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Live in each season as it passes; breathe the air, drink the drink,
taste the fruit, and resign yourself to the influences of each. Let these
be your only diet-drink and botanical medicines.

In August live on berries, not dried meats and pemmican as if you
were on shipboard making your way through a waste ocean, or in the
Darien Grounds, and so die of ship-fever and scurvy. Some will die of
ship-fever and scurvy in an Tllinois prairie, they lead such stifled and
scurvy lives.

Be blown on by all the winds. Open all your pores and bathe in all
the tides of nature, in all her streams and oceans, at all seasons. Miasma
and infection are from within, not without. The invalid brought to the
brink of the grave by an unnatural life, instead of imbibing the great
influence that nature is—drinks only of the tea made of a particular
herb—while he still continues his unnatural life—saves at the spile and
wastes at the bung. He does not love nature or his life and so sickens
and dies and no doctor can save him.

Grow green with spring—yellow and ripe with autumn. Drink of
each season’s influence as a vial, a true panacea of all remedies mixed
for your especial use. The vials of summer never made a man sick, only
those which he had stored in his cellar. Drink the wines not of your own
but of nature’s bottling—not kept in a goat- or pig-skin, but in the skins
of a myriad fair berries.

Let Nature do your bottling, as also your pickling and preserving.

For all nature is doing her best each moment to make us well. She
exists for no other end. Do not resist her. With the least inclination to
be well we should not be sick. Men have discovered, or think that they
have discovered the salutariness of a few wild things only, and not of
all nature. Why nature is but another name for health. Some men think
that they are not well in Spring or Summer or Autumn or Winter, (if
you will excuse the pun) it is only because they are not indeed well, that
is fairly # those seasons.

c. 1861

GEORGE CATLIN

Bettellr known as a painter than a writer, George Catlin (1796-1872)
was, 1.n fact, more driven by subject than medium. Obsessed with the
:Axmencan Indian’s dwindling numbers, he resolved in mid-career to

use.rny art and so much of the labors of my future life as might be
Feq'ulred in rescuing from oblivion the looks and customs of the van-
1§h1ng races of native man in America.” Much of that work, which took
him across the American frontier for a decade, hangs on the walls of
the most important museums in the country. But Catlin also learned
much. that couldnt be painted—including the story of how white
Americans were purposefully slaughtering the great herds of buffalo
that were the aboriginal larder. The questions raised in this account—
about luxury and necessity, for instance—still echo in our debates over
globalization and trade and other environmental issues.

srom Letters and Notes on the Manners,
Customs, and Condition of the
North American Indians

If 1s generally supposed, and familiarly said that a man “/a/ls” into a
réverie; but I seated myself in the shade a few minutes since, re-
Holved to force myself into one; and for this purpose I laid open a srynall
pocket-map of North America, and excluding my thoughts from every
ol |1.(‘1‘ object in the world, I soon succeeded in producing the desired il-
lusion. This little chart, over which I bent, was seen in all its parts, as
nothing but the green and vivid reality. I was lifted up upon an ime;gi-
nary pair of wings, which easily raised and held me floating in the
upen air, from whence I could behold beneath me the Pacific and the
Atlantic Oceans—the great cities of the East, and the mighty rivers
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I could see the blue chain of the great lakes at the North—the Rocky
Mountains, and beneath them and near their base, the vast, and almost
boundless plains of grass, which were speckled with the bands of graz-
ing buffaloes! :

The world turned gently around, and I examined its surface; conti-
nent after continent passed under my eye, and yet amidst them all, 1
saw not the vast and vivid green, that is spread like a carpet over the
Western wilds of my own country. I saw not elsewhere in the world, the
myriad herds of buffaloes—my eyes scanned in vain for they were not.
And when I turned again to the wilds of my native land, I beheld them
all in motion! For the distance of several hundreds of miles from North
to South, they were wheeling about in vast columns and herds—some
were scattered, and ran with furicus wildness—some lay dead, and
others were pawing the earth for a hiding-place—some were sinking
down and dying, gushing out their life’s blood in deep-drawn sighs—
and others were contending in furious battle for the life they possessed,
and the ground that they stood upon. They had long since assembled
from the thickets, and secret haunts of the deep forest, into the midst of
the treeless and bushless plains, as the place for their safety. I could see
in an hundred places, amid the wheeling bands, and on their skirts and
flanks, the leaping wild horse darting among them. I saw not the ar-
rows, nor heard the twang of the sinewy bows that sent them; but I saw
their victims falll—on other steeds that rushed along their sides, I saw
the glistening lances, which seemed to lay across them; their blades
were blazing in the sun, till dipped in blood, and then I lost them! In
other parts (and there were many), the vivid flash of fire-arms was
seen—their victims fell too, and over their dead bodies hung suspended
in air, little clouds of whitened smoke, from under which the flying
horsemen had darted forward to mingle again with, and deal death to,
the trampling throng.

