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MARK WENTWORTH SHEAFE*

The following article is General Mark Wentworth Sheafe's per-
sonal account of his experiences on the Dakota frontier. He was
bom on 18 May 18H in Brooklyn^ New York, and is descended
from John Wentworth who was the last royal governor of New
Hampshire in 1775. Sheafe received his education in Boston and
was preparing to enter Harvard College when his father became
ill The family moved to Janesville, Wisconsin^ so that Mr. Sheafe
could recover his health. In 1862 Mark Sheafe returned to the
East to enter Harvard, but found that half of his class had
enlisted to fight in the Civil War, so he joined the Forty-fourth
Regiment of Massachusetts Volunteers. After his term in the
army, he returned to Wisconsin where he worked in the First Na-
tional Bank.

However, by 1871 he longed for some adventure and wanted to
go west to Dakota Territory, The next year he settled in Elk
Point, Union County, and established a lumber and milling
business. While conducting his own business interests, he also
became involved in public affairs. In 1877 he was selected by
Governor John L. Pennington to accompany General F. D. Grant
on a trip into Indian country to establish a trail between the
Missouri River at Fort Pierre and the Black Hills. The Indians
were restive, but the trip was made with four other groups and
the trail was completed. In 1881 Sheafe witnessed the great flood
of the Missouri River bottom when the city of Vermillion was
completely wiped out and the valley was under ten feet of water.
He helped save the lives of many settlers and was himself
reported drowned.

*This account was donated to South Dakota History by Edward Campbell, the
great grandson of Mark W. Sheafe. Campbell lives in Pierre and works for the of-
fice of Developmental Disabilities in the Department of Social Services.
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Sheafe married Agnes Spark, a native of Edinburgh, Scotland,
in 1882 and they had two children, Mark Wentworth and Mary
Agnes. Sheafe moved to Watertown three years later when he
was appointed registrar of the United States land office by Presi-
dent Cleveland, He also received a commission as colonel of the
Second Regiment Dakota National Guard from Governor Gilbert
A. Pierce, with instructions to improve the organization of the
regiment. He served as registrar of the land office again from
1893 to 1897. When war was declared against Spain in 1898, Colo-
nel Sheafe was appointed brigadier general of the United States
volunteers by President McKinley.

This article was originally given as a speech by General Sheafe
to Chapter V of PEO in Watertown, South Dakota, sometime be-
tween 1924 and 1926.

After I came out of the army, there was no more college.' I
longed for the West, and I had just seen enough of it to make me
long for more of it. In '711 took a bird's-eye view of Dakota. I went
out to investigate, and in those days, of course, there were no
railroads. Coming out of Sioux City, as you remember, if you have
ever been there, are very high bluffs at the confluence of the
Sioux and Missouri rivers; a beautiful place with a heavy growth
of everything. As I was standing on top of those bluffs, looking at
the country stretching before me for many miles, the only thing I
could think of was Moses entering the promised land, only I
entered because I was good and he couldn't because he was bad.
At all events, it was a delightful thing to look at.

So I decided to cast my lot in Dakota Territory. I went back and
arranged my affairs, and came out again in 72, going from Sioux
City by stage, reaching Elk Point at 9:30 in the morning after get-
ting up at 4:00 to make a drive of twenty-one miles. I shall never
forget that drive. I had loaded my pocket with a six-shooter, ex-
pecting to see an Indian show up anywhere; while, as a matter of
fact, there was not an Indian as close then as there is here now.

