 
Rock Island on his way down, to consult the war chief, agent, and trader, who, (he said) 
used many arguments to dissuade him from going with us; and requested him to come 
and meet us, and turn us back. They told him also, there was a war chief on his way to 
Rock Island with a large body of soldiers. {{This was General Atkinson, who had set out 
from Jefferson Barracks with the intention of compelling the surrender of the Foxes who 
had murdered the Menominee at Prairie du Chien the preceding year. Thus it came 
about that Atkinson with a small force of regulars was on the spot, so to speak, when 
Black Hawk s invasion precipitated the war. Recognizing the insufficiency of his force to 
cope with the situation, he called on Governor Reynolds for assistance, and the latter, in 
turn, promptly issued a fiery summons to the Illinois militia to assemble “for the defense 
of their country.”}} 
 
The prophet said he would not listen to this talk, because no war chief dare molest us 
as long as we are at peace. That we had a right to go where we pleased peaceably; and 
advised me to say nothing to my braves and warriors until we encamped that night. We 
moved on ward until we arrived at the place where Gen. Gaines had made his 
encampment the year before, and encamped for the night. The prophet then addressed 
my braves and warriors. He told them to “follow us, and act like braves, and we had 
nothing to fear, but much to gain. That the American war chief might come, but he 
would not, nor dare not, interfere with us so long as we acted peaceably! That we were 
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not yet ready to act otherwise. We must wait until we ascend Rock River and receive 
our reinforcements, and we will then be able to withstand any army!”  
 
That night the White Beaver, [Gen. Atkinson,] with a party of soldiers, passed up in 
steam-boats. Our party became alarmed, expecting to meet soldiers at Rock River, to 
Prevent us from going up. On our arrival at its mouth, we discovered that the steam-
boats had passed on. I was fearful that the war chief had stationed his men on some 
bluff, or in some ravine, that we might be taken by surprise. Consequently, on entering 
Rock River, we commenced beating our drums and singing to show the Americans that 
we were not afraid. 
 
Having met with no opposition, we moved up Rock river leisurely some distance, when 
we were overtaken by an express from the White Beaver, with an ORDER for me to 
return with my band, and recross the Mississippi again. I sent him word that “I would 
not, (not recognizing his right to make such a demand), as I was acting peaceably, and 
intended to go to the prophet s village, at his request, to make corn.”  
 
The express returned. We moved on, and encamped some distance below the 
prophet’s village. Here another express came from the White Beaver, threatening to 
pursue us and drive us back, if we did not return peaceably! This message roused the 
spirit of my band, and all were determined to remain with me and contest the ground 
with the War Chief, should he come and attempt to drive us. We therefore directed the 
express to say to the war chief, “if he wished to fight us, he might come on!” We were 
determined never to be driven, and equally so, not to make the first attack, our object 
being to act only on the defensive. This we conceived our right. 
 
Soon after the express returned, Mr. Gratiot, sub-agent for the Winnebagos, with 
several of the chiefs and headmen of the Winnebago nation, came to our encampment. 
He had no interpreter and was compelled to talk through his chiefs. They said the object 
of his mission was, to persuade us to return. 
 
But they advised us to go on - assuring us that the further we went up Rock river the 
more friends we would meet, and our situation be bettered; that they were on our side, 
and all their people were our friends: that we must not give up - but continue to ascend 
Rock River, on which, in a short time, we would receive a reinforcement sufficiently 
strong to repulse any enemy! They said they would go down with their agent, to 
ascertain the strength of the enemy, and then return and give us the news: that they 
had to use some stratagem to deceive their agent, in order to help us! 
 
During this council, a number of my braves hoisted the British flag, mounted their 
horses, and surrounded the council lodge! I discovered that the agent was very much 
frightened! I told one of his chiefs to tell him that he need not be alarmed - and then 
went out and directed my braves to desist. Every warrior immediately dismounted and 
returned to his lodge. After the council adjourned, I placed a sentinel at the agent s 
lodge, to guard him - fearing that some of my warriors might again frighten him! I had 
always thought that he was a good man, and was determined that he should not be 
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hurt. He started, with his chiefs, for Rock Island. {{The family account of Gratiot s 
experiences upon his mission to the Indians bears quite a different complexion than 
does Black Hawk’s story. According to the former, Gratiot s escape was due to the 
active assistance of the Prophet, and Black Hawk is given no credit in this connection.}} 
 
Having ascertained that the White Beaver would not permit us to remain here, I began 
to consider what was best to be done, and concluded to keep up the river and see the 
Potawatomis, and have a talk with them. Several Winnebago chiefs were present, 
whom I advised of my intentions, as they did not seem disposed to render us any 
assistance. I asked them if they had not sent us wampum during the winter, and 
requested us to come and join their people and enjoy all the rights and privileges of their 
country? They did not deny this; and said if the white people did not interfere, they had 
no objection to our making corn this year with our friend the prophet; but did not wish us 
to go any further up. 
 
The next day, I started with my party to Kish-wá-co-kee. {{Kishwaukee River, which 
empties into Rock River a few miles below Rockford, Illinois.}} That night I encamped a 
short distance above the prophet s village. After all was quiet in my camp, I sent for my 
Chiefs, and told them that we had been deceived! That all the fair promises that had 
been held out to us, through Ne-a-pope, were false! But it would not do to let our party 
know it. We must keep it secret among ourselves and move on to Kish-wá-co-kee, as if 
all was right, and say something on the way to encourage our people. I will then call on 
the Potawatomis, and hear what they say, and see what they will do. 
 
We started the next morning, after telling our people that news had just come from Mil-
wá-kee that a chief of our British Father would be there in a few days! 
 
Finding that all our plans were defeated, I told the prophet that he must go with me, and 
we would see what could be done with the Potawatomis. On our arrival at Kish-wá-co- 
kee, an express was sent to the Potawatomi villages. The next day a deputation arrived. 
I inquired if they had corn in their villages? They said they had a very little and could not 
spare any! I asked them different questions, and received unsatisfactory answers. This 
talk was in the presence of all my people. I afterwards spoke to them privately, and 
requested them to come to my lodge after my people had got to sleep. They came, and 
took seats. I asked them if they had received any news from the lake from the British? 
They said no. I inquired if they had heard that a chief of our British Father was coming 
to Mil-wá-kee to bring us guns, ammunition, goods and provisions? They said, no! I then 
told them what news had been brought to me, and requested them to return to their 
village, and tell the chiefs that I wished to see them and have a talk with them. 
 
After this deputation started, I concluded to tell my people, that if the White Beaver 
came after us, we would go back - as it was useless to think of stopping or going on 
without provisions. I discovered that the Winnebagos and Potawatomis were not 
disposed to render us any assistance. The next day the Potawatomi chiefs arrived at my 
camp. I had a dog killed, and made a feast. When it was ready, I spread my medicine 
bags, and the chiefs began to eat. When the ceremony was about ending, I received 
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news, that three or four hundred white men, on horse-back, had been seen about eight 
miles off. I immediately started three young men, with a white flag, to meet them, and 
conduct them to our camp, that we might hold a council with them, and descend Rock 
River again. And directed them, in case the whites had encamped, to return, and I 
would go and see them. After this party had started, I sent five young men to see what 
might take place. The first party went to the encampment of the whites, and were taken 
prisoners. The last party had not proceeded far, before they saw about twenty men 
coming towards them in full gallop! They stopped, and finding that the whites were 
coming so fast in a warlike attitude, they turned and retreated, but were pursued, and 
two of them overtaken and killed! The others made their escape. When they came in 
with the news, I was preparing my flags to meet the war chief. The alarm was given. 
Nearly all my young men were absent, about ten miles off. I started with what I had left, 
(about forty,} and had proceeded but a short distance, before we saw a part of the army 
approaching. I raised a yell, and said to my braves: “Some of our people have been 
killed! -  Wantonly and cruelly murdered! We must revenge their death!” 
 
