
Resistance Primary Source Documents 

Document A 

Tecumseh's Speech to the Osages (Winter 1811-12) 

Brothers,—We all belong to one family; we are all children of the Great Spirit; we walk in the 

same path; slake our thirst at the same spring; and now affairs of the greatest concern lead us to 

smoke the pipe around the same council fire!  

 

Brothers,—We are friends; we must assist each other to bear our burdens. The blood of many of 

our fathers and brothers has run like water on the ground, to satisfy the avarice of the white men. 

We, ourselves, are threatened with a great evil; nothing will pacify them but the destruction of all 

the red men.  

 

Brothers,—When the white men first set foot on our grounds, they were hungry; they had no 

place on which to spread their blankets, or to kindle their fires. They were feeble; they could do 

nothing for themselves. Our father commiserated their distress, and shared freely with them 

whatever the Great Spirit had given his red children. They gave them food when hungry, 

medicine when sick, spread skins for them to sleep on, and gave them grounds, that they might 

hunt and raise corn.  

 

Brothers,—The white people are like poisonous serpents: when chilled, they are feeble and 

harmless; but invigorate them with warmth, and they sting their benefactors to death.  

 

The white people came among us feeble; and now we have made them strong, they wish to kill 

us, or drive us back, as they would wolves and panthers.  

 

Brothers,—The white men are not friends to the Indians: at first, they only asked for land 

sufficient for a wigwam; now, nothing will satisfy them but the whole of our hunting grounds, 

from the rising to the setting sun.  

 

Brothers,—The white men want more than our hunting grounds; they wish to kill our warriors; 

they would even kill our old men, women and little ones.  

 

Brothers,—Many winters ago, there was no land; the sun did not rise and set: all was darkness. 

The Great Spirit made all things. He gave the white people a home beyond the great waters. He 

supplied these grounds with game, and gave them to his red children; and he gave them strength 

and courage to defend them.  

 

Brothers—My people wish for peace; the red men all wish for peace; but where the white people 

are, there is no peace for them, except it be on the bosom of our mother.  

 

Brothers,—The white men despise and cheat the Indians; they abuse and insult them; they do not 

think the red men sufficiently good to live.  



 

The red men have borne many and great injuries; they ought to suffer them no longer. My people 

will not; they are determined on vengeance; they have taken up the tomahawk; they will make it 

fat with blood; they will drink the blood of the white people.  

 

Brothers,—My people are brave and numerous; but the white people are too strong for them 

alone. I wish you to take up the tomahawk with them. If we all unite, we will cause the rivers to 

stain the great waters with their blood.  

 

Brothers,—If you do not unite with us, they will first destroy us, and then you will fall an easy 

prey to them. They have destroyed many nations of red men because they were not united, 

because they were not friends to each other.  

 

Brothers,—The white people send runners amongst us; they wish to make us enemies that they 

may sweep over and desolate our hunting grounds, like devastating winds, or rushing waters.  

 

Brothers,—Our Great Father, over the great waters, is angry with the white people, our enemies. 

He will send his brave warriors against them; he will send us rifles, and whatever else we want—

he is our friend, and we are his children.  

 

Brothers,—Who are the white people that we should fear them? They cannot run fast, and are 

good marks to shoot at: they are only men; our fathers have killed many of them; we are not 

squaws, and we will stain the earth red with blood.  

 

Brothers,—The Great Spirit is angry with our enemies; he speaks in thunder, and the earth 

swallows up villages, and drinks up the Mississippi. The great waters will cover their lowlands; 

their corn cannot grow, and the Great Spirit will sweep those who escape to the hills from the 

earth with his terrible breach.  

 

Brothers,—We must be united; we must smoke the same pipe; we must fight each other's battles; 

and more than all, we must love the Great Spirits he is for us; he will destroy our enemies, and 

make all his red children happy.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Document B 

Chief Joseph Speaks 

Selected Statements and Speeches 

by the Nez Percé Chief - 1870’s 

I. 

The first white men of your people who came to our country were named Lewis and Clark. They 

brought many things which our people had never seen. They talked straight and our people gave 

them a great feast as proof that their hearts were friendly. They made presents to our chiefs and 

our people made presents to them. We had a great many horses of which we gave them what 

they needed, and they gave us guns and tobacco in return. All the Nez Perce made friends with 

Lewis and Clark and agreed to let them pass through their country and never to make war on 

white men. This promise the Nez Perce have never broken. 

