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CHAPTER 27: The Krupp Monoplane

INTRODUCTION

Its wings still hold the tears from many bullets. The ailerons are still
scorched black, and the exploded Henry machine rifle is bent awkwardly
in its blast port.

The right landing skid is missing, and the frame has been
restraightened. It stands in the left wing of the Air Museum today, next to
the French Devre jet and the X-FU-5 Flying Flapjack, the world's fastest
fighter aircraft.

On its rudder is the swastika, an ugly reminder of days of glory fifty
years ago. A simple plaque describes the aircraft. It reads: 

CRAZY HORSE'S KRUPP MONOPLANE (Captured at the raid on Fort
Carson, January 5, 1882)

GENERAL

1. To study the history of this plane is to delve into one of the most
glorious eras of aviation history. To begin: the aircraft was manufactured
by the Krupp plant at Haavesborg, Netherlands. The airframe was
completed August 3, 1862, as part of the third shipment of Krupp aircraft
to the Confederate States of America under terms of the Agreement of
Atlanta of 1861. It was originally equipped with power plant #311 Zed of
87¼ horsepower, manufactured by the Jumo plant at Nordmung, Duchy
of Austria, on May 3 of the year 1862. Wingspan of the craft is
twenty-three feet, its length is seventeen feet three inches. The aircraft
arrived in the port of Charlotte on September 21, 1862, aboard the
transport Mendenhall, which had suffered heavy bombardment from GAR



picket ships. The aircraft was possibly sent by rail to Confederate Army
Air Corps Center at Fort Andrew Mott, Alabama. Unfortunately, records of
rail movements during this time were lost in the burning of the
Confederate archives at Ittebeha in March 1867, two weeks after the Truce
of Haldeman was signed.

2. The aircraft was damaged during a training flight in December 1862.
Student pilot was Flight Subaltern (Cadet) Neldoo J. Smith, CSAAC; flight
instructor during the ill-fated flight was Air Captain Winslow Homer
Winslow, on interservice instructor-duty loan from the Confederate States
Navy.

Accident forms and maintenance officer's reports indicate that the
original motor was replaced with one of the new 93½ horsepower Jumo
engines which had just arrived from Holland by way of Mexico.

3. The aircraft served routinely through the remainder of Flight
Subaltern Smith's training. We have records 141, which indicate that the
aircraft was one of the first to be equipped with the Henry repeating
machine rifle of the chain-driven type. Until December 1862, all CSAAC
aircraft were equipped with the Sharps repeating rifles of the
motor-driven, low-voltage type on wing or turret mounts.

As was the custom, the aircraft was flown by Flight Subaltern Smith to
his first duty station at Thimblerig Aerodrome in Augusta, Georgia. Flight
Subaltern Smith was assigned to Flight Platoon 2, 1st Aeroscout
Squadron.

4. The aircraft, with Flight Subaltern Smith at the wheel, participated
in three of the aerial expeditions against the Union Army in the Second
Battle of the Manassas. Smith distinguished himself in the first and third
mission. (He was assigned aerial picket duty south of the actual battle
during his second mission.) On the first, he is credited with one kill and
one probable (both bi-wing Airsharks). During the third mission, he
destroyed one aircraft and forced another down behind Confederate lines.
He then escorted the craft of his immediate commander, Air Captain
Dalton Trump, to a safe landing on a field controlled by the Confederates.
According to Trump's sworn testimony, Smith successfully fought off two
Union craft and ranged ahead of Trump's crippled plane to strafe a group



of Union soldiers who were in their flight path, discouraging them from
firing on Trump's smoking aircraft.

For heroism on these two missions, Smith was awarded the Silver Star
and Bar with Air Cluster. Presentation was made on March 3, 1863, by the
late General J. E. B. Stuart, Chief of Staff of the CSAAC.

5. Flight Subaltern Smith was promoted to flight captain on April 12,
1863, after distinguishing himself with two kills and two probables during
the first day of the Battle of the Three Roads, North Carolina. One of his
kills was an airship of the Moby class, with crew of fourteen. Smith shared
with only one other aviator the feat of bringing down one of these
dirigibles during the War of the Secession.

This was the first action the 1st Aeroscout Squadron had seen since
Second Manassas, and Captain Smith seems to have been chafing under
inaction. Perhaps this led him to volunteer for duty with Major John S.
Moseby, then forming what would later become Moseby's Raiders. This
was actually sound military strategy: the CSAAC was to send a unit to
southwestern Kansas to carry out harassment raids against the poorly
defended forts of the far West. These raids would force the Union to send
men and materiel sorely needed at the southern front far to the west,
where they would be ineffectual in the outcome of the war. That this
action was taken is pointed to by some 142 as a sign that the Confederate
States envisioned defeat and were resorting to desperate measures four
years before the Treaty of Haldeman.

At any rate, Captain Smith and his aircraft joined a triple flight of six
aircraft each, which, after stopping at El Dorado, Arkansas, to refuel, flew
away on a westerly course. This is the last time they ever operated in
Confederate states. The date was June 5, 1863.

6. The Union forts stretched from a medium-well-defended line in
Illinois, to poorly garrisoned stations as far west as Wyoming Territory
and south to the Kansas-Indian Territory border. Southwestern Kansas
was both sparsely settled and garrisoned. It was from this area that
Moseby's Raiders, with the official designation 1st Western Interdiction
Wing, CSAAC, operated.

A supply wagon train had been sent ahead a month before from Fort
Worth, carrying petrol, ammunition, and material for shelters. A crude



landing field, hangars, and barracks awaited the eighteen craft.

After two months of reconnaissance (done by mounted scouts due to the
need to maintain the element of surprise, and, more importantly, by the
limited amount of fuel available) the 1st WIW took to the air. The citizens
of Riley, Kansas, long remembered the day: their first inkling that
Confederates were closer than Texas came when motors were heard
overhead and the Union garrison was literally blown off the face of the
map.

7. Following the first raid, word went to the War Department
headquarters in New York, with pleas for aid and reinforcements for all
Kansas garrisons. Thus the CSAAC achieved its goal in the very first raid.
The effects snowballed; as soon as the populace learned of the raid, it
demanded protection from nearby garrisons. Farmers' organizations
threatened to stop shipments of needed produce to eastern depots. The
garrison commanders, unable to promise adequate protection, appealed
to higher military authorities.

Meanwhile, the 1st WIW made a second raid on Abilene, heavily
damaging the railways and stockyards with twenty-five-pound
fragmentation bombs. They then circled the city, strafed the Army
Quartermaster depot, and disappeared into the west.

8. This second raid, and the ensuing clamor from both the public and
the commanders of western forces, convinced the War Department to
divert new recruits and supplies, with seasoned members of the 18th
Aeropursuit Squadron, to the Kansas-Missouri border, near Lawrence.

9. Inclement weather in the fall kept both the 18th AS and the 1st WIW
grounded for seventy-two of the ninety days of the season. Aircraft from
each of these units met several times; the 1st is credited with one kill,
while pilots of the 18th downed two Confederate aircraft on the afternoon
of December 12, 1863.

Both aircraft units were heavily resupplied during this time. The Battle
of the Canadian River was fought on December 18, when mounted
reconnaissance units of the Union and Confederacy met in Indian
territory. Losses were small on both sides, but the skirmish was the first of



what would become known as the Far Western Campaign.