At this time, they were constructing a railroad from Sioux City
to Yankton, sixty-five miles long. My objective point was Elk
Point. The railroad was within six miles of Elk Point, and I en-
gaged in the lumber business. For some time I was obliged to haul
the lumber from Sioux City to Elk Point at a cost of five dollars a
thousand feet. When the railroad got within five or six miles of

1. Sheafe had just finished his term in the Forty-fourth Regiment of
Massachusetts, with whom he had enlisted to fight in the Civil War.
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Elk Point, I made up my mind to save some money. I gave an
engineer of this railroad five dollars and a box of cigars if he
would hitch on two cars of lumber and pull them up to the end of
the track where I would have teams ready; and I saved a great
deal of money in that way. I just mention that to show the
primitive methods of transportation used. I have the honor of
being the first man to ship a load by freight by railroad into
Dakota. I commenced to receive the lumber and I didn't have a
chance to pile it up in the yard. People came from all direc-
tions—Yankton and all of that country. They brought teams to
the truck, and loaded it all themselves so all I had to do was to
take the money. That was in the fall of '72 and everything looked
prosperous.

It was a very happy time and money was plentiful, interest at
2% per month and 24% per annum. We were very happy until the
June of '73, and one day out in the street we looked up and there
was what we supposed to be cottonwood seeds and thought
nothing of it. Pretty soon the sun commenced to be darkened and
we discovered that it was grasshoppers instead of cottonwood
seeds. I can't describe it to you, you wouldn't believe it. They
came upon us, and devoured everything that was green and a lot
of things that were not. I don't know how I happened to escape.
They would eat the clothes off the clotheslines, and if they could
get into the house, would eat the curtains from the windows.

Now that state of things was not pleasant, but we thought it
would be merely temporary. The next year, however, at the same
time they came again. It was a freak of nature and lasted until
1879. Every evening at sundown they would alight and lay eggs
in the ground. In the spring, the little fellows hatched out and
they were really the ones that did the mischief. Actually, they
would get into a field of corn and within half an hour, it would be
completely destroyed. But nature always has a cure for every ill
and this time she developed the cure in the shape of a little red
bug, which ate into the bodies of the grasshoppers and destroyed
them.

A field that kad been planted in com was
destroyed by grasskoppera.
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Wilmot W. Brookings

In '74, while sitting around in Elk Point waiting for business, I
decided to take a little fling in politics and was elected to the
legislative body now known as the senate and there were some
very funny things happening in that legislature. There was a
quarrel between Colonel Moodie, leader of one side, and Judge
Brookings, after whom Brookings County is named, as leader of
the other side. We Democrats proposed to side with Brookings
and it was very close on some occasions. I tried to unseat Colonel
Moodie, the Speaker of the House, and lacked just one vote of do-
ing so.

You understand, now, that the house was composed of twenty-
six members and the senate had thirteen members, to represent
what was then all of North and South Dakota. Sioux Falls was a
small village about like Henry, not entitled to any representation
at all, but it was attached to Lincoln County for election purposes
and both counties were entitled to a senator and house member.
Union County, where I lived, was entitled to three senators and
five house members. That represented the country as far north as
the Canadian line. Clay County had the same number. Yankton
County had the same number. Now, those few represented what
is now North and South Dakota. Nothing at Fargo, nothing at
Bismarck. They had one representative to represent each of
those sections and the intervening country was nothing more or
less than howling wilderness, peopled by Indians.

But this remarkable thing took place. There was a house
member and a Moodie sympathizer whom we found out had killed
a man, {nothing unusual in those days) and we proposed to use
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this against him. I think he strung somebody up to a tree, sitting
on his horse, and the horse moved, and that broke his neck. The
session was held in the courthouse, the senate occupying the
lower part, and the house occupying the upper part. We had this
man arrested and confined down below in the county jail. The fun-
ny part of it was that when Moodie, as Speaker, wanted to take a
vote, he would send and get that member and after the vote was
taken, send him back to his cell. That fellow didn't like me at all.

Well, that was 74. There were some very interesting laws
passed at that session. I, myself, without wishing to be
egotistical, introduced a bill which is still the law, protecting the
wife's right in the homestead, and it is on the statutes to this day.
They haven't had the temerity to repeal it.

We finished that session of the legislature without any killings.
Some of the members used to carry six-shooters and some didn't,
I think.