In a little while we discovered the whole army coming towards us in full gallop! We were 
now confident that our first party had been killed! I immediately placed my men in front 
of some bushes, that we might have the first fire, when they approached close enough. 
They made a halt some distance from us. I gave another yell, and ordered my brave 
warriors to charge upon them - expecting that we would all be killed! They did charge! 
Every man rushed and fired, and the enemy retreated! In the utmost confusion and 
consternation, before my little, but brave band of warriors! 
 
After pursuing the enemy some distance, I found it useless to follow them, as they rode 
so fast, and returned to my encampment with a few of my braves, (about twenty-five 
having gone in pursuit of the enemy). I lighted my pipe, and sat down to thank the Great 
Spirit for what we had done. I had not been long meditating, when two of the three 
young men I had sent with the flag to meet the American war chief, entered! My 
astonishment was not greater than my joy to see them living and well. I eagerly listened 
to their story, which was as follows: 
 
“When we arrived near to the encampment of the whites, a number of them rushed out 
to meet us, bringing their guns with them. They took us into their camp, where an 
American, who spoke the Sac Language a little, told us that his chief wanted to know 
how we were where we were going where our camp was and where Black Hawk was? 
We told him that we had come to see his chief; that our chief had directed us to conduct 
him to our camp, in case he had not encamped; and, in that event, to tell him, that he 
[Black Hawk] would come to see him; he wished to hold a council with him, as he had 
given up all intention of going to war. 
 
At the conclusion of this talk, a party of white men came in, on horseback. We saw by 
their countenances that something had happened. A general tumult arose. They looked 
at us with indignation talked among themselves for a moment when several cocked their 
guns in a second, they fired at us in the crowd; our companion fell dead! We rushed 
through the crowd and made our escape. We remained in ambush but a short time, 
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before we heard yelling, like Indians running an enemy. In a little while we saw some of 
the whites in full speed. One of them carne near us. I threw my tomahawk, and struck 
him on the head, which brought him to the ground! I ran to him, and with his own knife, 
took off his scalp! I took his gun, mounted his horse, and took my friend here behind 
me. We turned to follow our braves, who were running the enemy, and had not gone far 
before we overtook a white man, whose horse had mired in a swamp! My friend 
alighted, and tomahawked the man, who was apparently fast under his horse! He took 
his scalp, horse, and gun! By this time our party was some distance ahead. We followed 
on, and saw several white men lying dead in the way. After riding about six miles, we 
met our party returning. We asked them how many of our men had been killed? They 
said none, after the Americans retreated. We inquired then, how many whites had been 
killed? They replied, that they did not know; but said we will soon ascertain, as we must 
scalp them as we go back. On our return, we found ten men, be sides the two we had 
killed before we joined our friends. Seeing that they did not yet recognize us, it being 
dark, we again asked, how many of our braves had been killed? They said five! We 
asked, who they were? They replied that the first party of three, who went out to meet 
the American war chief, had all been taken prisoners, and killed in the encampment; 
and that out of a party of five, who followed to see the meeting of the first party and the 
whites, two had been killed! We were now certain that they did not recognize us nor did 
we tell them who we were until we arrived at our camp! The news of our death had 
reached it sometime before, and all were surprised to see us again.” 
 
The next morning I told the crier of my village to give notice that we must go and bury 
our dead. In a little while all were ready. A small deputation was sent for our absent 
warriors, and the remainder started. We first disposed of our dead, and then 
commenced an examination, in the enemy s deserted encampment, for plunder. We 
found arms, ammunition, and provisions, all which we were in want of particularly the 
latter, as we were entirely without. We found, also, a variety of saddle-bags, (which I 
distributed among my braves), and a small quantity of whisky! And some little barrels 
that had contained this bad medicine; but they were empty! I was surprised to find that 
the whites carried whisky with them, as I had understood that all the pale faces 
belonged to the temperance societies! 
 
The enemy s encampment was in a skirt of woods near a run, about half a day’s travel 
from Dixon’s Ferry. We attacked them in the prairie, with a few bushes between us, 
about sundown, and I expected that my whole party would be killed! I never was so 
much surprised, in all the fighting I have seen knowing, too, that the Americans, 
generally, shoot well as I was to see this army of several hundreds, retreating! 
WITHOUT SHOWING FIGHT!! And passing immediately through their encampment. I 
did think that they intended to halt here, as the situation would have forbidden attack by 
my party, if their number had not exceeded half mine! As we would have been 
compelled to take the open prairie, whilst they could have picked trees to shield 
themselves from our fire! 
 
Never was I so much surprised in my life, as I was in this attack! An army of three or 
four hundred, after having learned that we were suing for peace, to attempt to kill 
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the flag-bearers that had gone, unarmed, to ask for a meeting of the war chiefs of the 
two contending parties to hold a council, that I might return to the west side of the 
Mississippi, to come forward, with a full determination to demolish the few braves I had 
with me, to retreat when they had ten to one, was unaccountable to me. It proved a 
different spirit from any I had ever before seen among the pale faces! I expected to see 
them fight as the Americans did with the British during the last war! But they had no 
such braves among them! {{The conflict here described, known as the battle of 
Stillman’s Run or Stillman’s Defeat, occurred May 14, 1832, a few miles southwest of 
the mouth of Sycamore Creek, in Ogle County, Illinois. Black Hawk’s description of the 
disgraceful affair is substantially correct.}} 
 
I had resolved on giving up the war and sent a flag of peace to the American War Chief 
- expecting, as a matter of right, reason and justice, that our flag would be respected, (I 
have always seen it so in war among the whites), and a council convened, that we 
might explain our grievances, having been driven from our village the year before, 
without being permitted to gather the corn and provisions which our women had labored 
hard to cultivate, and ask for permission to return thereby giving up all idea of going to 
war against the whites. 
 
Yet, instead of this honorable course which I have always practiced in war, I was forced 
into WAR, with about five hundred warriors, to contend against three or four thousand! 
 
The supplies that Ne-a-pope and the prophet told us about, and the reinforcements we 
were to have, were never more heard of; (and it is but justice to our British Father to 
say, were never promised his chief having sent word in lieu of the lies that were brought 
to me “FOR US TO REMAIN AT PEACE, AS WE COULD ACCOMPLISH NOTHING 
BUT OUR OWN RUIN BY GOING TO WAR”) 
 
What was now to be done? It was worse than folly to turn back and meet an enemy 
where the odds were so much against us and thereby sacrifice ourselves, our wives and 
children, to the fury of an enemy who had murdered some of our brave and unarmed 
warriors, when they were on a mission to sue for peace! 
 
Having returned to our encampment, and found that all our young men had come in, I 
sent out spies, to watch the movement of the army, and commenced moving up Kish- 
wá-co-kee with the balance of my people. I did not know where to go to find a place of 
safety for my women and children, but expected to find a good harbor about the head of 
Rock River. I concluded to go there and thought my best route would be to go round the 
head of Kish-wá-co-kee, so that the Americans would have some difficulty, if they 
attempted to follow us. 
 
On arriving at the head of Kish-wá-co-kee, I was met by a party of Winnebagos, who 
seemed to rejoice at our success. They said they had come to offer their services, and 
were anxious to join us. I asked them if they knew where there was a safe [125] place 
for my women and children. They told me that they would send two old men with us to 
guide us to a good safe place. 
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I arranged war parties to send out in different directions, before I proceeded further. The 
Winnebagos went alone. The war parties having all been fitted out and started, we 
commenced moving to the Four Lakes, the place where our guides were to conduct us. 
We had not gone far, before six Winnebagos came in with one scalp! They said they 
had killed a man at a grove, on the road from Dixon’s to the lead mines. {{This was 
William Durley, killed near Polo, Illinois, May 19, 1832.}} Four days after, the party of 
Winnebagos who had gone out from the head of Kish-wá-co-kee, overtook us, and told 
me that they had killed four men, and taken their scalps; and that one of them was Ke-
o-kuck’s father, (the agent). {{Felix St. Vrain, successor of Thomas Forsyth in charge of 
the Indian agency at Rock Island.}} They proposed to have a dance over their scalps! I 
told them that I could have no dancing in my camp, in consequence of my having lost 
three young braves; but they might dance in their own camp which they did. 
 
