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A Doorkeeper in the
House of God: The Letters
of Beatrice A. R. Stocker,
Missionary to the Sioux,
1892-1893

EDITED BY A N N E M A R I E BAKER

"My molive in enterinj^ mission work is lo carry out the purpose of God
concerning me, made evident to me last January by a special call lo make
tbe spread of tbe Kingdom tbe main business of my life. From (bat time
tbe Irue significance oí many things in my nature and tendencies from
childbood, hitherto obscure, grew clear; and I almost wondered tbat any
special call had been needed. No other ambition, bad I Ibe wbole world
to choose from, could afford me any real satisfaction."'

Thus in 1892 Beatrice Stocker of Kearney, Nebraska, stated her
desire to become a missionary for the Board of Foreign Missions
of the Presbyterian Ghurch (USA). Much to her surprise, this board
of foreign missions later sent her, not overseas, but only a few hundred miles north to the Sioux Indians of the Pine Ridge reservation.
Stocker was one of more than four hundred tnissionaries that the
Board of Foreign Missions sent to thirty-nine Indian tribes during
1. Beatrice A. R. Stocker to Board of Home Missions, Presbyterian Cburch (USA),
18 Apr. 1892, Stocker File, Department of History, Presbyterian Cburtb (USA),
Philadelphia, Pa. (This file is hereafter cited as Stocker File.)
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Beatrice A. R. Stocker was nearly thirty-five years old when
she took an assignment on the Pine Ridge reservation with the
Board of Foreign Missions of the Presbyterian Church.

the tiineteenth century.'^ The letters of these tnissionaries form part
of the Atvericati Indian Collection of the Presbyterian Church, a
group of more than fourteen thousand pieces of correspondence
spanning the years 1836 to 1893. Six of Stocker's letters chronicling
her experiences at the Porcupine triission station on Pine Ridge
shortly after Wounded Knee are presented here.^
Beatrice Alicia Ramsay Stocker was born in Rome, Italy, in 1858 to
2. Arthur Iudson Brown, One Hundred Years: A History of the Foreign Missionary
of the Presbyterian Church in the U. S. A. (New York: Fleming H. Revell Co.,
1936), pp. 1120-23.
3. The six letters published here are from Lettersof Beatrice A. R. Stocker, American
Indian Collection, Box P, vol. 2, DepartmenI ot History, Presbyterian Church (USA),
Philadelphia, Pa. (This collection is hereafter cited as AlC).
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Jean Hamilton Stocker, who died when her daughter was young, and
Edward Seymour Stocker, a clergyman in the Anglican church.
Stocker had a sister and two brothers. Constance, to whom these
letters are addressed, lived in Italy with her husband Italo Giglioli
and children. Stocker's brother Lewis, his wife May, and their son
William were in Kearney, Nebraska, at the beginning of this correspondence but had moved to California by the time Stocker took
up her duties at Pine Ridge. Basil Stocker lived with his family in
New Zealand. In addition to these three, Stocker had nine halfsiblings from her father's second marriage. She mentions only three
of them—Alice, Edith, and Amalle—in her letters. A well-educated
woman who knew several languages. Stocker lived in England, Germany, and New Zealand before coming to the United States in the
early 1890s. She originally settled in Kearney, Nebraska, to be near
her brother Lewis. While living there, she experienced what she refers
to as her "conversion" and decided to devote her life to missionary
activity.^
In the late nineteenth century, missionary work was one of the
few alternatives open to single women other than becoming a wife
and mother. As missionaries, women could gain a measure of independence, both financial and emotional, while performing a rewarding and socially acceptable task. The female missionary also had
a sense of fulfilling a higher duty. As one historian explained, "Unlike
many American women she defined herself in terms other than
those of husband and children. , . . On the foreign mission field her
life had meaning and joy and was infused by a sense of privilege
at being the special recipient of God's grace."^
In the Presbyterian mission at Pine Ridge, women were allowed
freedoms and given responsibilities they did not have elsewhere.
They were expected to "take hold of anything and everything,"*^ including activities that commonly fell to men. In October 1892,
Stocker wrote of her supervisor, Jennie Dickson, "I do not think I
know any man who could do all [Miss DicksonJ does. If the inten4. Much of the information about Stocker's life and family comes from the letters
included here and from items in the Stocker File at the Deparlment of History,
Presbyterian Church (USA), These items include an introductory letter from Stocker
to lennie Dickson, dated 23 Aug. 1892, and Stocker's application to the Board of Foreign
Missions, dated 13 )une 1892,
5. Barbara Welter, "She Hath Done What She Could: Protestant Women's Missionary Careers in Nineteenth-Century America," American Quarterly 30 (Winter 1978):
63a
6. lennie Dickson to Robert E. Speer, Secretary, Board of Foreign Missions, 7 Sept.
1892, Stocker File,