10. Civilians spotted the massed formation of the 1st WIW as early as 10
A.M. Thursday, December 16, 1863. They headed northeast, making a leg
due north when eighteen miles south of Lawrence. Two planes sped ahead
to destroy the telegraph station at Felton, nine miles south of Lawrence.
Nevertheless, a message of some sort reached Lawrence; a Union
messenger on horseback was on his way to the aerodrome when the first
flight of Confederate aircraft passed overhead.

In the ensuing raid, seven of the nineteen Union aircraft were destroyed
on the ground and two were destroyed in the air, while the remaining
aircraft were severely damaged and the barracks and hangars demolished.

The 1st WIW suffered one loss: during the raid a Union clerk attached
for duty with the 18th AS manned an Agar machine rifle position and
destroyed one Confederate aircraft. He was killed by machine rifle fire
from the second wave of planes. Private Alden Evans Gunn was awarded
the Congressional Medal of Honor posthumously for his gallantry during
the attack.

For the next two months, the 1st WIW ruled the skies as far north as
Illinois, as far east as Trenton, Missouri.

THE FAR WESTERN CAMPAIGN

1. At this juncture, the two most prominent figures of the next nineteen
years of frontier history enter the picture: the Oglala Sioux Crazy Horse
and Lieutenant Colonel (Brevet Major General) George Armstrong Custer.
The clerical error giving Custer the rank of Brigadier General is well
known. It is not common knowledge that Custer was considered by the
General Staff as a candidate for Far Western Commander as early as the
spring of 1864, a duty he would not take up until May 1869, when the Far
Western Command was the only theater of war operations within the
Americas.

The General Staff, it is believed, considered Major General Custer for
the job for two reasons: they thought Custer possessed those qualities of
spirit suited to the warfare necessary in the Western Command, and that
the far West was the ideal place for the twenty-three-year-old Boy General.

Crazy Horse, the Oglala Sioux warrior, was with a hunting party far
from Oglala territory, checking the size of the few remaining buffalo herds



before they started their spring migrations. Legend has it that Crazy
Horse and the party were crossing the prairies in early February 1864
when two aircrafts belonging to the 1st WIW passed nearby. Some of the
Sioux jumped to the ground, believing that they were looking on the
Thunderbird and its mate. Only Crazy Horse stayed on his pony and
watched the aircraft disappear into the south. He sent word back by the
rest of the party that he and two of his young warrior friends had gone
looking for the nest of the Thunderbird.

2. The story of the 1st WIW here becomes the story of the shaping of the
Indian wars, rather than part of the history of the last four years of the
War of the Secession. It is well known that increased alarm over the
Kansas raids had shifted War Department thinking: the defense of the far
West changed in importance from a minor matter in the larger scheme of
war to a problem of vital concern. For one thing, the Confederacy was
courting the Emperor Maximilian of Mexico, and through him the French,
into entering the war on the Confederate side. The South wanted arms,
but most necessarily to break the Union submarine blockade. Only the
French Navy possessed the capability.

The Union therefore sent the massed 5th Cavalry to Kansas, and
attached to it the 12th Air Destroyer Squadron and the 2nd Airship
Command.

The 2nd Airship Command, at the time of its deployment, was
equipped with the small pursuit airships known in later days as the
"torpedo ship," from its double-pointed ends. These ships were used for
reconnaissance and light interdiction duties, and were almost always
accompanied by aircraft from the 12th ADS. They immediately set to work
patrolling the Kansas skies from the renewed base of operations at
Lawrence.

3. The idea of using Indian personnel in some phase of airfield
operations in the West had been proposed by Moseby as early as June
1863. The C of C, CSA, disapproved in the strongest possible terms. It was
not a new idea, therefore, when Crazy Horse and his two companions rode
into the airfield, accompanied by the sentries who had challenged them
far from the perimeter. They were taken to Major Moseby for questioning.

Through an interpreter, Moseby learned they were Oglala, not Crows
sent to spy for the Union. When asked why they had come so far, Crazy



Horse replied, "To see the nest of the Thunderbird."

Moseby is said to have laughed 143 and then taken the three Sioux to see
the aircraft. Crazy Horse was said to have been stricken with awe when he
found that men controlled their flight.

Crazy Horse then offered Moseby ten ponies for one of the craft. Moseby
explained that they were not his to give, but his Great Father's, and that
they were used to fight the Yellowlegs from the Northeast.

At this time, fate took a hand: the 12th Air Destroyer Squadron had just
begun operations. The same day Crazy Horse was having his initial
interview with Moseby, a scout plane returned with the news that the 12th
was being reinforced by an airship combat group; the dirigibles had been
seen maneuvering near the Kansas-Missouri border.

Moseby learned from Crazy Horse that the warrior was respected; if not
in his own tribe, then with other Nations of the North. Moseby, with an
eye toward those reinforcements arriving in Lawrence, asked Crazy Horse
if he could guarantee safe conduct through the northern tribes, and land
for an airfield should the present one have to be abandoned.

Crazy Horse answered, "I can talk the idea to the People; it will be for
them to decide."

Moseby told Crazy Horse that if he could secure the promise, he would
grant him anything within his power. Crazy Horse looked out the window
toward the hangars. "I ask that you teach me and ten of my
brother-friends to fly the Thunderbirds. We will help you fight the
Yellowlegs."

Moseby, expecting requests for beef, blankets, or firearms was taken
aback. Unlike the others who had dealt with the Indians, he was a man of
his word. He told Crazy Horse he would ask his Great Father if this could
be done. Crazy Horse left, returning to his village in the middle of March.
He and several warriors traveled extensively that spring, smoking the pipe,
securing permissions from the other Nations for safe conduct for the Gray
White Men through their hunting lands. His hardest task came in
convincing the Oglala themselves that the airfield be built in their
southern hunting grounds.

Crazy Horse, his two wives, seven warriors and their women, children,
and belongings rode into the CSAAC airfield in June, 1864.

4. Moseby had been granted permission from Stuart to go ahead with



the training program. Derision first met the request within the southern
General Staff when Moseby's proposal was circulated. Stuart, though not
entirely sympathetic to the idea, became its champion. Others objected,
warning that ignorant savages should not be given modern weapons.
Stuart reminded them that some of the good Tennessee boys already flying
airplanes could neither read nor write.

Stuart's approval arrived a month before Crazy Horse and his band
made camp on the edge of the airfield.

5. It fell to Captain Smith to train Crazy Horse. The Indian became
what Smith, in his journal, 144 describes as "the best natural pilot I have
seen or it has been my pleasure to fly with." Part of this seems to have
come from Smith's own modesty; by all accounts, Smith was one of the
finer pilots of the war.

The operations of the 12th ADS and the 2nd Airship Command ranged
closer to the CSAAC airfield. The dogfights came frequently and the
fighting grew less gentlemanly. One 1st WIW fighter was pounced by three
aircraft of the 12th simultaneously: they did not stop firing even when the
pilot signaled that he was hit and that his engine was dead. Nor did they
break off their runs until both pilot and craft plunged into the Kansas
prairie. It is thought that the Union pilots were under secret orders to kill
all members of the 1st WIW. There is some evidence 145 that this rankled
with the more gentlemanly of the 12th Air Destroyer Squadron.
Nevertheless, fighting intensified.

A flight of six more aircraft joined the 1st WIW some weeks after the
Oglala Sioux started their training: this was the first of the ferry flights
from Mexico through Texas and Indian territory to reach the airfield.
Before the summer was over, a dozen additional craft would join the
Wing; this before shipments were curtailed by Juarez's revolution against
the French and the ouster and execution of Maximilian and his family.