Two days after, we arrived in safety at the place where the Winnebagos had directed 
us. In a few days a great number of our warriors came in. I called them all around me, 
and addressed them. I told them, “Now is the time, if any of you wish to come into 
distinction, and be honored with the medicine bag! Now is the time to show your 
courage and bravery, and avenge the murder of our three braves!” Several small parties 
went out, and returned again in a few days, with success bringing in provision for our 
people. In the meantime, some spies came in, and reported that the army had fallen 
back to Dixon’s Ferry; and others brought news that the horse men had broken up their 
camp, disbanded, and returned home. 
 
Finding that all was safe, I made a dog feast, preparatory to leaving my camp with a 
large party, (as the enemy were stationed so far off.) Before my braves commenced 
feasting, I took my medicine bags, and addressed them in the following language: 
 
“Braves and Warriors: These are the medicine bags of our forefather, Muk-a-tà-quet, 
who was the father of the Sac nation. They were handed down to the Great War Chief 
of our nation, Na-nà-ma-kee, who has been at war with all the nations of the lakes and 
all the nations of the plains, and have never yet been disgraced! I expect you all to 
protect them!” 
 
After the ceremony was over, and our feasting done, I started with about two hundred 
warriors, following my great medicine bags. I directed my course towards sunset, and 
dreamed, the second night after we started, that there was a great feast for us after one 
day’s travel! I told my warriors my dream in the morning, and we all started for Apple 
River Fort [Mos-co-ho-co-y-nak]. When we arrived in the vicinity of a fort the white 
people had built there we saw four men on horseback. One of my braves fired and 
wounded a man, when the others set up a yell, as if a large force were near and ready 
to come against us. We concealed ourselves, and remained in this position for some 
time, watching to see the enemy approach but none came. The four men, in the 
meantime, ran to the fort and gave the alarm. We followed them, and attacked their fort! 
{{Apple River Fort was about fourteen miles east of Galena, Illinois. Black Hawk s futile 
attack upon it occurred June 24, 1832.}} One of their braves, who seemed more valiant 
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than the rest, raised his head above the picketing to fire at us, when one of my braves, 
with a well-directed shot, put an end to his bravery! Finding that these people could not 
all be killed, without setting fire to their houses and fort, I thought it more prudent to be 
content with what flour, provisions, cattle and horses we could find, than to set fire to 
their buildings, as the light would be seen at a distance, and the army might suppose 
that we were in the neighborhood, and come upon us with a force too strong. 
Accordingly, we opened a house and filled our bags with flour and provisions took 
several horses, and drove off some of their cattle. 
 
We started in a direction towards sunrise. After marching a considerable time, I 
discovered some white men coming towards us. I told my braves that we would get into 
the woods and kill them when they approached. We concealed ourselves until they 
came near enough, and then commenced yelling and firing, and made a rush upon 
them. {{This was the attack made upon Major Dement’s company at Kellogg s Grove, 
on June 25. The “Chief” who excited the admiration of Black Hawk was, of course, 
Major Dement. His conduct on this occasion stands in brilliant contrast with that of 
Stillman and others of the Illinois militia under similar circumstances.}} About this time, 
their chief, with a party of men, rushed up to rescue the men we had fired upon. In a 
little while they commenced retreating, and left their chief and a few braves, who 
seemed willing and anxious to fight! They acted like braves, but were forced to give way 
when I rushed upon them with my braves. In a short time the chief returned with a larger 
party. He seemed determined to fight, and anxious for a battle! When he came near 
enough, I raised the yell and firing, commenced from both sides. The chief (who 
seemed to be a small man) addressed his warriors in a loud voice; but they soon 
retreated, leaving him and a few braves on the battle-field. A great number of my 
warriors pursued the retreating party, and killed a number of their horses as they ran. 
The chief and his few braves were unwilling to leave the field. I ordered my braves to 
rush upon them, and had the mortification of seeing two of my chiefs killed, before the 
enemy retreated. 
 
This young chief deserves great praise for his courage and bravery; but fortunately for 
us, his army was not all composed of such brave men! 
 
During this attack, we killed several men and about forty horses, and lost two young 
Chiefs and seven warriors. My braves were anxious to pursue them to the fort, attack, 
and burn it. But I told them that it was useless to waste our powder, as there was no 
possible chance of success if we did attack them and that, as we had run the bear into 
his hole, we would there leave him, and return to our camp. 
 
On arriving at our encampment we found that several parties of our spies had returned, 
bringing intelligence that the army had commenced moving. Another party of five came 
in and said they had been pursued for several hours, and were attacked by twenty-five 
or thirty whites in the woods; that the whites rushed in upon them, as they lay 
concealed, and received their fire without seeing them. They immediately retreated, 
whilst we reloaded. They entered the thicket again, and as soon as they came near 
enough, we fired! Again they retreated, and again they rushed into the thicket and fired! 
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We returned their fire, and a skirmish ensued between two of their men and one of ours, 
who was killed by having his throat cut! This was the only man we lost. The enemy 
having had three killed, they again retreated. 
 
Another party of three Sacs had come in, and brought in two young squaws, whom they 
had given to the Winnebagos, to take to the whites. They said they had joined a party of 
Potawatomis, and went with them as a war party, against the settlers on the Illinois. 
{{The allusion in this paragraph is to the bloody Indian Creek massacre a dozen miles 
north of Ottawa, Illinois, May 20, 1832. The “young squaws” were Rachael and Sylvia 
Hall, the only survivors of the massacre.}} 
 
The leader of this party, a Potawatomi, had been severely whipped by this settler, 
sometime before, and was anxious to avenge the insult and injury. While the party was 
preparing to start, a young Potawatomi went to the settler s house, and told him to leave 
it that a war party was coming to murder them. They started, but soon returned again, 
as it appeared that they were all there when the war party arrived! The Potawatomi 
killed the whole family, except two young squaws, whom the Sacs took up on their 
horses, and carried off to save their lives. 
 
They were brought to our encampment, and a messenger sent to the Winnebagos, as 
they were friendly on both sides, to come and get them, and carry them to the whites. If 
these young men belonging to my band, had not gone with the Potawatomi, the two 
young squaws would have shared the same fate as their friends. 
 
During our encampment at the Four Lakes, we were hard put to obtain enough to eat to 
support nature. Situate in a swampy, marshy country, (which had been selected in 
consequence of the great difficulty required to gain access thereto), there was but little 
game of any sort to be found and fish were equally scarce. The great distance to any 
settlement, and the impossibility of bringing supplies there from, if any could have been 
obtained, deterred our young men from making further attempts. We were forced to dig 
roots and bark trees, to obtain something to satisfy hunger and keep us alive! Several of 
our old people became so much reduced, as actually to die with hunger! And, finding 
that the army had commenced moving, and fearing that they might come upon and 
surround our encampment, I concluded to remove my women and children across the 
Mississippi, that they might return to the Sac nation again. Accordingly, on the next day, 
we commenced moving, with five Winnebagos acting as our guides, intending to 
descend the Ouisconsin. 
 