Copyright © 1992 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

Beatrice A. R. Stocker

41

tioti of tbe Board is that I should learn to take her place, there is
scope enough for my ambition! Since I first felt called to missionary
work the spirit of my fathers has often stirred in me to preach, but
I did not guess that it would ever be allowed."'^ In general, the
Presbyterian church discouraged women from preaching, but the
isolated life of the mission field often made it necessary.'^
Some of Stocker's attitudes toward American Indians, which she
shared with many of her contemporaries, will undoubtedly offend
modern readers. At times, she found the Sioux both childlike and
corrupt and did not hesitate to say so. Missionaries, even more than
the general population, found native cultures offensive and felt compelled to supplant them with Christianity. The task was often a frustrating one. Henry Warner Bowden has stated that one of the
obstacles to assimilation was the depth of Indian spirituality, which
formed "a wellspring of inner strength not easily affected by superficial changes. As long as independent religious vitality survived,
it filled the Indians with a sense of their own identity and cultural
importance, with a power that defied alien control."^ Moreover, missionaries, who sought to teach not only in the classroom but also
by personal example, were further discouraged and even bitter when
their efforts failed. Stocker's frequent disillusionment with her work
may have been heightened by the fact that her original goal had
been to "get into a place where among superior and intellectual
people I might find scope for all my capabilities—probably in some
of the great centres of civilization."^^
In 1893, the Presbyterian church transferred its missions among
the American Indians to its Board of Home Missions to avoid a duplication of duties and accommodate the Foreign Board's increasing overseas activities. Even though the transfer had been initiated
in 1884, its completion left many missionaries adrift}^ In a letter written to the secretary of the Foreign Board as her service at Pine Ridge
drew to a close. Stocker stated, "Though my connection with the
Board of Foreign Missions has been so short, I had entered into it
7. Stocker to Speer, 30 Oct. 1892, Box P, vol. 2, no. 3, AlC.
8. According to an 1832 Presbyterian pastoral letter, "To teacb and exhort, or to
lead in prayer, in public and promiscuous assemblies, is clearly forbidden to women
in tbe Holy Oracles." Tbis altitude was generally beld until after the turn of the century, lanet Harhison Penfield, "Women in the Presbyterian Cburch—An Historical
Overview," journal of Presbyterian History 55 (Summer 1977): 109.
9. Henry Warner Bowden, American Indians and Christian Missions: Studies in
Cultural Conflict (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1981), pp. 194-5.
10. Stocker to Dickson, 23 Aug. 1892, Stocker File.
11. Brown, One Hundred Years, pp. 173-74.
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with the thought that it was to be life-long, and I accept its close
with keen regret."^'^ Exactly when Stocker finally left Pine Ridge or
what became of her is not known.
Most of the correspondence included in the American Indian Collection is between individual missionaries and the main office of
the Board of Foreign Missions in New York City. While researchers
can glean a great deal of information from this correspondence, it
is usually businesslike and guarded in tone. The collection includes
some of Stocker's professional correspondence, but her personal
letters to her sister Constance are most interesting. Having been written to a family member, they are open and frank, informing the reader about the workings of Presbyterian missions as well as Stocker's
personal views on subjects ranging from Sioux culture to single
womanhood. The six letters presented here begin in February 1892
with Stocker's account of her conversion and conclude in April 1893
near the end of her service at Pine Ridge. In editing these letters
for publication, passages that were repetitive or pertained to past
family matters have been omitted. To increase readability, paragraph
breaks have been added, but Stocker's abbreviations and British
spellings have been retained.

Kearney, Nebraska. Feb. 28th [1892]
My dear Cona,'''
. . . I am very thin and much pulled down with the miserable kind
of circumstances I am in—no proper companionship, no fun, no
children, no garden, very little work, not even a cat! Of course 1
can't much enjoy the "lots of victuals" I cook for myself. I read and
study a good deal, and keep early hours, at least at the latter part
of the day.
I have half engaged to go with Mrs. Cilcrest to Omaha in the
spring. But it may not come to anything. Since seeing her early in
January I have undertaken to make the spread of Christianity the
main business of my life; and anything else could be accepted merely for daily bread and shelter till God opens the way for me into
the mission field. I have not the physical strength for the best posts,
which are very arduous indeed. The deaconesses in the great city
Home Missions often work 14 hours a day. But I have health and
vigour enough to do a very fair life's work, when once I am in the

12. Stocker to Speer, 15 Apr. 1893, Box P, vol. 2, no. 373, AlC.
13. "Cona" is a pet name for Constance.
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right place to do it. My own leaning is towards work among educated
and devoted young women in colleges, preparing for the foreign
fields. And after some years of that I think I should like to be sent
to a Christian college in )apan. But nothing definite has turned up
yet. I am in correspondence about it. I have to get a certificate as
to my moral and spiritual fitness for real mission work from our
presbytery when it meets in April. Mr. Barnes says, "That will be
all right." He and Mr. Cuthe and some of the elders will go to Broken
Bow, and I and another lady are to be sent to the same meeting
as delegates from our Woman's Missionary Society, of which I am
a member." I had to read a paper before them on Ghristianity in
New Zealand, into which I threw my best wit and philosophy and
everything else, and they were greatly pleased and interested.
I wonder if you noticed last summer how a change had come over
me, and how much of it I attributed to Mr. Barnes and Mr. Guthe?
Though their influence has been as great and good, perhaps, as
it is possible for any human influence to be, it could never account
for all tny wonderful and evergrowing experience. A sermon of Mr.
Barnes' lately made it clear to me. The change was what they call
conversion, and it is the work of the Holy Spirit in a believing soul—
the birth of a new creature. What I was before the fifth of last )uly
I am not yet able to decide. I thought I was a Christian; I would
always have taken a stand on that side. I would have given up any
earthly thing that I believed to be contrary to my profession. But
they do not call that being a Christian, til! the change comes in your
soul, and you are carried away and inspired by a mighty leading,
foreign to your old life. Well, I want to bear witness that there is
such a thing as conversion, which has often sounded to me like
empty jargon. But it seems to me that if you are not a Christian till
you have this new divine possession, Christians must be much rarer
than I supposed. I do not know whether it ever came to you. I am
pretty sure that Basil and Lewis know nothing about it. It came to
May. Until I had it my religion never took an aggressive form; now
I begin to feel a responsibility for all over whom I have any influence,
and tor some I am horribly afraid. . . .
With love to all. Ever your affectionate sister,
Beatrice A. R. Stocker

14. Rev. W. S. Barnes served the First Presbyterian Cburch of Kearney from 1889
to 1895, and Rev. Herman O. Cuthe was pastor of Kearney's German Presbyterian
thurcb. lulius F. Schwarz, History of the Presbyterian Church in Nebraska (N.p., 1924),
p. 197; Kearney Daily Hub. 29 Oct. 1892.
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Kearney, Nebraska. Aug. 13th 1892
My dear Cona,
I am hoping to get my marching orders before I am many days
older, and when they arrive I apprehend I shall be pretty busy getting ready Perhaps the days of filling paper to kill time are nearly
over for me. Has Ninai'""' told you that the Board of Foreign Missions
of the Presbyterian Church propose to send me—not to japan, as
I fondly dreamed—but to the Sioux Indians of the Black Hills,
S. Dakota? At first I was a little dismayed. I used to suppose that
the Indians were all degraded and incomprehensible savages; that
was my miserable ignorance, helped by the prejudices of others
equally ill-informed. But after I had written to tell the Board {who
evidently didn't much think I should like the job) that if they saw
fit to send me, I would very gladly go, I thought it was about time
to look up the subject.
I am reading a book on the dealings of the United States with
the Indians for the past hundred years, called "Century of Dishonor.""* I don't think there can be anything sadder in history. It
is a perpetually recurring tale of removing them from their rich lands
and smiling villages as the greed of advancing white settlers coveted
their wealth: of treaties shamelessly violated year after year towards
these helpless people, who bore all with a most marvellous patience,
dignity and loyalty. The whites repeatedly massacred Indians, shot
down women and little children, drove them from their homes in
the depth of winter and left them to starve on new "reservations"
or in the wilderness. The tragedy of 'Evangeline' might have been
written with manifold additions of horror and cruelty and heartless
fraud, many times over, of all the Indian tribes in this guilty country.''^
In spite of all, they have accomplished wonderful results of selfimprovement whenever they have been left unmolested long