Smith records 146 that Crazy Horse's first solo took place on August 14,
1864, and that the warrior, though deft in the air, still needed practice on
his landings. He had a tendency to come in overpowered and to stall his
engine out too soon. Minor repairs were made on the skids of the craft
after this flight.

All this time, Crazy Horse had flown Smith's craft. Smith, after another
week of hard practice with the Indian, pronounced him "more qualified
than most pilots the CSAAC in Alabama turned out" 147 and signed over the



aircraft to him. Crazy Horse begged off. Then, seeing that Smith was
sincere, he gave the captain many buffalo hides. Smith reminded the
Indian that the craft was not his: during their off hours, when not
training, the Indians had been given enough instruction in military
discipline as Moseby, never a stickler, thought necessary. The Indians had
only a rudimentary idea of government property. Of the seven other
Indian men, three were qualified as pilots; the other four were given
gunner positions in the Krupp bi-wing light bombers assigned to the
squadron.

Soon after Smith presented the aircraft to Crazy Horse, the captain took
off in a borrowed monoplane on what was to be the daily weather flight
into northern Kansas. There is evidence148 that it was Smith who
encountered a flight of light dirigibles from the 2nd Airship Command
and attacked them single-handedly. He crippled one airship; the other was
rescued when two escort planes of the 12th ADS came to its defense. They
raked the attacker with withering fire. The attacker escaped into the
clouds.

It was not until 1897, when a group of schoolchildren on an outing
found the wreckage, that it was known that Captain Smith had brought
his crippled monoplane within five miles of the airfield before crashing
into the rolling hills.

When Smith did not return from his flight, Crazy Horse went on a vigil,
neither sleeping nor eating for a week. On the seventh day, Crazy Horse
vowed vengeance on the man who had killed his white friend.

6. The devastating Union raid of September 23, 1864, caught the
airfield unawares. Though the Indians were averse to fighting at night,
Crazy Horse and two other Sioux were manning three of the four craft
which got off the ground during the raid. The attack had been carried out
by the 2nd Airship Command, traveling at twelve thousand feet, dropping
fifty-pound fragmentation bombs and shrapnel canisters. The shrapnel
played havoc with the aircraft on the ground. It also destroyed the mess
hall and enlisted barracks and three teepees. The dirigibles turned away
and were running fast before a tail wind when Crazy Horse gained their
altitude. The gunners on the dirigibles filled the skies with tracers from
their light .30-30 machine rifles. Crazy Horse's monoplane was equipped
with a single Henry .41-40 machine rifle. Unable to get in close killing
distance, Crazy Horse and his companions stood off beyond range of the
lighter Union guns and raked the dirigibles with heavy machine rifle fire.



They did enough damage to force one airship down twenty miles from its
base, and to ground two others for two days while repairs were made. The
intensity of fire convinced the airship commanders that more than four
planes had made it off the ground, causing them to continue their
headlong retreat.

Crazy Horse and the others returned, and brought off the second
windfall of the night; a group of 5th Cavalry raiders were to have attacked
the airfield in the confusion of the airship raid and burn everything still
standing. On their return flight, the four craft encountered the cavalry
unit as it began its charge across open ground.

In three strafing runs, the aircraft killed thirty-seven men and wounded
fifty-three, while twenty-nine were taken prisoner by the airfield's
defenders. Thus, in his first combat mission for the CSAAC, Crazy Horse
was credited with saving the airfield against overwhelming odds.

7. Meanwhile, Major General George A. Custer had distinguished
himself at the Battle of Gettysburg. A few weeks after the battle, he
enrolled himself in the GAR jump school at Watauga, New York. Howls of
outrage came from the General Staff; Custer quoted the standing order,
"any man who volunteered and of whom the commanding officer
approved," could be enrolled. Custer then asked, in a letter to C of S, GAR,
"how any military leader could be expected to plan manuevers involving
parachute infantry when he himself had never experienced a drop, or
found the true capabilities of the parachute infantryman?" 149 The Chief of
Staff shouted down the protest. There were mutterings among the General
Staff150 to the effect that the real reason Custer wanted to become
jump-qualified was so that he would have a better chance of leading the
Invasion of Atlanta, part of whose contingency plans called for attacks by
airborne units.

During the three-week parachute course, Custer became acquainted
with another man who would play an important part in the Western
Campaign, Captain (Brevet Colonel) Frederick W. Benteen. Upon
graduation from the jump school, Brevet Colonel Benteen assumed
command of the 505th Balloon Infantry, stationed at Chicago, Illinois, for
training purposes. Colonel Benteen would remain commander of the
505th until his capture at the Battle of Montgomery in 1866. While he was
prisoner of war, his command was given to another, later to figure in the
Western Campaign, Lieutenant Colonel Myles W. Keogh.

Custer, upon successful completion of jump school, returned to his



command of the 6th Cavalry Division, and participated throughout the
remainder of the war in that capacity. It was he who led the successful
charge at the Battle of the Cape Fear which smashed Lee's flank and
allowed the 1st Infantry to overrun the Confederate position and capture
that southern leader. Custer distinguished himself and his command up
until the cessation of hostilities in 1867.

8. The 1st WIW, CSAAC, moved to a new airfield in Wyoming Territory
three weeks after the raid of September 24. At the same time, the 2nd
WIW was formed and moved to an outpost in Indian territory. The 2nd
WIW raided the Union airfield, took it totally by surprise, and inflicted
casualties on the 12th ADS and 2nd AC so devastating as to render them
ineffectual. The 2nd WIW then moved to a second field in Wyoming
Territory. It was here, following the move, that a number of Indians,
including Black Man's Hand, were trained by Crazy Horse.

9. We leave the history of the 2nd WIW here. It was redeployed for the
defense of Montgomery. The Indians and aircraft in which they trained
were sent north to join the 1st WIW. The 1st WIW patrolled the skies of
Indiana, Nebraska, and the Dakotas. After the defeat of the 12th ADS and
the 2nd AC, the Union forstalled attempts to retaliate until the cessation
of southern hostilities in 1867.

We may at this point add that Crazy Horse, Black Man's Hand, and the
other Indians sometimes left the airfield during periods of long inactivity.
They returned to their Nations for as long as three months at a time. Each
time Crazy Horse returned, he brought one or two pilot or gunner recruits
with him. Before the winter of 1866, more than thirty per cent of the 1st
WIW were Oglala, Sansarc Sioux, or Cheyenne.

The South, losing the war of attrition, diverted all supplies to Alabama
and Mississippi in the fall of 1866. None were forthcoming for the 1st
WIW, though a messenger arrived with orders for Major Moseby to return
to Texas for the defense of Fort Worth, where he would later direct the
Battle of the Trinity. That Moseby was not ordered to deploy the 1st WIW
to that defense has been considered by many military strategists as a "lost
turning point" of the battle for Texas. Command of the 1st WIW was
turned over to Acting Major (Flight Captain) Natchitoches Hooley.



10. The loss of Moseby signaled the end of the 1st WIW. Not only did the
nondeployment of the 1st to Texas cost the South that territory, it also left
the 1st in an untenable position, which the Union was quick to realize. The
airfield was captured in May 1867 by a force of five hundred cavalry and
three hundred infantry sent from the battle of the Arkansas, and a like
force, plus aircraft, from Chicago. Crazy Horse, seven Indians, and at least
five Confederates escaped in their monoplanes. The victorious Union
troops were surprised to find Indians at the field. Crazy Horse's people
were eventually freed; the Army thought them to have been hired by the
Confederates to hunt and cook for the airfield. Moseby had provided for
this in contingency plans long before; he had not wanted the Plains tribes
to suffer for Confederate acts. The Army did not know, and no one
volunteered the information, that it had been Indians doing the most
considerable amount of damage to the Union garrisons lately.