The next year, that would be '75, our friends, the
grasshoppers,were still with us. There was no business whatever
and I thought I might as well carry on the idea of being a rover, so
I took a trip up the Missouri River, but that is a little later. In the
latter part of '74, some friends of mine from Sioux City concluded
they would go into the Black Hills. Now, this was a very
dangerous thing to do because the Indians had a great liking for
the Black Hills; they are very beautiful. There are springs and
woods there and everything that the heart of an Indian could
desire.

These fellows, twelve of them, under the leadership of one
Russell, wanted me to go along with them.'' They took a route
following the Niobrara River, Nebraska, went into the Hills, and
stopped at a point now known as Custer City, built a log shack
and stayed there. What makes '75 quite remarkable was that two
of their number concluded that they would ride from there to
Yankton because they were getting out of provisions and some-
thing had to be done.

They rode through and reached Yankton the last of April '75,
and the whole country was excited. A special train was sent out
to meet them from Sioux City, flags were flying and everyone
was happy.

That year people tried to get into the Black Hills, but the
government wouldn't permit them. There was a picket line all

2. The group became known as the Gordon Party, which contained twenty-eight
members including a woman, Annie Tallent, and her son.
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along the route, and the wagons were turned back by soldiers or
they would be burned and several wagons were burned between
Pierre and the Black Hills, stopping the influx for awhile, at least.

'76 came, and there were still grasshoppers. They loved us and
stuck by us. I thought at that time as long as there was no
business, that I would get myself elected to the Saint Louis
Democratic Convention. I went and represented North and South
Dakota in that great convention.

On my way back from the convention, I first heard of the
Custer fight. In 73, the track was partially laid so that they
transported Custer's regiment into Yankton. I saw them come in,
and afterwards got well acquainted with many of the officers.
They reached Yankton, I believe, the 22nd of April '73, and on the
25th of April, there came up the worst blizzard that has ever been
known. The only thing they could do was to cut the horses loose,
and the people of Yankton opened their homes to the soldiers and
kept them till the storm was over. They then helped them gather
their horses. Custer had a fine regiment and it sent a great shock
through me when I got back from Saint Louis to find that the
fight had terminated as it had. Five companies of that regiment
were annihilated and four or five more companies, commanded by
Major Reno, had been stationed away about three or four miles to
await the attack of Custer, then join him. A detachment of
Indians was sent out to attack Reno, however, and they were not
able to go to the relief of Custer. One man escaped —a Crow
Indian scout — by passing himself off as a Sioux. I afterwards got
well acquainted with him.

'76 was noted for another peculiar circumstance, that of the
raid of the James brothers and Younger. You all know how they
raided Northfield, and didn't make a very howling success of it.
They were all killed or captured except the two brothers, Jesse
and Frank James, and they escaped. This is where the funny part
comes in. They made their route a little way from Elk Point on
the Iowa side in their efforts to get down to Missouri, where they
belonged.

The whole country was picketed from Yankton to Sioux City. A
friend of mine, a sheriff, came up from Sioux City with a force of
deputies, mounted and armed, and invited me to go along; so I got
a rifle and started out with them. He stationed the men a half a
mile apart, so that in case either one of the James brothers should
be accommodating enough to appear, someone could take a shot
at him. It was a rainy day, and as I sat out there on my horse, I got
to thinking. "Suppose Jesse James would show up —he would
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have killed me before I could think." So I just let discretion be the
better part of valor, and anyway, I wasn't hunting for Jesse
James, I hadn't lost any Jesse James, and I wasn't hunting him.
They never would find him anyhow, so I turned my horse
homeward.

It was afterwards learned that they escaped along the edge of
Elk Point to a place known as Sioux Point, which was inhabited
by the roughest, toughest lot of people I have ever known, a
bunch of outlaws. Jesse James was afterwards shot in a very
cowardly manner by one of his intimate friends. Frank James
later became a ticket seller in the Standard Theatre of Saint
Louis. I often tried to talk to him, but be would never have
anything to say.

There is one thing —I want you to pardon the use of the word
"L" There isn't any other word I could use, but it seems
egotistical.