15. While Ninar has not been positively identified, she appears from the context
here and in the letter dated 16 Apr. 1893 to be an elderly relative.
16. H. H. [F^elen Hunt Jackson], A Century of Dishonor: A Sketch of the United
States Covernment's Dealings with Some of the Indian Tribes (New York: Harper &
Brothers, 1881).
17. Written in 1847, "Evangeline, A Tale of Acadie" is a narrative poem by Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow. It is the story of young lovers, Evangeline and Gabriel, members
ot a French Canadian colony thai the British forced to relocate to the southern United
States in the 1750s. Separated from Gabriel during their flight, Evangeline speni the
rest of her life roaming from Louisiana to Ihe Michigan woods in search of him. She
finally settles in Philadelphia as a Sister of Mercy. There she recognizes a dying old
man as Gabriel, and the shock of his death causes her own. United al last, they are
buried in Ihe Catholic cemetery The Poems of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (Roslyn,
N.Y.: Black's Readers Service, 1932).
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enough to give them a chance. They have been guilty of massacres
and wars and depredations, but mostly only when driven far beyond
what any human being but an Indian could endure. It would take
volumes to give you an adequate idea of all this, but this sketch may
suffice to stir your sympathies and awake respect for these much
maligned people. The one bright streak in their history is the story
of Christian missions. The present policy ot the government towards
them is a radical change on the old, and it is hoped that the dark
days of their wrongs are ended. They are to be educated and given
industrial and agricultural training, and allowed to go where they
please, be absorbed in the nation and have the privileges and
responsibilities of citizens. You will readily imagine now how gladly I shall hail the privilege of devoting my life to the work of Christ
among them.
I was reading to-day some of the qualifications necessary for a
missionary, among which I find—education broad and general rather
than special. That my own Is so has stood in my light hitherto for
worldly success. A voracious and insatiable industry (that's me, even
when I have nothing to do—what will it be when I have work?) The
article said that no gift or knowledge one might possess would fail
to tell here—that is just what I desire! Even gardening and poultry
raising and all my miscellaneous proclivities may be turned to account for my brother the Red Man. Isn't it superb? I feel inclined
to testify in prayer meeting that I find it impossible to give up anything for Christ, because faster than I can pour out anything for
him he fills up my cup fuller than ever. You'll find a promise for
this in Scripture; happy when we see it being fulfilled.
I don't know anything about the work yet as Miss Jennie Dickson,
one of the missionaries there to whom I wrote for information, has
not replied.'^ I get my orders from New York, but details ought to
come from Pine Ridge. I shall probably have a school to teach and
a pony to ride. I don't know how much of an outfit I shall want.
I have not a penny in the world to call my own. But I suppose they
will send me all that is necessary. There are at the agency three ordained, married missionaries, 3 single ladies and 4 native teachers. . . .
Aug. 26th And still things are hanging on. The Board is to meet
for final action Sept. 5th. The secretary tells me it is a very difficult
18. Originally from Philadelphia, Dickson served as a missionary in Montana and
Dakota from 1878 to 1891 John P. Williamson, The Dakota Mission: Past and Present
(Minneapolis: Tribune Job Printing Co., 1886), p. 18; Brown, One Hundred Years, p.
1121. More biographical information on Dickson may be found scattered throughout
her collected letters (Box F, AiC).

Copyright © 1992 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

46

South Dakota History

post, with much to suffer. All this sounds very vague to tne. I have
heard from Miss Dickson at the Pine Ridge station: she says there
will be just our two selves, and she hopes I will do all the housekeeping, as I shan't be much use for anything else till I master the language. The work is all carried on in Dakotan. She says they have
no school. I presume they mean us to found one. There we should
teach the papooses English: it is an essential principle to supplant
their language by our own. She is 25 miles from a post office and
40 from a railroad, and she hopes, if I am accustomed to country
life, that I shan't find the isolation very hard to bear. It was not, however, in search of isolation that I came to America. It will be a miracle
if I stand it. But then I expect a whole series of miracles if I go, or
I should not attempt it. Poor Miss Dickson is very anxious to know
what I am like. She wants to know whether her solitary and unavoidable companion is going to make the life more or less intolerable
than it was before.
I am sorry to hear through Aunt Agnes that Italo's eyes are still
giving you anxiety. I hope you and the children are well. The Guthes
have come from Hanover. I sat with the elder sister this afternoon
and had a lovely talk: they are so different from the Americans it
seems like a breath from another world.'" I feel fit to sit and cry about
them to-night to think that they should be so congenial, and just
come when it is almost too late to do any good. Such is life! But
I suppose any genuine joy we get in life is worth the price in pain
that we pay for it.
Goodbye. With love to all. Your affectionate sister,
Beatrice A. R. Stocker

Porcupine. Pine Ridge Agency. S. Dakota. Jan. 9th 1893
My dear Cona,
Being baffled by my own stupidity in one or two feeble attempts
to study my Dakota lesson this afternoon, I think it allowable to write
a letter. If it is a more than usually flat one, pray excuse the deficiencies. It is about 3 months since you were writing your last to
me—Oci. 7th and I have not answered it. I think it came just after
I had answered the previous one. When I am not well my brain altogether refuses certain kinds of work; yet I wrote a poem yester-