II. 

For a short time we lived quietly. But this could not last. White men had found gold in the 

mountains around the land of the Winding Water. They stole a great many horses from us and we 

could not get them back because we were Indians. The white men told lies for each other. They 

drove off a great many of our cattle. Some white men branded our young cattle so they could 

claim them. We had no friends who would plead our cause before the law councils. It seemed to 

me that some of the white men in Wallowa were doing these things on purpose to get up a war. 

They knew we were not stong enough to fight them. I labored hard to avoid trouble and 

bloodshed. We gave up some of our country to the white men, thinking that then we could have 

peace. We were mistaken. The white men would not let us alone. We could have avenged our 

wrongs many times, but we did not. Whenever the Government has asked for help against other 

Indians we have never refused. When the white men were few and we were strong we could have 

killed them off, but the Nez Perce wishes to live at peace. 

On account of the treaty made by the other bands of the Nez Perce the white man claimed my 

lands. We were troubled with white men crowding over the line. Some of them were good men, 

and we lived on peaceful terms with them, but they were not all good. Nearly every year the 

agent came over from Lapwai and ordered us to the reservation. We always replied that we were 

satisfied to live in Wallowa. We were careful to refuse the presents or annuities which he 

offered. 

Through all the years since the white man came to Wallowa we have been threatened and taunted 

by them and the treaty Nez Perce. They have given us no rest. We have had a few good friends 

among the white men, and they have always advised my people to bear these taunts without 

fighting. Our young men are quick tempered and I have had great trouble in keeping them from 

doing rash things. I have carried a heavy load on my back ever since I was a boy. I learned then 

that we were but few while the white men were many, and that we could not hold our own with 

them. We were like deer. They were like grizzly bears. We had a small country. Their country 

was large. We were contented to let things remain as the Great Spirit Chief made them. They 

were not; and would change the mountains and rivers if they did not suit them. 

 

 



Document C 

Black Hawk's Surrender Speech, 1832 

A Sauk Chief, Black Hawk denounced the treaty of 1804 and in 1832 moved his tribe 

across the Mississippi River into Illinois. He was defeated by the 6
th

 US Infantry in what 

was the Black Hawk War of 1832. 

 

You have taken me prisoner with all my warriors. I am much grieved, for I expected, if I did not 

defeat you, to hold out much longer, and give you more trouble before I surrendered. I tried hard 

to bring you into ambush, but your last general understands Indian fighting. The first one was not 

so wise. When I saw that I could not beat you by Indian fighting, I determined to rush on you, 

and fight you face to face. I fought hard. But your guns were well aimed. The bullets flew like 

birds in the air, and whizzed by our ears like the wind through the trees in the winter. My 

warriors fell around me; it began to look dismal. I saw my evil day at hand. The sun rose dim on 

us in the morning, and at night it sunk in a dark cloud, and looked like a ball of fire. That was the 

last sun that shone on Black Hawk. His heart is dead, and no longer beats quick in his bosom. He 

is now a prisoner to the white men; they will do with him as they wish. But he can stand torture, 

and is not afraid of death. He is no coward. Black Hawk is an Indian. 

He has done nothing for which an Indian ought to be ashamed. He has fought for his 

countrymen, the squaws and papooses, against white men, who came, year after year, to cheat 

them and take away their lands. You know the cause of our making war. It is known to all white 

men. They ought to be ashamed of it. The white men despise the Indians, and drive them from 

their homes. But the Indians are not deceitful. The white men speak bad of the Indian, and took 

at him spitefully. But the Indian does not tell lies; Indians do not steal. 

An Indian who is as bad as the white men, could not live in our nation; he would be put to death, 

and eat [sic] up by the wolves. The white men are bad school-masters; they carry false looks, and 

deal in false actions; they smile in the face of the poor Indian to cheat him; they shake them by 

the hand to gain their confidence, to make them drunk, to deceive them, and ruin our wives. We 

told them to let us alone; but they followed on and beset our paths, and they coiled themselves 

among us like the snake. They poisoned us by their touch. We were not safe. We lived in danger. 

We were becoming like them, hypocrites and liars, adulterers, lazy drones, all talkers, and no 

workers. . . 

. . . The white men do not scalp the head; but they do worse-they poison the heart, it is not pure 

with them. . . 

 