Crazy Horse and three of his Indians landed their craft near the Black
Hills. The Cheyenne helped them carry the craft, on travois, to caves in the
sacred mountains. Here they mothballed the planes with mixtures of pine
tar and resins, and sealed up the caves.

11. The aircraft remained stored until February 1872. During this time,
Crazy Horse and his Oglala Sioux operated, like the other Plains Indians,
as light cavalry, skirmishing with the Army and with settlers up and down
the Dakotas and Montana. George Armstrong Custer was appointed
commander of the new 7th Cavalry in 1869. Stationed first at Chicago (Far
Western Command headquarters) they later moved to Fort Abraham
Lincoln, Nebraska.

A column of troops moved against Indians on the warpath in the winter
of 1869. They reported a large group of Indians encamped on the Washita
River. Custer obtained permission for the 505th Balloon Infantry to join
the 7th Cavalry. From that day on, the unit was officially Company I
(Separate Troops), 7th U. S. Cavalry, though it kept its numerical
designation. Also attached to the 7th was the 12th Airship Squadron, as
Company J.

Lieutenant Colonel Keogh, acting commander of the 505th for the last
twenty-one months, but who had never been on jump status, was
appointed by Custer as commander of K Company, 7th Cavalry.

It was known that only the 505th Balloon Infantry and the 12th Airship
Squadron were used in the raid on Black Kettle's village. Black Kettle was
a treaty Indian, "walking the white man's road." Reports have become



garbled in transmission: Custer and the 505th believed they were jumping
into a village of hostiles.

The event remained a mystery until Kellogg, the Chicago
newspaperman, wrote his account in 1872. 151 The 505th, with Custer in
command, flew the three (then numbered, after 1872, named) dirigibles
No. 31, No. 76, and No. 93, with seventy-two jumpers each. Custer was in
the first "stick" on Airship 76. The three sailed silently to the sleeping
village. Custer gave the order to hook up at 5:42 Chicago time, 4:42 local
time, and the 505th jumped into the village. Black Kettle's people were
awakened when some of the balloon infantry crashed through their
teepees, others died in their sleep. One of the first duties of the infantry
was to moor the dirigibles; this done, the gunners on the airships opened
up on the startled villagers with their Gatling and Agar machine rifles.
Black Kettle himself was killed while waving an American flag at Airship
No. 93.

After the battle, the men of the 505th climbed back up to the moored
dirigibles by rope ladder, and the airships departed for Fort Lincoln. The
Indians camped downriver heard the shooting and found horses
stampeded during the attack. When they came to the village, they found
only slaughter. Custer had taken his dead (3, one of whom died during the
jump by being drowned in the Washita) and wounded (12) away.

They left 307 dead men, women, and children, and 500 slaughtered
horses.

There were no tracks leading in and out of the village except those of
the frightened horses. The other Indians left the area, thinking the white
men had magicked it.

Crazy Horse is said152 to have visited the area soon after the massacre. It
was this action by the 7th which spelled their doom seven years later.

12. Black Man's Hand joined Crazy Horse; so did other former 1st WIW
pilots, soon after Crazy Horse's two-plane raid on the airship hangars at
Bismark, in 1872. For that mission, Crazy Horse dropped
twenty-five-pound fragmentation bombs tied to petrol canisters. The
shrapnel ripped the dirigibles, the escaping hydrogen was ignited by the
burning petrol: all—hangars, balloons, and maintenance crews—were lost.

It was written up as an unreconstructed Confederate's sabotage; a
somewhat ignominious former southern major was eventually hanged on
circumstantial evidence. Reports by sentries that they heard aircraft just



before the explosions were discounted. At the time, it was believed the
only aircraft were those belonging to the Army, and the carefully licensed
commercial craft.

13. In 1874, Custer circulated rumors that the Black Hills were full of
gold. It has been speculated that this was used to draw miners to the area
so the Indians would attack them; then the cavalry would have unlimited
freedom to deal with the Red Man. 153 Also that year, those who had
become Agency Indians were being shorted in their supplies by members
of the scandal-plagued Indian Affairs Bureau under President Grant.
When these left the reservations in search of food, the cavalry was sent to
"Bring them back." Those who were caught were usually killed.

The Sioux ignored the miners at first, expecting the gods to deal with
them. When this did not happen, Sitting Bull sent out a party of two
hundred warriors, who killed every miner they encountered. Public
outrage demanded reprisals; Sheridan wired Custer to find and punish
those responsible.

14. Fearing what was to come, Crazy Horse sent Yellow Dog and Red
Chief with a war party of five hundred to raid the rebuilt Fort Phil Kearny.
This they did successfully, capturing twelve planes and fuel and
ammunition for many more. They hid these in the caverns with the 1st
WIW craft.

The Army would not have acted as rashly as it did had it known the
planes pronounced missing in the reports on the Kearny raid were being
given into the hands of experienced pilots.

The reprisal consisted of airship patrols which strafed any living thing
on the plains. Untold thousands of deer and the few remaining buffalo
were killed. Unofficial counts list as killed a little more than eight hundred
Indians who were caught in the open during the next eight months.

Indians who jumped the agencies and who had seen or heard of the
slaughter streamed to Sitting Bull's hidden camp on the Little Big Horn.
They were treated as guests, except for the Sansarcs, who camped a little
way down the river. It is estimated there were no less than ten thousand
Indians, including some four thousand warriors, camped along the river
for the Sun Dance ceremony of June 1876.

A three-pronged-pincers movement for the final eradication of the



Sioux and Cheyenne worked toward them. The 7th Cavalry, under Keogh
and Major Marcus Reno, set out from Fort Lincoln during the last week of
May. General George Crook's command was coming up the Rosebud. The
gunboat Far West, with three hundred reserves and supplies, steamed to
the mouth of the Big Horn River. General Terry's command was coming
from the northwest. All Indians they encountered were to be killed.

Just before the Sun Dance, Crazy Horse and his pilots got word of the
movement of Crook's men up the Rosebud, hurried to the caves, and
prepared their craft for flight. Only six planes were put in working
condition in time. The other pilots remained behind while Crazy Horse,
Black Man's Hand, and four others took to the skies. They destroyed two
dirigibles, soundly trounced Crook, and chased his command back down
the Rosebud in a rout. The column had to abandon its light armored
vehicles and fight its way back, on foot for the most part, to safety.

15. Sitting Bull's vision during the Sun Dance is well known.154 He told it
to Crazy Horse, the warrior who would see that it came true, as soon as
the aviators returned to camp.

Two hundred fifty miles away, "Chutes and Saddles" was sounded on
the morning of June 23, and the men of the 505th Balloon Infantry
climbed aboard the airships Benjamin Franklin, Samuel Adams, John
Hancock, and Ethan Allen. Custer was first man on stick one of the
Franklin. The Ethan Allen carried a scout aircraft which could hook up or
detach in flight; the bi-winger was to serve as liaison between the three
armies and the airships.

When Custer bade goodbye to his wife, Elizabeth, that morning, both
were in good spirits. If either had an inkling of the fate which awaited
Custer and the 7th three days away, on the bluffs above a small stream,
they did not show it.