19. At the time of tbis letter. Reverend Guthe's mother and two sisters were visiting
from Germany, where Stocker had once lived. Semi-WteÄ/y Kearr^ey Hub, 1 Sept. 1892.
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day! The bother of it is, it is not worth the paper it is written upon,
for it was upon a tragic occurrence here, and on enquiring closer,
I find I have got the circumstances incorrectly. There was a young
woman hanged herself Dec. 31st. They found her Jan 2nd. I described it as occurring on New Year's Day: then how could I bring
in that line about "wandering by the frozen stream" when I find
the gulley was dry? Another thing I only just found out—that ! narrowly escaped being the one to find her. For on New Year's Day,
our Indians being all away, we had no service, and I took a walk
(for a wonder) up the Pine Gulley to meditate, and must have passed
within a few yards of the dreadful tree.
A young wife, two months with child, destroys herself: why? her
husband has taken a second wife who turns her out (against his
wishes). I not unnaturally thought it a heartless piece of manly
fickleness to take the second wife so soon. But that only shows how
easy it is to jump to wrong conclusions. An Indian lets his wife alone
when she is in a hopeful condition, but he must have somebody.
So by an old custom they often take two or three. It is rare to have
them all hors de combat,-'^ so to speak, at one time. But it was no
part of the plan for the other woman to drive this poor thing away.
The mother of the dead girl says the man does not care a bit for
the second one. The love, so called, of a godless man isa poor thing,
any way. I think I shall stop writing poems till I get a better grasp
of the facts. Perhaps then I shall find them quite too unpoetical to
set forth.
There have been six or seven suicides in the last few weeks. The
Indians get dreadfully downhearted if their feelings are hurt. Some
of these were for very trifling vexations. But a little present will heal
a deep wound. It comforts them up and diverts their thoughts. They
seem to me like children—even the old ones: I have a sort of corresponding wistful tenderness towards them. Miss Dickson is a
strong, decided, masterful character, and she has some success with
the men. She says Indians like to be ruled and controlled. But she
seems to have very little hold on the women and no charms for the
children. I don't know how it will be with me. The women are very
bad. Many girls as soon as they are old enough make It their ambition to corrupt the men, who fall to them only too easily one after
another. It seems impossible that social life can be purified in a few
generations. ! hope, however, that the end of all things is at hand.
Indian babies are exactly like white babies in their ways. I wish
I could draw the children round me and hobnob with them as with
20. Literally, "out of Ihe fight"; i.e., pregnant.
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my little friends in Kearney. But I can hardly talk atall yet. I can put
pages of Otto's German exercises^' into Dakota pretty correctly,
almost as fast as I can write, only leaving out those which for some
reason have no equivalent in Indian life. But in their talk they throw
in so many clips of words, and abbreviate, and are altogether so unclassical, that it may be long before I can be even with them. I can
read a Bible chapter, or recognise it being read, and I can sometimes follow a prayer or a sermon pretty well, and I sing and play

Stocker had a special affection for young children, and
she often lamented her inability to communicate with them.

all the hymns with much zest, but I am a long way from preaching
to them and leading their devotions yet. And yet by next midsummer I may have it to do. Miss Dickson expects to leave in May—4
months hence. And then the Church will have to be closed, unless
21. Stocker may be referring to a Cerman textbook. She had received part of her
education in Germany.
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I can keep it open.^^ The preaching does not dismay me like the
praying. I don't think I should mind preaching now to an American
congregation of 2 or 3 hundred, but to lead in family prayer extempore is an ordeal that is travail of the soul. I might get our head
missionary. Dr. Williamson,^'' to write me out a prayer in Dakota for
a guide, which I could vary till I got a little able to run alone. The
Indians are very eloquent, and have a beautiful flow of soul (the
converted ones) when called upon to pray. It is not usual to call upon
any of the congregation in the Sunday services, but in the weekday prayer meeting.
I think of sending you the Jan. number of the Missionary Review.
I am afraid you have but little opportunity for reading, and yet I hope
very much you will find time to read at least the articles that I have
marked. I generally send them to some of my girls in New Zealand,
and so I mark pieces that I particularly endorse or enjoy that they
may note them too. i want you to see something of what our world
is, where our hearts and treasures lie, and what we chiefly think
about, hope about, watch for and pray about, beside which everything else grows pale. How I should like to hear Dr. Pentecost! He
seems to have thrilled India from shore to shore. I wonder whether
the whole marvellous romance of missions is as much of a sealed
book to you to-day as it was to me when first I turned my heedless
steps to America. . . . It is a glorious thing to be a missionary, even
in this despised, abandoned, barren field of S. Dakota: a doorkeeper
in the house of my God, but what must it be to be an evangelist
like Dr. Pentecost!^" If I begin to talk about the great ones do you
even know their names?
This is more lonely, and humanly-speaking, more unalleviated than
anything I have ever known, but the reality of things unseen and

22. After thirteen years among the Sioux, Dickson believed it was time to move
on. In one of her letters to the Board of Foreign Missions, she wrote, " I do not want
a rest for I could not lake it, but I Ihink a change of work is very necessary" (Dickson
to Speer, 17 Nov. 1892, Box P, vol. 2, no. 367, AlC}. Nothing is known of her activities
afler she lefl Pine Ridge.
23. The son of a missionary, lohn P Williamson (1835-1917) spent virtually all of his
life living and working among the Sioux. About Slocker he wrote, " I was pleased
with her as a whole. She has seen a good deal of the world, and adapts herself easily to surrounding circumstances. I think she will easily learn enough of the language
to communicate with the Indians, and readily gain (heir friendship" (Williamson to
Speer, 19 Oct. 1892, Box P, vol. 1, no. 429, AlC).
24. Presbyterian clergyman George Frederick Pentecost (1842-1920) was a well-known
evangelist who wrole and leclured widely about missionary work. New York Times,
9 Aug. 1920, p. 9, and 12 Aug. 1920, p. 9.
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eternal outweighs it all and keeps us generally in wonderfully good
spirits. The time flies. Physically we are comfortable, and I enjoy my
meals, which I don't remember to have done in Kearney more than
a few times. We have lots of eggs and often wish we had anybody
to enjoy them with us or all the nice things we could make with
them. Does Aunt Agnes ever send you my letters? I suppose I may
hear from you in response to this one about April.
We have to be a little particular about dress, and keep neat and
presentable because of the Indians to whom we have to present
an imitable example; and they are precious quick to criticise if you
iay yourself open to it, or if you advise them to do things that you
don't live up to yourself. They think it indecent to go barefoot.
Though we may be weeks without the sight of a white face, white
travellers or visitors may drop in upon us any time, or native helpers,
or a missionary, or his family. We live in a wide valley, somewhat
overlooked by the Great American storms when they are towering
around, clad with coarse buffalo grass, a few scrubby pines, bush
clad ravines with streams in them, lovely, I am told, with plum and
cherry blossom in spring, and wild roses in summer. There are
prairie wolves (coyotes) minks, wild cats, magpies, prairie chickens,
snow birds. . . .
Today an Indian girl was here to hide from a man. We could see
the man lying in wait for her beyond our fence in a hollow. I was
much concerned at first, but Miss D. asked her how many more
were after her; and she said several! and—How many are you running around after?. . and she hung her head. She didn't happen
to want that one, or even perhaps she was only coquetting to tease
him. You see, these people are full fed by governmeni and have
nothing to do, so they run all to animalism. I don't know how much
revelation of their ways you could stand, but you may guess a little
what I have to stand, and I must bear that burden on my soul. One
man stole another's wife for a day and gave her a dollar. The husband came here to complain—that she would not share it with him,
like a loyal wife. I never heard of the naked blacks that Livingstone
found, sinking to such shameless beast lives as these wretched,
pampered, corrupted Indians.
We daren't write of the facts to our various missionary societies
and magazines. They are not fit for print, and they would not believe
us: they'd say we had evil minds to imagine such things. I sometimes
wonder why the Lord sent me here, and what I can possibly do.
One day a man came here to hide from a woman who was after
him with a knife to kill him if he would not have her. Another Indian got the knife away from her and gave it to Miss Dickson. I sup-
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pose my letters seem paradoxical. Well, it is. "Sorrowful yet always
rejoicing," etc. is paradoxical too. I envy those missionaries whose
people are eager to learn, but whether it be I or they, the work of
Christ prospers there, and I don't deserve any better field than this,
because for years I was lukewarm and doubtful—"offended."
I wish I had seen your children, that they might seem as real to
me as May's. How often I want Will! I like to hear about them, any
way. Do you still think I could keep a diary? I hope you will all have
good health this year.
Love to all. Your affect, sister,
Beatrice A. R. Stocker

