The Sacramento Daily Union
Letter From Salt Lake (From our Special Correspondent)
February 7, 1863

​​​​​​​____      _____     _____
Great Salt Lake City, January 28, 1863

A Big Expedition – Connor and the Volunteers after the Indians


Colonel Connor has started on a big Indian hunt, and taken with him nearly one-half of his command.  If matters are as represented, there is hardly a doubt of the California Volunteers getting a fair chance of a fight.  They expect to get on the Indians by surprise, drive them to open ground, and before they quit the entertainment Mr. Redskin is to be well thrashed, and, if possible, “wiped out.”

The Sacramento Daily Union
(Article Number Two)

February 12, 1863

The Battle


As we received from the messenger who brought dispatches from Colonel Connor, who commanded the expedition in person.  He awoke us in the middle of the night with news of the affair, which was not altogether expected, and on the following morning the flag floated at half-mast for those whom no reveille will ever wake again.

    **** They all made a joint attack, and this time succeeded in routing the Indians, who, however, fought like devils, and only gave way when our troops, over the brink (of) the precipice under which they lay concealed, leveled their guns within a few feet of their bosoms and poured such a storm of lead into them as soon sent them among the willows, howling like a drove of wolves.  The first discharge tumbled thirty of their number down the bluff like a land slide, and from that time the advantage, which had before been on their side, was in our hands, and most effectively was it used.  The skirmishers plunged into the willows and hunted the savages from their skulking places, while a party under command of Lieutenant Conrad, were stationed so as too [sic]  shoot down such as attempted to escape along the margin of the river, where quite a number  were killed – the current carrying away their bodies.


They never asked quarters, but fought to the last, returning wound for would whenever opportunity offered.  The number of those slain was 224, as counted, though reckoning those killed in the river, it would probably come well up towards 300.


In the melee among the willows, several woman and children were wounded, which was unavoidable under the circumstances . . . out of 260 (soldiers) engaged, nearly one-fourth were killed or wounded . . . The fight over, the remainder of the day was consumed in getting the dead and wounded across the river, and on the following day the return march was commenced, and a weary one it must prove.


The messenger says that the little command fought like heroes to a man, even those left in charge of the horses to a man, even those left in charge of the horses deserting their charge and joining in the fight.  There were four or five hundred Indians engaged, and in their lodges were found quantities of powder and lead . . . Horses and rifles were taken. . . 
The Sacramento Daily Union
(Article Number Four)

Tuesday Morning, February 17, 1863

Incidents of the Fight


Among the many incidents of personal daring, coolness and hair breadth escapes, may be mentioned the following:


Colonel Connor remaind [sic] seated on his horse the greater portion of the time motionless, during the entire engagement, never exceeding a hundred yards from the main body of the Indians, and escaped without a scratch, and to all outward appearances he was a cool as if looking on a dress parade.

+ 0 +


Major McGarry, seated on a stone gray horse, was actively engaged in warming his fingers by slapping them violently against his chest, at the same time exclaiming, “Give it to them, boys!”  Still later in the day, he directed the attention to one of his men to an Indian, telling him to shoot Mr. Indian, which being done, the Major said, “Thank you, sir; there’s another one – shoot him.”  The Major also remained on his horse throughout the entire engagement.

+ 0 +


Among the men, might be mentioned the circumstances of an enlisted man of Company K, Calvary, sitting on the edge of the bank, holding his gun over his knee, and declaring very earnestly to the Indians in the ravine, “I’ll pull  the snapper!” and he did pull it to good effect.

+ 0 +


A man of Company K, Infantry, finding his piece unserviceable, entered into a partnership with a man belonging to Company M of the Cavalry, who was using a fine sighted rifle with ball and patching, and would prepare the ball and patching for the cavalry man and then point out his Indian for him, and every crack of that gun brought down his redskin, which contributed largely to the enjoyment of both over such an arrangement.

