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Compelling
Question

Was Indian Removal an act of friendship or subjugation?

Standards and
Practices

Ethnic Studies: American Indian/Native Studies

16.E: describe the creation of reservations and dispossession of American Indian/Native

nations across the U.S.

Staging the
Question

Native American Land Losses: Youtube Present the video to the class, have students discuss what
they observed from the video and create inferences why that was happening.

Project the following quotes to the class, have students summarize the main idea of both
viewpoints and discuss the tone of the authors. These quotes establish the differing views
of Indian Removal- friendship (philanthropy, noble, generous, charity) or subjugation
(oppression, outrage, violence, death, outcast, exile).

“The removal of the Indians would be an act of seeming violence. But it will prove in the end
an act of enlarged philanthropy. These untutored sons of the Forest, cannot exist in a state of
Independence, in the vicinity of the white man. If they will persist in remaining where they
are, they may begin to dig their graves and prepare to die.” -Alfred Balch to Andrew Jackson,
Jan. 8, 1830 Balch was a neighbor to Jackson in Tennessee, and would later be appointed to the role of
Commissioner of Indian Treaties during Jackson’s presidency.

“Thousands among you still proclaim the same noble and generous interest in our welfare;
but will the untutored savage believe the white man’s professions, when he feels that by his
practices he has man’s professions, when he feels that by his practices he has become an
outcast and an exile? Can he repose with confidence in the declarations of philanthropy and
universal charity, when he sees the professors of the religion which he in invited to embrace,
the foremost in acts of oppression and of outrage?” - Letter from John Ross, principal chief to
the Cherokee nation, to a gentleman of Philadelphia May 6th, 1837

Supporting

Question 1

Supporting

Question 2

Supporting

Question 3

How was Indian Removal described by
policy makers? How was Indian Removal described to the

soldiers and tribes?

How is Indian Removal described by
those who experienced it?

Formative

Performance Task

Formative

Performance Task

Formative

Performance Task
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZZCvUroBpaE
https://www.loc.gov/resource/maj.01074_0281_0284/?sp=1&st=text
https://www.loc.gov/resource/maj.01074_0281_0284/?sp=1&st=text
https://www.loc.gov/resource/gdcmassbookdig.letterfromjohnro02ross/?sp=11&st=image&r=-0.088,0.205,1.128,0.9,0
https://www.loc.gov/resource/gdcmassbookdig.letterfromjohnro02ross/?sp=11&st=image&r=-0.088,0.205,1.128,0.9,0


Annotate and analyze both texts using the
SOAP (Source, Occasion, Audience,

Purpose) strategy.

Begin a T chart (Friendship/Subjugation)
to organize evidence from each source.

Annotate and analyze both texts using
the SOAP (Source, Occasion, Audience,

Purpose) strategy.

Continue to add evidence from each
source to the T chart.

Compare and contrast the experiences
of Private Burnett and Samuel Cloud.
Use Same, Different, Connect, Engage
thinking routine as a guide. In what

ways are they similar? In what ways do
their experiences differ? In what ways
do their experiences connect? What
would you ask them, what might they

ask each other?

Continue to add evidence from each
source to the T chart.

Featured Sources Featured Sources Featured Sources

Thomas Jefferson Letter to William Henry
Harrison, February 27th, 1803

Andrew Jackson to John Pitchlynn Aug. 5,
1830

May 17, 1838 Major General Scott's
Orders to Troops

(Orders PDF version)

June 6, 1838 Major General Scott's
Orders to the Cherokee People

Samuel’s Memory

PRIVATE JOHN G. BURNETT'S
ACCOUNT

Summative

Performance Task

Argument
Construct an argument answering the compelling question: Was Indian Removal an act of
friendship or subjugation? using evidence and acknowledging competing views.

Extension
Have students debate the compelling question or participate in a mock trial in
defense/opposition of Indian Removal policy.

Taking Informed
Action

Trail of Tears Art Show: have students engage with art created by indigenous artists.

Research and engage with local/national groups that advocate for changing of mascot names.

*Sources are mostly kept in their entirety. It is up to teacher discretion how to best accommodate or modify
texts for their students.

Supporting Question 1: How was Indian Removal described by policy makers?

Source 1: Thomas Jefferson to William Henry Harrison, February 27th, 1803

(William Henry Harrison was territorial governor of Indiana, on February 8th, 1803 he was given expanded
power to negotiate and conclude treaties with Native Americans.)