Porcupine. Pine Ridge Agency. S. Dakota. Feb. 8th 1893
My dear Gona,
Trouble has begun among the Indians, and nobody knows where
it will end. One of our friendly ones will take this letter tonight,
if I can get it ready. I want to tell you just what we know already,
so, if you never hear any more you'll know that much. And I don't
want Aunt Agnes to know till she has to, or till peace is restored.
Meanwhile I think you won't mind it as much as she would. You
know there was an outbreak two years ago among these people,
and there was a thing they call a battle at Wounded Knee, 9 miles
from Porcupine. A band of armed Indians met the American soldiers
there, and one of the Indians fired, killing an officer. Then the Americans turned a big gun onto the band, who had their women and
children with them, and cut them to pieces.
They took care of the wounded, and pampered and hushed up
the survivors, and things were smoothed over—ashes heaped upon
the embers. But a good many Indians who lost friends brood upon
revenge. Some swear to take a white man's life for each friend they
lost, some say they will kill women and children for their women
and children. One half crazy man has begun, and we hear that three
white men have been killed. Some say, and a woman and boy. The
white settlers are habitually armed, and they returned fire. We are
told several Dakotas were killed. Now, the white people in their
panic are blind and brutal. The Indians are cool and resolute, and
they know it is a desperate game. The American soldiers said before
that if ever they should be sent to the Indians again they would not
wait for orders but would wipe out the whole tribe. {Imagine-soldiers!) The Indians know this. So the more peaceable and prudent
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among them want to give up the culprits and restrain the others.
But when such a spirit of anarchy is abroad what can you expect?^^
A chief was here yesterday to counsel with Miss Dickson. He said,
won't you write and tell the agent there are some good people at
Porcupine? The Indians know that if the soldiers are sent they will
all be killed, and plenty of them don't care. They will then bend
every faculty to sell their lives dearly, and go down in blood and
glory. As soon as it is known that the soldiers are coming, it will
probably be the signal for the Indians to swoop round the reservation and kill every half-breed and every white person here.
The friendly ones are very uneasy. One is working for us to-day,
but be has no heart in it. He keeps glancing up as if he expected
to see someih/ng coming up the valley. They are frightened and restless. The hostiles want to break up the Churches, and they have
broken into the Episcopal Church, 2 miles from us, and poured coal
oil on things, whether with view to set fire to it or only to spoil it,
we don't know. You know they have a heathenish dance they keep
up when they are preparing for war. Well, they have put up a dance
house between the Church and school.-'' They wanted to put one
up close to the Presbyterian mission, but Miss Dickson sent for the
old hostile chief and fought it out with him. She forbade him in
the name of the Lord to do one stroke towards that dance housedared him to begin. And he did not dare. The timber was carted,
but they carted it away again. If the Agent had a quarter of her pluck
we should have no dance houses atall. He has the authority, and
she has not. The Indians say, that woman is not afraid of anything.
They think she has some great power in the background, but they
don't quite understand what it is.
She has been through two Indian 'wars', and the strain on her
nerves has nearly broken her down. She is not atall fit for another
crisis. She was out of her mind for a time, and is liable to be so
again. This thought gives me more uneasiness than any other. She
25. The trouble Stocker writes of centered on the murders of four white men at
the ranch of beef contractor Ike Humphrey, thirty miles north of Pine Ridge Agency.
A small group of Brule Sioux led by Two Sticks claimed ihat during a dance and sweat
bath they had spoken with the "Great Spirit," who ordered them to kill white people in retaliation for their wrongs against the Indians. Black Hills Daily Times, 8 Feb.
1893.
26. Stocker may be referring to the Ghost Dance, which continued for years after
Wounded Knee, although with less force and more secrecy Richmond L, Ckjw reports
the use of "large sweat houses (round, wooden Omaha dance houses) to conduct
Ghost Dances" in late 1891 and early 1892. Clow, "The Lakota Ghost Dance after 1890,"
South Dakota History 20 (Winter 1990): 330.
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is the only white person around who can talk to the Indians without
an interpreter, and feeling her to be true and brave and strong, they
crowd upon her like frightened horses in a thunderstorm, if she
is to be preserved for future usefulness she ought to be away from
these troubles. But she cannot and will not flee at such a time. I
wish I could understand their talk better.
There—Thomas has gone, and this was not ready. Here we are,
you see, soldiers of the Cross, and quietly ready to live or die as
our Captain will have it. If I were anything else but a missionary
I think I should feel frightened. They say you never know what you
really feel. I want to acquit myself worthily whatever comes, and
do good and not evil. I am glad my colleague is so brave, and I hope
I may have grace to face the worst in faith and joy. As far as we are
concerned, nothing can happen to us unless the Lord allows it, and
he will only allow it if we can better glorify Him by our deaths than
by our lives. I have no other choice in the matter, as far as I can
tell. But it would be terrible to see our helpless Indians shot down
while clinging to us for safety. However, they consider Miss Dickson
a Dakota, so when they go to polish off all the white people, they
may make an exception of her and 'the other one' She is 'the prayerwoman' or simply "she". Miss McCreight^''' was "the other one." An
Indian calls out to me, "Where is she?" They are lazy about saying
names, and in some cases superstitiously avoid them. They don't
mention the names of their relations. And they have us for relations.
The chief's wife said yesterday, explaining her visit, "we like to come
sometimes and see our relations."
We have been having a cold snap. Yesterday was the coldest. I
suspicloned it was cold when I went to light the kitchen fire, for
my thumbs nearly froze while I was fumbling with the match. So
I presently lit the lantern and went out to see—33 below zero! Last
week I hung out the clothes with the mercury at zero. You have to
be smart, or they will freeze stiff before you get them on the line.
Sometimes the temperature varies 50 or 60 degrees in one day. The
papers show great cold in Europe too. When it is away 20 or 30 below
I light my stove to dress by. When the sponge and water and all the
china freeze solid, you have to have a fire, to wash. But we are afraid
the wood may give out before winter is over. There has been so little snow just here that the frost must have gone far into the ground—
27. Charlotte C. McCreight bad begun working witb Dickson at Poplar Creek, Montana, in 1880. She left Pine Ridge in October 1892 and was replaced by Stocker. Williamson, Dakota Mission, p. 18; Brown, One Hundred Years, p. 1121. More biograpbical
information about McCreight may be found in her collected letters (Box H, AlC).
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it will hardly be out till May. Still, in another 6 weeks we may begin
to call it spring—If we are still there! Miss Dickson leaves the mission not later than May 1st. It is not settled yet whether I am to have
a native helper, or what. . . .
I want so much to gain some children here. I have some talisman
to attract white children. I don't think there was anyone in my
Church that could draw them as I could. If only I could draw some
of these dear little Indians. I catch them sometimes looking so hard
at me in Church, but they are afraid of white people, and I can talk
so little. How are we to get acquainted?
Feb. 10th 400 Indians held a council at the Agency yesterday and
gave up the 2 surviving murderers. They disowned them and handed
them over, bound, to the white authorities to do as they pleased
with them. The father of the two also disowned them. He said he
had counseled them all along to behave themselves, but they would
not heed, and now—Before it came to this point the chief of the
district where the shooting happened sent in a proposal to the agent
to give over for execution as many Dakotas as there had been white
men killed. If they did not get the murderers, there were several
of his young men ready to hand themselves over and die for the
peace of their people. Don't you think that was rather fine? So the
Indians came home quite relieved and joyful, and the evil day is
postponed, apparently. I am glad for Miss Dickson if it does not
come till after she leaves. But she says we shall never do much in
this mission till there has been a baptism of blood and fire to bring
them to their senses and make them seek the Lord.
Does Italo think there will be a terrible plague of cholera as soon
as the warm weather comes? We think it likely to break out at Chicago, and then won't there be anarchy and panic and horror? Do
you bake your own bread? and what sort of yeast do you use? I hope
to hear better news of Italo's eyes and health.
With love to all. Your affectionate sister,
Beatrice A. R. Stocker
Feb. 13th Mr. Johnson,^** our new missionary was here today and
brought your letter of |an. 16th so I keep this back to write a little
more. . . .
I am much better than I was in Kearney I am probably to live alone
this summer only having the Johnsons to visit here as long and as
28. Rev. Andrew F. Johnson, who apparently traveled to a number of mission outposts, arrived with his bride in December 1892. Dickson to Speer, 19 Dec. 1892, Box
P, vol. 2, no. 368, AtC; Pine Ridge Reservation: A Pictorial Description (N.p., 1909).
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often as they can, that we may study the language together and see
the people. There are very few Indians at the Agency, but more out
here. We go round among them and invite them to come to Church,
and then they hear the preaching and praying—and when they want
anything or are in any trouble, sorrow, need, sickness etc. they come
for help. Then we can talk to them. Some of the men bring firewood
for us and cut it up.
I must introduce Thomas to you. He comes most days to see to
the horses, and often acts as coachman. He is quite gentlemanly
and presentable, and he will have an eye to me and the horses when
Miss D. goes. He rings the bell and heats the Church. He is very
shy of me yet, unless other men are around, and then he undertakes to explain my remarks to them:—not that he understands my
Dakota much better than they do. When he works here all day I
spread a sumptuous dinner for him, and he generally makes a clean
sweep of it, but he is too shy to take any notice of the dinner unless
I go out and shut the door. I don't know that we should do without
"our brother." I quite miss his gentle face and voice any day he does
not turn up.
I am uneasy about Lewis' health. Inflammation is a thing that carries people off so suddenly. Your letter is very interesting—about
the children and all. Mr. Johnson says the "cowboys" are going to
make trouble with the Indians: these abominable lawless whites!

