Speech Excerpts

Excerpt 1: Tecumseh
Quotation: "When Jesus Christ came upon the earth you killed Him and nailed Him to the cross"
Annotation: Told by Governor Harrison to place his faith in the good intentions of the United States,
Tecumseh offers a bitter retort. He calls on Native Americans to revitalize their societies so that they can
regain life as a unified people and put an end to legalized land grabs. Year: 1810
Text: You wish to prevent the Indians from doing as we wish them, to unite and let them consider their
lands as the common property of the whole. You take the tribes aside and advise them not to come into
this measure.... You want by your distinctions of Indian tribes, in allotting to each a particular, to make
them war with each other. You never see an Indian endeavor to make the white people do this. You are
continually driving the red people, when at last you will drive them onto the great lake, where they can
neither stand nor work.
Since my residence at Tippecanoe, we have endeavored to leave all distinctions, to destroy village
chiefs, by whom all mischiefs are done. It is they who sell the land to the Americans. Brother, this land
that was sold, and the goods that was given for it, was only done by a few.... In the future we are
prepared to punish those who propose to sell land to the Americans. If you continue to purchase them,
it will make war among the different tribes, and at last I do not know what will be the consequences
among the white people. Brother, I wish you would take pity on the red people and do as I have
requested. If you will not give up the land and do cross the boundary of our present settlement, it will
be very hard, and produce great trouble between us.
The way, the only way to stop this evil is for the red men to unite in claiming a common and equal right
in the land, as it was at first, and should be now--for it was never divided, but belongs to all. No tribe has
the right to sell, even to each other, much less to strangers.... Sell a country! Why not sell the air, the
great sea, as well as the earth? Did not the Great Spirit make them for all the use of his children?
How can we have confidence in the white people?
When Jesus Christ came upon the earth you killed Him and nailed Him to the cross. You thought
He was dead and you were mistaken....

Source: Benjamin B. Thatcher, Indian Biographies (New York, 1832), 234 ff.
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Excerpt 2: Black Hawk's Surrender Speech, 1832
You have taken me prisoner with all my warriors. I am much grieved, for I expected, if I did not defeat
you, to hold out much longer, and give you more trouble before I surrendered. I tried hard to bring you
into ambush, but your last general understands Indian fighting. The first one was not so wise. When I
saw that I could not beat you by Indian fighting, I determined to rush on you, and fight you face to face. I
fought hard. But your guns were well aimed. The bullets flew like birds in the air, and whizzed by our
ears like the wind through the trees in the winter. My warriors fell around me; it began to look dismal. I
saw my evil day at hand. The sun rose dim on us in the morning, and at night it sunk in a dark cloud, and
looked like a ball of fire. That was the last sun that shone on Black Hawk. His heart is dead, and no
longer beats quick in his bosom. He is now a prisoner to the white men; they will do with him as they
wish. But he can stand torture, and is not afraid of death. He is no coward. Black Hawk is an Indian.
He has done nothing for which an Indian ought to be ashamed. He has fought for his countrymen, the
squaws and papooses, against white men, who came, year after year, to cheat them and take away their
lands. You know the cause of our making war. It is known to all white men. They ought to be ashamed of
it. The white men despise the Indians, and drive them from their homes. But the Indians are not
deceitful. The white men speak bad of the Indian, and took at him spitefully. But the Indian does not tell
lies; Indians do not steal.
An Indian who is as bad as the white men, could not live in our nation; he would be put to death, and
eat [sic] up by the wolves. The white men are bad school-masters; they carry false looks, and deal in
false actions; they smile in the face of the poor Indian to cheat him; they shake them by the hand to gain
their confidence, to make them drunk, to deceive them, and ruin our wives. We told them to let us
alone; but they followed on and beset our paths, and they coiled themselves among us like the snake.
They poisoned us by their touch. We were not safe. We lived in danger. We were becoming like them,
hypocrites and liars, adulterers, lazy drones, all talkers, and no workers.
We looked up to the Great Spirit. We went to our great father. We were encouraged. His great council
gave us fair words and big promises, but we got no satisfaction. Things were growing worse. There were
no deer in the forest. The oppossum and beaver were fled; the springs were drying up, and our squaws
and papooses without victuals to keep them from starving; we called a great council and built a large
fire. The spirit of our fathers arose and spoke to us to avenge our wrongs or die.... We set up the warwhoop, and dug up the tomahawk; our knives were ready, and the heart of Black Hawk swelled high in
his bosom when he led his warriors to battle. He is satisfied. He will go to the world of spirits contented.
He has done his duty. His father will meet him there, and commend him.
Black Hawk is a true Indian, and disdains to cry like a woman. He feels for his wife, his children and
friends. But he does not care for himself. He cares for his nation and the Indians. They will suffer. He
laments their fate. The white men do not scalp the head; but they do worse-they poison the heart, it is
not pure with them. His countrymen will not be scalped, but they will, in a few years, become like the
white men, so that you can't trust them, and there must be, as in the white settlements, nearly as many
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officers as men, to take care of them and keep them in order.
