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There was a spot about two hundred yards from the wash house
that only froze over in very cold weather, and opened again dur-
ing the day. The night before was very cold, and this point had
frozen over about half an inch thick. When they reached this
point, Harney was just ready to put his hand on him, when the
Indian, being quite light, erossed the thin ice safely. Not so,
however, with the captain; he carried too many pounds, and
down he went. He came to the surface at once, and called to a
sentinel to shoot the Indian. The sentinel fired well and the ball
struck the ice half a mile from the Indian. All the officers were
on the bank witnessing the race, and of course were convulsed
with laughter.

On another occasion it was necessary to punish the champion
pugilist of the fort, a very large man named Hewitt. The man
said to the captain, ‘‘If you were an enlisted man, or I was a
captain, you could not treat me in that way.”’ Harney took him
out behind the barracks, told him to consider himself a captain,
and do his best. Hewitt pitched at the captain furiously, when
the captain knocked him down. This was repeated about a doz-
en times, when he said, ‘‘Captain, I have been a captain long
enough to suit me, I would now like to be reduced to the ranks.’’

At another time Harney caught a citizen from the lead mines
selling whisky to his men. He tied him up to the flag staff, and
cowhided him with his own hand.

Neither Harney nor Davis were addicted to those habits that
destroyed so many worthy officers, and it in some measure ac-
counts for their being still alive.

In June, 1830, I was appointed sutler at Fort Winnebago, by
General Jackson, who was then president. Being under age, I
was obliged to farm the privilege out to Oliver Newbury, of De-
troit; and as the sutler was required to remain at the post, I was
employed by Mr. Newbury as clerk, devoting most of my time
to the Indian trade. I arrived at Fort Winnebago on the 21st of
July, 1830.

The Black Hawk War

The most interesting event since my advent into Wisconsin was
what is known as the ‘‘Black Hawk War,”’ the truthful history