Dear Sir:

…You will receive herewith an answer to your letter as President of the Convention; and from the
Secretary at War you receive from time to time information and instructions as to our Indian affairs. There
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https://pz.harvard.edu/sites/default/files/Same%20Different%20Connect%20Engage_0.pdf
https://www.in.gov/history/for-educators/download-issues-of-the-indiana-historian/lewis-and-clark-indiana-connections/extending-americas-reach/president-jeffersons-letter-to-william-henry-harrison/#:~:text=To%20promote%20this%20disposition%20to,debts%20get%20beyond%20what%20the
https://www.in.gov/history/for-educators/download-issues-of-the-indiana-historian/lewis-and-clark-indiana-connections/extending-americas-reach/president-jeffersons-letter-to-william-henry-harrison/#:~:text=To%20promote%20this%20disposition%20to,debts%20get%20beyond%20what%20the
https://www.loc.gov/resource/maj.01075_0394_0397/?sp=1&st=text
https://www.loc.gov/resource/maj.01075_0394_0397/?sp=1&st=text
https://www.loc.gov/resource/rbpe.1740400a/
https://www.loc.gov/resource/rbpe.1740400a/
https://www.loc.gov/resource/rbpe.1740400a/?st=pdf&pdfPage=1
https://chroniclingamerica.loc.gov/lccn/sn85042147/1838-06-06/ed-1/seq-3/#date1=1789&index=0&rows=20&searchType=advanced&language=&sequence=0&words=AOartss+GENERAL+General+SCOTT+Scott+tnis&proxdistance=5&date2=1963&ortext=&proxtext=general+scott&phrasetext=tnis+AOartss&andtext=&dateFilterType=yearRange&page=1
https://chroniclingamerica.loc.gov/lccn/sn85042147/1838-06-06/ed-1/seq-3/#date1=1789&index=0&rows=20&searchType=advanced&language=&sequence=0&words=AOartss+GENERAL+General+SCOTT+Scott+tnis&proxdistance=5&date2=1963&ortext=&proxtext=general+scott&phrasetext=tnis+AOartss&andtext=&dateFilterType=yearRange&page=1
https://sacnuoc.wordpress.com/2008/12/18/19/#_1_3
https://www.digitalhistory.uh.edu/disp_textbook.cfm?smtID=3&psid=1147
https://www.digitalhistory.uh.edu/disp_textbook.cfm?smtID=3&psid=1147
https://www.in.gov/history/for-educators/download-issues-of-the-indiana-historian/lewis-and-clark-indiana-connections/extending-americas-reach/president-jeffersons-letter-to-william-henry-harrison/#:~:text=To%20promote%20this%20disposition%20to,debts%20get%20beyond%20what%20the


communications being for the public records are restrained always to particular objects and occasions. But
this letter being unofficial, and private, I may with safety give you a more extensive view of our policy
respecting the Indians, that you may better comprehend the parts dealt out to you in detail through the
official channel, and observing the system of which they make a part, conduct yourself in unison with it
in cases where you are obliged to act without instruction. [The] system is to live in perpetual peace with
the Indians, to cultivate an affectionate attachment from them, by every thing just & liberal which we
can [offer?] them within the bounds of reason, and by giving them effectual protection against wrongs
from our own people. The decrease of game rendering their subsistence by hunting insufficient, we wish
to draw them to agriculture, to spinning and weaving. The latter branches they take up with great
readiness, because they fall to the women, who gain by quitting the labours of the field [for] these
which are exercised within doors. When they withdraw themselves to the culture of a small piece of
land, they will perceive how useless to them are their extensive forests, and will be willing to pare them
off from time to time in exchange for necessaries for their farms & families. To promote this disposition
to exchange lands which they have to spare and we want for necessaries, which have to spare and they
want, we shall push our trading houses, and be glad to see the good and influential individuals among
them run in debt, because we observe that when these debts get beyond what the individuals can pay,
they become willing to lop them off by a cession of lands. At our trading houses too we mean to sell so
low as merely to repay cost and charges so as neither to lessen or enlarge our capital. This is what
private traders cannot do, for they must gain; they will consequently retire from the competition, and
we shall thus get clear of this pest without giving offence or umbrage to the Indians. In this way our
settlements will gradually circumscribe and approach the Indians, and they will in time either
incorporate with us as citizens of the United States or remove beyond the Missisipi. The former is
certainly the termination of their history most happy for themselves. But in the whole course of this, it is
essential to cultivate their love. As to their fear, we presume that our strength and their weakness is
now so visible that they must see we have only to shut our hand to crush them, and that all our
liberalities to them proceed from motives of pure humanity only. Should any tribe be fool-hardy enough
to take up the hatchet at any time, the seizing the whole country of that tribe and driving them across
the Missisipi, as the only condition of peace, would be an example to others, and a furtherance of our
final consolidation.