Ne-a-pope, with a party of twenty, remained in our rear, to watch for the enemy, whilst 
we were proceeding to the Ouisconsin, with our women and children. We arrived, and 
had commenced crossing them to an island, when we discovered a large body of the 
enemy coming towards us. We were now compelled to fight, or sacrifice our wives and 
children to the fury of the whites! I met them with fifty warriors, (having left the balance 
to assist our women and children in crossing), about a mile from the river, when an 
attack immediately commenced. I was mounted on a fine horse, and was pleased to 
see my warriors so brave. I addressed them in a loud voice, telling them to stand their 
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ground, and never yield it to the enemy. At this time I was on the rise of a hill, where I 
wished to form my warriors, that we might have some advantage over the whites. But 
the enemy succeeded in gaining this point, which compelled us to fall back into a deep 
ravine, from which we continued firing at them and they at us, until it began to grow 
dark. My horse having been wounded twice during this engagement, and fearing from 
his loss of blood, that he would soon give out and finding that the enemy would not 
come near enough to receive our fire, in the dusk of the evening and knowing that our 
women and children had had sufficient time to reach the island in the Ouisconsin, I 
ordered my warriors to return, in different routes, and meet me at the Ouisconsin and 
were astonished to find that the enemy were not disposed to pursue us. 
 
In this skirmish, with fifty braves, I defended and accomplished my passage over the 
Ouisconsin, with a loss of only six men; though opposed by a host of mounted militia. I 
would not have fought there, but to gain time for my women and children to cross to an 
island. A warrior will duly appreciate the embarrassments I labored under and whatever 
may be the sentiments of the white people, in relation to this battle, my nation, though 
fallen, will award to me the reputation of a great brave, in conducting it. {{This fight, 
known as the Battle of Wisconsin Heights, took place June 21, about twenty-five miles 
northwest of Madison, Wisconsin. Except on the point of the respective losses, white 
accounts of the battle do not differ materially from Black Hawk’s story; and opinion may 
well accord the recognition which Black Hawk here claims, of having conducted a brave 
and clever action with the odds heavily against him.}} 
 
The loss of the enemy could not be ascertained by our party; but I am of opinion that it 
was much greater, in proportion, than mine. We returned to the Ouisconsin, and 
crossed over to our people. 
 
Here some of my people left me, and descended the Ouisconsin, hoping to escape to 
the west side of the Mississippi, that they might return home. I had no objection to their 
leaving me, as my people were all in a desperate condition being worn out with 
travelling, and starving from hunger. Our only hope to save ourselves was to get across 
the Mississippi. But few of this party escaped. Unfortunately for them, a party of soldiers 
from Prairie du Chien, was stationed on the Ouisconsin, a short distance from its mouth, 
who fired upon our distressed people. Some were killed, others drowned, and several 
taken prisoners, and the balance escaped to the woods and perished with hunger. {{The 
destruction of this party of fugitive noncombatants, composed almost wholly of old men, 
women, and children, constitutes one of the least creditable aspects of the war from the 
white stand point. After stating the expectations with which the party set out, Thwaites 
dryly remarks, “But too much faith was placed in the humanity of the Americans.”}} 
Among this party were a great many women and children. 
 
I was astonished to find that Ne-a-pope and his party of spies had not yet come in. 
Having been left in my rear to bring the news if the enemy were discovered. It 
appeared, however, that the whites had come in a different direction, and intercepted 
our trail but a short distance from the place where we first saw them leaving our spies 
considerably in the rear. Ne-a-pope, and one other, retired to the Winnebago village, 
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and there remained during the war! The balance of his party, being brave men, and 
considering our interest as their own, returned, and joined our ranks. 
 
Myself and band having no means to descend the Ouisconsin, I started, over a rugged 
country, to go to the Mississippi, intending to cross it, and return to my nation. Many of 
our people were compelled to go on foot, for want of horses, which, in consequence of 
their having had nothing to eat for a long time, caused our march to be very slow. At 
length we arrived at the Mississippi, having lost some of our old men and little children, 
who perished on the way with hunger. {{At a point about two miles below the mouth of 
Bad Axe River, and almost directly opposite the northern boundary of Iowa. Here was 
shortly enacted the pitiful tragedy known as the battle of Bad Axe.}} 
 
We had been here but a little while, before we saw a steam boat (the “Warrior,”) 
coming. I told my braves not to shoot, as I intended going on board, so that we might 
save our women and children. I knew the captain [THROCKMORTON,] and was 
determined to give myself up to him. I then sent for my white flag. While the messenger 
was gone, I took a small piece of white cotton, and put it on a pole, and called to the 
captain of the boat, and told him to send his little canoe ashore, and let me come on 
board. The people on board asked whether we were Sacs or Winnebagos. I told a 
Winnebago to tell them that we were Sacs, and wanted to give ourselves up! A 
Winnebago on the boat called to us “to run and hide, that the whites were going to 
shoot!” About this time one of my braves had jumped into the river, bearing a white flag 
to the boat when another sprang in after him and brought him to shore. The firing then 
commenced from the boat, which was returned by my braves, and continued for some 
time. Very few of my people were hurt after the first fire, having succeeded in getting 
behind old logs and trees, which shielded them from the enemy s fire. 
 
The Winnebago, on the steam boat must either have misunderstood what was told, or 
did not tell it to the captain correctly; because I am confident that he would not have 
fired upon us, if he had known my wishes. I have always considered him a good man, 
and too great a brave to fire upon an enemy when suing for quarters. 
 
After the boat left us, I told my people to cross, if they could, and wished: that I intended 
going into the Chippewa country. Some commenced crossing, and such as had 
determined to follow them, remained only three lodges going with me. Next morning, at 
day break, a young man overtook me, and said that all my party had determined to 
cross the Mississippi that a number had already got over safe, and that he had heard 
the white army last night within a few miles of them. I now began to fear that the whites 
would come up with my people, and kill them, before they could get across. I had 
determined to go and join the Chippewas; but reflecting that by this I could only save 
myself, I concluded to return, and die with my people, if the Great Spirit would not give 
us another victory! During our stay in the thicket, a party of whites came close by us, but 
passed on without discovering us. 
 
Early in the morning a party of whites, being in advance of the army, came upon our 
people, who were attempting to cross the Mississippi. They tried to give themselves up 
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the whites paid no attention to their entreaties but commenced slaughtering them! In a 
little while the whole army arrived. Our braves, but few in number, finding that the 
enemy paid no regard to age or sex, and seeing that they were murdering helpless 
women and little children, determined to fight until they were killed! As many women as 
could, commenced swimming the Mississippi, with their children on their backs. A 
number of them were drowned, and some shot, before they could reach the opposite 
shore. {{“Some of the fugitives succeeded in swimming to the west bank of the 
Mississippi, but many were drowned on the way, or coolly picked off by sharp shooters, 
who exercised no more mercy towards squaws and children than they did towards 
braves treating them all as though they were rats instead of human beings.”}} 
 
One of my braves, who gave me this information, piled up some saddles before him, 
(when the fight commenced), to shield himself from the enemy s fire, and killed three 
white men! But seeing that the whites were coming too close to him, he crawled to the 
bank of the river, without being perceived, and hid himself under it, until the enemy 
retired. He then came to me and told me what had been done. After hearing this 
sorrowful news, I started, with my little party, to the Winnebago village at Prairie La 
Cross. {{This was on the site of the modern city of La Crosse.}} On my arrival there, I 
entered the lodge of one of the chiefs, and told him that I wished him to go with me to 
his father that I intended to give myself up to the American war chief, and die, if the 
Great Spirit saw proper! He said he would go with me. I then took my medicine bag, and 
addressed the chief. I told him that it was “the soul of the Sac nation that it never had 
been dishonored in any battle take it, it is my life dearer than life and give it to the 
American chief!” He said he would keep it, and take care of it, and if I was suffered to 
live, he would send it to me. 
 
During my stay at the village, the squaws made me a white dress of deer skin. I then 
started, with several Winnebagos, and went to their agent, at Prairie du Chien, and gave 
myself up. 
 
On my arrival there, I found to my sorrow, that a large body of Sioux had pursued, and 
killed, a number of our women and children, who had got safely across the Mississippi. 
The whites ought not to have permitted such conduct and none but cowards would ever 
have been guilty of such cruelty which has always been practiced on our nation by the 
Sioux. 
 