Now comes '77. Grasshoppers were quite a little less in
number, but no business; so I concluded that I would make a trip
up the Missouri River, possibly to establish a trading post at
what is now Fort Pierre. It was then made up of a few log houses.
I had previously met a friend of mine, Ben Holladay, who ran a
stage line from Saint Joseph, Missouri, to California. Mark Twain
in his "Innocents Abroad" alludes to him. It was in the Holy Land,
and Mark Twain was being told that it took the children of Israel
forty years to cross that strip of land. "My God," he said, "Ben
Holladay would have crossed them in two weeks." We loaded a
boat with lumber and corn and embarked.

It was a pleasant experience up to the time we tied up for the
night at a place called Bijou Hills in the Indian country. We used
to call it Pocahontas Island. On this boat, as passengers, were the
roughest, toughest lot of people, all bound for the Black
Hills —among them was a theatre group. The women were given
the staterooms and we had to stay on deck or elsewhere on the
boat.

Everything was lovely till about one o'clock in the morning
when a fire broke out on that steamboat, and it was totally
destroyed. I was sitting up talking with the captain when the
alarm was given, and I was detailed to arouse the sleeping
passengers, so I went around, pounded on the doors and
screamed for them to get out or they would be burned. They be-
haved pretty well and we all got ashore. There we were —all on
shore at two o'clock in the morning, dark and cold. When morning
came we began to get hungry and that lawless crowd proposed to
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devour what little we had saved. We didn't have much, a side of
bacon and a little flour, etc.; but we didn't propose to let them im-
pose upon us, the women had to be protected and fed, so the mate,
who was a courageous old fellow, passed along some guns, and we
armed ourselves and drove those outlaws back into the hills.

In the course of a couple of days a steamer came along, and we
proceeded up the river to our destination and here comes what
might have been a little romance.

You have all heard about the beautiful Indian maidens there
used to be, such as Minnehaha and Pocahontas. Well, in all my ex-
perience with Indians, I have seen only one pretty Indian girl, and
she was a beauty, about seventeen years old. We had stopped at a
place called Fort Thompson; all of the passengers had gone
ashore for a change. Some of them mischievously began teasing
this little Indian girl and it made me sort of angry; so I resolved to
put a stop to it. She was very angry, too, and the angrier she got,
the prettier she looked. I went up to her. and I happened to know
a few Sioux words, so I raised my hand in such a manner, palm
out, which told her I was friendly. She looked at me as ugly as the
very Devil and said, "Secha," which meant bad. Well. I
approached her and got a little closer, but she kept saying,
"Secha."

At all events, I said "Mastay," which means very good, and
grunted a little. You have to grunt if you talk to an Indian, and I
finally succeeded in making her think I was good. I took her to the
trader's store, and bought her some candy and beads, and she
afterwards concluded that I wasn't as bad as I might be.

The whistle sounded and we went back to the boat, she and I
skipping along. It was a very pleasant episode. Well, the boat
started out and about four or five o'clock, as I was sitting on deck,
all of a sudden I felt something flash across my eyes. Pretty soon
it came again. Now those Indians —especially hostile
Indians —always carried looking glasses by which they could
signal four or five miles away by the reflection of the sun. On
looking around, here sat that little girl on her horse, flashing that
sun reflection into my eyes. I held up my hand again, she laughed
very sweetly, and turning her horse, galloped away. That ended
that romance.

While I was in that part of the country. General Grant, son of
President Grant, came with an order or request from the gover-
nor for me to go with him to lay out a trail a mile wide from the
Missouri River to the Black Hills. The Indians were killing off
people on the Black Hills trail and the government finally made
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an arrangement with them so that they allowed a strip one mile
wide the whole length of the trail. The Indians were very hostile,
and General Grant told me so, but I informed him I didn't mind
giving my life if it was going to result in getting rid of a member
of the Grant family. We made the trip out, about a hundred miles,
with Indians in sight most of the way; also great herds of buffalo.
It was on this trip, also, that I got well acquainted with rat-
tlesnakes. It seemed as though the grass was full of them. They
were shedding their skins and very, very dangerous. It wasn't a
very comfortable feeling when you came to retire to think that
you might be retiring with a rattlesnake. I brought back fifteen
or twenty of their rattlers and had earrings made of them.