+ 0 +


Lieutenant Quinn is reported, while passing among the dead, to have seen a big Indian lying among the killed without himself having marks of injury.  To test his health the Lieutenant gave him a dig with his spur which caused the Indian to shrug his shoulders.  The revolver was soon at this ear, but snapped, on which the Indian sprang up and seized it; being much larger than the Lieutenant the Indian would have soon overpowered him, only for the fortunate arrival of another volunteer, who in an instant blew the redskin out of trouble.
+ 0 +


A Sergeant of Company K, Cavalry, had a fair duel with an Indian for some time, to the great amusement of lookers-on, each of them popping away at the other with great earnestness.  At the last fire, which was simultaneous on both sides, the work was accomplished; the Indian got the Sergeant’s ball through the head, but the Volunteer, “ducking” the moment he drew the trigger, the Indian’s ball flew over him.

+ 0 +


Lieutenant Conrad had a ball tear through his coat.  Two enlisted men of Company M, Calvary, had the skin cut close from their scalps without injuring them any further.  Another man had a button of his overcoat struck by a ball and completely leveled.  Another had a ball strike him on his belt plate and flatten there.  Another had a ball strike a miniature in his jacket pocket and cut the lady’s head from the body.
*Accounts of the fight appeared in other newspapers during February, 1863, including Napa and Stockton in California and the Deseret News, Salt Lake City.  The coverage was similar to that already presented, even by the Deseret News (February 4) whose lead was:--

“Col. Connor and the Volunteers who went north last week to look after the Indians on Bear River have in a very short space of time done a larger amount of Indian killing than ever fell to the lot of any single expedition of which we have any knowledge.  General Harney obtained a world-wide reputation for a much less piece of work – possibly the California influence with the War Department will see that the Colonel receives that Brigadier’s Commission of which all around him too think him so deserving . . . “

One who signed as ‘W.L.U.’ wrote on account for the Stockton Daily Independent February 17, 1863k and this paragraph was included in the coverage:--

“Col. Connor gave strict orders against killing women and children, of whom, contrary to precedent, thee wee quite a large number in the camp.  A few were slightly wounded, and I believe one killed by a member of the cavalry, who was immediately notified by Col.Connor that if the offense was repeated he would have his BRAINS BLOWN OUT.  At the conclusion of the engagement, 114 women and children were allowed to go whiter they listed.”

New York Times (editorial), February 25, 1863:--


“Col. Connor’s victory will prove a dear-bought one.  However, let us hope to the contrary.


“There is one thing, however, which does not seem just the thing.  Here are the California Volunteers located in the midst of the Territory.  They go out a hundred miles or more and fight the Indians, and then return under the shadow of Great Salt Lake City, leaving the redskins in no very amiable mood.  When the savage is “mad,” as he terms it, he is not very discriminating between friend or foe, provided they be whites.  Innocent or guilty of offence to him, he recks [sic] not.  Of course, it is foolish to suppose the Indians will be chivralic [sic] enough to seek out his enemy in Camp Douglas.  No, the unprotected out-settlements, and the weak-handed parties who travel from one distant settlement to

 another, as well as small emigrant companies, are the persons who will feel the weight of Indian wrath, and that unawares.  


From “Passing of the Redman”  (Franklin County Historical Society and Monument Committee, Preston, Idaho, 1917)

. . . As was stated by Colonel Connor, the intense cold and the condition of the wounded rendered an immediate move from the field imperative.  Many of the settlers furnished teams and wagons or sleights with which to haul the wounded and dead from the field.  These were taken back to Franklin where the settlers did all in their power to relieve the suffering of the living and make them comfortable.  Good, clean straw was put in the meeting house, and beds were made upon it for the wounded.  Several of the settlers went to Salt Lake along with the command to assist.

Many of the pioneers who lived in Franklin at that time and who opened their homes to the soldiers, declare that they did it freely and without charge as they felt they had been rendered a great service by the boys in blue.

There is quite a discrepancy between the number of Indians reported killed by Colonel Connor and the number of dead Indians actually counted by men who live in Franklin today, but the difference many be accounted for when we consider the Colonel’s haste to get his wounded men to shelter.  In his report Colonel Connor reports 224 dead Indians, but that the number was very much greater is certain.  The colonel also reported that one hundred and sixty squaws and children were taken captive, whereas, a number of living pioneers declare that the number of living souls who came through the bloodly [sic] fight was very small.  It must be remembered that the women fought as desperately as the men and all fought like tigers.