Farewell, my nation. Black Hawk tried to save you, and avenge your wrongs. He drank the blood of some
of the whites. He has been taken prisoner, and his plans are stopped. He can do no more. He is near his
end. His sun is setting, and he will rise no more. Farewell to Black Hawk...
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Excerpt 3: Quotes from Geronimo
"I was warmed by the sun, rocked by the winds and sheltered by the trees as other Indian babes. I was
living peaceably when people began to speak bad of me. Now I can eat well, sleep well and be glad. I can
go everywhere with a good feeling.
The soldiers never explained to the government when an Indian was wronged, but reported the
misdeeds of the Indians. We took an oath not to do any wrong to each other or to scheme against each
other.
I cannot think that we are useless or God would not have created us. There is one God looking down on
us all. We are all the children of one God. The sun, the darkness, the winds are all listening to what we
have to say.
When a child, my mother taught me to kneel and pray to Usen for strength, health, wisdom and
protection. Sometimes we prayed in silence, sometimes each one prayed aloud; sometimes an aged
person prayed for all of us... and to Usen.
I was born on the prairies where the wind blew free and there was nothing to break the light of the sun.
I was born where there were no enclosures."
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Excerpt 4: Crazy Horse’s Last Words to Agent Lee, 1877
My friend, I do not blame you for this. Had I listened to you this trouble would not have happened to
me. I was not hostile to the white men. Sometimes my young men would attack the Indians who were
their enemies and took their ponies. They did it in return. We had buffalo for food, and their hides for
clothing and for our teepees. We preferred hunting to a life of idleness on the reservation, where we
were driven against our will. At times we did not get enough to eat and we were not allowed to leave
the reservation to hunt. We preferred our own way of living. We were no expense to the government.
All we wanted was peace and to be left alone. Soldiers were sent out in the winter, they destroyed our
villages. The "Long Hair" (Custer) came in the same way. They say we massacred him, but he would have
done the same thing to us had we not defended ourselves and fought to the last. Our first impulse was
to escape with our squaws and papooses, but we were so hemmed in that we had to fight. After that I
went up on the Tongue River with a few of my people and lived in peace. But the government would not
let me alone. Finally, I came back to the Red Cloud Agency. Yet, I was not allowed to remain quiet. I was
tired of fighting. I went to the Spotted Tail Agency and asked that chief and his agent to let me live there
in peace. I cam here with the agent (lee) to talk with the Big White Chief but was not given a chance.
They tried to confine me. I tried to escape, and a soldier ran his bayonet into me. I have spoken.
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Excerpt 5: Chief Joseph Speaks Selected Statements and Speeches by the Nez Percé Chief
I.
The first white men of your people who came to our country were named Lewis and Clark. They brought
many things which our people had never seen. They talked straight and our people gave them a great
feast as proof that their hearts were friendly. They made presents to our chiefs and our people made
presents to them. We had a great many horses of which we gave them what they needed, and they gave
us guns and tobacco in return. All the Nez Perce made friends with Lewis and Clark and agreed to let
them pass through their country and never to make war on white men. This promise the Nez Perce have
never broken.
II.
For a short time we lived quietly. But this could not last. White men had found gold in the mountains
around the land of the Winding Water. They stole a great many horses from us and we could not get
them back because we were Indians. The white men told lies for each other. They drove off a great
many of our cattle. Some white men branded our young cattle so they could claim them. We had no
friends who would plead our cause before the law councils. It seemed to me that some of the white
men in Wallowa were doing these things on purpose to get up a war. They knew we were not strong
enough to fight them. I labored hard to avoid trouble and bloodshed. We gave up some of our country
to the white men, thinking that then we could have peace. We were mistaken. The white men would not
let us alone. We could have avenged our wrongs many times, but we did not. Whenever the
Government has asked for help against other Indians we have never refused. When the white men were
few and we were strong we could have killed them off, but the Nez Perce wishes to live at peace.
On account of the treaty made by the other bands of the Nez Perce the white man claimed my lands.
We were troubled with white men crowding over the line. Some of them were good men, and we lived
on peaceful terms with them, but they were not all good. Nearly every year the agent came over from
Lapwai and ordered us to the reservation. We always replied that we were satisfied to live in Wallowa.
We were careful to refuse the presents or annuities which he offered.
Through all the years since the white man came to Wallowa we have been threatened and taunted by
them and the treaty Nez Perce. They have given us no rest. We have had a few good friends among the
white men, and they have always advised my people to bear these taunts without fighting. Our young
men are quick tempered and I have had great trouble in keeping them from doing rash things. I have
carried a heavy load on my back ever since I was a boy. I learned then that we were but few while the
white men were many, and that we could not hold our own with them. We were like deer. They were
like grizzly bears. We had a small country. Their country was large. We were contented to let things
remain as the Great Spirit Chief made them. They were not; and would change the mountains and rivers
if they did not suit them.
III.
