FOLLOWING TIH{l; GUIDON.

BY THEODORE RODSEVELT.

'\\] B take up n new book by Mrs, Custer

with real nleusure. for it is sure to be
one of the few new books which not ouly
deserve 1o be rend, hut to be kept on the
library shelves for future yeading and ve-
reading.  General Custer was one of the
most gellant and picturesque figures with
which our histery—or, for the matier of that,
auy contemporary history—has had to deal.
le did n man's work weli and nobly, and
his name will ever be asvociated with that
stirring lfe of the frontier on which he suc-
cceded in so indelibly impressing his own
striking persorality. 1t would have been a
real mischance if he had lacked o biographer,
and it was most {ortunate that he should
have found the best of all possible biogra-
phers in his wife.

But in her present volume* Mrs. Custer
deals less with hier hushand’s carcer than
with the strange, wild, and characteristically
Americon surroundings among which it was
led. She deseribes in"the simple vivid style
which adds so mueh to the effeet of her writ.
fngs the life of a soldier's wife in the far
West-—the far Woest that has now vanished
like the vast buffalo Lierds which formed one
of iis distinguishing features. In describing
her life ¢he of necessity gives a picture of
the fronticr—a picture of a etate of things
which has utterly passed away.

The frontier, when it reachied the great
plains beyond thie Mississippi, was pushed
steadily westward, pavtly by the restless nud
adventurous men of the horder themselves,
partly by the valiaut little army which las
ever so Mithfully served Uncle Sam, Asa
peeple we do not half appreciate what our
little army has done for uy, not only in time
of “‘malice domestic and forcign levy,” but
in periods of nominul peace, while guardin
the frontier and holding in check the re
tribes with weary resolution.  The long cam-
paigns across the Larren desolation of the
great plains weve fraughit with incredible
toil, hardship, und danger,  Mrs. Custer’s
first chapter deals with the mareh of the
Seventh Reglment futo the Indian country.
There is'new no Indian country left apart
from the reservations, nnd no large tract of
country of auy Kind which is” not well

* Folloeing the Guidon, By Evizanerit B, Custen,
Author of figste and Saddies, [ilustrated, p{). XX,
8¢9, Pont Sro, Cloth, Grnamental, $1 20, New York:
Harper & Brothets. (Nearly ready.)

mapped; but for over n decade after tha
close of tho civil war the greater pavt of
that vast region now forming the States of
Montana, Wyoming, Colorado, the Dakotas,
and western Nebraska, Kansas, and T'exas,
was Indian lund or no-mau’s land,unmapped,
and but partially explored. Every column
of fighting men pushed in to do battle with
thie painted horsemen of the tribes was forced
ta find its own way, and to face the unknown
dangers of waterless desert; of flood and
quicksand and blizzard, no less than the
rowers of Sioux, Chcf'cnue, and Arapahoe,
Morcover, they warred against the most ter:
rible of savage enemies. ~ Neither Maori nor
Zulu can compare as a warrior with the red
Indian, His ferocity, cunning, and stealth,
his marvellous endurance and patience, his
thorough familinrity with the wilderness,
and his understanding of all its signs, to-
gethier with the wild-beast cournge which he
can display at need—all combive to render
him an unmatched foe, Besides, the war-
riors are well trained in-their own manner
of warfare; and they are adepts at surprising
a foe, nnd most diflfcult to surprise them-
selves, while in their desert wasles it is al-
most tmpossible 1o force them into battle
except on their own terms.  Such being the
case, u_successful Indian fighter Is indeed o
man of mark; and General Custer's winter
march and victorious battle of the Washeta
nt once made him n name of terror to the
Indinns of the phiins,

Many of his letters concerning this famous
fight are in the volume now before us,  Mrs,
Custer also gives a very interesting descrip-
tion of the captured Indlans, ahnost all of
whom were squaws and pappooses, and of
the life they led in their comfortable pris-
ou stockade, and in particular affords us a
glirapse of the unexpected in Indiau life by
lier account of the pretly squaw whose pap-
poose was born almost at the moment of the
battle. This squaw became much attached
to her whilte captors, and was very docile and
friendly with them; but she was evidently a
lady of temper, and of decision of character
as well, for she had previously inflicted sum.
mary vengeance on her husband by sliooting
him when he gave her cause to dislike him.