It is reported that a young drummer boy fell wounded, and that while lying upon the snow two Indian lads, mere infants, ran out with their case knives and attempted to cut his throat, and might have succeeded had their efforts not been stopped by the Colonel himself.

A few Indian babies and squaws were taken to Franklin where they were cared for by the kind hearted people. . . .

Colonel Connor was mistaken, too, when he reported that Chief Sagwitch was among the killed.  Some of the pioneers declare that the cunning old chief was not present at the battle at all, while a few say he was present and escaped.  Which ever version is correct, it is certain that he was not killed on that day as he was shot many years later near Brigham City, Utah.  The son (*nephew) of Chief Sagwitch was in the battle and escaped in a very daring fashion.  He ran toward the river during the engagement with several soldiers in hot pursuit.  Upon reaching the bank he fell into the water as though dead, while the soldiers’ volley whistled harmlessly overhead.

He floated under the ice and made for an air hole where he clung with his head just out of the water enough to allow him to breathe freely.  While in this position, the soldiers sighted him and fired upon him.  He withdrew momentarily from the opening, receiving only a wounded thumb.  The soldiers returned to the battle field and the courageous young fellow swam to a bunch of willows, where he lay hidden for several hours in the intense cold..  How escaped being frozen is a wonder.
This man was interviewed at his home in Washakie a few years ago by S.P. Morgan.  He told Mr. Morgan that twenty-two young bucks escaped in various ways from the vigilant Connor.  He also stated that the Indians had planned to raid the white settlements as soon as spring should open up.

Bear Hunter, the leading chief and as villainous an old fox as ever wore buckskins, was found dead by his fire.  Evidence pointed to the fact that he had been engaged in moulding bullets when death came.

The battle was a very important one to this state, as it marked the close of the real Indian troubles of this section of the territory.  The Indians were taught a lesson that remained with them for many years.  While it seems cruel to us when we look back upon the affair, yet we must remember that those were the days of the primitive – the fittest survived.

The State of Idaho, many feel, owe the brave lads who faced the dangers of a one hundred and forty mile march in the coldest weather of winter, a debt of gratitude which can never be paid to them personally, but which can be paid to their memory in a manner that will not only show its appreciation of the services rendered it, but which will add beauty and interest to the historic scenes of their death.

. . .. (The Monument) will be placed on the exact spot where the sacrifices were made, and will be adjacent to one of our most important roads where strangers as well as our own people may read the story of the event and look upon the monument not alone as commemorating the struggles of the advancing civilization, but also a testimony of established peace between the white man and his wild brother. 

*Note:  the campaign to erect the marker was sidetracked by events of World War One; it was revived in the late 1920’s by the Franklin County Daughters of Pioneers who dedicated it in 1932.
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Mural from the Post Office in Preston, Idaho depicting the event at Bear River.
The Trail Blazer
History of the Development of Southeastern Idaho

Daughters of Pioneers, Preston, Idaho, 1930

Marie Danielson, compiler:--

. . . Willlam Hull, now of Hooper, Utah relates the following interesting incidents, the account of which seems to be about the most accurate obtainable relative to the massacre and events:


About five o’clock in the evening, January (*28) 1863, three Indians, belonging to Chief Bear Hunter’s tribe, who were camped on Bear River, came to my father’s home with three pack horses and an order from the Bishop for nine bushels of wheat; the Indian boys went with me and helped.


We had two of the three horses loaded, having put three bushels on each horse (one and a half bushels in each sack) when I looked up and saw the soldiers approaching from the south.


I said to the Indian boys:  “Here comes the ‘Toquashos’ (Indian word for soldiers) “maybe Indians will all be killed, maybe Toquashos killed too.”


Not waiting, however, for the third horse to be loaded they quickly jumped upon their horses . . . disappearing toward the north.


That night the soldiers camped outside the Fort.


The next morning about three o’clock the soldiers left for the Indian camp on Bear River.  Jim Henry and I followed the baggage wagon all the way to the scene of the battle.  We arrived there about nine o’clock, just as the sun was throwing its faint rays upon cold, white Mother Nature.  The air was crisp and clear. The voice could be heard plainly at a great distance.