So strange were men mixed (both red and white) with the countless
herds that wheeled and eddyed about, that all below seemed one vast
extended field of battle—whole armies, in some places, seemed to
blacken the earth’s surface—in other parts, regiments, battalions,
wings, platoons, rank and file, and “Indian-file”—all were in motion,
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and death and destruction seemed to be the watch-word amongst them.
In their turmoil, they sent up great clouds of dust, and with them came
the mingled din of groans and trampling hoofs, that seemed like the
rumbling of a dreadful cataract, or the roaring of distant thunder. Al-
ternate pity and admiration harrowed up in my bosom and my brain,
many a hidden thought; and amongst them a few of the beautiful notes
that were once sung, and exactly in point: “Quadrupedante putrem
sonitu quatit ungula campum.” Even such was the din amidst the
quadrupeds of these vast plains. And from the craggy cliffs of the
Rocky Mountains also were seen descending into the valley, the myriad
Tartars, who had not horses to ride, but before their well-drawn bows
the fattest of the herds were falling. Hundreds and thousands were
strewed upon the plains—they were flayed, and their reddened car-
casses left; and about them bands of wolves, and dogs, and buzzards
were seen devouring them. Contiguous, and in sight, were the distant
and feeble smokes of wigwams and villages, where the skins were
dragged, and dressed for white man’s luxury! where they were all sold
for whiskey, and the poor Indians laid drunk, and were crying. I cast
my eyes into the towns and cities of the East, and there I beheld buf-
falo robes hanging at almost every door for traffic; and I saw also the
curling smokes of a thousand Stzlfs—and I said, “Oh insatiable man, is
thy avarice such! wouldst thou tear the skin from the back of the last
animal of this noble race, and rob thy fellow-man of his meat, and for
it give him poison!”
ko ok ck

Many are the rudenesses and wilds in Nature’s works, which are
destined to fall before the deadly axe and desolating hands of cultivating
man; and so amongst her ranks of /ving, of beast and human, we often
find noble stamps, or beautiful colours, to which our admiration clings;
and even in the overwhelming march of civilized improvements and re-
finements do we love to cherish their existence, and lend our efforts to pre-
serve _them in their primitive rudeness. Such of Nature’s works are always
worthy of our preservation and protection; and the further we become
separated (and the face of the country) from that pristine wildness and
beauty, the more pleasure does the mind of enlightened man feel in
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recurring to those scenes, when he can have them preserved for his
eyes and his mind to dwell upon.

Of such “rudenesses and wilds” Nature has nowhere.;.)resented
more beautiful and lovely scenes, than those of the vast prairies of t.he
West; and of man and beast, no nobler specimens tha'n-those who in-
habit them—the Indian and the buffalo—joint and o.r1g1-nal tenants of
the soil, and fugitives together from the approach of civilized man; they
have fled to the great plains of the West, and ther'e, under .an eqlhlal
doom, they have taken up their last abode, where their race will expire,

‘+ bones will bleach together.
and;chfrll;; be that power is right, and voracity a virtue; and that t.hese
people, and these noble animals, are righteously doomed to 31:1 }s'suz
that will not be averted. It can be easily proved—we have a cn'flhze
science that can easily do it, or anything else that may be requ1re$i to
cover the iniquities of civilized man in catering for his gnholy appetites.
Tt can be proved that the weak and ignorant have no mghts——tha‘F there
can be no virtue in darkness—that God’s gifts have no r.neanmg or
merit until they are appropriated by civilized man—Dby him brought
into the light, and converted to his use and luxury. We have a mode of
reasoning (I forget what it is called) by which all this caim. be proygdt
and even more. The word and the system are entirely of czmlz.zed origin;
and latitude is admirably given to them in proportion to the increase of
civilized wants, which often require a judge to overrulle the laws of .na-
ture. I say that we can prove such things; but an Indz‘zm c?lr.mot. Itisa
mode of reasoning unknown to him in his nature’s simplicity, but ad-
mirably adapted to subserve the interests of the enlightened world, who
are always their own judges, when dealing with the savage; and who,
in the present refined age, have many appetites that can only be law-
fully indulged, by proving God's laws defective.

