
It was in the early hours of March 1st 1873 when a band of an estimated fifty warriors of the 
Lakota Sioux raided Fort Jefferson of Minnesota. The soldiers stationed there only weeks 
before unleashed bloodshed onto the people of the Sioux nation after a massacre of their 
village left sixty men, women and children dead. The Sioux had come for revenge, one man 
in particular was to be at the end of their vengeance, General Ulysses Edwards, a captain in 
the Confederate Army during the Civil War and who ordered the massacre. He despised the 
Native people of America with a passion. ‘Beasts not even Satan himself would welcome 
into Hell.’ he is quoted as saying. He boasted of his plans to wipe the Native Americans of 
the face of the earth, as if they never existed, to be forgotten in history. The now legendary 
Sioux Chief Black Eagle, infamous for his admiration of the majestic bird, wanted his blood. 
The General was the first to die, scalped alive before being bludgeoned. Every room of the 
fort was searched to ensure no soldier escaped. In one of those rooms, they found 
something they did not expect to. Katie Macdonald was the stepdaughter of General 
Edwards. Her mother was the Scottish heiress Madeline Campbell and her father was 
James Macdonald, a man born a slave on an Oregon plantation before being freed in1844 
and came to Scotland to study medicine. After many years and hard work, James build a 
successful and well respected practice. Madeline became one of James’ patients and they 
fell in love and married, an act which caused Madeline to be disowned by her wealthy 
conservative family. To escape the toxicity of the Campbells, the family moved to a croft in 
Glencoe where Katie was born and raised. Life for the Macdonald’s was simple and 
uneventful until James died of tuberculosis in 1871 leaving Madeline a widow and her half 
black daughter fatherless. Upon hearing of his son-in-law’s death, Frederick Campbell, 
Madeline’s father who was still reaping the fortune he made from illegally investing in 
Southern Slave plantations, arranged the marriage between his daughter and General 
Edwards, whom he knew through investing on his father’s plantation. It is highly believed 
today that Madeline was forced into the marriage as she was known to have a strong dislike 
for the General, a known narcissist . She famously said ‘He is not just a pompous creature 
but it is the fact he takes pleasure in destroying lives of poor Black and Native peoples that 
he makes even the sweetest of strawberries taste bitter in his presence.’ 
 
Madeline would fall pregnant with the General's child but died giving birth to a stillborn son. 
Katie was now left alone with no one willing to take her. Her grandfather felt physically 
nauseous at the idea of caring for the child of a Black man, a man of the race of people 
whose century long torture gave him the money he adored, so he forced the General to take 
her as it was his ‘Christian duty’ to care for his stepdaughter [but not his own to care for his 
grandchild]. Katie was shipped to America and transported to Fort Jefferson where she was 
confined to a small room and left to her own devices. The day she arrived she was the day 
that became known as the Fort Jefferson Massacre. The Sioux did not harm Katie for she 
was only an innocent child caught in the crossfire, like many of their own children. They 
could see she was frightened but did not have the English words to communicate with her, 
only Black Eagle knew the words Katie spoke. Hearing words she understood calmed Katie 
down and she realised she was in no danger. Black Eagle carried her out of the Fort and 
with fifty Sioux behind him they began the perilous two day journey back to their village. The 
air was cold and bitter, the ground was covered with snow too thick for then eight year old 
Katie to walk through. The Sioux took it in turns to carry her on their back or on their 
shoulders. A bond certainly began to build between the warriors and the little Scots girl but it 
soon became clear Black Eagle was her favorite. Whenever she was especially scared or 
cold, she turned to him for safety and reassurance, most likely because he was the only one 
she could communicate with.  
 