As the soldiers came in sight of the Indians, on the banks above the Bear River, Chief Bear Hunter swinging his buffalo robe in the air came forward and shouted, “Come on you California ---- ----. We’re ready for you!”


This threat made the Colonel very angry and he rushed his cavalry pell-mell down the hill and across the river.  The fight began at once.  The Colonel discovered his mistake when he saw many of his men killed by the Indians and ordered his cavalry back.


The company was then divided and sent down upon the Indians from two different directions; the soldiers on foot were ordered to cross the river when the cavalry were in position north and east of the Indians.


The Colonel commanded, “Kill everything – Nits made lice.”


The fight began again in earnest.  The soldiers used their bayonets; the Indians swung their tomahawks.  The soldiers who crossed the river were forced to fight in their wet clothes, many fell wounded and were frozen to death.


The scene was terrible when hand to hand fighting began.  In the midst of the fight we saw seven young bucks each take one of the soldiers’ horses (the soldiers having been killed by the first volley) and gallop towards the northeast.


The fight lasted about two hours; it was found that more wounded soldiers had been frozen to death than had been killed in the fight.


From our position by the baggage wagon it appeared that the Indians had been entirely annihilated.


The soldiers returned to Franklin about seven o’clock that evening (*actually the next evening).  The people under the direction of Bishop Thomas prepared places to make the soldiers comfortable for the night.  Straw was hauled to the meeting house, beds wee made and fires were built.  Some of the soldiers were given beds in the homes of the people; in fact a united effort was made to administer comfort to the weary wounded fighters.

The Trail Blazer

History of the Development of Southeastern Idaho

Daughters of Pioneers, Preston, Idaho, 1930

Marie Danielson, compiler:-
*The Trail Blazer states:  “ The next morning. . .Bishop Thomas called William Head (Captain of Militia), William Nelson and William Hull to go to the scene of the battle to ascertain if any of the Indians were still alive.  Mr. Hull describes it as follows: -- “-
We drove our sleight as far as the river and rode our horses through the river.  The first sight to greet us was an old Indian walking, slowly with arms folded, his head bowed in grief, lamenting the dead; he didn’t speak to us, and soon left, going toward the north.


Never will I forget the scene, dead bodies were everywhere.  I counted eight deep in one place and in several places they were three to five deep; all in all we counted nearly four hundred; two-thirds of this number being women and children

We found two Indian women alive whose thighs had been broken by the bullets.  Two little boys and one little girl about three years of age were still living.  The little girl was badly wounded having eight flesh wounds in her body.  They were very willing to go with us.  We took them on our horses to the sleigh, and made them as comfortable as possible.


When we arrived in Franklin, Nathan Packer, with the help of others, set the broken bones of the Indian women.  The squaws were taken care of by the people; soon afterwards they joined a tribe of Indians that came to rankling from Bear Lake.
The boys were given good homes. . . .


It is claimed that there were other survivors from the battle, but these five were all who were brought to Franklin by William Hull and his two companions.
Franklin County Citizen

February 1, 1917

William Nelson wrote a letter to the Franklin County Citizen, published February 1, 1917, objecting to some of the statements in Col. Connor’s official report that had been published.  Here are excerpts form Nelson’s letter.

When the army came to Franklin on their way to the battle field many of the soldiers accepted the invitations of the people to go into their homes and cook their suppers.  The people furnished wood for those who remained outside to build large camp fires.  We also furnished hay for their animals and I did not hear of anyone charging the soldiers for such accommodations.

Mr. Connor appeared to be a perfect gentleman and I can hardly believe that he was responsible for that statement. (*Connor said the Mormons were of no help enroute).


The Indians had fortified themselves by building rifle pits along the east bank of the creek and for a short distance along the bank of the river . .  at that time ran northwest at the point where the creek came in . . . These pits completely protected the Indians on the east front, and it was while attempting to come up on this front that the solders [sic] were killed, but when the soldiers separated and some went down the river and others down the creek the Indians became confused and started to run.


Most of them attempted to cross a channel of the river, to an island which was covered with willows and many of them were shot in the attempt, and floated under the ice. . . Some of the dead which were left on the creek bottom were afterward thrown into the river by the Indians, the others were left untouched . .  .I know that many of these Indian bodies were never buried.