Pine Ridge Agency, the center of reservation activity, was located
about twenty-five miles southwest of Stocker's mission station at Porcupine.
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I never hear anything from the Basils. There will perhaps be a native
helper posted at Wounded Knee, (9 miles) who must come here and
hold services in the mornings. I could take an afternoon service,
read and have hymns, and call on Indians to pray. Before next winter
a fresh arrangement will be made, perhaps a lady sent to be with
me. We don't see half enough of the Indians now to satisfy me. I
feel I ought to be getting into it faster. I am surprised that Harry
Middleton is married. Now I dare not spend any more time on this.
Write again when you can. I would like to have one of the photos
of the children you mention.
B.A.R.S

Porcupine. Pine Ridge Agency. S. Dakota. March 19th 1893
My dear Cona,
At Miss Dickson's instigation I have written to ask my father to
let Edie or Alice come out to live with me. Perhaps your first thought
will be, that it is strange to ask them to share such a dangerous situation when they are not supposed to have caught the missionary
spirit. Well, the fact is, I had forgotten all about the insecurity when
I wrote. I have no fear or uneasiness myself, and Miss D. never has.
But if Alice should be frightened, I could be pretty sure to take or
send her into the Agency for safety at the first note of danger. I would
stay here myself as long as possible and stand by our friends. In
case of war, all the white people are ordered in to the Agency, or
Miss D. and Miss Me. G. would have stayed quietly here all through
the former trouble.^"
I more than half expect an indignant refusal, because when at
different times you, Basil and Lewis asked for a brother or sister,
you got short answers. But this is really a good offer. Short of a good
marriage, I feel sure they will not do better for Alice. I believe Edie
is placed. The foreign Board will probably send me a lady colleague
either next autumn or the following spring. And she will have the
same salary that I have, L 80. If I ask them to let me have a sister