The four airships sailed from Fort Lincoln, their silver sides and
shark-tooth mouths gleaming in the sun, the eyes painted on the noses
looking west. On the sides were the crossed sabers of the cavalry; above
the numeral 7; below the numerals 505. It is said that they looked
magnificent as they sailed away for their rendezvous with destiny. 155

16. It is sufficient to say that the Indians attained their greatest victory
over the Army, and almost totally destroyed the 7th Cavalry, on June



25-26, 1876, due in large part to the efforts of Crazy Horse and his
aviators. Surprise, swiftness, and the skill of the Indians cannot be
discounted, nor can the military blunders made by Custer that morning.
The repercussions of that summer day rang down the years, and the
events are still debated. The only sure fact is that the U. S. Army lost its
prestige, part of its spirit, and more than four hundred of its finest
soldiers in the battle.

17. While the demoralized commands were sorting themselves out, the
Cheyenne and Sioux left for the Canadian border. They took their aircraft
with them, on travois. With Sitting Bull, Crazy Horse and his band settled
just across the border. The aircraft were rarely used again until the attack
on the camp by the combined Canadian-U. S. Cavalry offensive of 1879.
Crazy Horse and his aviators, as they had done so many times before,
escaped with their aircraft, using one of the planes to carry their
remaining fuel. Two of the nine craft were shot down by a Canadian
battery.

Crazy Horse, sensing the end, fought his way, with men on horseback
and the planes on travois, from Montana to Colorado. After learning of the
death of Sitting Bull and Chief Joseph, he took his small band as close as
he dared to Fort Carson, where the cavalry was amassing to wipe out the
remaining American Indians.

He assembled his men for the last time. He made his proposal; all
concurred and joined him for a last raid on the Army. The five remaining
planes came in low, the morning of January 5, 1882, toward the Army
airfield. They destroyed twelve aircraft on the ground, shot up the hangars
and barracks, and ignited one of the two ammunition dumps of the
stockade. At this time, Army gunners manned the William's machine
cannon batteries (improved by Thomas Edison's contract scientists) and
blew three of the craft to flinders. The war gods must have smiled on Crazy
Horse; his aircraft was crippled, the machine rifle was blown askew, the
motor slivered, but he managed to set down intact. Black Man's Hand
turned away; he was captured two months later, eating cottonwood bark
in the snows of Arizona.

Crazy Horse jumped from his aircraft as most of Fort Carson ran
toward him; he pulled two Sharps repeating carbines from the cockpit
and blazed away at the astonished troopers, wounding six and killing one.
His back to the craft, he continued to fire until more than one hundred
infantrymen fired a volley into his body.



The airplane was displayed for seven months at Fort Carson before
being sent to the Smithsonian in Pittsburgh, where it stands today. Thus
passed an era of military aviation.

—LT. GEN. FRANK LUKE, JR.

USAF, Ret.

From the December 2, 1939, issue of Collier's Magazine

Custer's Last Jump?

BY A. R. REDMOND

Few events in American history have captured the imagination so
thoroughly as the Battle of the Little Big Horn. Lieutenant Colonel George
Armstrong Custer's devastating defeat at the hands of Sioux and Cheyenne
Indians in June 1876 has been rendered time and again by such
celebrated artists as George Russell and Frederic Remington. Books,
factual and otherwise, which have been written around or about the battle
would fill an entire library wing. The motion picture industry has on
numerous occasions drawn upon "Custer's Last Jump" for inspiration;
latest in a long line of movieland Custers is Errol Flynn [see photo], who
appears with Olivia deHavilland and newcomer Anthony Quinn in Warner
Brothers' soon-to-be-released They Died With Their Chutes On. The
impetuous and flamboyant Custer was an almost legendary figure long
before the Battle of the Little Big Horn, however. Appointed to West Point
in 1857, Custer was placed in command of Troop G, 2nd Cavalry, in June
1861, and participated in a series of skirmishes with Confederate cavalry
throughout the rest of the year. It was during the First Battle of Manassas,
or Bull Run, that he distinguished himself. He continued to do so in other
engagements—at Williamsburg, Chancel-lorsville, Gettysburg—and rose
rapidly through the ranks. He was twenty-six years old when he received a
promotion to Brigadier General. He was, of course, immediately dubbed
the Boy General. He had become an authentic war hero when the
Northerners were in dire need of nothing less during those discouraging
months between First Manassas and Gettysburg.

With the cessation of hostilities in the East when Bragg surrendered to
Grant at Haldeman, the small hamlet about eight miles from Morehead,



Kentucky, Custer requested a transfer of command. He and his young
bride wound up at Chicago, manned by the new 7th U. S. Cavalry.

The war in the West lasted another few months; the tattered remnants
of the Confederate Army staged last desperate stands throughout Texas,
Colorado, Kansas, and Missouri. The final struggle at the Trinity River in
October 1867 marked the close of conflict between North and South.
Those few Mexican military advisers left in Texas quietly withdrew across
the Rio Grande. The French, driven from Mexico in 1864 when
Maximilian was ousted, lost interest in the Americas when they became
embroiled with the newly united Prussian states.

During his first year in Chicago, Custer familiarized himself with the
airships and aeroplanes of the 7th. The only jump-qualified general officer
of the war, Custer seemed to have felt no resentment at the ultimate fate
of mounted troops boded by the extremely mobile flying machines. The
Ohio-born Boy General eventually preferred traveling aboard the airship 
Benjamin Franklin, one of the eight craft assigned to the 505th Balloon
Infantry (Troop I, 7th Cavalry, commanded by Brevet Colonel Frederick
Benteen) while his horse soldiers rode behind the very capable Captain
(Brevet Lt. Col.) Myles Keogh.

The War Department in Pittsburgh did not know that various members
of the Plains Indian tribes had been equipped with aeroplanes by the
Confederates, and that many had actually flown against the Union
garrisons in the West. (Curiously enough, those tribes which held out the
longest against the Army—most notably the Apaches under Geronimo in
the deep Southwest—were those who did not have aircraft.) The problems
of transporting and hiding, to say nothing of maintaining planes,
outweighed the advantages. A Cheyenne warrior named Brave Bear is said
to have traded his band's aircraft in disgust to Sitting Bull for three
horses. Also, many of the Plains Indians hated the aircraft outright, as
they had been used by the white men to decimate the great buffalo herds
in the early 1860s.

Even so, certain Oglalas, Minneconjous, and Cheyenne did reasonably
well in the aircraft given them by the C. S. Army Air Corps Major John S.
Moseby, whom the Indians called "The Gray White Man" or
"Many-Feathers-in-Hat." The Oglala war chief Crazy Horse [see photo,
overleaf] led the raid on the Bismarck hangars (1872), four months after
the 7th Cavalry was transferred to Fort Abraham Lincoln, Dakota
Territory, and made his presence felt at the Rosebud and Little Big Horn
in 1876. The Cheyenne Black Man's Hand, trained by Crazy Horse himself,
shot down two Army machines at the Rosebud, and was in the flight of



planes that accomplished the annihilation of the 505th Balloon Infantry
during the first phase of the Little Big Horn fiasco.

After the leveling of Fort Phil Kearny in February 1869, Custer was
ordered to enter the Indian territories and punish those who had sought
sanctuary there after the raid. Taking with him 150 parachutists aboard
three airships, Custer left on the trail of a large band of Cheyenne.

On the afternoon of February 25, Lieutenant William van W. Reily,
dispatched for scouting purposes in a Studebaker bi-winger, returned to
report that he had shot up a hunting party near the Washita River. The
Cheyenne, he thought, were encamped on the banks of the river some
twenty miles away. They appeared not to have seen the close approach of
the 7th Cavalry as they had not broken camp.

Just before dawn the next morning, the 505th Balloon Infantry, led by
Custer, jumped into the village, killing all inhabitants and their animals.