“Military History of Cache Valley”
Col. J. H. Martineau


In January , 1863, Col. P.E. Connor, with about 400 United States troops, fought the battle of Bear River. . . The river was full of running ice, but was gallantly forded, many of the men getting wet, and afterwards having their feet and legs frozen.


As the troops advanced they met a deadly fire form the Indian rifles; but without wavering pressed steadily on; and, after a bloody contest of some hours, in which the Indians fought with desperation, the survivors, about one hundred in number, fled.  Pocatello, and Sagwitch, two noted chiefs, escaped, but Bear Hunter was killed while making bullets at a camp fire.  When struck he fell forward into the fire and perished miserably.  For years he had been as a thorn to the settlers, and his death caused regret in none.


A simultaneous attack in front and on both flanks, finally routed the Indians, whose dead, as counted by an eye-witness from Franklin, amounted to three hundred and sixty eight, besides many wounded, who afterward died.  About ninety of the slain were women and children.  The troops found their camp well supplied for winter.  They burnt the camp and captured a large number of horses.


. . . The morning after the battle, and an intensely cold night, a soldier found a dead squaw lying in the snow, with a little infant alive, which was  trying to draw nourishment from her icy breast.  The soldiers, in mercy to the babe, killed it.

On their return the troops remained all night in Logan, the citizens furnishing them supper and breakfast, some parties, the writer 

among the number, entertaining ten or fifteen each. The settlers furnished teams and sleighs to assist in carrying the dead, wounded and frozen to Camp Douglas. .. ..


The victory was of immense value to the settlers of Cache Valley and all the surrounding country.  It broke the spirit and power of the Indians and enabled the settlers to occupy new and choice localities hitherto unsafe.  Peter Maughan, the presiding bishop of the county, pronounced it an interposition of Providence in behalf of the settlers; the soldiers having done what otherwise the colonists would have had to accomplish with great  . . . loss and sacrifice of lives… This was the universal sentiment of the county.  It made the flocks and herds and lives of the people comparatively safe; for though the survivors were enraged against the people of the county, whom  they regarded as in a manner aiding and abetting the troops, they felt themselves too weak to forcibly seek revenge.
Massacre at Bia Ogoi
Copyright @ 1976 by Mae T. Parry

In the Trail Blazer
(Mae Timbimboo Parry, great-granddaughter of Chief Sagwitch, grand-daughter of Yeager.

The Northwestern Shoshones traveled with the changing seasons.  They looked upon the earth not just as a place to live, but they called the earth their mother.  She was the provider of their livelihood.  The mountains, streams and plains stood forever, they said, but the seasons walked around annually.  All things in nature were fixed for the Indian.  In the early fall the Northwesterns moved into the general area of Salmon, Idaho to fish.  After the fishing was over and the fish had been prepared for winter use, they moved into Wyoming to hunt buffalo, elk, moose, and antelope.


It was very important to get the big game, for it meant food, clothing and shelter to them.  In the spring and summer most of their time was spent traveling about Utah.  Here they gathered seeds, berries, roots and also hunted small game.  In late October a move was made into western Utah and parts of Nevada for the gathering of pine nuts. Most of the food was gathered and dried for their winter camping site near Franklin, Idaho.  Little did they realize that in 1863, this area would be a blood bath for them.


The river northwest of Franklin was a very natural place for the Indians to go every winter.  The land along the Bear River had a natural depression and thousands of willows and brush covered the area.  This was also an ideal winter spot for the Northwestern Shoshones because of the natural hot springs that was around this area.  They were sheltered from the winter blizzards by the willows and brush.  Their teepees were warm and they were content. . .

The Northwestern Shoshones gathered in the Franklin area for meetings and winter sports as well as for summer fun.  They took part in foot races, horse races, hockey, dancing, and just general all around fun.  In the winter they used dried deer hides for sleighs.  In the summer the children would dig make believe fox holes along the banks of the Bear River and play Indians at war.  Over the years the holes got larger as the children dug deeper.  They would also sit in their dugouts and fish in the Bear River.  (White history has it that these holes were rifle pits dug out quickly by the Indians as Connor was descending upon them.  This was nearly impossible within an hour’s time because the ground was frozen with ice and snow.)