29. Elaine Goodale Eastman, who traveled throughout both Dakotas as Bureau of
Indian Affairs superintendent of education for the Sioux, was visiting the Pine Ridge
Agency in December 1890. She recalled that during the fighting at Wounded Knee,
"The two Presbyterian missionary women left their more exposed cottage on Ihe
brow of the hill and joined us in Ihe rectory, one of them carrying her pet canary
in his cage" {Eastman, "The Chost Dance War and Wounded Knee Massacre of
1890-91," Nebraska History 26 Uan.-Mar. 1945]: 36).
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of mine with me, they will probably consent, glad to be saved the
trouble of finding a suitable colleague for me. But they would not
pay her passage money from England. And perhaps Papa will make
that an insuperable difficulty. Yet, this year, on account of the
Chicago Exhibition, there will be unique cheap trips to America.
She need not be any more of a missionary or a Presbyterian than
she wants to. When I am pastor here I want a wife, so to speak. I
want her to share the housekeeping, play the organ, keep me compatiy, and prevent my reverting to the wild type. The climate is
healthy and exhilarating. She could study anything she liked to in
her leisure time, and I would help her. I should love to have her
to pet and take care of. You see, I am getting along in life, and I
haven't a creature to call me by my Christian name or remind me
of any old associations, or to make tender familiarities a matter of
course. And I think I should be more lovable and loving to my poor
dear Indians if I had Alice to keep me warm. I have been on my
guard among strangers so many, many years and often stifling my
feelings, if I had any, that I am too grave and cold and cautious to
be taking hearts by storm as I ought. If the Board sends me a stranger, I might fall in love with her, or perhaps not. Anyhow it wouldn't
make such a home feeling as a sister. The idea grows upon me. And
when I have two carriages and a pair of horses, and a roomy house,
garden, poultry etc. it seems a pity not to have some one to share
it all.
We would divide the work so that it should never fall too hard
upon her, and when she felt very mizzible she might just stay in
bed, if she liked. When she couldn't stand the loneliness any more,
we'd up and pay Lewis a visit in California. And suppose, altogether,
she wanted a change after 2 years, I could surely have interest
enough by that time to find some place for her farther east. I am
getting a name now with Boards and Societies that is worth something to a sister, if I had one. Still I should hope she would stay longer. I know how to manage so that she should not suffer from the
cold. Indeed, it never feels so bad as at the Oa/cs.'"' I don't feel weak
after my hot bath now that I take it by my bedroom stove. I only
light the fire on bath nights or when it is away 20 or 30 below zero
in the morning. I think I could make life enjoyable to her: at least
she would have no one to criticise and bully her: she might develop
after her own sweet will. Amalie would be utterly unsuited to this
life; she has no practical out-door twist nor domestic turn, but I
hope Alice has. And she might dress dolls for the little Dakotas.
30. Stocker may be referring to the family home in England, where she grew up.
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You have to keep one eye open in caressing a Dakota, lest something should crawl off it onto you; for, strange as it may appear, many
of them are no further advanced than England in the days of
Gloriana.'" Some of the babies are kept very nice indeed. The young
men often look very handsome and cavalierly with their dark hair
flowing to their shoulders: sometimes it is very soft, fine and wavy.
But it is well to have it off when they are baptised, and when you
have them to work for you, dine in your kitchen, sit in your carriage beside you etc. They have to have it off if they join the army
or the police-force. But they cling to their long hair and heathenism
together. When they are very rampant they braid their scalp-lock.
One was at Church last Sunday with his scalp-lock braided, and
brass coins dangling from it.
Miss D. leaves at the end of April. We are to have a girl through
April to clean house and Church. Then I shall be alone after that,
I don't know how long. There may be a native helper located at
Wounded Knee (9 miles away) who shall come over here regularly
to hold services, and what he does not do, I shall. I hope by next
October to be able to preach, by dint of great perseverance, with
the blessing of God. I am translating Old Deacan Days into Dakota.
What most I want is practice in conversation. I am able now to teach
them to read in the Bible: I feel very happy when one comes to read
with m e . . . .
With love to all. Your affectionate sister,
Beatrice A. R. Stocker

Porcupine. Pine Ridge Agency. S. Dakota. April 16th 1893
My dearest Cona,
Consider that I am saving off stationary to buy a carriage and pair,
and condone this. It is cheap! I am glad to have such a nice long
letter from you. The photo of the children is not half as good as
the old. I'll try and take your letter in order.
I am not atall scared about the Indians, lust now there is another
incident that may make trouble. Old No-Water, who started the ghost
dance, was up as witness in that murder trial, and he has come home
.'*^ The Indians will think there was foul play in it, for he was
31. A reference to tbe reign of Elizabeth I (1558-1603).
32. Tbe Brûlés involved in the cowboy murders of February 1893 bad found refuge
at No Water's camp, as had a large number of Ghost Dancers during tbe troubles
of 1891. Tbree of tbe accused killers died resisting arrest, and two were bound over
to United States circuit court at Deadwood. Black Hills Daily Times, 8, 17 Feb. 1893.