The massacre, which terminated the war, lasted about two hours. Our loss in killed, was 
about sixty, besides a number that were drowned. The loss of the enemy could not be 
ascertained by my braves, exactly; but they think that they killed about sixteen, during 
the action. {{Black Hawk’s statement of the white loss is quite accurate, but he greatly 
understates the Indian loss in the battle and the succeeding massacre. For the battle of 
Bad Axe, Thwaites gives the white casual ties as seventeen killed and twelve wounded; 
while of the Indians 150 were killed outright and as many more were drowned. About 
300 safely crossed the Mississippi before and during the battle, one half of whom were 
slain by the Sioux band set on them by General Atkinson s orders in the massacre at 
which Black Hawk expresses his indignation.}} 
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I was now given up by the agent to the commanding officer at fort Crawford, (the 
White Beaver having gone down the river.) We remained here a short time, and then 
started to Jefferson Barracks, in a steam boat, under the charge of a young war chief, 
[Lieut. Jefferson Davis] who treated us all with much kindness. He is a good and brave 
young chief, with whose conduct I was much pleased. {{Apparently the feeling was 
reciprocated. A campaign life of Davis published in 1851 at the time of his candidacy for 
the governorship of Mississippi states that “he entirely won the heart of the savage 
chieftain, and before they reached Jefferson Barracks there had sprung up between the 
stern red warrior and the young pale face a warm friendship which only terminated with 
the life of Black Hawk.”}} 
 
On our way down, we called at Galena, and remained a short time. The people crowded 
to the boat to see us ; but the war chief would not permit them to enter the apartment 
where we were knowing, from what his own feelings would have been, if he had been 
placed in a similar situation, that we did not wish to have a gaping crowd around us. 
 
We passed Rock Island, without stopping. The Great War Chief, [Gen. Scott,] who was 
then at Fort Armstrong, came out in a small boat to see us; but the captain of the steam 
boat would not allow any body from the fort to come on board of his boat, in 
consequence of the cholera raging among the soldiers. {{An account of the Cholera 
Epidemic of 1832-33.}} I did think that the captain ought to have permitted the war chief 
to come on board to see me, because I could see no danger to be apprehended by it. 
The war chief looked well, and I have since heard, was constantly among his soldiers, 
who were sick and dying, administering to their wants, and had not caught the disease 
from them and I thought it absurd to think that any of the people on the steam boat 
could be afraid of catching the disease from a well man. But these people have not got 
bravery like war chiefs, who never fear anything! 
 
 
On our way down, I surveyed the country that had cost us so much trouble, anxiety, and 
blood, and that now caused me to be a prisoner of war. I reflected upon the ingratitude 
of the whites, when I saw their fine houses, rich harvests, and everything desirable 
around them; and recollected that all this land had been ours, for which me and my 
people had never received a dollar, and that the whites were not satisfied until they took 
our village and our graveyards from us, and removed us across the Mississippi. 
 
On our arrival at Jefferson barracks, we met the Great War Chief, [White Beaver,] who 
had commanded the American army against my little band. I felt the humiliation of my 
situation: a little while before, I had been leader of my braves, now I was a prisoner of 
war! But had surrendered myself. He received us kindly, and treated us well. 
 
We were now confined to the barracks, and forced to wear the ball and chain! This was 
extremely mortifying, and altogether use less. Was the White Beaver afraid that I would 
break out of his barracks, and run away? Or was he ordered to inflict this punishment 
upon me? If I had taken him prisoner on the field of battle, I would not have wounded 
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his feelings so much, by such treatment - knowing that a brave war chief would prefer 
death to dishonor! But I do not blame the White Beaver for the course he pursued as it 
is the custom among white soldiers, and, I suppose, was a part of his duty. 
 
The time dragged heavily and gloomily along throughout the winter, although the White 
Beaver done everything in his power to render us comfortable. Having been 
accustomed, throughout a long life, to roam the forests over - to go and come at liberty - 
confinement, and under such circumstances, could not be less than torture! 
 
We passed away the time making pipes, until spring, when we were visited by the 
agent, trader, and interpreter, from Rock Island, Ke-o-kuck, and several chiefs and 
braves of our nation, and my wife and daughter. I was rejoiced to see the two latter, and 
spent my time very agreeably with them and my people, as long as they remained. 
 
The trader, presented me with some dried venison, which had been killed and cured by 
some of my friends. This was a valuable present; and although he had given me many 
before, none ever pleased me so much. This was the first meat I had eaten for a long 
time that reminded me of the former pleasures of my own wigwam, which had always 
been stored with plenty. 
 
Ke-o-kuck and his chiefs, during their stay at the barracks, petitioned our Great Father, 
the president, to release us; and pledged themselves for our good conduct. I now began 
to hope that I would soon be restored to liberty, and the enjoyment of my family and 
friends; having heard that Ke-o-kuck stood high in the estimation of our Great Father, 
because he did not join me in the war. But I was soon disappointed in my hopes. An 
order came from our Great Father to the White Beaver, to send us on to Washington. 
 
In a little while all were ready, and left Jefferson barracks on board of a steam boat, 
under charge of a young war chief, whom the White Beaver sent along as a guide to 
Washington. He carried with him an interpreter and one soldier. On our way up the 
Ohio, we passed several large villages, the names of which were explained to me. The 
first is called Louisville, and is a very pretty village, situate on the bank of the Ohio 
River. The next is Cincinnati, which stands on the bank of the same river. This is a large 
and beautiful village, and seemed to be in a thriving condition. The people gathered on 
the bank as we passed, in great crowds, apparently anxious to see us. 
 
On our arrival at Wheeling, the streets and river’s banks were crowded with people, who 
flocked from every direction to see us. While we remained here, many called upon us, 
and treated us with kindness - no one offering to molest or misuse us. This village is not 
so large as either of those before mentioned, but is quite a pretty village. 
 
We left the steam boat here, having travelled a long distance on the prettiest river 
(except our Mississippi), that I ever saw and took the stage. Being unaccustomed to this 
mode of travelling, we soon got tired, and wished ourselves seated in a canoe on one of 
our own rivers, that we might return to our friends. We had travelled but a short 
distance, before our carriage turned over, from which I received a slight injury, and the 
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soldier had one arm broken. I was sorry for this accident, as the young man had 
behaved well. 
 
We had a rough and mountainous country for several days, but had a good trail for our 
carriage. It is astonishing to see what labor and pains the white people have had to 
make this road, as it passes over an immense number of mountains, which are 
generally covered with rocks and timber; yet it has been made smooth, and easy to 
travel upon. {{This was the famous Cumberland Road, often popularly known as the 
“National Road,” aka: Cumberland Road.}} 
 
Rough and mountainous as is this country, there are many wigwams and small villages 
standing on the road side. I could see nothing in the country to induce the people to live 
in it; and was astonished to find so many whites living on the hills! 
 
I have often thought of them since my return to my own people; and am happy to think 
that they prefer living in their own country, to coming out to ours, and driving us from it, 
that they might live upon and enjoy it - as many of the whites have already done. I think, 
with them, that wherever the Great Spirit places his people, they ought to be satisfied to 
remain, and thankful for what He has given them; and not drive others from the country 
He has given them, because it happens to be better than theirs! This is contrary to our 
way of thinking; and from my intercourse with the whites, I have learned that one great 
principle of their religion is, “to do unto others as you wish them to do unto you!”  Those 
people in the mountains seem to act upon this principle; but the settlers on our frontiers 
and on our lands, never seem to think of it, if we are to judge by their actions. 
 
The first village of importance that we came to, after leaving the mountains, is called 
Hagerstown. It is a large village to be so far from a river, and is very pretty. The people 
appear to live well, and enjoy themselves much. 
 
We passed through several small villages on the way to Fredericktown, but I have 
forgotten their names. This last is a large and beautiful village. The people treated us 
well, as they did at all other villages where we stopped. 
 