For the next five years, Custer and the 7th chased the hostiles of the
Plains back and forth between Colorado and the Canadian border.
Relocated at Fort Lincoln, Custer and an expedition of horse soldiers,
geologists, and engineers discovered gold in the Black Hills. Though the
Black Hills still belonged to the Sioux according to several treaties,
prospectors began to pour into the area. The 7th was ordered to protect
them. The Blackfeet, Minneconjous, and Hunkpapa—Sioux who had left
the warpath on the promise that the Black Hills, their sacred lands, were
theirs to keep for all time—protested, and when protests brought no
results, took matters into their own hands. Prospectors turned up in
various stages of mutilation, or not at all.

Conditions worsened over the remainder of 1875, during which time the
United States Government ordered the Sioux out of the Black Hills. To
make sure the Indians complied, airships patrolled the skies of Dakota
Territory.

By the end of 1875, plagued by the likes of Crazy Horse's Oglala Sioux, it
was decided that there was but one solution to the Plains Indian
problem—total extermination.

At this point, General Phil Sheridan, Commander in Chief of the United
States Army, began working on the practical angle of this new policy
toward the Red Man.

In January 1876, delegates from the Democratic Party approached
George Armstrong Custer at Fort Abraham Lincoln and offered him the
party's presidential nomination on the condition that he pull off a flashy
victory over the red men before the national convention in Chicago in July.



On February 19, 1876, the Boy General's brother Thomas, commander
of Troop C of the 7th, climbed into the observer's cockpit behind
Lieutenant James C. Sturgis and took off on a routine patrol. Their
aeroplane, a Whitney pusher-type, did not return. Ten days later its
wreckage was found sixty miles west of Fort Lincoln. Apparently, Sturgis
and Tom Custer had stumbled on a party of mounted hostiles and,
swooping low to fire or drop a handbomb, suffered a lucky hit from one of
the Indians' firearms. The mutilated remains of the two officers were
found a quarter mile from the wreckage, indicating that they had escaped
on foot after the crash but were caught.

The shock of his brother's death, combined with the Democrat's offer,
were to lead Lieutenant Colonel G. A. Custer into the worst defeat suffered
by an officer of the United States Army.

Throughout the first part of 1876, Indians drifted into Wyoming
Territory from the east and south, driven by mounting pressure from the
Army. Raids on small Indian villages had been stepped up. Waning herds
of buffalo were being systematically strafed by the airships. General Phil
Sheridan received reports of tribes gathering in the vicinity of the Wolf
Mountains, in what is now southern Montana, and devised a strategy by
which the hostiles would be crushed for all time.

Three columns were to converge upon the amassed Indians from the
north, south, and east, the west being blocked by the Wolf Mountains.
General George Crook's dirigibles, light tanks, and infantry were to come
up the Rosebud River. General Alfred Terry would push from the
northeast with infantry, cavalry, and field artillery. The 7th Cavalry was to
move from the east. The Indians could not escape.

Commanded by Captain Keogh, Troops A, C, D, E, F, G, and H of the
7th—about 580 men, not counting civilian teamsters, interpreters, Crow
and Arikara scouts—set out from Fort Lincoln five weeks ahead of the July
1 rendezvous at the junction of the Big Horn and Little Big Horn rivers. A
month later, Custer and 150 balloon infantrymen aboard the airships 
Franklin, Adams, Hancock, and Allen set out on Keogh's trail.

Everything went wrong from that point onward.

The early summer of 1876 had been particularly hot and dry in
Wyoming Territory. Crook, proceeding up the Rosebud, was slowed by the
tanks, which theoretically traveled at five miles per hour but which kept
breaking down from the heat and from the alkaline dust which worked its
way into the engines through chinks in the three-inch armor plate. The
crews roasted. On June 13, as Crook's column halted beside the Rosebud



to let the tanks cool off, six monoplanes dived out of the clouds to attack
the escorting airships Paul Revere and John Paul Jones. Caught by
surprise, the two dirigibles were blown up and fell about five miles from
Crook's position. The infantrymen watched, astonished, as the Indian
aeronauts turned their craft toward them. While the foot soldiers ran for
cover, several hundred mounted Sioux warriors showed up. In the ensuing
rout, Crook lost forty-seven men and all his armored vehicles. He was still
in headlong retreat when the Indians broke off their chase at nightfall.

The 7th Cavalry and the 505th Balloon Infantry linked up by liaison
craft carried by the Ethan Allen some miles southeast of the hostile camp
on the Little Big Horn on the evening of June 24. Neither they, nor Terry's
column, had received word of Crook's retreat, but Keogh's scouts had
sighted a large village ahead.

Custer did not know that this village contained not the five or six
hundred Indians expected, but between eight and ten thousand, of whom
slightly less than half were warriors. Spurred by his desire for revenge for
his brother Tom, and filled with glory at the thought of the Democratic
presidential nomination, Custer decided to hit the Indians before either
Crook's or Terry's columns could reach the village. He settled on a
scaled-down version of Sheridan's tri-pronged movement, and dispatched
Keogh to the south, Reno to the east, with himself and the 505th attacking
from the north. A small column was to wait downriver with the pack train.
On the evening of June 24, George Armstrong Custer waited, secure in the
knowledge that he, personally, would deal the Plains Indians their mortal
blow within a mere twenty-four hours.

Unfortunately, the Indians amassed on the banks of the Little Big
Horn—Oglalas, Minneconjous, Arapaho, Hunkpapas, Blackfeet, Cheyenne,
and so forth—had the idea that white men were on the way. During the
Sun Dance Ceremony the week before, the Hunkpapa chief Sitting Bull
had had a dream about soldiers falling into his camp. The hostiles,
assured of victory, waited.

On the morning of June 25, the Benjamin Franklin, Samuel Adams,
John Hancock, and Ethan Allen drifted quietly over the hills toward the
village. They were looping south when the Indians attacked.

Struck by several spin-stabilized rockets, the Samuel Adams blew up
with a flash that might have been seen by the officers and men riding
behind Captain Keogh up the valley of the Little Big Horn. Eight or twelve
Indians had, in the gray dawn, climbed for altitude above the ships.

Still several miles short of their intended drop zone, the balloon



infantrymen piled out of the burning and exploding craft. Though each
ship was armed with two Gatling rifles fore and aft, the airships were
helpless against the airplanes' bullets and rockets. Approximately one
hundred men, Custer included, cleared the ships. The Indian aviators
made passes through them, no doubt killing several in the air. The 
Franklin and Hancock burned and fell to the earth across the river from
the village. The Allen, dumping water ballast to gain altitude, turned for
the Wolf Mountains. Though riddled by machine rifle fire, it did not
explode and settled to earth about fifteen miles from where now raged a
full-scale battle between increasingly demoralized soldiers and
battle-maddened Sioux and Cheyenne.

Major Reno had charged the opposite side of the village as soon as he
heard the commotion. Wrote one of his officers later: "A solid wall of
Indians came out of the haze which had hidden the village from our eyes.
They must have outnumbered us ten to one, and they were ready for us. ...
Fully a third of the column was down in three minutes."

Reno, fearing he would be swallowed up, pulled his men back across the
river and took up a position in a stand of timber on the riverward slope of
the knoll. The Indians left a few hundred braves to make certain Reno did
not escape and moved off to Reno's right to descend on Keogh's flank.