Combined with these views, and to be prepared against the occupation of Louisiana by a powerful and
enterprising people, it is important that setting less value on interior extension of purchases from the
Indians, we bend our whole views to the purchase and settlement of the country on the Missisipi from it's
mouth to it's Northern regions, that we may be able to present as strong a front on our Western as on our
Eastern border, and plant on the Missisipi itself the means of it's own defence…

Source 2: Andrew Jackson to John Pitchlynn, August 5, 1830

(John Pitchlynn was the interpreter for the United States and Choctaw nation.)

Hermitage, August 5, 1830.
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D'r Sir, your letter of the 24th of july has just been received. I would have been happy to have seen you at
Nashville and received your views as it regards the permanant settlement of the choctaws west of the
Mississippi. I am aware of your friendship for them and the great anxiety you have for their future welfare,
but great as I know it [to be] it cannot be more so than mine. At the request of their confidential agent,
Major Haley, who communicated to me the great desire the choctaw chiefs had to see me, and enter into
arrangements to surrender their possessessions, and remove across the Missippi to the country provided
for them, [and at his suggestion that the[y] desired to see me,] that they had great confidence that I would
do them liberal Justice. I am now here to meet [and to confer with them] their chiefs, agreably to the
promise made to Major Haley, The Secretary of War and myself [are here ready to] meet them in the
neighbourhood of Franklin. [Of this they have for some time past been informed, and as yet we have]
heard nothing from them of a positive character. Whether they chiefs are comming to meet us or not [we
are not certainly advised.] Our official business urges a return to the city of Washington and we cannot
stay much longer here to meet them. We therefore request that you will make known to them that we are
now present awaiting there arrival agreably to my promise to their confidential agent Major Haley. I beg of
you to say to them, that their interest happiness peace and prosperity depend upon their removal
beyond the jurisdiction of the laws of the State of Mississippi. These things have been [often times]
explained to them fully and I forbear to repeat; but request that you make known to them that Congress
to enable them to remove and comfortably to arrange themselves at their new homes has made liberal
appropriations. It was a measure I had much at heart and sought to effect because I was satisfied that
the Indians could not possibly live under the laws of the States. If now they shall refuse to accept the
liberal terms offered, they only must be liable for whatever evils and dificulties may arise. I feel
conscious of having done my duty to my red children and if any failure of my good intention arises, it will
be attributable to their want of duty to themselves, not to me.

I have directed the Secretary of War to write [you fully and finally on this subject so important to the
interest of the Choct.] make it known to my red children, and tell them to listen well to it—it comes from a
friend and the last time I Shall adress them on the subject should the chiefs fail to meet us now.

I am your friend

Supporting Question 2: How was Indian Removal described to the soldiers and tribes?

Source 1: Orders No. [25] Head Quarters, Eastern Division Cherokee Agency, Ten. May 17,
1838. [n. p. 1838].

ORDERS. No. 25.

Head Quarters, Eastern Division. Cherokee Agency, Ten. May 17, 1838.

MAJOR GENERAL SCOTT, of the United States' Army, announces to the troops assembled and assembling in
this country, that, with them, he has been charged by the President to cause the Cherokee Indians yet
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remaining in North Carolina, Georgia, Tennessee and Alabama, to remove to the West, according to the
terms of the Treaty of 1835. His Staff will be as follows…

…The duties devolved on the army, through the orders of the Major General & those of the commanders
of districts, under him, are of a highly important and critical nature.

The Cherokees, by the advances which they have made in christianity and civilization, are by far the
most interesting tribe of Indians in the territorial limits of the United States. Of the 15,000 of those
people who are now to be removed—(and the time within which a voluntary emigration was stipulated,
will expire on the 23rd instant—) it is understood that about four fifths are opposed, or have become
averse to a distant emigration; and altho' none are in actual hostilities with the United States, or
threaten a resistance by arms, yet the troops will probably be obliged to cover the whole country they
inhabit, in order to make prisoners and to march or to transport the prisoners, by families, either to this
place, to Ross' Landing or Gunter's Landing, where they are to be finally delivered over to the
Superintendant of Cherokee Emigration.