Here we came to another road, much more wonderful than that through the mountains. 
They call it a rail road! I examined it carefully, but need not describe it, as the whites 
know all about it. It is the most astonishing sight I ever saw. The great road over the 
mountains will bear no comparison to it although it has given the white people much 
trouble to make. I was surprised to see so much labor and money expended to make a 
good road for easy travelling. I prefer riding horseback, however, to any other way; but 
suppose that these people would not have gone to so much trouble and expense to 
make a road, if they did not prefer riding in their new fashioned carriages, which seem 
to run without any trouble. They certainly deserve great praise for their industry. 
 
On our arrival at Washington, we called to see our Great Father, the president. 
{{Andrew Jackson}} He looks as if he had seen as many winters as I have, and seems 
to be a great brave! I had very little talk with him, as he appeared to be busy, and did 
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not seem to be much disposed to talk. I think he is a good man; and although he talked 
but little, he treated us very well. His wigwam is well furnished with everything good and 
pretty, and is very strongly built. 
 
He said he wished to know the cause of my going to war against his white children. I 
thought he ought to have known this before; and, consequently, said but little to him 
about it - as I expected he knew as well as I could tell him. 
 
He said he wanted us to go to fortress Monroe, and stay awhile with the war chief who 
commanded it. But, having been so long from my people, I told him [ 144 ] that I would 
rather return to my nation that Ke-o-kuck had come here once on a visit to see him, as 
we had done, and he let him return again, as soon as he wished ; and that I expected to 
be treated in the same way. He insisted, however, on our going to fortress Monroe; and 
as our interpreter could not understand enough of our language to interpret a speech, I 
concluded it was best to obey our Great Father, and say nothing contrary to his wishes. 
 
During our stay at the city, we were called upon by many of the people, who treated us 
well, particularly the squaws! We visited the great council house of the Americans the 
place where they keep their big guns and all the public buildings, and then started to 
fortress Monroe. The war chief met us, on our arrival, and shook hands, and appeared 
glad to see me. He treated us with great friend ship, and talked to me frequently. 
Previous to our leaving this fort, he gave us a feast, and gave us some presents, which I 
intend to keep for his sake. He is a very good man, and a great brave! I was sorry to 
leave him, although I was going to return to my people, because he had treated me like 
a brother, during all the time I remained with him. 
 
Having got a new guide, a War Chief, [Maj. Garland,] we started for our own country, 
taking a circuitous route. Our Great Father being about to pay a visit to his children in 
the big towns towards the sun-rising, and being desirous that we should have an 
opportunity of seeing them, directed our guide to take us through. 
 
On our arrival at Baltimore, we were much astonished to see so large a village; but the 
War Chief told us that we would soon see a larger one. This surprised us more. During 
our stay here, we visited all the public buildings and places of amusement saw much to 
admire, and were well entertained by the people, who crowded to see us. Our Great 
Father was there at the same time, and seemed to be much liked by his white children, 
who flocked around him, (as they had done us), to shake him by the hand. He did not 
remain long having left the city before us. 
 
We left Baltimore in a steam boat, and travelled in this way to the big village, where they 
make medals and money, [Philadelphia.] We again expressed surprise at finding this 
village so much larger than the one we had left; but the war chief again told us, that we 
would soon see another much larger than this. I had no idea that the white people had 
such large villages, and so many people. They were very kind to us showed us all their 
great public works, their ships and steam boats. We visited the place where they make 
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money [the mint], and saw the men engaged at it. They presented each of us with a 
number of pieces of the coin as they fell from the mint, which are very handsome. 
 
I witnessed a militia training in this city, in which were performed a number of singular 
military feats. The chiefs and men were well dressed, and exhibited quite a warlike 
appearance. I think our system of military parade far better than that of the whites but, 
as I am now done going to war, I will not describe it, or say anything more about war, or 
the preparations necessary for it. 
 
We next started to New York, and on our arrival near the wharf, saw a large collection of 
people gathered at Castle-Garden. We had seen many wonderful sights in our way 
large villages, the great national road over the mountains, the rail roads, steam 
carriages, ships, steam boats, and many other things; but we were now about to 
witness a sight more surprising than any of these. We were told that a man was going 
up into the air in a balloon! We watched with anxiety to see if it could be true; and to our 
utter astonishment, saw him ascend in the air until the eye could no longer perceive 
him. Our people were all surprised, and one of our young men asked the prophet if he 
was going up to see the Great Spirit? 
 
After the ascension of the balloon, we landed, and got into a carriage, to go to the 
house that had been provided for our reception. We had proceeded but a short 
distance, before the street was so crowded that it was impossible for the carriage to 
pass. The war chief then directed the coachman to take another street and stop at a 
different house from the one we had intended. On our arrival here, we were waited upon 
by a number of gentlemen, who seemed much pleased to see us. We were furnished 
with good rooms, good provisions, and everything necessary for our comfort. 
 
The chiefs of this big village, being desirous that all their people should have an 
opportunity to see us, fitted up their great council house for this purpose, where we saw 
an immense number of people; all of whom treated us with friendship, and many with 
great generosity. 
 
The chiefs were particular in showing us everything that they thought would be pleasing 
or gratifying to us. We went with them to Castle-Garden to see the fire-works, which 
was quite an agreeable entertainment - but to the whites who witnessed it, less 
magnificent than the sight of one of our large prairies would be when on fire. 
 
We visited all the public buildings and places of amusement, which to us were truly 
astonishing, yet very gratifying. 
 
Everybody treated us with friendship, and many with great liberality. The squaws 
presented us many handsome little presents that are said to be valuable. They were 
very kind, very good, and very pretty - for pale faces! 
 
Among the men, who treated us with marked friendship, by the presentation of many 
valuable presents, I cannot omit to mention the name of my old friend CROOKS, of the 
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American Fur Company. I have known him long, and have always found him to be a 
good chief one who gives good advice, and treats our people right. I shall always be 
proud to recognize him as a friend, and glad to shake him by the hand. {{Ramsey 
Crooks, to whom Black Hawk alludes, was for almost a generation a prominent actor in 
the conduct of the American fur trade. He was in Wisconsin, in the employ of the North 
West Company, as early as 1806. After participating in the Astorian Expedition of 1811-
12 and other hazardous enterprises, Crooks entered the employment of John Jacob 
Astor. He was made a partner in Astor’s American Fur Company in 1817, and in 1834, 
on Astor s retirement, became president of the company. He died at New York in 
1859.}} 
 
Having seen all the wonders of this big village, and being anxious to return to our 
people, our guide started with us for our own country. On arriving at Albany, the people 
were so anxious to see us, that they crowded the street and wharves, where the steam 
boat landed, so much, that it was almost impossible for us to pass to the hotel which 
had been provided for our reception. 
 
We remained here but a short time, and then started for Detroit. I had spent many 
pleasant days at this place; and anticipated, on my arrival, to meet many of my old 
friends but in this I was disappointed. What could be the cause of this? Are they all 
dead? Or what has become of them? I did not see our old father there, who had always 
gave me good advice, and treated me with great friend ship. {{Lewis Cass, who for 
many years was governor of Michigan Territory and superintendent in charge of the 
relations of the government with the Indian tribes of the larger portion of the 
Northwest.}} 
 
After leaving Detroit, it was but a few days before we landed at Prairie du Chien. The 
War Chief at the fort treated us very kindly, as did the people generally. I called on the 
father of the Winnebagos, [Gen. J. M. Street,] to whom I had surrendered myself after 
the battle at the Bad Axe, who received me very friendly. I told him that I had left my 
great medicine bag with his chiefs before I gave myself up; and now, that I was to enjoy 
my liberty again, I was anxious to get it, that I might hand it down to my nation unsullied. 
 
He said it was safe; he had heard his chiefs speak of it, and would get it and send it to 
me. I hope he will not forget his promise, as the whites generally do - because I have 
always heard that he was a good man, and a good father - and made no promise that 
he did not fulfil. 
 