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[At his surrender in the Bear Paw Mountains, 1877]
Tell General Howard that I know his heart. What he told me before I have in my heart. I am tired of
fighting. Our chiefs are killed. Looking Glass is dead, Tu-hul-hil-sote is dead. The old men are all dead. It
is the young men who now say yes or no. He who led the young men [Joseph's brother Alikut] is dead. It
is cold and we have no blankets. The little children are freezing to death. My people -- some of them
have run away to the hills and have no blankets and no food. No one knows where they are -- perhaps
freezing to death. I want to have time to look for my children and see how many of them I can find.
Maybe I shall find them among the dead. Hear me, my chiefs, my heart is sick and sad. From where the
sun now stands I will fight no more against the white man.
IV.
[On a visit to Washington, D.C., 1879]
At last I was granted permission to come to Washington and bring my friend Yellow Bull and our
interpreter with me. I am glad I came. I have shaken hands with a good many friends, but there are
some things I want to know which no one seems able to explain. I cannot understand how the
Government sends a man out to fight us, as it did General Miles, and then breaks his word. Such a
government has something wrong about it. I cannot understand why so many chiefs are allowed to talk
so many different ways, and promise so many different things. I have seen the Great Father Chief
[President Hayes]; the Next Great Chief [Secretary of the Interior]; the Commissioner Chief; the Law
Chief; and many other law chiefs [Congressmen] and they all say they are my friends, and that I shall
have justice, but while all their mouths talk right I do not understand why nothing is done for my people.
I have heard talk and talk but nothing is done. Good words do not last long unless they amount to
something. Words do not pay for my dead people. They do not pay for my country now overrun by
white men. They do not protect my father's grave. They do not pay for my horses and cattle. Good
words do not give me back my children. Good words will not make good the promise of your war chief,
General Miles. Good words will not give my people a home where they can live in peace and take care of
themselves.
I am tired of talk that comes to nothing. It makes my heart sick when I remember all the good words and
all the broken promises. There has been too much talking by men who had no right to talk. Too many
misinterpretations have been made; too many misunderstandings have come up between the white
men and the Indians. If the white man wants to live in peace with the Indian he can live in peace. There
need be no trouble. Treat all men alike. Give them the same laws. Give them all an even chance to live
and grow. All men were made by the same Great Spirit Chief. They are all brothers. The earth is the
mother of all people, and all people should have equal rights upon it. You might as well expect all rivers
to run backward as that any man who was born a free man should be contented penned up and denied
liberty to go where he pleases. If you tie a horse to a stake, do you expect he will grow fat? If you pen an
Indian up on a small spot of earth and compel him to stay there, he will not be contented nor will he
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grow and prosper. I have asked some of the Great White Chiefs where they get their authority to say to
the Indian that he shall stay in one place, while he sees white men going where they please. They cannot
tell me.
I only ask of the Government to be treated as all other men are treated. If I cannot go to my own home,
let me have a home in a country where my people will not die so fast. I would like to go to Bitter Root
Valley. There my people would be happy; where they are now they are dying. Three have died since I
left my camp to come to Washington.
When I think of our condition, my heart is heavy. I see men of my own race treated as outlaws and
driven from country to country, or shot down like animals.
I know that my race must change. We cannot hold our own with the white men as we are. We only ask
an even chance to live as other men live. We ask to be recognized as men. We ask that the same law
shall work alike on all men. If an Indian breaks the law, punish him by the law. If a white man breaks the
law, punish him also.
Let me be a free man, free to travel, free to stop, free to work, free to trade where I choose, free to
choose my own teachers, free to follow the religion of my fathers, free to talk, think and act for myself -and I will obey every law or submit to the penalty.
Whenever the white man treats the Indian as they treat each other then we shall have no more wars.
We shall be all alike -- brothers of one father and mother, with one sky above us and one country
around us and one government for all. Then the Great Spirit Chief who rules above will smile upon this
land and send rain to wash out the bloody spots made by brothers' hands upon the face of the earth.
For this time the Indian race is waiting and praying. I hope no more groans of wounded men and women
will ever go to the ear of the Great Spirit Chief above, and that all people may be one people.
Hin-mah-too-yah-lat-kekht has spoken for his people.
[TEXT: Chester Anders Fee, Chief Joseph: The Biography of a Great Indian, Wilson-Erickson,
1936.]
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Excerpt 6: Sitting Bull
“Behold, my brothers, the spring has come; the earth has received the embraces of the sun and we shall
soon see the results of that love! Every seed has awakened and so has all animal life. It is through this
mysterious power that we too have our being and we therefore yield to our neighbors, even our animal
neighbors, the same right as ourselves, to inhabit this land. Yet hear me, my people, we have now to
deal with another race - small and feeble when our fathers first met them, but now great and
overbearing. Strangely enough they have a mind to till the soil and the love of possessions is a disease
with them . . . They claim this mother of ours, the earth, for their own, and fence their neighbors away;
they deface her with their buildings and their refuse. They threaten to take [the land] away from us. My
brothers, shall we submit, or shall we say to them: "First kill me before you take possession of my
Fatherland." - Sitting Bull’s Speech at the Powder River Council, 1877.
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