The Indians from the Eastern Shoshone band and Chief Pocatello’s band always came and joined in the fun.  They competed against each other for prizes.


A few weeks before the massacre of January 29, 1863, the Shoshones all gathered together near Bear River, a the Indian camping ground, and held what is referred to as the Warm Dance.  This certain dance was to bring in the warm weather and drive out the cold.  If Colonel Patrick E. Connor had only known the ways of the Red Man, he would have been able to kill thousands of Indians instead of hundreds.  If the settlers had only known the nature and customs of the Indians they would have sent for Col. Connor and his men the first week of January.



As the Northwestern Shoshones were settling down from the visiting and reminiscing, a few Indian trouble makers decided to go and steal some horses and cattle.  They went into a nearby farmer’s corral, drove the animals out, and headed north. Along the way they killed the cattle and ate them.   . . . 

About the same time some miners and Indians got into a fight and the miners were killed.  These Indians were not from the Northwestern Shoshone group but had come from Chief Pocatello’s band.   The miners’ horses and belongings were taken into their part of the country.  The third incident the Indians believe led to the massacre was another fight between some white boys and some Indians, in which two white boys and two Indian boys were killed.  Again, they were not Northwestern Shoshones involved in this incident.  Because they were Indians, everything was blamed on them.


Because of three incidents, most of the Indians were getting restless.  They could feel that trouble was going to start soon.  The people around Franklin were starting to call the Indians ‘stealing savages’ and ‘beggars’. They did not understand that the Indians were also human with feelings like every one else.  Several Indians were becoming bitter and defensive and were starting to feel that what was theirs was being taken away little by little.  Their seat that extended from coast to coast was being invaded by the whites and they felt that shortly there would be no place to pitch their teepees. They were starting to feel like prisoners in their own country.  Many began to feel like trapped animals whom would fight for their lives up to the end.


On the night of January 27, 1863 one of the older men, by the name of Tin Dup, foresaw the calamity which was about to take place.  In his dream he saw his people being killed by the pony soldiers.  He told the Indians of his dream and told them to move out of the area.

“Do it now, tonight!” he said.


Some families believed Tin Dup’s dream and moved, thus sparing their lives.


In the meantime a white friend of the Indians came to the camp and told them that the settlers of Cache Valley had made plans to get rid of the Northwestern Shoshones and that they had sent an appeal to Colonel Connor to come and settle the Indian affairs once and for all.  Because of this, the Indians knew for days that the Colonel would fire first and not ask any questions.


Chief Sagwitch, being an early riser, got up just as usual on the morning of January 29, 1863.  He left his teepee and stood outside surveying the area around the camp.  The hills to the east of their camp were covered with a steaming mist.  The mist crept lower down the hill and all of a sudden Chief Sagwitch realized what was happening.  The soldiers from Camp Douglas from Salt Lake City had arrived.  The chief was not surprised.  He started calling to the sleeping Indians.  They quickly gathered their bows and arrows, tomahawks and a few rifles.  Some of the Indians were so excited that they gathered up whatever was in sight to fight with.  Some packed up their woven willow winnow pans and baskets and stuck their few rifles through them.  It appeared as though they had shields for protection.


Chief Sagwitch shouted to his people not to shoot first.  He thought that perhaps this military man was a just and wise man.  He thought that the colonel would ask for the guilty men, whom he would have immediately turned over to the soldiers.  He felt that the rest of them would be saved by doing this.  He told his people to be brave and calm.  Many of the Indians ran toward the river and dropped into the snow.  They knew that they were not all guilty but they had no choice but to fight for their lives if attacked.  Some had dropped into the holes the children had dug along the river bank.  Never did the grown men realize that they would be using the children’s play fox holes to await real military soldiers.

Without so much as asking the Indians for the guilty party, the colonel and his men began to fire on the Indians.  But what was an arrow compared to the muskets of the army?  The Indians were being slaughtered like wild rabbits.  Indian men, women, children and babies were being slaughtered left and right.  No butcher could have murdered any better than Colonel Connor and his vicious California volunteers.  Most of the action took place along the river banks and among the willows.