Finally on March 3rd they reached the village where Katie was greeted with amazed stares 
and excited chatter. She was taken by a small group of women, including Black Eagle’s wife 
Shouting Woman and his then nine year old daughter Big Sister to be washed in warm water 
and dressed in their clothing. They had a great feast to celebrate their victory over their 



oppressors, even if it was just a small group of them. As they ate, Black Eagle stood and 
gave a speech which has become as legendary as he has. ‘Katie, on this night we celebrate 
not only because we have triumphed over the white man but because you have come into 
our lives. From this day on, our flesh is your flesh, our blood is your blood, our bone is your 
bone. They named you Katie but when the time is right you will have a new name. You are a 
Sioux and one of us.’ Katie adapted to her new surroundings remarkably quickly but only 
because of the kindness and acceptance of the Sioux. She learned their language relatively 
fast, most likely because of her age. Black Eagle decided it would be best for her to be 
adopted by his family which also consisted of his two sons Running Stag and Strong As A 
Bear. It was as though Katie had always been a part of his family. She was eager to learn 
about their way of life and about their culture. Black Eagle told of how there was a time when 
they did not have to fight the white man and eat scraps whilst the killers ate of silver platters. 
There was a time when they roamed freely, never having to fear if soldiers were watching 
them or plotting their slaughter. But that was a time before his grandfather’s grandfather. 
They fought with other tribes, yes, but not on the same level. Katie was reminded of what 
her mother and father taught her about Scotland. For centuries the elite and government 
establishment have had control over our laws, they slaughtered men and boys in battlefields, 
women and children were raped and massacred in villages, homes were burnt to ash, those 
practicing Catholicism were burned alive, important parts of our culture were criminalized 
such as the tartan and Gaelic, we were forced of our land and had no choice but emigrate to 
Canada and America. Not only that, the other side of her heritage was subjected to cruelty 
just as barbaric. The Africans were stolen from their homes and brought to the lands of their 
captors in shackles where they were met with whips, rape, having their screaming children 
ripped from their arms and sold to master after master until the day they died. Black Eagle 
thought both cultures would have a mutual understanding since their historical experiences 
with imperialism were similar but there were Scots who were not innocent in their role is the 
mass kidnapping and torture of Africans. Scots traffickers were among some of the most 
brutal and sadistic of owners with the life expectancy of their slaves just three to four years. 
Just like so many cultures, the Africans were robbed of their culture and heritage and left to 
rot and die out. The traditions of Native Americans, Hawaiins, Inuits and Aleuts were 
prohibited by law until 1978. We know how they were massacred, treated as beasts and 
barbarians. Katie saw no difference between her families and the Native Americans and let 
me tell you, neither did Black Eagle. 
 

There was another aspect of Sioux culture that fascinated Katie, how they earned their 
names for they were very different to the names she had heard before. A Sioux could have 
several names throughout their lives. Black Eagle was not always named that. Before he 
was Stands Sill. He was a thinker, he thought about things in a deep philosophical way, he 
thought before he did things and as he stood thinking, he was very still. Doing this, with his 
eyes shut, breathing deeply, he felt as though he was at one with nature. He earned his new 
name for he would spend his days watching eagles flying against the blue sky, admiring their 
freedom and hoping one day it would come to his people. The right name for Katie proved to 
be more difficult than initially anticipated. Any name that came to mind just did not seem 
right for her. 
 
Then Spring came. Flowers filled the prairies surrounding the village once again. Katie was 
reminded of the mountains of Glencoe and how the flowers there bloomed there. Thistles did 
not grow on these hills but the beauty was just as magnificent. Chrysanthemums were her 
favourite, it soon transpired. She and her newfound best friend Big Sister would sit together 
and make chains and bracelets. Seeing how much she loved the flowers gave the Sioux the 
idea for the perfect name, the name she is better known by. Katie Macdonald became 
Prairie Flower. Within a short space of time she forgot the words she once spoke, she did 
not even realise the day she forgot she was the daughter of a Scot and an American. She 



forgot her cruel stepfather and unloving grandfather, she was the daughter of Black Eagle 
and Shouting Woman, a Sioux and an equal. There were several close calls when white 
soldiers attempted to kidnap Prairie Flower to return her to their idea of ‘civilisation’ but the 
Sioux went on the offensive to protect her, engaging in bloody battles and costing the lives 
of many of their own in the process.  
 
In 1876, three years after Prairie Flower was adopted, the Great Sioux War began. It started 
when gold was discovered to be within the Black Hill Mountains, which the Lakota and 
Cheyenne people consider sacred and did not give permission for mining to take place. But 
of course being white, the government allowed the mining to begin anyway. To save his 
people from being forced into a reservation or being slaughtered, Black Eagle led his tribe 
into Canada. Saving his people from brutality was not the only reason he led them into the 
neighbouring country but also because he knew if the United States Government were to 
discover Prairie Flower was living with them, they would take her away and Black Eagle 
admitted he would ‘sooner part with his own heart than the child.’ They arrived in Canada in 
May that year. The Spring and Summer were good to them. The crops grew, the buffalo 
were many but then came the Autumn and Winter. A measles epidemic brought devastation 
to the village. Of an estimated four hundred people, almost half died. Most sadly, Prairie 
Flower was one of them. She was eleven years old.  
 