We concluded our trip and came back to the place where Pierre
is now located and intended to go down the river in a boat, but
there was no boat going down at the time and after hanging
around there two or three days, we concluded we would ride
horseback to Yankton, which we successfully did. One day while
we were in our camp, there were a lot of Indians who decided to
camp right beside us. They got very familiar, came into our camp,
handled our property, and I didn't know what to do, but Grant
said they wouldn't molest us.

One old Indian wanted a lemon. I had a few lemons, so I
squeezed the juice out and filled it with cayenne pepper. Of
course, that was a very dangerous thing to do. General Grant
said, "You made a damn fool out of yourself, Sheafe." General
Grant told me something about Indian warfare thai I never knew
before. I had always thought it best to camp on a high hill, but he
said it was better to choose a low spot so that one could see the
forms of the Indians against the sky at night. He had been out
with Custer in '73 and was pretty well posted.

I had sent up a load of freight to a place called Chantier Creek,
and one of my men, Jacob Shalter, volunteered to go up and
watch it, which he did. One day I got word that he was missing
and they thought he was killed. I took the first boat up the river,
and in the meantime, I had bought an interest in a steamboat with
Captain Grant Marsh, the famous river pilot, running it. He had
run his boat the nearest to the Custer battlefield that anyone
could and had taken away the wounded.

With him and another man I had been in business with, we pro-
ceeded up the river to investigate the death of my man. The
steamboat landed at a little Indian village now called Peoria Bot-
tom, about thirty miles from Pierre on the right bank of the river.
Well, the Indians all turned out to meet us and wanted to know
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what we wanted. They were all dressed up fit to kill. I asked them
to show me where the grave of my man was and they absolutely
declined. I told the interpreter to tell them I was his brother, so
they said they would show me the grave for five silver dollars,
which I immediately produced.

The whole village went to the grave with us, and when we got
there, they didn't propose to let us dig into it. They have some
kind of a belief that if a grave is opened, the spirits will come and
cause trouble. We had a couple of guns and one would dig, while
the other two stood at the ends of the grave and held the Indians
off. I dug down far enough so that I recognized my man, and I felt

An old landmark in Elk Point, built in
1867 and removed in 1905.

The Main Street, west, in Elk Point,
South Dakota. 1917.

very sorrowful about it. They had shot him, clubbed him, then
threw him into the river, and he had floated down to this Indian
village. They were decent enough to bury him, probably for
sanitary purposes. I took his watch and sent it to his fiancee.

That was in '77. In 1878, there was nothing doing except
grasshoppers. In the meantime, I bought a flour mill in Elk Point,
which had the honor of making the first flour by rollers in Dakota.
In '79, we had the last of the grasshoppers, and I don't know that
anybody was very sorry. For seven years they had been upon us,
destroying everything within their reach. People had left the ter-
ritory and land was so cheap that you could buy a quarter section
of land for a ticket to Dubuque or elsewhere back East.

One day I picked up a chunk of frozen dirt about ten inches
square and upon thawing it out, twenty-five young grasshoppers
appeared, showing how prolific they were. It was a terrible
ordeal, but the people were young and hopeful, and they knew it
couldn't last forever. Business was very dull and I got the notion
in my head to outfit a freight train to haul freight from Fort
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Pierre to the Black Hills. Purchasing ninety-six head of steers
and twelve wagons, I started my man out. I never saw him after
that, although he sent me money from time to time, and I think he
finally paid me back in full.

On the whole, life was at that time very interesting. All the
people wanted was amusement and they got plenty of it, although
not the kind they have nowadays.