Copyright © 1992 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

Beatrice A. R. Stocker

59

a dangerous bad old man, so they liked him, and we are glad he
is out of the way. But if the Indians will not repent and believe till
some dreadful storm breaks over them, I, for one, don't care how
soon it comes.
Yes, I constantly regret that Ninai has not so much as one of us
with her all these years. But about people dying—I don't know if
I have a screw loose—I can't feel about it as most people do. I think
it such a happy thing to go home, where sin and sorrow and suffering will be all over. I think this year is better than last year; if the
body has lost, the mind and character have gained, and we are
nearer the goal. Of course there will be a great awful gap in my
world when Ninai crosses the bar and is too far off to write to me
any more, but I don't think I could be narrow enough to wish her
back again.
I don't envy you a bit nor feel that your lot is happier than mine.
You might rather envy me, but don't pity me for hardships and
solitude. The happiest marriage I could imagine seems thin and flat
compared with the missionary calling. And even if/ie were a devoted
missionary, the worldly part, and trouble in the flesh would interfere.
We single women travel so light, and we can give all the heart we
have to our Indians. I should like to make a trifling change or t w o say, put the spring two months earlier, and the railroad 20 miles nearer, and some trees round about. But you can't have everything! . . .
Dakota hasn't "rushed in" yet. I am still grinding away. But very
soon I shall hear no English, and then perhaps I shall do better.
I don't really see enough of the Indians yet. I can talk and write
more than I can understand. Dr. Williamson says "You'll wake up
some morning and find you can talk Dakota." I am pretty fit: I have
quite lost that anxious, almost guilty feeling of being in the wrong
place, that always haunted me till I became a missionary. Not but
what the task before me is stupendous: one could not be so much
of a genius, hero and saint that one need feel wasted on such a
task. Yet I do not feel tempted to try to do more than a day's work
in a day—at least, thinking soberly, I don't. I have gained 25 lbs. in
weight since I came to Porcupine: I now weigh 127 lbs.
Sunday 23rd Only one more Sunday with Miss D. and then—
"What on earth was the helmsman to do?" Imagine my dusky friend
coming to me on the first Sunday morning in May to ask if he shall
ring the bell, and no one here to conduct a service except me!!! If
this was an Episcopal mission, I could go ahead first rate, with the
prayerbook. We have been handed over to the Home Board, and
no arrangement has been made for continuing the services here.
I don't like to close the Church . . . if I can help it. 1 think I will write
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Ttie title page of Stocker's Dakota translation of the
Episcopal Book of Common Prayer g;Ves an indication of
the complexity of the language she was working to learn.
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a prayer, guided by phraseology in the Psalms etc. and read it, if
I am in too much of a flapper to remember what I want to say. Then
read some scripture and tell something in illustration of one truth
I wish to emphasize; and have plenty of singing. It reminds me of
the sailors in extreme peril, who meet together to try a service, but
none of them could say prayer, none of them knew a verse of scripture, they then proposed a hymn, but none of them could remember
even a piece of a hymn—there was only one resource left to them—
they took up a collection. Sowe will take up a collection, und damit
I have got a better start on the language than any other recent
missionary, and so, if I feel things quite too heavy for me, I should
not ask to be put to other work, I should ask for an assistant here.
The Home Board does not care whether its missionaries learn the
language; so any future ones will not be likely to try very hard. And
you can't get hold of the people without. Perhaps I told you about
the man who sometimes comes to read with me. The other day he
chose the 1st of John, and when we had read it he folded his arms
and said, "And now I want to know what it means." I studied awhile
and said, 'I know what it means, but 1 can't say it in Dakota.' So I
fetched Miss D. and left them. She said, 'Why, William, how is it
you don't understand that when I have explained it to you so much?
He was caught and confessed—"I understand it. But I just wanted
to see how much she knows!" We thought it so sharp of him to
put me on at a piece he had been drilled in so that he would know
whether I got it right. The next time he came, I was ready for him,
and I would comment on some of the verses and ask him to explain others, so that he will not have to say drearily "She can read,
but she does not understand." He stayed 3 hours.
No, I don't think we have any idea that Indian souls are more precious than white souls or yellow souls. Neither are we at liberty to
betake ourselves to the cowboys if we prefer them. We must go
where we are sent. We can decline an appointment, or resign one,
but there is not much choice. It is the Board that pays its money
and takes its choice. I want to stay here. I think I find favour with
the Indians, so far. But Mr. and Mrs. Barnes are exercised about me
under the great work and responsibility, but chiefly that I am to be
alone. He says we will write to New York and insist on their sending another lady to be with me, unless I prefer an exchange. I can't
see any valid reason for wanting to change. They are awfully good
33. A German phrase meaning "and a good one, at that."
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to me. The Home Board have scores of places to put me, if they
ever want to move me from here, so that my future is as safe as
anybody's. The way you offer me the freedom of your home Is very
kind.
You ask how Indians dress. The Christian men dress pretty much
like white men, but the others still wear long hair, and robe themselves in blankets: they all seem to wear some sort of shirt and
trousers. The women wear leggings and moccasins, and a cotton
dress and a shawl: the shawl is generally over the head, but it covers
most of the form. They have no shirts or drawers.
The other day some children brought me a black cat—and you'd
better believe he is just the smartest cat! He catches more mice than
he can eat with safety: he lost no time about exploring every hole
and corner of the house and climbing up on the top of every possible place. He has ears like a donkey, and there isn't much he doesn't
know. He loves to follow us round and lie on our laps when he isn't
busy. I call him Taipo a New Zealand word for the Fiend. There has
to be a bad word somewhere about the mission for a safety-valve.
We are housecleaning, with the assistance of a clever good girl
who is here for a couple of weeks. And our new missionary's wife
came to stay with us while he is gone to the meeting of Presbytery.
Nice as she is, we are at our wits' end having her on our hands during housecleaning and packing: Miss D. & I can't do our business;
and she means to stay till the very end; then he is coming to fetch
her home, and he will have to spend one night here: and he nearly
gives us all deliriutn tremens when he comes, anytime. Then I shall
have to clean up after them and wash sheets and towels. Then I expect to "take a cup of tea and go to bed." I mean to set the first
hen tomorrow. I want to hatch about 50 chickens in May and have
done with it. I hope Italo will profit by sulfur baths.
My love to the children and everybody. Your affectionate sister,
Beatrice A. R. Stocker

// would be interesting to know more about Stocker^whether she
continued with missionary work and how increased contact with
unfamiliar cultures might have affected her attitudes. Unfortunately, her letters in the collections of the Presbyterian church end with
the dissolution of the Foreign Board's missionary efforts among
American Indians, and she virtually disappears from sight. Genealogical research in the United States and Fngland has uncovered
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information about her life before she came to South Dakota, but
these sources dwindle shortly before the turn of the century
Although Stocker visited her brother Lewis in California in 1898, she
was not there when the 1900 federal census was taken. She is known
to have been living in Arkansas in 1923, but the "Roll of Missionaries,"
published in 1936, does not list her.'^^ If not for her love of setting
pen to paper. Stocker might have disappeared into the shadows of
history, taking with her our chance for a deeper understanding of
lives of women missionaries on the northern Great Plains.
34. George Sherwood, Stocker Family and Evidences (N.p,, [1923]), p. 30; Brown,
One Hundred Years, pp. 1120-23,
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