The massacre started early in the morning, according to the Indians, and lasted all day. The Bear River that was frozen solid a few moments before was now starting to flow.  The Northwestern Shoshones were jumping into the river and trying to escape by swimming across the river.  The blazing white snow was now brilliant red with blood.  The willow trees that were used for protection were no bent down as if in defeat.  The old dry leaves which had been clinging to the willows were now flying through the air like whizzing bullets.  


Ray Diamond, a nephew of Chief Sagwitch, was successful in his escape attempt.  He swam across the river and found shelter away from the battle.  He lived to be over one hundred years old.  He told and re-told the massacre of the Battle of Bear River to the younger generations until the time he died.


Many Indian women also jumped into the river and swam with babies upon their backs.  Most of them died.  One Indian lady, Anzie chee, was being chased by the soldiers.  She jumped into the river and went under an overhanging bank.  By keeping her head up under the bank she was saved.  She watched the battle from her hiding place at the same time trying to nurse the shoulder and breast wounds she had received. Anzee chee carried the scars from her wounds for the rest of her life.  She would show them to the young Indian children as she told of the massacre of their people.  She also told of throwing her own small baby into the river where the child drowned and floated down the river with the other dead bodies and bloody red ice.  Another man swam with his buffalo robe upon his back.  The soldiers shot at him but their bullets could not penetrate the buffalo robe.


The Indians who were still alive were calling to their chief to escape so he could be saved.  Chief Sagwitch escaped with a wound in his hand, after having two horses shot from under him.  Another Indian escaped by holding onto the tail of the horse Chief Sagwitch rode across the Bear River.


The very cruelest and meanest killing was that of Chief Bear Hunter.  Perhaps it was the cruelest death in the White-Indian struggle.  Knowing that he was one of the leaders, the soldiers shot Bear Hunter; they whipped him, kicked him and tried several means of torture on him.  Through all of this the old chief did not utter a word, as crying and carrying on was the sign of a coward.  Because he would not die or cry for mercy, the soldiers became very angry.  One of the military men took his rifle, stepped to a burning campfire and heated his bayonet until it was a glowing red.  He then ran the burning hot metal through the chief’s ears.  Chief Bear Hunter went to his maker a man of honor.  He left a wife and children behind.


Yeager Timbimboo, Da boo zee (cotton tail rabbit), a son of Chief Sagwitch, was about twelve yers [sic] old and remembered the fight very well.  He re-told the story several times a year and re-lived the scene in his memory.  He told his story over the years to friends, relatives and grandchildren until the story became imprinted upon their minds.  The grandchildren memorized the story and could repeat it by heart.  Yeager Timbimboo told of feeling excited as any young boy would have during the fighting.  He felt as if he was flying around.  He dashed in and out among the whizzing bullets but was not hit.  He heard cries of pain and saw death all around him.  The little Indian boy kept running around until he came upon a little grass teepee that was so full of people that it was actually moving along the ground.  Inside the grass hut Da boo zee found his grandmother, Que he gup.


She suggested they go outside and lie among the dead.  She feared the soldiers were going to set the teepee on fire any moment.  The boy obeyed and pretended to be dead.

“Keep your eyes closed at all times,” his grandmother whispered.  “Maybe in this way our lives may be saved.”


Yeager Timbimboo and his grandmother lay on the freezing battlefield all day.  At the end of the day the soldiers were moving among the Indians in search of the wounded to put them out of their misery.  Yeager, being a curious boy, wanted to watch the fighting once more.  This nearly cost him is life.  A soldier came upon him and saw that he was alive and looking around.  The military man stood over Yeager, his gun pointing at the young boy’s head ready to fire.  The soldier stared at the boy and the boy at the soldier.


The second time the soldier raised his rifle the little boy knew his time to die was near.  The soldier then lowered his gun and a moment later raised it again.  For some reason he could not complete his task.  He took his rifle down and walked away.  What went through this soldier’s mind will never be known.  Perhaps a power beyond our comprehension stopped this soldier from killing young Yeager so that the story of this massacre could be written.


Yeager Timbimboo got the scolding of his young life.  His grandmother reminded him that he was supposed to remain motionless at all times, keep his eyes closed and play dead.  He had disobeyed and this had nearly cost him life. . . .