In '80, the great immigration took place and they came by
thousands to the lower counties. That was the year of the tremen-
dously heavy snow. It commenced snowing the 15th of October
1880, and it seemed as though it snowed continually till spring.
The snow was four feet deep, no trains, and no hope of getting
anywhere.

I was then mayor of Elk Point, and served six terms. Eight
miles below us, and toward Sioux City, was a little French village,
composed entirely of French people. Now, you know, that if
anybody was likely to have the smallpox, it's a Frenchman. Well,
the smallpox broke out in this little village. Elk Point would have
been the next place to catch it, and I didn't propose to take any
chances. I took the law in my hands, organized a little company,
and picketed the road between the two towns.

There was one burly Irishman who didn't propose to stay out of
Elk Point, so I sent a couple of men after him and had him jailed.
He was furious and threatened to sue me and sue Elk Point, and
the worst of it was, I knew he could collect damages, so we had to
get rid of him somehow. There happened to be a German in Elk
Point who could talk a little English; so after coaching him a little
bit and telling him what to say, we sent him down in the jail to
sleep. There he told this fellow he had come from Jefferson.
"Holy Mother," the Irishman cried, "that's the place where they
had it the worst." I had purposely left a window open, and he
went through that window, and I have never seen him to this day.

We sent the German over to the hotel, and told him to order a
good supper, feeling that he had done a good day's work. During
the course of that supper, in some manner or other, the news got
out that this man was from Jefferson, and you would have
laughed to see how fast that hotel emptied. Nothing happened
then until spring, and then the greatest event of my life took
place.

The ice was piled up very high in the Missouri River and the
warm Chinook winds commenced to blow and melted the ice in
the upper river. The water began to run with large chunks of ice
floating in it. It floated down to Vermillion where it commenced
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During the flood of March 1881,
about three-fourths of Vermillion
was swept away. The town
was later moved up on the
hill along the bluffs. As
a result of the flood,
the -river channel moved three
miles to the south where
it is still located.
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to form a gorge. I can't describe to you what a gorge is, but it's a
horrible thing. I went to see if there was any danger, and there
was —great danger. There was this ice piled up —forty feet high,
and holding back the water; and any minute it might break. To
my certain knowledge, because I saw it, there was water ten feet
deep caused by this ice gorge at Yankton, and big steamers were
swept one and a half miles out on the prairie. It was a very
precarious time.

Mrs. Sheafe's father had bought a ranch about five miles out
and settled on it. When this flood came, the superintendent of the
railroad left me a train of flat cars and an engine and suggested
that I go up and down the railroad with that train and take people
out of the way before the flood came, because we had received
word that the gorge would break at any time. I got most of them
off, and then went back to Mrs. Sheafe's father, and proposed to
get them. Now he was a very obstinate old Scotsman and refused
to move, and he said that they would be just as well off there as
anywhere else, so I took the train back to Elk Point, much wor-
ried.

The next morning we got word to move the people away so we
got the train and got everybody out we could. I was fearful that
the whole town would be washed out for the reason that Ver-
million had been completely destroyed by the flood. The only
thing left was one brick building. I anticipated that it might come
in the nighttime so I gathered all the people I could in the court-
house and my mill. We all expected ten feet of water in the morn-
ing. Now. Elk Point is higher than the surrounding country and
as a result, only about one foot of water got into town. Elsewhere
there was at least ten feet of water.

I began to worry about the Spark family, for I had become in-
terested in Agnes Spark about this time; so in the morning I got
up on top of my mill with a field glass, and I could see the water
clear up to the eaves of her house. Something had to be done and
done pretty quickly. I asked for volunteers, and we got a boat and
started for that house, five miles out. We got along very well in-
deed for three or four miles, and then the ice got so thick that we
couldn't do anything. I got out of the boat and started afoot
because I was determined to reach that farmhouse. I got along all
right till I came to a place where the ice wasn't so thick and then I
took a tumble. Now, I never was a very great friend of water, ex-
cept for bathing and raising ducks, but I won't say that I was
scared. I know I was very indignant. I swam till I came to a cake
of ice that seemed to be quite solid, and I climbed up on it. There
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were dead hogs and cattle all around me, and a little way off, I
noticed a fellow wearing a soldier's overcoat who had been
drowned.