The archfoc of the Indian was the white
hunter, The army, in its long campaigns
against the hostile tribies, made liberal use of
scouts, and for the purpose employed friénd-
ly Indiang, Mexicans, and white plainsmen,
Mrs. Custer deseribes two of the most famous
of these—Californin Joe and Wild Bill. The
former was a true * mountain man,” & man
of the wilds, whose life of sullen self-reliance
was normally that of the solitary hunter and
Tudian fighter.  Wild Bill properly belonged
to another stage in the development of the
rude semi- civilization of the frontier, Heo
was a good scout, ranger, and hunter, and an
expert Indjan fighter, but, unlike California
Joe, his exploils in these capacities did not
make up the sum total of his ordinary life,
On the contrary, he passed thie chief part of
his existence in the lawless littie towns which
grew up here and there along the frontier at
the time when the transcontinental raiiroads
were being pushed across to the Pacifie, and
while the cow-boy and miuner were opening
up the West. Mys, Custer glances at some

features of the life in one of the most notori. .

ous of these little towns—Iays City, of great
and evil fame, Its turbulent citizens lived
and died pistol in hand, and the little board-
and-canvas town was a roaring hell of gam.
bling, drinking, aud dance saloons, Every
desperado on the frontier flocked thither, and
it was no place for quiet men who did not
wisli to look death in the face. The soldiers
were camped not very far away, and the
tough characters, whio are always plentiful
in the ranks, though moulded into outward
propriety bf' tlie severity of the discipline,
took special delight in golng down to the
town in large particy, and winding up a roar-
ing carouse by a pitched battle with some
faction among the citizens, Over all this
scclhin€ caldron of turbulent murder and
rapine Wild Bill reigned supreme.

Mrs, Custler describes at some length the
ordinary life of eamp and fort, with its maui.
fold hardships and discomforts, which the
resolule wives of the oflicers when with their
husbands accepted as merely so many hu.
morous incidenmts of a prolonged picnic.
The account of the flood which nearly over-
whelmed the camp on one oceasion 3 worth
special attention, ~ It was a hard life, but a
brave and merry life too; and surely both
the stout-hearted men and the seavcely less
stout-hearted women who led. it deserve at
least the grateful remembrance of those who
sit at home for the sake of the quiet, uncom-
plaining, steadfast heroism they so often dis.
played.

Among the pleasantest chaplers are those
describing the camp amusements, and inei-
dentally one of the features of the book is
the deseription of the dilferent bugle calls,
The ofticers were fond of horse-races of every
kiud, and of miile-races too, on ocecastons,
All kinds of wild animals, from & buffalo
calf to a prairie-dog, were domesticated as
pets. The real pets, however, the trusted
gud tried friends, were the horses and dogs;
and in the closing chapter of thoe book tliere
is an nccount well worth reading of (eneral
Custer's favorite horse, Dandy, nnd of the
long, peaceful years he led on the home farm
in Michigan, when his campaigning days were
over, aud death had darkened the eyes of his
master, .

General Custer was n mighty hunier, and
Lie was especially fond of the cliase with dogs.

His stag-hounds, greyhounds, and fox-hounds
performed wonderful feats, especially tho
tirst, who throttled wolves, ran down deer,an-
telope, and linclwubbit, and even held tho
shaggy buffaloes at bay, It Is to be wished
that we could have a fuller nccount of some
of this coursing; now it is rather tantalizing
reading for a lover of the sport. 1T'he great
game of the plains, however,was the buffulo,
and two or three chapters aré given to de-
scriptions of the huge'wild cattle, nud of the
gmlll\rnlllug delight of hunting them on horse-
ack. ’ . :

Altogether Mrs, Custer has written n book
which is not only Interesting, but which pos-
sesses real ‘and lasting value as a fajthful
portrayal of a characteristically American
phase of life which has now alinost wholly
passed away,