Passing down the Mississippi, I discovered a large collection of people in the mining 
country, on the west side of the river, and on the ground that we had given to our 
relation, DUBUQUE, a long time ago. I was surprised at this, as I had understood from 
our Great Father, that the Mississippi was to be the dividing line between his red and 
white children, and he did not wish either to cross it. I was much pleased with this talk, 
as I knew it would be much better for both parties. I have since found the country much 
settled by the whites further down and near to our people, on the west side of the river. I 
am very much afraid, that in a few years, they will begin to drive and abuse our people, 
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as they have formerly done. I may not live to see it, but I feel certain the day is not 
distant. 
 
When we arrived at Rock Island, Ke-o-kuck and the other chiefs were sent for. They 
arrived the next day with a great number of their young men, and came over to see me. 
I was pleased to see them, and they all appeared glad to see me. Among them were 
some who had lost relations during the war the year before. When we met, I perceived 
the tear of sorrow gush from their eyes at the recollection of their loss, yet they exhibited 
a smiling countenance, from the joy they felt at seeing me alive and well. 
 
The next morning, the war chief, our guide, convened a council at Fort Armstrong. Ke-o-
kuck and his party went to the fort; but, in consequence of the war chief not having 
called for me to accompany him, I concluded that I would wait until I was sent for. 
Consequently the interpreter came, and said, “they were ready, and had been waiting 
for me to come to the fort.” I told him I was ready, and would accompany him. On our 
arrival there, the council commenced. The war chief said that the object of this council 
was to deliver me up to Ke-o-kuck. He then read a paper, and directed me to follow Ke-
o-kuck s advice, and be governed by his council in all things! In this speech he said 
much that was mortifying to my feelings, and I made an indignant reply. 
 
In this council, I met my old friend, a Great War Chief, [Col. Wm. Davenport,] whom I 
had known about eighteen years. He is a good and brave chief. He always treated me 
well, and gave me good advice. He made a speech to me on this occasion, very 
different from that of the other chief. It sounded like coming from a brave. He said he 
had known me a long time that we had been good friends during that acquaintance and, 
although he had fought against my braves, in our late war, he still extended the hand of 
friendship to me and hoped, that I was now satisfied, from what I had seen in my 
travels, that it was folly to think of going to war against the whites, and would ever 
remain at peace. He said he would be glad to see me at all times and on all occasions 
would be happy to give me good advice. 
 
If our Great Father were to make such men our agents, he would much better sub-serve 
the interests of our people, as well as his own, than in any other way. The war chiefs all 
know our people, and are respected by them. If the war chiefs, at the different military 
posts on the frontiers, were made agents, they could always prevent difficulties from 
arising among the Indians and whites; and I have no doubt, had the war chief above 
alluded to, been our agent, we would never have had the difficulties with the whites 
which we have had. Our agents ought always to be braves! I would, therefore, 
recommend to our Great Father, the propriety of breaking up the present Indian 
establishment and creating a new one - and of making the commanding officers, at the 
different frontier posts, the agents of the government for the different nations of 
Indians. 
 
I have a good opinion of the American war chiefs, generally, with whom I am 
acquainted; and my people, who had an opportunity of seeing and becoming well 
acquainted with the great war chief [Gen. Winfield Scott,] who made the last treaty with 
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them, in conjunction with the great chief of Illinois, [Governor Reynolds,] all tell me that 
he is the greatest brave they ever saw, and a good man one who fulfils his promises. 
Our braves speak more highly of him, than of any chief that has ever been among us, or 
made treaties with us. Whatever he says, may be depended upon. If he had been our 
Great Father, we never would have been compelled to join the British in their last war 
with America and I have thought that, as our Great Father is changed every few years, 
that his children would do well to put this great war chief in his place as they cannot find 
a better chief for a Great Father anywhere. {{Probably Black Hawk was the first person 
to put General Scott in nomination for the presidency; Black Hawk s advice was 
adopted by the Whig party eighteen years later, but in the ensuing election the 
American people registered their emphatic dissent from it.}} 
 
I would be glad if the village criers [editors], in all the villages I passed through, would let 
their people know my wishes and opinions about this Great War Chief.  
 
During my travels, my opinions were asked on different subjects but for want of a good 
interpreter, were very seldom given. Presuming that they would be equally acceptable 
now, I have thought it a part of my duty, to lay the most important before the public. 
 
The subject of colonizing the Negroes was introduced, and my opinion asked, as to the 
best method of getting clear of these people. I was not fully prepared at the time to 
answer as I knew but little about their situation. I have since made many inquiries on the 
subject and find that a number of states admit no slaves, whilst the balance hold these 
negroes as slaves, and are anxious, but do not know, how to get clear of them. I will 
now give my plan, which, when understood, I hope will be adopted. 
 
Let the Free states remove all the male negroes within their limits, to the slave states 
then let our Great Father buy all the female negroes in the slave states, between the 
ages of twelve and twenty, and sell them to the people of the free states, for a term of 
years say, those under fifteen, until they are twenty-one and those of, and over fifteen, 
for five years and continue to buy all the females in the slave states, as soon as they 
arrive at the age of twelve, and take them to the free states, and dispose of them in the 
same way as the first and it will not be long before the country is clear of the black 
skins, about which, I am told, they have been talking, for a long time; and for which they 
have expended a large amount of money. 
 
I have no doubt but our Great Father would willingly do his part in accomplishing this 
object for his children - as he could not lose much by it, and would make them all happy. 
If the Free states did not want them all for servants, we would take the balance in our 
nation to help our women make corn. 
 
I have not time now, nor is it necessary, to enter more into detail about my travels 
through the United States. The white people know all about them, and my people have 
started to their hunting grounds, and I am anxious to follow them. 
 



Page 70 of 74 

Before I take leave of the public, I must contradict the story of some village criers, who (I 
have been told), accuse me of “having murdered women and children among the 
whites!” This assertion is false! I never did, nor have I any knowledge that any of my 
nation ever killed a white woman or child. I make this statement of truth, to satisfy the 
white people among whom I have been travel ling, (and by whom I have been treated 
with great kindness), that, when they shook me by the hand so cordially, they did not 
shake the hand that had ever been raised against any but warriors. 
 
It has always been our custom to receive all strangers that come to our village or 
camps, in time of peace, on terms of friendship to share with them the best provisions 
we have, and give them all the assistance in our power. If on a journey, or lost, to put 
them on the right trail, and if in want of moccasins, to supply them. I feel grateful to the 
whites for the kind manner they treated me and my party whilst travelling amongst them 
and from my heart I assure them, that the white man will always be welcome in our 
village or camps, as a brother. The tomahawk is buried forever! We will forget what has 
past and may the watchword between the Americans and Sacs and Foxes ever be 
“Friendship!” 
 
I am now done. A few more moons and I must follow my fathers to the shades! May the 
Great Spirit keep our people and the whites always at peace - is the sincere wish of 

 
BLACK HAWK. 

 
      
 

Dictated by Black Hawk, 1833 
Edited by Neil Gale, Ph.D. 
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[1] Following is the best American account upon the subject still in existence, repeated 
verbatim: 

From the Missouri Gazette, July 30, 1814. 
British take Fort Prairie du Chien 

 
Disaster. 

 
“As soon as Gov. Clark returned from his successful expedition to Prairie du 
Chien, it was thought proper by Brigadier-General Howard, commanding in this 
district (who had in the interim returned to this place from Kentucky), to send a 
force to relieve the volunteers, and preserve the acquisition so important to the 
welfare of our country. For this purpose, Lieut. John Campbell of the first 
regulars, acting as brigade major, was entrusted with the command of 42 
regulars and 65 rangers, in three keel boats, the contractor’s and sutler’s boats in 
company. The whole party, including boatmen and women, amounting to about 
133, reached Rock River, within 180 or 200 miles of the Prairie, without any 
accident. As soon as they entered the rapids they were visited by hundreds of 
Sacs and Foxes, some of the latter bearing letters from the garrison above to St. 
Louis. The officers, being unacquainted with Indian manners, imagined the 
savages to be friendly; to this fatal security may be attributed the catastrophe 
which followed. It appears that the contractor’s and sutler’s boat had arrived near 
the head of the rapids and proceeded on, having on board the ammunition, with 
a sergeant’s guard; the rangers, in two barges, followed, and had proceeded two 
miles in advance of the commander’s barge; the latter inclined to the east side in 
search of the main channel, and being now on a lee shore, proceeded with much 
difficulty, and as the gale increased were drifted into shoal water within a few 
yards of a high bank covered with grass, waist high; a few steps from the bow 
and stern an umbrage of willows set out from shore.  
 