In the meantime a little snow squall had come up and I realized
I either had to get to that farmhouse or freeze on that ice cake, so
I decided to take a chance for the house, about a half mile away,
and finally reached there. I crawled up on a corncrib and yelled
and pretty soon the young lady concerned came to the window
and saw me. She immediately proceeded to instruct her father
and brother to put out some boards and I thus reached the house.
After getting on some warm clothing and drinking some hot
water, I began to come to. The next day we built a boat, intending
to go back to Elk Point. That night, however, we had a hard
freeze and we didn't need the boat, but started out afoot. You can
imagine the funny procession we made. Miss Spark's mother,
brother and sisters, then Miss Spark and myself with a couple of
canary birds. Well, we finally walked the distance of five miles
and reached Elk Point.

They used to tell a story afterwards about saving my wife and
how I happened to marry her. They told how I got her out in a
boat and made my proposition to marry her, that she declined and
I told her she would either marry me or I would throw her into
the river. They went further to say that she was always sorry she
didn't take the river.

There are few people in the world who can say they have read
their own obituary. I read mine and it surely was a peculiar feel-
ing.

While I was out trying to get to the house, I told the fellows in
the boat not to leave, for I would come back. Well, they saw me go
down and when I didn't come back, they went to town and
reported that I was drowned and the Associated Press of the
country sent it all over the United States that the mayor of Elk
Point had been drowned. The Sioux City Journal published a nice
obituary about my death and they had to hide the paper from my
dear, old and saintly mother, who was in Yankton. It was a funny
thing when it was discovered that I was alive. The editor apolo-
gized to the people for saying such nice things about me.

There we were in Elk Point, marooned on an island, with water
eight to ten feet around us and I had to get to Sioux City on
government business. A friend of mine, a carpenter, built a boat
for me and I got ready to sail for Sioux City, about twenty-one
miles away. On the way, we sailed right over and through this lit-
tle French town I've been telling you about, Jefferson.
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A rather peculiar thing happened on this trip. The sunflowers
in those days grew to an immense height, most of them twelve to
fifteen feet. Our boat accidentally touched some of those
sunflowers and to my utter disgust, there was a nice little snake
that fell from each bush into the boat. One of the fellows that I
was with was an ardent prohibitionist and he told me to look at
the snakes. I told him I couldn't see any snakes and I asked him
where he got his liquor.

1881 was a progressive year. In 1882 nothing very much hap-
pened. The crops were good and people had gotten over the effect
of the grasshoppers. 1883 was much the same.

Things went along, the country improved and everything was
lovely. In 1885, I made up my mind that I wanted to get off that

Main Street, looking east in Jefferson, South Dakota, 1911

Missouri River bottom. More than that, the river had deposited a
sediment of poisonous matter causing malaria. Mrs. Sheafe was
very sick from it and I proposed to change my locations. I applied
for the position with the United States Land Office and was ap-
pointed, with the privilege of taking my choice of Aberdeen,
Huron, or Watertown. Taking a look up here, what interested me
most was Lake Kampeska. I wanted to get somewhere where I
could sail —I suppose I inherited the desire from my father, who
was a sea captain. At all events, I decided on Watertown and built
my humble abode up on the hill, out of the reach of high water.

Things went along prosperously and we were very happy. In
either 1887 or 1888,1 get the two years confused, on the 19th day
of December, Saint Peter opened the pearly gates and sent us a
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cherub with white wings and pink cheeks.^ The creature re-
mained a cherub for at least nine or ten months, then she quit the
cherub business, the wings disappeared, and she assumed control
of the Sheafe family, and has maintained it ever since.