Black Eagle was distraught by the loss of his adopted daughter and shut himself away from 
the village, even his wife and remaining three children. He was depressed and angry. If the 
government had just respected them and the land, they would still be in the U.S. and Prairie 
Flower would be alive as would so many more Sioux. No one knows how long he isolated 
himself but he did so until the day a miracle is considered to have happened. The Sioux 
rushed Black Eagle out of his home to show him the flowers that had grown on the prairie 
overnight. They stretched as far as the eye could see. They were Chrysanthemums to be 
precise, Prairie Flower’s favorite. They believed the spirit of their dead child had returned 
from the Happy Hunting Ground, that her soul was living within every single of these flowers. 
They believed she returned to tell that she was all right and resting in a world where she 
would never again know pain.  
 
To this day, the flowers continue to grow in their hundreds despite the cold weather. 
Descendants of Black Eagle still live in Canada in the Blue Mountain Reserve and every 
year, they all visit the place their ancestors once lived to see the flowers, as do the Sioux of 
the United States to pay homage to ones long gone and to the little girl who captured their 
hearts so many years ago. 
 
The struggles of Native Americans and Black people continue today. One of the most 
recent, recognised issues is Standing Rock. They were concerned that if the proposed oil 
pipeline were to spill it would have serious consequences for the people of the Standing 
Rock Reservation, poisoning their water and land. Not only that there were concerns that the 
pipeline route may run through sacred sites. But of course since they are only Native 
Americans that does matter. All that matters is that racist white people make money. 
Peaceful protests ran from April 2016 - February 2017. Over three hundred people suffered 
injuries ranging from pepper spray to dog bites. They were met with tanks and armed police 
like it was a warzone even though they were American citizens practising their democratic 
right to protest peacefully. Over four hundred arrests were made and there were numerous 
reports of harsh treatment. A physician of the Standing Rock Reservation said she was 
required to remove her clothing after her arrest for disorderly conduct. LaDonna Brave Bull 
Allard, a notable figure in the protests, said her daughter was strip searched in front of 
numerous male officers and left naked and freezing in a cell for hours. Cody Hall also 
claimed to be strip searched and held without bail or bond for four days. There have been 
reports of protesters were blasted with high pitched sound cannons, were held in dog 



kennels and were identified with numbers written on their arms, exactly like the Jewish 
prisoners of Nazi concentration camps of the Second World War.  
 
At the time i wrote this story the murder of George Flloyd was the number one story to which 
the entire world was watching. Sadly he was not the first Black person in America to be a 
victim of police brutality. We all remember the names Rodney King, Breonna Taylor and 
those failed by the system such as Trayvon Martin and Latasha Harlins. America is not the 
only country guilty of these crimes, the UK including Scotland has victims such as Sheku 
Bayoh who died in Scottish police custody or Joy Gardener, a Jamaican nation who was 
killed whilst being arrested by Immigration officers, witnessed by her five year old son or 
Christopher Order, a soldier in the British army who died in police custody in 1999 and the 
officers were caught on tape making monkey noises over his half naked dead body. 
 
So why do i mention all of this and why do i mention all of these names? Because, let me 
ask you this, did you know of these events or of these names before reading this? We have 
to remember these are not just statistics but that these are people who would have been 
traumatised by these experiences and the trauma unfortunately shows so signs of stopping. 
I think children are not taught enough of this history, I know only because I have a parent 
who taught me and encouraged me to learn about this for which I will be forever grateful 
for.  I know what it is to have your human rights violated as a young disabled person, though 
i will admit i have not been brutalised. I’m so sorry the governments of the world and of your 
continue to ignore you. I am sorry we as a race do not admit what we have done in the past. 
I am sorry that your children were stolen and placed in schools to ‘save them’ or sold to evil 
masters. I am sorry for all of these things and more. But please know this, i and my family 
recognise your struggles. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 