Considering the number and temper of the mass to be removed, together with the extent and fastnesses
of the country occupied, it will readily occur, that simple indiscretions—acts of harshness and cruelty, on
the part of our troops, may lead, step by step, to delays, to impatience and exasperation, and in the end,
to a general war and carnage—a result, in the case of those particular Indians, utterly abhorrent to the
generous sympathies of the whole American people. Every possible kindness, compatible with the
necessity of removal, must, therefore, be shown by the troops, and, if, in the ranks, a despicable
individual should be found, capable of inflicting a wanton injury or insult on any Cherokee man, woman
or child, it is hereby made the special duty of the nearest good officer or man, instantly to interpose,
and to seize and consign the guilty wretch to the severest penalty of the laws. The Major General is fully
persuaded that this injunction will not be neglected by the brave men under his command, who cannot
be otherwise than jealous of their own honor and that of their country.

By early and persevering acts of kindness and humanity, it is impossible to doubt that the Indians may
soon be induced to confide in the Army, and instead of fleeing to mountains and forests, flock to us for
food and clothing. If, however, through false apprehensions, individuals, or a party, here and there,
should seek to hide themselves, they must be pursued and invited to surrender, but not fired upon
unless they should make a stand to resist. Even in such cases, mild remedies may sometimes better
succeed than violence; and it cannot be doubted that if we get possession of the women and children
first, or first capture the men, that, in either case, the outstanding members of the same families will
readily come in on the assurance of forgiveness and kind treatment.

Every captured man, as well as all who surrender themselves, must be disarmed, with the assurance that
their weapons will be carefully preserved and restored at, or beyond the Mississippi. In either case, the
men will be guarded and escorted, except it may be, where their women and children are safely secured as
hostages; but, in general, families, in our possession, will not be separated, unless it be to send men, as
runners, to invite others to come in.
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It may happen that Indians will be found too sick, in the opinion of the nearest Surgeon, to be removed to
one of the depots indicated above. In every such case, one or more of the family, or the friends of the sick
person, will be left in attendance, with ample subsistence and remedies, and the remainder of the family
removed by the troops. Infants, superannuated persons, lunatics and women in a helpless condition, will
all, in the removal, require peculiar attention, which the brave and humane will seek to adapt to the
necessities of the several cases.

All strong men, women, boys & girls, will be made to march under proper escorts. For the feeble, Indian
horses and ponies will furnish a ready resource, as well as for bedding and light cooking utensils—all of
which, as intimated in the Treaty, will be necessary to the emigrants both in going to, and after arrival at,
their new homes. Such, and all other light articles of property, the Indians will be allowed to collect and to
take with them, as also their slaves, who will be treated in like manner with the Indians themselves.

If the horses and ponies be not adequate to the above purposes, wagons must be supplied.

Corn, oats, fodder and other forage, also beef cattle, belonging to the Indians to be removed, will be taken
possession of by the proper departments of the Staff, as wanted, for the regular consumption of the Army,
and certificates given to the owners, specifying in every case, the amount of forage and the weight of beef,
so taken, in order that the owners may be paid for the same on their arrival at one of the depots
mentioned above.

All other moveable or personal property, left or abandoned by the Indians, will be collected by agents
appointed for the purpose, by the Superintendant of Cherokee Emigration, under a system of
accountability, for the benefit of the Indian owners, which he will devise. The Army will give to those
agents, in their operations, all reasonable countenance, aid and support.

White men and widows, citizens of the United States, who are, or have been intermarried with Indians,
and thence commonly termed, Indian countrymen; also such Indians as have been made denizens of
particular States by special legislation, together with the families and property of all such persons, will not
be molested or removed by the troops until a decision, on the principles involved, can be obtained from
the War Department.

A like indulgence, but only for a limited time, and until further orders, is extended to the families and
property of certain Chiefs and head-men of the two great Indian parties, (on the subject of emigration)
now understood to be absent in the direction of Washington on the business of their respective parties.

This order will be carefully read at the head of every company in the Army.

By Command:
Winfield Scott.
Chief of the Staff
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Source 2: The North-Carolina standard. [volume], June 06, 1838

Supporting Question 3: How is Indian Removal described by those who experienced it?