I proceeded to purchase a sailboat so I have the distinguished
honor of having the first sailboat on Lake Kampeska. I after-
wards got a launch for my son and that was the first launch on the
lake. Mr. Walrath claims the distinction of owning the first
rowboat, although nobody could row it.

There was one little episode which I recall, which I mention
here simply to show you the etiquette of the people in the days of
1871. A lawyer in Elk Point had introduced me to his sister and
the next time I met her on the street, I took off my hat to her as a
gentleman should. That night I was accosted by her brother who
was very indignant at me for insulting his sister, and I, of course,
apologized.

In 1889, as you probably remember, this territory was admit-
ted as a state and that was the beginning of the end. The politi-
cians got hold of it and have held control of it ever since.

In '911 was elected to the senate and a very funny episode hap-
pened there. A friend of mine. Judge Seward, and myself secured
a suite of rooms together in the hotel there. At this time there
was a hot fight over Prohibition; we were trying to repeal the
constitutional amendment, and, of course, the city was full of
reformers who were trying to prevent the repeal. One day
Seward and I were accosted by the clerk of the hotel, saying that
there was a preacher and his wife there in the interest of Prohibi-
tion and there was no place to put them in the hotel; so he asked
us if we would give our rooms to them. Of course, we were willing
to so oblige these people so they established themselves in one of
our rooms.

Now, we had an arrangement with the boys there in the hotel
that when we rang the bell three times, they were to bring us up
two whiskey cocktails. This, by the way, is absolutely a true
story. Well, this preacher and his wife decided they wanted some
hot water in the morning, so they rang twice, and, of course, there
was no response. He rang again, but with no results. Pretty soon
he got impatient and rang three times. Immediately two whiskey
cocktails were brought up to them.

In '96, President McKinley was elected, and as you all know,
each state is entitled to two representatives to witness the In-

3. The cherub is his daughter, Mary Agnes Morris of Watertown, born on 19
December 1886.
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auguration. Senator Kyle selected me as one, so I took Mrs.
Sheafe and my son to Washington. The next morning, after the
Inauguration, Senator Kyle asked me if I wouldn't like to meet
the president, and I assured him that I would. We went up to the
Capitol —Mrs. Sheafe, Mark, and myself—and were introduced to
him. McKinley, by the way, was one of the sweetest men, and had
the sweetest smile of anyone I have ever seen.

In introducing us. Senator Kyle made a great mistake. He said,
"Mr. President, I want to introduce you to a typical Democrat
from South Dakota." McKinley smiled and said, "Isn't this rather
a remarkable time for a Democrat to be around Washington? How
does it happen you are here?" "Well," I said, "to tell you the
truth, I came to lend a little respectability to the occasion!" This
brought another smile to his lips, but Kyle didn't like it very well.
The Spanish-American War broke out in '98, and President
McKinley appointed me brigidier general in the army, the
greatest honor I have ever had.

After the war Sheafe retumed to the management of his
business affairs. For many years he engaged in handling range
cattle on the then uninhabited plains west of the Missouri River.

In politics Sheafe was a Jeffersonian-Jacksonian democrat. He
was elected mayor of Elk Point six tijnes and was also elected to
the territorial senate in 1874. In 1890 he was elected to the se-
cond state legislative assembly as a senator from Codington
County and in 1876 was selected to serve as the territorial
delegate to the Democratic National Convention in Saint Louis.
He represented the state of South Dakota at the inaugurations of
both William McKinley and Woodrow Wilson. Sheafe was a
member of the Masonic fraternity, the Benevolent Protective
Order of Elks, the Sons of the American Revolution, and the
Military Order of Foreign Wars. When he died on 20 February
1930, he was buried in Mount Hope Cemetery in Watertown.

Although Mark Sheafe could have lived a life of comparative
ease in the East, he chose the free and simple life found in the
West. He watched this region grow from a territory, which con-
tained twenty thousand white inhabitants in 1871, into two
separate states. In both private enterprise and public office, he
contributed to the settlement and organization of the state of
South Dakota.
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