THE TALE OF SCOTT MEDICINEBEAR

My name is Scott Medicinebear and I was born late May of 1839 to a family of German
descent.  My father was a miner and my mother took care of the house and me and my siblings.  I am the oldest of three children.  And in the fall of 1839 we loaded up the wagon and headed to the southwest territory of New Mexico and Arizona to start a new life for our 
family.  Our trip was not easy and many times thought about returning home but we pushed on.  We arrived in the southwest in late spring 1840 found some land near the small mining
town of Silver City in the New Mexico territory and built a house there.


During that summer the apaches started raiding the homesteads in the area.  And september of that year they raided my home where I was alone tending to the horses.  I was captured and taken to a apache camp where I was taken in and and started to learn the way of the people.  At first it was very hard for me as I dreamed of going home but as time went on
my memories of my old life started to drift away and I was becoming more apache with each passing day.  The old man that took me in became my grandfather and he gave me the
name of medicinebear and I took my place in the tribe as a warrior.


Soon stories were being told of a white apache who lead raids through out the southwest and northern mexico.  On one of our raids i got seperated from my war party and i walked for days trying to find my way back and after six days a U.S. Army patrol found me and took me to Fort Bayard.  I was sure i was going to be shot but they offered me a position as a army scout with the nineth calvery with the rank of sergent.  I helped to track down the apache war parties and helped to end the apache wars.


When the apache wars were over, the army kept me on as a scout and bounty hunter
looking for renagades and deserters and helping the territorial marshals through out the southwest.  I ended up in the northern part of New Mexico scouting the area around 
the Zuni pueblo and helping the second calvery stationed there.


While I was there I met and fell in love with a zuni lady.  Her name was Two Shots.  
I learned the way of her people and help out when i could.  After a year of courting her
we were finnally married in a beautiful indian wedding .  And later she became the mother of my two beautiful children ~ Sharp Elbows and Crazy Coyote.


While living in Zuni many different people came and left.  All looking for a better life.  Some became friends of the people and traded with them.  One in particular was a man
who became a good friend to the Zunis and they named him Many Brothers.
I went with him when he left to guide him and show him the way.  After several weeks we
arrived at the salt river valley in Arizona.  I left my friend and headed to hunt another bounty and told ManyBrothers my home is always open to him.


I visited my friend many times over the years and was happy to see him settle down with his new wife soon afterward.  There was times he would ride with me on bounty hunts.  And later he became a salt river ranger helping to keep the peace in the region.  We continue to be friends and we still visit each others families.
         

this is my tale as told by me
Scott Medicinebear  