*Note: students may experience strong reactions to the following texts. It may be helpful to chunk
texts to students, especially Private Burnett’s account or read texts together as a class, while
students take their own notes and reflections using the Same, Different, Connect, Engage strategy.
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Source 1: Samuel’s Memory, Michael Rutledge “Forgiveness in the Age of Forgetfulness”

This is what I remember. It is the bits and pieces of the memories of a young boy, full of feelings and
observations, but without complete comprehension. The boy is my great-greatgrandfather, Samuel Cloud.
The memory is from his vantage point, so I will share it with you in the same way.
It is Spring. The leaves are on the trees. I am playing with my friends when white men in uniforms ride up

to our home. My mother calls me. I can tell by her voice that something is wrong. Some of the men ride
off. My mother tells me to gather my things, but the men don't allow us time to get anything. They enter
our home and begin knocking over pottery and looking into everything. My mother and I are taken by
several men to where their horses are and are held there at gun point. The men who rode off return with
my father, Elijah. They have taken his rifle and he is walking toward us.
I can feel his anger and frustration. There is nothing he can do. From my mother I feel fear. I am filled

with fear, too. What is going on? I was just playing, but now my family and my friends’ families are
gathered together and told to walk at the point of a bayonet.
We walk a long ways. My mother does not let me get far from her. My father is walking by the other

men, talking in low, angry tones. The soldiers look weary, as though they’d rather be anywhere else but
here.
They lead us to a stockade. They herd us into this pen like we are cattle. No one was given time to gather

any possessions. The nights are still cold in the mountains and we do not have enough blankets to go
around. My mother holds me at night to keep me warm. That is the only time I feel safe. I feel her pull me
to her tightly. I feel her warm breath in my hair. I feel her softness as I fall asleep at night.
As the days pass, more and more of our people are herded into the stockade. I see other members of my

clan. We children try to play, but the elders around us are anxious and we do not know what to think. I
often sit and watch the others around me. I observe the guards. I try not to think about my hunger. I am
cold.
Several months have passed and still we are in the stockades. My father looks tired. He talks with the

other men, but no one seems to know what to do or what is going to happen. We hear that white men
have moved into our homes and are farming our fields. What will happen to us? We are to march west to
join the Western Cherokees. I don't want to leave these mountains.
My mother, my aunts and uncles take me aside one day. "Your father died last night," they tell me. My

mother and my father's clan members are crying, but I do not understand what this means. I saw him
yesterday. He was sick, but still alive. It doesn't seem real. Nothing seems real. I don't know what any of
this means. It seems like yesterday, I was playing with my friends.
It is now Fall. It seems like forever since I was clean. The stockade is nothing but mud. In the morning it is

stiff with frost. By mid-afternoon, it is soft and we are all covered in it. The soldiers suddenly tell us we are
to follow them. We are led out of the stockade. The guards all have guns and are watching us closely. We
walk. My mother keeps me close to her. I am allowed to walk with my uncle or an aunt, occasionally.
We walk across the frozen earth. Nothing seems right anymore. The cold seeps through my clothes. I wish I
had my blanket. I remember last winter I had a blanket, when I was warm. I don't feel like I'll ever be warm
again. I remember my father's smile. It seems like so long ago.
We walked for many days. I don't know how long it has been since we left our home, but the mountains

are behind us. Each day, we start walking a little later. They bury the dead in shallow graves, because the
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ground is frozen. As we walk past white towns, the whites come out to watch us pass. No words are
spoken to them. No words are said to us. Still, I wish they would stop staring. I wish it were them walking
in this misery and I were watching them. It is because of them that we are walking. I don't understand why,
but I know that much. They made us leave our homes. They made us walk to this new place we are
heading in the middle of winter. I do not like these people. Still, they stare at me as I walk past.
We come to a big river, bigger than I have ever seen before. It is flowing with ice. The soldiers are not

happy. We set up camp and wait. We are all cold and the snow and ice seem to hound us, claiming our
people one by one. North is the color of blue, defeat and trouble. From there a chill wind blows for us as
we wait by a frozen river. We wait to die.
My mother is coughing now. She looks worn. Her hands and face are burning hot. My aunts and uncles

try to take care of me, so she can get better. I don't want to leave her alone. I just want to sit with her. I
want her to stroke my hair, like she used to do. My aunts try to get me to sleep by them, but at night, I
creep to her side. She coughs and it wracks her whole body. When she feels me by her side, she opens her
blanket and lets me in. I nestle against her feverish body. I can make it another day, I know, because she is
here.
When I went to sleep last night, my mother was hot and coughing worse than usual. When I woke up,