Toward evening the field of massacre was silent except for the cries of the wounded soldiers being carried away.  The Northwestern Shoshones who had escaped watched as the wagons left the camp.  As they drove off, the wagon wheels made a very mournful sound as they squeaked along the snow.  Blood drippings could be seen along the trail they left.  The Indians had done some damage to the military with the little they had.  The Indians fought mostly by hand 
By nightfall, the Indians who had escaped were cold, wet and hungry.  There was no food to be found, for soldiers had done a good job of scattering their food on the ground and setting fire to it.  All of the teepees were burnt to the ground except one. The long standing teepee looked as if it were made of net.  This was the teepee of Chief Sagwitch and his family.  After the soldiers had left, Chief Sagwitch made his way to his teepee.  He opened the flap and found his wife lying there dead; beside her was an infant daughter who was still alive.  Sagwitch ordered some others that had come with him to take the baby girl from her mother, put her into her cradle board (kono) and hang her on the branch of a near-by tree.  He hoped that some kind-hearted settler would pick up the infant girl and raise her.  He knew that without nourishment from her mother the baby would die anyway.  His orders were carried out.

The Indians could not believe what had just taken place.  Sagwitch was a very stunned and shocked man, stricken and sad at heart.  He stood idly and mournfully gazed at the scene.  He was remembering that just the day before their camp had been a happy place.  He remembered the many seasons the Northwestern Shoshones had spent in and around Battle Creek on the Bear River.  He sighed and turned away.  Dead Indian bodies were everywhere.  The Indians realized they could not hold proper funeral services for their dead, so many were thrown into the still flowing Bear River.  A water burial was better than having animals eat their bodies.  At this time Chief Sagwitch realized that there were two different worlds in which different people lived.  One group was greedy and wanted everything.  One group made their wished and dreams come true by making themselves the conqueror and the other almost became a vanishing American.. . . . An old medicine man moved among the wounded and sick trying to heal them, but without much success.
A little Indian boy by the name of Bishop (Red clay) told of his survival.  He had chosen to remain in the little wheat grass teepee that was moving along the frozen ground.  When he came out of the teepee he was scared and cold and he wandered around in a dazed condition until he was found by a relative.  In his cold little hands he carried a bowl of frozen pine nut gravy.  Food was so precious to this boy of six years that he clung to this bowl all day.  His father told him that his mother was dead and his baby sister was left hanging in her kono in hopes that someone would pick it up.  The little boy could not utter a word or cry.  His grief was too much.  He was frozen and in deep shock. . . . .

The Indians that survived the battle said that the soldiers stole their buffalo robes and anything else they could take for souvenirs.  They took such things as pelts of small animals to trade with traveling white men who were seeking gold.  They took such things as tomahawks, stone axes, willow baskets, Indian headdresses, bows and arrows and much more.  Perhaps somewhere at Comp Fort Douglas is stored a great collection of Northwestern Shoshone artifacts.

The morning after the massacre the few Indians that remained looked at their destroyed village in horror and disbelief.  They now saw things they had not noticed the night before.  The ground was covered in various colors, red from blood, black from the fires of their teepees and food, and brown from the many seeds and nuts which had been scattered.  There were also blue and purple areas made up of their dried berries.  They noticed pieces of the teepee poles which the soldiers had burned to keep themselves warm.

Approximately thirteen people remembered and told various experiences of the massacre.


The massacre at Bear River added to the extermination of the Northwestern Shoshone Indians.  To them, Colonel Patrick E. Connor was not a great Indian fighter nor a great hero.  He was not fair in his dealings with the Indians.  He shot first and did not give the Indians a chance to explain.  To the Northwestern Shoshone Indians he was an unjust man and a coward.  For years after the attack Indians were heard to say that Colonel Connor was the meanest and the most cruel man they had ever seen or met.  Perhaps his motto was, “The only good Indian is a dead Indian.”  The U.S. Army under Colonel Patrick E. Connor had humiliated the Northwestern Shoshones.  All Colonel Connor wanted was promotion after promotion and that is what he got – Brigadier General Patrick E. Connor.


The American Indian, believing he was a proud race, was humbled and put to shame.  But like all growing things, he sprang up from the humiliation.  He did not hang his head down but he still looked up and forward.