It is not enough in this polished and extravagant age, that we get
from the Indian his lands, and the very clothes from his back, but the
food from their mouths must be stopped, to add a new and useléss ar-
ticle to the fashionable world’s luxuries. The ranks must b'e thinned,
and the race exterminated, of this noble animal, anc? the Indlan§ of the
great plains left without the means of supporting life, that white men
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may figure a few years longer, enveloped in buffalo robes—that they
may spread them, for their pleasure and elegance, over the backs of
their sleighs, and trail them ostentatiously amidst the busy throng, as
a thing of beauty and elegance that had been made for them!

Reader! listen to the following calculations, and forget them not.
The buffaloes (the quadrupeds from whose backs your beautiful robes
were taken, and whose myriads were once spread over the whole coun-
try, from the Rocky Mountains to the Atlantic Ocean) have recently fled
before the appalling appearance of civilized man, and taken up their
abode and pasturage amid the almost boundless prairies of the West.
An instinctive dread of their deadly foes, who made an easy prey of
them whilst grazing in the forest, has led them to seek the midst of the
vast and treeless plains of grass, as the spot where they would be least
exposed to the assaults of their enemies; and it is exclusively in those
desolate fields of silence (yet of beauty) that they are to be found—and
over these vast steppes, or prairies, have they fled, like the Indian, to-
wards the “setting sun;” until their bands have been crowded together,
and their limits confined to a narrow strip of country on this side of the

Rocky Mountains.

This strip of country, which extends from the province of Mexico to
lake Winnepeg on the North, is almost one entire plain of grass, which
is, and ever must be, useless to cultivating man. It is here, and here
chiefly, that the buffaloes dwell; and with, and hovering about them,
live and flourish the tribes of Indians, whom God made for the enjoy-
ment of that fair land and its luxuries.

It is a melancholy contemplation for one who has travelled as I
have, through these realms, and seen this noble animal in all its pride
and glory, to contemplate it so rapidly wasting from the world, drawing
the irresistible conclusion too, which one must do, that its species is
soon to be extinguished, and with it the peace and happiness (if not the
actual existence) of the tribes of Indians who are joint tenants with

them, in the occupancy of these vast and idle plains.

And what a splendid contemplation too, when one (who has trav-
elled these realms, and can duly appreciate them) imagines them as they
might in future be seen, (by some great protecting policy of government)
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preserved in their pristine beauty and wildness, in a magnificent park,
where the world could see for ages to come, the native Indian in his
classic attire, galloping his wild horse, with sinewy bow, and shield and
lance, amid the fleeting herds of elks and buffaloes. What a beautiful
and thrilling specimen for America to preserve and hold up to the view
of her refined citizens and the world, in future ages! A nation’s Park,
containing man and beast, in all the wild and freshness of their nature’s
beauty!

1 would ask no other monument to my memory, nor any other en-
rolment of my name amongst the famous dead, than the reputation of
having been the founder of such an institution.

Such scenes might easily have been preserved, and still could be
cherished on the great plains of the West, without detriment to the
country or its borders; for the tracts of country on which the buffaloes
have assembled, are uniformly sterile, and of no available use to culti-
vating man.

It is on these plains, which are stocked with buffaloes, that the
finest specimens of the Indian race are to be seen. It is here that the sav-
age is decorated in the richest costume. It is here, and here only, that his
wants are all satisfied, and even the luxuries of life are afforded him in
abundance. And here also is he the proud and honourable man (before
he has had teachers or laws), above the imported wants, which beget
meanness and vice; stimulated by ideas of honour and virtue, in which
the God of Nature has certainly not curtailed him.