she was cold. I tried to wake her up, but she lay there. The soft warmth she once was, she is no more. I
kept touching her, as hot tears stream down my face. She couldn't leave me. She wouldn’t leave me.
I hear myself call her name, softly, then louder. She does not answer. My aunt and uncle come over to me
to see what is wrong. My aunt looks at my mother. My uncle pulls me from her. My aunt begins to wail. I
will never forget that wail. I did not understand when my father died. My mother's death I do not
understand, but I suddenly know that I am alone. My clan will take care of me, but I will be forever denied
her warmth, the soft fingers in my hair, her gentle breath as we slept. I am alone. I want to cry. I want to
scream in rage. I can do nothing.
We bury her in a shallow grave by the road. I will never forget that lonesome hill of stone that is her final

bed, as it fades from my sight. I tread softly by my uncle, my hand in his. I walk with my head turned,
watching that small hill as it fades from my sight. The soldiers make us continue walking. My uncle talks to
me, trying to comfort me. I walk in loneliness.
I know what it is to hate. I hate those white soldiers who took us from our home. I hate the soldiers who

make us keep walking through the snow and ice toward this new home that none of us ever wanted. I hate
the people who killed my father and mother.
I hate the white people who lined the roads in their woolen clothes that kept them warm, watching us

pass. None of those white people are here to say they are sorry that I am alone. None of them care about
me or my people. All they ever saw was the color of our skin. All I see is the color of theirs and I hate them.

Source 2: PRIVATE JOHN G. BURNETT'S ACCOUNT

Children:

This is my birthday, December 11, 1890, I am eighty years old today. I was born at Kings Iron Works in
Sulllivan County, Tennessee, December the 11th, 1810. I grew into manhood fishing in Beaver Creek and
roaming through the forest hunting the deer and the wild boar and the timber wolf. Often spending weeks
at a time in the solitary wilderness with no companions but my rifle, hunting knife, and a small hatchet
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that I carried in my belt in all of my wilderness wanderings. On these long hunting trips I met and became
acquainted with many of the Cherokee Indians, hunting with them by day and sleeping around their camp
fires by night. I learned to speak their language, and they taught me the arts of trailing and building traps
and snares. On one of my long hunts in the fall of 1829, I found a young Cherokee who had been shot by a
roving band of hunters and who had eluded his pursuers and concealed himself under a shelving rock.
Weak from loss of blood, the poor creature was unable to walk and almost famished for water. I carried
him to a spring, bathed and bandaged the bullet wound, and built a shelter out of bark peeled from a dead
chestnut tree. I nursed and protected him feeding him on chestnuts and toasted deer meat. When he was
able to travel I accompanied him to the home of his people and remained so long that I was given up for
lost. By this time I had become an expert rifleman and fairly good archer and a good trapper and spent
most of my time in the forest in quest of game.

The removal of Cherokee Indians from their life long homes in the year of 1838 found me a young man in
the prime of life and a Private soldier in the American Army. Being acquainted with many of the Indians
and able to fluently speak their language, I was sent as interpreter into the Smoky Mountain Country in
May, 1838, and witnessed the execution of the most brutal order in the History of American Warfare. I saw
the helpless Cherokees arrested and dragged from their homes, and driven at the bayonet point into the
stockades. And in the chill of a drizzling rain on an October morning I saw them loaded like cattle or sheep
into six hundred and forty-five wagons and started toward the west.

One can never forget the sadness and solemnity of that morning. Chief John Ross led in prayer and when
the bugle sounded and the wagons started rolling many of the children rose to their feet and waved their
little hands good-by to their mountain homes, knowing they were leaving them forever. Many of these
helpless people did not have blankets and many of them had been driven from home barefooted.

On the morning of November the 17th we encountered a terrific sleet and snow storm with freezing
temperatures and from that day until we reached the end of the fateful journey on March the 26th, 1839,
the sufferings of the Cherokees were awful. The trail of the exiles was a trail of death. They had to sleep in
the wagons and on the ground without fire. And I have known as many as twenty-two of them to die in
one night of pneumonia due to ill treatment, cold, and exposure. Among this number was the beautiful
Christian wife of Chief John Ross. This noble hearted woman died a martyr to childhood, giving her only
blanket for the protection of a sick child. She rode thinly clad through a blinding sleet and snow storm,
developed pneumonia and died in the still hours of a bleak winter night, with her head resting on
Lieutenant Greggs saddle blanket.