The hundred-odd parachute infantrymen who made good their escape
from their airship were scattered over three square miles. The ravines and
gullies cutting up the hills around the village quickly filled with mounted
Indians who rode through unimpeded by the random fire of disorganized
balloon infantrymen. They swept them up, on the way to Keogh. Keogh,
unaware of the number of Indians and the rout of Reno's command, got as
far as the north bank of the river before he was ground to pieces between
two masses of hostiles. Of Keogh's command, less than a dozen escaped
the slaughter. The actual battle lasted about thirty minutes.

The hostiles left the area that night, exhausted after their greatest
victory over the soldiers. Most of the Indians went north to Canada; some
escaped the mass extermination of their race which was to take place in
the American West during the next six years.

Terry found Reno entrenched on the ridge the morning of the
twenty-seventh. The scouts sent to find Custer and Keogh could not believe
their eyes when they found the bodies of the 7th Cavalry six miles away.

Some of the men were not found for another two days, Terry and his
men scoured the ravines and valleys. Custer himself was about four miles
from the site of Keogh's annihilation; the Boy General appears to have



been hit by a piece of exploding rocket shrapnel and may have been dead
before he reached the ground. His body escaped the mutilation that befell
most of Keogh's command, possibly because of its distance from the camp.

Custer's miscalculation cost the Army 430 men, four dirigibles (plus the
Studebaker scout from the Ethan Allen), and its prestige. An attempt was
made to make a scapegoat of Major Reno, blaming his alleged cowardice
for the failure of the 7th. Though Reno was acquitted, grumblings
continued up until the turn of the century. It is hoped the matter will be
settled for all time by the opening, for private research, of the papers of
the late President Phil Sheridan. As Commander in Chief, he had access to
a mountain of material which was kept from the public at the time of the
court of inquiry in 1879.

Extract from Huckleberry Among the Hostiles: A Journal

BY MARK TWAIN, EDITED BY BERNARD VAN DYNE

Hutton and Company, New York, 1932.

EDITOR'S NOTE: In November 1886 Clemens drafted a tentative
outline for a sequel to The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, which had
received mixed reviews on its publication in January 1885, but which had
nonetheless enjoyed a second printing within five months of its release.
The proposed sequel was intended to deal with Huckleberry's adventures
as a young man on the frontier. To gather research material firsthand,
Mark boarded the airship Peyton in Cincinnati, Ohio, in mid-December
1886, and set out across the Southwest, amassing copious notes and
reams of interviews with soldiers, frontiersmen, law enforcement officers,
ex-hostiles, at least two notorious outlaws, and a number of less readily
categorized persons. Twain had intended to spend four months out West.
Unfortunately, his wife, Livy, fell gravely ill in late February 1887; Twain
returned to her as soon as he received word in Fort Hood, Texas. He lost
interest in all writing for two years after her death in April 1887. The
proposed novel about Huckleberry Finn as a man was never written: we
are left with 110,000 words of interviews and observations, and an
incomplete journal of the author's second trek across the American
West.—BvD



Feb. 2: A more desolate place than the Indian Territory of Oklahoma
would be impossible to imagine. It is flat the year 'round, stingingly cold
in winter, hot and dry, I am told, during the summer (when the land turns
brown save for scattered patches of greenery which serve only to make the
landscape all the drearier; Arizona and New Mexico are devoid of
greenery, which is to their credit—when those territories elected to
become barren wastelands they did not lose heart halfway, but followed
their chosen course to the end).

It is easy to see why the United States Government swept the few
Indians into God-forsaken Oklahoma, and ordered them to remain there
under threat of extermination. The word "God-forsaken" is the vital clue.
The white men who "gave" this land to the few remaining tribes for as
long as the wind shall blow—which it certainly does in February—and the
grass shall grow (which it does, in Missouri, perhaps) were Christians who
knew better than to let heathen savages run loose in parts of the country
still smiled upon by our heavenly malefactor.

February 4: Whatever I may have observed about Oklahoma from the
cabin of the Peyton has been reinforced by a view from the ground. The
airship was running into stiff winds from the north, so we put in at Fort
Sill yesterday evening and are awaiting calmer weather. I have gone on
with my work.

Fort Sill is located seventeen miles from the Cheyenne Indian
reservation. It has taken me all of a day to learn (mainly from one
Sergeant Howard, a gap-toothed, unwashed Texan who is apparently my
unofficial guardian angel for whatever length of time I am to be marooned
here) that the Cheyenne do not care much for Oklahoma, which is still
another reason why the government keeps them there. One or two
ex-hostiles will leave the reservation every month, taking with them their
wives and meager belongings, and Major Rickards will have to send out a
detachment of soldiers to haul the erring ones back, either in chains or
over the backs of horses. I am told the reservation becomes particularly
annoying in the winter months, as the poor boys who are detailed to
pursue the Indians suffer greatly from the cold. At this, I remarked to
Sergeant Howard that the red man can be terribly inconsiderate, even
ungrateful, in view of all the blessings the white man has heaped upon
him—smallpox, and that French disease, to name two. The good sergeant
scratched his head and grinned, and said, "You're right, sir."

I'll have to make Howard a character in the book.



February 5: Today, I was taken by Major Rickards to meet a Cheyenne
named Black Man's Hand, one of the participants of the alleged massacre
of the 7th Cavalry at the Little Big Horn River in '76. The major had this
one Cheyenne brought in after a recent departure from the reservation.
Black Man's Hand had been shackled and left to dwell upon his past
misdeeds in an unheated hut at the edge of the airport, while two
cold-benumbed privates stood on guard before the door. It was evidently
feared this one savage would, if left unchained, do to Fort Sill that which
he (with a modicum of assistance from four or five thousand of his race)
had done to Custer. I nevertheless mentioned to Rickards that I was
interested in talking to Black Man's Hand, as the Battle of the Little Big
Horn would perfectly climax Huckleberry's adventures in the new book.
Rickards was reluctant to grant permission but gave in abruptly, perhaps
fearing I would model a villain after him.

Upon entering the hut where the Cheyenne sat, I asked Major Rickards
if it were possible to have the Indian's manacles removed, as it makes me
nervous to talk to a man who can rattle his chains at me whenever he
chooses. Major Rickards said no and troubled himself to explain to me the
need for limiting the movement of this specimen of ferocity within the
walls of Fort Sill.

With a sigh, I seated myself across from Black Man's Hand and offered
him one of my cigars. He accepted it with a faint smile. He appeared to be
in his forties, though his face was deeply lined.

He was dressed in ragged leather leggings, thick calf-length woolen
pajamas, and a faded Army jacket. His vest appears to have been
fashioned from an old parachute harness. He had no hat, no footgear, and
no blanket.

"Major Rickards," I said, "this man is freezing to death. Even if he isn't,
I am. Can you provide this hut with a little warmth?"

The fretting major summarily dispatched one of the sentries for
firewood and kindling for the little stove sitting uselessly in the corner of
the hut.

I would have been altogether comfortable after that could I have had a
decanter of brandy with which to force out the inner chill. But Indians are
notoriously incapable of holding liquor, and I did not wish to be the cause
of this poor wretch's further downfall.

Black Man's Hand speaks surprisingly good English. I spent an hour



and a half with him, recording his remarks with as much attention paid to
accuracy as my advanced years and cold fingers permitted. With luck, I'll
be able to fill some gaps in his story before the Peyton resumes its flight
across this griddlecake countryside.