There are, by a fair calculation, more than 300,000 Indians, who are
now subsisted on the flesh of the buffaloes, and by those animals supplied
with all the luxuries of life which they desire, as they know of none oth-
ers. The great variety of uses to which they convert the body and other
parts of that animal, are almost incredible to the person who has not ac-
tually dwelt amongst these people, and closely studied their modes and
customs. Every part of their flesh is converted mto food, in one shape or
another, and on it they entirely subsist. The robes of the animals are worn
by the Indians instead of blankets—their skins when tanned, are used
as coverings for their lodges, and for their beds; undressed, they are
used for constructing canoes—for saddles, for bridles—arréts, lasos,
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and thongs. The horns are shaped into ladles and spoons—the brains
are used for dressing the skins—their bones are used for saddle trees—
for war clubs, and scrapers for graining the robes—and others are bro-
ken up for the marrow-fat which is contained in them. Their sinews are
used for strings and backs to their bows—ifor thread to string their
beads and sew their dresses. The feet of the animals are boiled, with
their hoofs, for the glue they contain, for fastening their arrow points,
and many other uses. The hair from the head and shoulders, which is
long, is twisted and braided into halters, and the tail is used for a fly
brush. In this wise do these people convert and use the various parts of
this useful animal, and with all these luxuries of life about them, and
their numerous games, they are happy (God bless them) in the igno-
rance of the disastrous fate that awaits them.

Yet this interesting community, with its sports, its wildnesses, its
languages, and all its manners and customs, could be perpetuated, and
also the buffaloes, whose numbers would increase and supply them with
food for ages and centuries to come, if a system of non-intercourse could
be established and preserved. But such is not to be the case—the buf-
falo’s doom is sealed, and with their extinction must assuredly sink into
real despair and starvation, the inhabitants of these vast plains, which
afford for the Indians, no other possible means of subsistence; and they
must at last fall a prey to wolves and buzzards, who will have no other
bones to pick.

It seems hard and cruel, (does it not?) that we civilized people with
all the luxuries and comforts of the world about us, should be drawing
from the backs of these useful animals the skins for our luxury, leaving
their carcasses to be devoured by the wolves—that we should draw
from that country, some 150 or 200,000 of their robes annually, the
greater part of which are taken from animals that are killed expressly
for the robe, at a season when the meat is not cured and preserved, and
for each of which skins the Indian has received but a pint of whiskey!

Such is the fact, and that number or near it, are annually destroyed,
in addition to the number that is necessarily killed for the subsistence
of 300,000 Indians, who live entirely upon them. It may be said, per-
haps, that the Fur Trade of these great western realms, which is now



44 George Catlin

limited chiefly to the purchase of buffalo robes, is of great and national
importance, and should and must be encouraged. To such a suggestion
I would reply, by merely enquiring, (independently of the poor Indians’
disasters,) how much more advantageously would such a capital be em-
ployed, both for the weal of the country and for the owners, if it were
invested in machines for the manufacture of woollen robes, of equal and
superior value and beauty; thereby encouraging the growers of wool,
and the industrious manufacturer, rather than cultivating a taste for
the use of buffalo skins; which is just to be acquired, and then, from ne-
cessity, to be dispensed with, when a few years shall have destroyed the
last of the animals producing them.

It may be answered, perhaps, that the necessaries of life are given in
exchange for these robes; but what, I would ask, are the necessities in In-
dian life, where they have buffaloes in abundance to live on? The Indians’
necessities are entirely artificial—are all created; and when the buf-
faloes shall have disappeared in his country, which will be within eight
or ten years, I would ask, who is to supply him with the necessaries of
life then? and I would ask, further, (and leave the question to be an-
swered ten years hence), when the skin shall have been stripped from
the back of the last animal, who is to resist the ravages of 300,000
starving savages; and in their trains, 1,500,000 wolves, whom direst ne-
cessity will have driven from their desolate and gameless plains, to
seek for the means of subsistence along our exposed frontier? God has
everywhere supplied man in a state of Nature, with the necessaries of
life, and before we destroy the game of his country, or teach him new
desires, he has no wants that are not satisfied.

Amongst the tribes who have been impoverished and repeatedly re-
moved, the necessaries of life are extended with a better grace from the
hands of civilized man; 90,000 of such have already been removed, and
they' draw from Government some 5 or 600,000 dollars annually in
cash; which money passes immediately into the hands of white men,
and for it the necessaries of life may be abundantly furnished. But who,
I would ask, are to furnish the Indians who have been instructed in this
unnatural mode—living upon such necessaries, and even luxuries of
life, extended to them by the hands of white men, when those annuities
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are at an end, and the skin is stripped from the last of the animals
which God gave them for their subsistence?

Reader, I will stop here, lest you might forget to answer these im-
portant queries—these are questions which I know will puzzle the
world—and, perhaps, it is not right that I should ask them.

Letters and Notes on the Manners, Customs, and
Condition of the North American Indians (1841)