I made the long journey to the west with the Cherokees and did all that a Private soldier could do to
alleviate their sufferings. When on guard duty at night I have many times walked my beat in my blouse in
order that some sick child might have the warmth of my overcoat. I was on guard duty the night Mrs. Ross
died. When relieved at midnight I did not retire, but remained around the wagon out of sympathy for Chief
Ross, and at daylight was detailed by Captain McClellan to assist in the burial like the other unfortunates
who died on the way. Her unconfined body was buried in a shallow grave by the roadside far from her
native home, and the sorrowing Cavalcade moved on…
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The only trouble that I had with anybody on the entire journey to the west was a brutal teamster by the
name of Ben McDonal, who was using his whip on an old feeble Cherokee to hasten him into the wagon.
The sight of that old and nearly blind creature quivering under the lashes of a bull whip was too much for
me. I attempted to stop McDonal and it ended in a personal encounter. He lashed me across the face, the
wire tip on his whip cutting a bad gash in my cheek. The little hatchet that I had carried in my hunting days
was in my belt and McDonal was carried unconscious from the scene.

I was placed under guard but Ensign Henry Bullock and Private Elkanah Millard had both witnessed the
encounter. They gave Captain McClellan the facts and I was never brought to trial. Years later I met 2nd
Lieutenant Riley and Ensign Bullock at Bristol at John Roberson’s show, and Bullock jokingly reminded me
that there was a case still pending against me before a court martial and wanted to know how much longer
I was going to have the trial put off?

McDonal finally recovered, and in the year 1851, was running a boat out of Memphis, Tennessee.

The long painful journey to the west ended March 26th, 1839, with four-thousand silent graves reaching
from the foothills of the Smoky Mountains to what is known as Indian territory in the West. And
covetousness on the part of the white race was the cause of all that the Cherokees had to suffer. Ever since
Ferdinand DeSoto made his journey through the Indian country in the year 1540, there had been a
tradition of a rich gold mine somewhere in the Smoky Mountain Country, and I think the tradition was
true. At a festival at Echota on Christmas night 1829, I danced and played with Indian girls who were
wearing ornaments around their neck that looked like gold.

In the year 1828, a little Indian boy living on Ward creek had sold a gold nugget to a white trader, and that
nugget sealed the doom of the Cherokees. In a short time the country was overrun with armed brigands
claiming to be government agents, who paid no attention to the rights of the Indians who were the legal
possessors of the country. Crimes were committed that were a disgrace to civilization. Men were shot in
cold blood, lands were confiscated. Homes were burned and the inhabitants driven out by the gold-hungry
brigands.

Chief Junaluska was personally acquainted with President Andrew Jackson. Junaluska had taken 500 of the
flower of his Cherokee scouts and helped Jackson to win the battle of the Horse Shoe, leaving 33 of them
dead on the field. And in that battle Junaluska had drove his tomahawk through the skull of a Creek
warrior, when the Creek had Jackson at his mercy.

Chief John Ross sent Junaluska as an envoy to plead with President Jackson for protection for his people,
but Jackson’s manner was cold and indifferent toward the rugged son of the forest who had saved his life.
He met Junaluska, heard his plea but curtly said, "Sir, your audience is ended. There is nothing I can do for
you." The doom of the Cherokee was sealed. Washington, D.C., had decreed that they must be driven West
and their lands given to the white man, and in May 1838, an army of 4000 regulars, and 3000 volunteer
soldiers under command of General Winfield Scott, marched into the Indian country and wrote the
blackest chapter on the pages of American history.
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Men working in the fields were arrested and driven to the stockades. Women were dragged from their
homes by soldiers whose language they could not understand. Children were often separated from their
parents and driven into the stockades with the sky for a blanket and the earth for a pillow. And often the
old and infirm were prodded with bayonets to hasten them to the stockades.

In one home death had come during the night. A little sad-faced child had died and was lying on a bear
skin couch and some women were preparing the little body for burial. All were arrested and driven out
leaving the child in the cabin. I don’t know who buried the body.

In another home was a frail mother, apparently a widow and three small children, one just a baby. When
told that she must go, the mother gathered the children at her feet, prayed a humble prayer in her native
tongue, patted the old family dog on the head, told the faithful creature good-by, with a baby strapped on
her back and leading a child with each hand started on her exile. But the task was too great for that frail
mother. A stroke of heart failure relieved her sufferings. She sunk and died with her baby on her back, and
her other two children clinging to her hands.