Extract from The Testament of Black Man's Hand

[NOTE: for the sake of easier reading, I have substituted a number of
English terms for these provided by the Cheyenne Black Man's
Hand.—MT]

I was young when I first met the Oglala mystic Crazy Horse, and was
taught by him to fly the Thunderbirds which the one called the Gray
White Man had given him. [The Gray White Man—John S. Moseby,
Major, CSAAC—MT] Some of the older men among the People [as the
Cheyenne call themselves, Major Rickards explains; I assured him that
such egocentricity is by no means restricted to savages—MT] did not think
much of the flying machines and said, "How will we be able to remain
brave men when this would enable us to fly over the heads of our enemies,
without counting coup or taking trophies?"

But the Oglala said, "The Gray White Man has asked us to help him."

"Why should we help him?" asked Two Pines.

"Because he fights the blueshirts and those who persecute us. We have
known for many years that the men who cheated us and lied to us and
killed our women and the buffalo are men without honor, cowards who
fight only because there is no other way for them to get what they want.
They cannot understand why we fight with the Crows and Pawnees—to be
brave, to win honor for ourselves. They fight because it is a means to an
end, and they fight us only because we have what they want. The
blueshirts want to kill us all. They fight to win. If we are to fight them, we
must fight with their own weapons. We must fight to win."

The older warriors shook their heads sorrowfully and spoke of younger
days when they fought the Pawnees bravely, honorably, man-to-man. But I
and several other young men wanted to learn how to control the
Thunderbirds. And we knew Crazy Horse spoke the truth, that our lives
would never be happy as long as there were white men in the world.



Finally, because they could not forbid us to go with the Oglala, only advise
against it and say that the Great Mystery had not intended us to fly, Red
Horse and I and some others went with Crazy Horse. I did not see my
village again, not even at the big camp on the Greasy Grass [Little Big
Horn—MT] where we rubbed out Yellow Hair. I think perhaps the
blueshirts came after I was gone and told Two Pines that he had to leave
his home and come to this flat dead place.

The Oglala Crazy Horse taught us to fly the Thunderbirds. We learned a
great many things about the Gray White Man's machines. With them, we
killed Yellowleg flyers. Soon, I tired of the waiting and the hunger. We
were raided once. It was a good fight. In the dark, we chased the Big Fish
[the Indian word for dirigibles—MT] and killed many men on the ground.

I do not remember all of what happened those seasons. When we were
finally chased away from the landing place, Crazy Horse had us hide the
Thunderbirds in the Black Hills. I have heard the Yellowlegs did not know
we had the Thunderbirds; that they thought they were run by the gray
white men only. It did not matter; we thought we had used them for the
last time.

Many seasons later, we heard what happened to Black Kettle's village. I
went to the place sometime after the battle. I heard that Crazy Horse had
been there and seen the place. I looked for him but he had gone north
again. Black Kettle had been a treaty man: we talked among ourselves that
the Yellowlegs had no honor.

It was the winter I was sick [1872. The Plains Indians and the U. S.
Army alike were plagued that winter by what we would call the influenza.
It was probably brought by some itinerant French trapper.—MT] that I
heard of Crazy Horse's raid on the landing place of the Big Fish. It was
news of this that told us we must prepare to fight the Yellowlegs.

When I was well, my wives and I and Eagle Hawk's band went looking
for Crazy Horse. We found him in the fall. Already, the Army had killed
many Sioux and Cheyenne that summer. Crazy Horse said we must band
together, we who knew how to fly the Thunderbirds. He said we would
someday have to fight the Yellowlegs among the clouds as in the old days.
We only had five Thunderbirds which had not been flown many seasons.
We spent the summer planning to get more. Red Chief and Yellow Dog
gathered a large band. We raided the Fort Kearny and stole many
Thunderbirds and canisters of powder. We hid them in the Black Hills. It
had been a good fight.

It was at this time Yellow Hair sent out many soldiers to protect the



miners he had brought in by speaking false. They destroyed the sacred
lands of the Sioux. We killed some of them, and the Yellowlegs burned
many of our villages. That was not a good time. The Big Fish killed many
of our people.

We wanted to get the Thunderbirds and kill the Big Fish. Crazy Horse
had us wait. He had been talking to Sitting Bull, the Hunkpapa chief.
Sitting Bull said we should not go against the Yellowlegs yet, that we could
only kill a few at a time. Later, he said, they would all come. That would be
the good day to die.

The next year, they came. We did not know until just before the Sun
Dance [about June 10, 1876—MT] that they were coming. Crazy Horse and
I and all those who flew the Thunderbirds went to get ours. It took us two
days to get them going again, and we had only six Thunderbirds flying
when we flew to stop the blue-shirts. Crazy Horse, Yellow Dog, American
Gun, Little Wolf, Big Tall, and I flew that day. It was a good fight. We
killed two Big Fish and many men and horses. We stopped the
Turtles-which-kill [that would be the light armored cars Crook had with
him on the Rosebud River—MT] so they could not come toward the Greasy
Grass where we camped. The Sioux under Spotted Pony killed more on the
ground. We flew back and hid the Thunderbirds near camp.

When we returned, we told Sitting Bull of our victory. He said it was
good, but that a bigger victory was to come. He said he had had a vision
during the Sun Dance. He saw many soldiers and enemy Indians fall out of
the sky on their heads into the village. He said ours was not the victory he
had seen.

It was some days later we heard that a Yellowlegs Thunderbird had
been shot down. We went to the place where it lay. There was a strange
device above its wing. Crazy Horse studied it many moments. Then he
said, "I have seen such a thing before. It carries Thunderbirds beneath one
of the Big Fish. We must get our Thunderbirds. It will be a good day to
die."

We hurried to our Thunderbirds. We had twelve of them fixed now, and
we had on them, besides the quick rifles [Henry machine rifles of calibers
.41-40 or .30-30—MT], the roaring spears [Hale spin-stabilized rockets, of
2½ inch diameter—MT]. We took off before noonday.

We arrived at the Greasy Grass and climbed into the clouds, where we
scouted. Soon, to the south, we saw the dust of many men moving. But
Crazy Horse held us back. Soon we saw why; four Big Fish were coming.
We came at them out of the sun. They did not see us till we were on them.



We fired our roaring sticks, and the Big Fish caught fire and burned. All
except one, which drifted away, though it lost all its fat. Wild Horse, in his
Thunderbird, was shot but still fought on with us that morning. We began
to kill the men on the Big Fish when a new thing happened. Men began to
float down on blankets. We began to kill them as they fell with our quick
rifles. Then we attacked those who reached the ground, until we saw
Spotted Pony and his men were on them. We turned south and killed
many horse soldiers there. Then we flew back to the Greasy Grass and hid
the Thunderbirds. At camp, we learned that many pony soldiers had been
killed. Word came that more soldiers were coming.

I saw, as the sun went down, the women moving among the dead
Men-Who-Float-Down, taking their clothes and supplies. They covered the
ground like leaves in the autumn. It had been a good fight.

So much has been written about that hot June day in 1876, so much
guesswork applied where knowledge was missing. Was Custer dead in his
harness before he reached the ground? Or did he stand and fire at the
aircraft strafing his men? How many reached the ground alive? Did any
escape the battle itself, only to be killed by Indian patrols later that
afternoon, or the next day? No one really knows, and all the Indians are
gone now, so history stands a blank.

Only one thing is certain: for the men of the 7th Cavalry there was only
the reality of the exploding dirigibles, the snap of their chutes deploying,
the roar of the aircraft among them, the bullets, and those terrible last
moments on the bluff. Whatever the verdict of their peers, whatever the
future may reveal, it can be said they did not die in vain.

—The Seventh Cavalry:A History

E. R. BURROUGHS

Colonel, U.S.A., Retired
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