In this position the commanding officer thought proper to remain until the wind 
abated; sentries were placed at proper intervals, and the men were occupied in 
cooking, when the report of several guns announced an attack. At the first fire all 
the sentries were killed, and before those on shore could reach the barge, 10 or 
15 out of 30 were killed and wounded. At this time the force and intentions of the 
Indians were fully developed. On each shore the savages were observed in quick 
motion; some in canoes crossing to the battleground; others were observed 
running from above and below to the scene of attack; in a few minutes from five 
to seven hundred were assembled on the bank and among the willows within a 
few yards of the bow and stern of the barge; the Indians gave the whoop, and 
commenced a tremendous fire; the brave men in the barge cheered, and 
returned the fire from a swivel and small arms. At this critical juncture, Lieuts. 
Riggs and Rector of the rangers, who commanded the two barges ahead, did not 
hear the guns, but saw the smoke, and, concluding an attack was made, dropped 
down. Riggs’ boat stranded about 100 yards below Campbell’s, and Rector, to 
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avoid a like misfortune and preserve himself from a raking fire, anchored above; 
both barges opened a brisk fire on the Indians, but as the enemy fired from 
coverts, it is thought little execution was done. 
 
About one hour was spent in this unequal contest, when Campbell’s barge was 
discovered on fire, to relieve which Rector cut his cable and fell to windward of 
him, and took out the survivors. Finding he could not assist Riggs, having a 
number of wounded on board, and in danger of running on a lee shore, he made 
the best of his way to this place, where he arrived on Sunday evening last." 
 

Killed and Wounded. 
 
“There were 3 regulars killed and 14 wounded; 2 died on their passage to this 
place; 1 ranger killed and 4 wounded on board Lieut. Rector’s barge. Brig.-Maj. 
Campbell and Dr. Stewart are severely wounded. Two women and a child were 
severely wounded–one of the women and the child are since dead. Just as we 
had finished detailing the above unfortunate affair, we received the glad tidings of 
the arrival of Lieut. Riggs at Cap au Gray; he lost 3 men killed and 4 wounded. 
Would to Heaven we could account for the remaining 2 barges." 
 

Consolatory. 
 
“As we were preparing the foregoing for press, gunboat Gov. Clark, commanded 
by Capt. Yeizer, arrived here, in nine days from Prairie du Chien, with the 
contractor’s and sutler’s barges, which were fortunately relieved at the moment 
the Indians were about to board them. From the officers of the Gov. Clark we 
have received the following very important news from the Prairie: On the 17th 
inst. the long-expected British force appeared in view. Marching from the 
Ouisconsing toward the village, the line of the regular troops, militia and Indians 
extended about 2 miles, with 24 flags flying. A British officer arrived at the fort, 
demanding its surrender. Lieut. Perkins returned for an answer that he was able 
and prepared to defend the post entrusted to his charge. Before the return of the 
flag, the British commenced a fire upon the Gov. Clark from a small battery of 1 
or 2 three-pounders, which was immediately answered from a six-pounder from 
the boat. Soon after firing commenced, a large body of Indians and white troops 
crossed to the island which fronts the village, and enabled them to fire on the 
boat at pistol-shot distance, and screen themselves behind trees from the grape 
which incessantly poured from the boat. In this manner the contest continued for 
two hours, until the gunboat received several shot between wind and water, 
when it was concluded to move down the river; by this movement down the 
narrow channel they had to run the gauntlet through a line of musketry nearly 
nine miles. On approaching the rapids, Capt. Yeizer sent his skiff with nine men 
down to reconnoiter, who discovered Riggs’ boat engaged with the Indians and 
Campbell’s barge on fire. These appearances induced the boat’s crew to return, 
and the Indians to call to them to come on shore, raising to their view the English 
flag, believing them to be Mackinaw voyageurs. Before dispatching the 
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reconnoitering boat, the Gov. Clark joined the contractor’s and sutler’s boats. 
Those on board were ignorant of the fate of the boats below, and would, within 
half an hour, have been in the power of the savages, if they had not thus been 
providentially snatched from destruction. 
 
Seven were wounded on board the Gov. Clark, namely, Lieut. Henderson and 
Ensign St. Pierre, severely. Five privates were wounded; one died on the way 
down the day after his leg was amputated. 
 
Every account of the attack on Campbell’s detachment reflects highest 
encomium on the skill and undaunted bravery of Lieuts. Rector and Riggs of the 
rangers. The former, after a contest of two hours and twenty minutes, withdrew to 
a favorable position, which enabled him to save the few regular troops as well 
from the flames which surrounded them as the fury of the savages. The high 
wind which then prevailed, and the loss of his anchors, prevented his rendering a 
like assistance to Lieut. Riggs. The latter, though stranded and in a hopeless 
situation, kept up an incessant fire on the Indians, and by a rusé de guerre 
afforded his party an opportunity of making the savages feel some of the 
consequences of their perfidy. He ordered his men to cease firing for about ten 
minutes, and at the same time ordered howitzers to be well loaded with grape, 
and the small arms to be in readiness. The Indians, believing the rangers to be 
all killed, or that they had surrendered, rushed down the bank to extinguish the 
fire on board Lieut. Campbell’s barge and to board Riggs’. Our hero then opened 
upon them a well-directed fire, which drove them in all directions, leaving several 
of their dead behind.” 

 
When Campbell reached Rock River he called upon Black Hawk with a handful of men 
as an escort–so ridiculously small that Black Hawk repeatedly stated he could have 
captured and put them all to death with little or no effort. Campbell made the Indians 
presents, and in return received from Black Hawk a solemn promise that no effort to 
assist the British or disturb him in his ascent would be made by the Indians, but during 
the night some powder arrived from the British, who had in the meantime driven the 
Americans from Fort Selby, and sent it to Black Hawk with instructions to use the same 
in case any Americans attempted to pass his village to succor the garrison at Prairie du 
Chien. 
 
Black Hawk had a very facetious way of putting that request into his biography. He 
stated on page 56 that Campbell and his aids, after holding a council with him, 
remained all day, and then after receiving word during the night (along with the powder), 
that Prairie du Chien had fallen, and that the British wished him to join them again: “I 
immediately started with my party by land in pursuit, thinking that some of their boats 
might get aground, or that the Great Spirit would put them in our power if he wished 
them taken and their people killed.” 
 
It is astonishing to note how frequently he confused the behests of the British with those 
supposed to emanate from the Great Spirit! 
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While the men were helplessly floundering in the mud to extricate their boat, which had 
run aground, Black Hawk was pouring a murderous fire into their exposed ranks, and 
that, too, after promising the day previous to be friendly. To reduce the hapless 
wretches still more, fire was thrown by arrows into the sails, and the boat, likely to be 
consumed, was abandoned; then the Indians plunged into the water and drew it ashore. 
At this stage Black Hawk virtuously knocked in the heads of all the kegs of whisky which 
he found in the hold, yet when he retired down the river to the Fox village, opposite the 
mouth of Rock River, he hoisted the British flag and when, immediately after, the British 
came along with a keg of rum, Black Hawk and his band had a great feast and dance, 
ending the scene in a protracted and hilarious spree. A refinement of the ethics of 
liquor-drinking quite abstruse - this difference between whisky and rum! 
 
Those British brought the Indians a gun which was used on the defenseless Americans 
under Zachary Taylor a little later as Black Hawk stated: “We were pleased to see that 
almost every shot took effect.” 
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