Chief Junaluska who had saved President Jackson’s life at the battle of Horse Shoe witnessed this scene,
the tears gushing down his cheeks and lifting his cap he turned his face toward the heavens and said, "Oh
my God, if I had known at the battle of the Horse Shoe what I know now, American history would have
been differently written."

At this time, 1890, we are too near the removal of the Cherokees for our young people to fully understand
the enormity of the crime that was committed against a helpless race. Truth is, the facts are being
concealed from the young people of today. School children of today do not know that we are living on
lands that were taken from a helpless race at the bayonet point to satisfy the white man’s greed.

Future generations will read and condemn the act and I do hope posterity will remember that private
soldiers like myself, and like the four Cherokees who were forced by General Scott to shoot an Indian Chief
and his children, had to execute the orders of our superiors. We had no choice in the matter.

Twenty-five years after the removal it was my privilege to meet a large company of the Cherokees in
uniform of the Confederate Army under command of Colonel Thomas. They were encamped at Zollicoffer
and I went to see them. Most of them were just boys at the time of the removal but they instantly
recognized me as "the soldier that was good to us". Being able to talk to them in their native language I
had an enjoyable day with them. From them I learned that Chief John Ross was still ruler in the nation in
1863. And I wonder if he is still living? He was a noble-hearted fellow and suffered a lot for his race.

At one time, he was arrested and thrown into a dirty jail in an effort to break his spirit, but he remained
true to his people and led them in prayer when they started on their exile. And his Christian wife sacrificed
her life for a little girl who had pneumonia. The Anglo-Saxon race would build a towering monument to
perpetuate her noble act in giving her only blanket for comfort of a sick child. Incidentally the child
recovered, but Mrs. Ross is sleeping in a unmarked grave far from her native Smoky Mountain home.

Grant, Lee, and Swan, 2014



When Scott invaded the Indian country some of the Cherokees fled to caves and dens in the mountains
and were never captured and they are there today. I have long intended going there and trying to find
them but I have put off going from year to year and now I am too feeble to ride that far. The fleeing years
have come and gone and old age has overtaken me. I can truthfully say that neither my rifle nor my knife
were stained with Cherokee blood.

I can truthfully say that I did my best for them when they certainly did need a friend. Twenty-five years
after the removal I still lived in their memory as "the soldier that was good to us".

However, murder is murder whether committed by the villain skulking in the dark or by uniformed men
stepping to the strains of martial music.

Murder is murder, and somebody must answer. Somebody must explain the streams of blood that flowed
in the Indian country in the summer of 1838. Somebody must explain the 4000 silent graves that mark the
trail of the Cherokees to their exile. I wish I could forget it all, but the picture of 645 wagons lumbering
over the frozen ground with their cargo of suffering humanity still lingers in my memory.

Let the historian of a future day tell the sad story with its sighs, its tears and dying groans. Let the great
Judge of all the earth weigh our actions and reward us according to our work.

Children - Thus ends my promised birthday story. This December the 11th 1890.

Optional: Source 3: WAHNENAUI'S account

(“Wahnenauhi, whose English name was Lucy Lowery Hoyt Keys, sent her account to the U.S. Bureau of
Indian Affairs, a federal agency that conducted research into the cultures of Native American peoples.”)

P]erish or remove! It might be,-—remove and perish! [A] long journey through the Wilderness,—-could
the little ones endure? [A]nd how about the sick? [T]he old people and infirm, could they possibly endure
the long tedious journey; Should they leave?

This had been the home of their Ancestors from time out of mind.

Everything they held dear on earth was here, must they leave?

The graves of their kindred forsaken would be desecrated by the hand of the White Man. The very air
seemed filled with an undercurrent of inexpressible sadness and regret....

Some of the Cherokees, remained in their homes, and determined not to leave.

For these soldiers were sent, by Gorgia [sic], and they were gathered up and driven, at the point of the
bayonet, into camp with the others. [T]hey were not allowed to take any of their household stuff, but were
compelled to leave as they were, with only the clothes which they had on. One old, very old man, asked
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the soldiers to allow him time to pray once more, with his family in the dear old home, before he left it
forever. The answer was, with a brutal oath, “No! no time for prayers. Go!” at the same time giving him a
rude push toward the door. Indians were evicted, the whites entered, taking full possession of every thing
left.
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