Dancing With the Sioux

T

By Robert Fuller

he Iowa State Fair is considered one of the
Her partner quietly instructed Becky about the
ﬁnest fairs in the country, holding many next move. They danced the “acceptance dance,”
of the most exciting events. It is action- coming together and whirling away from each
packed every one of the 10 days it is in operation.
other. Then Becky sat down as the young man said,
When the Sioux Indians set up their remuda in “You dance well. Thank you.” Then he strode off
the park, they cook their meals and sleep in tents, proudly, his shoulders back.
presenting the whole deal.
They even hold a powwow
inside their arena. My daughter talked me into going and
watching the program.
As we arrived, the opening
war dance was in progress,
and a wild, energetic Sioux
was whirling, stamping to the
music of the drums. He outdanced the others as he yelled
and cavorted all over the dance
grounds. At the end of the
drum beat, he relaxed over by
the chief’s tent.
The chief was the announcer and he invited the audience to dance with his people
in any event they chose. The
next event he announced was
the “welcome dance,” which
is held at every powwow.
The wild youth sidled over to
where my daughter was seated
and asked, “Will you dance
with me, White Eyes?”
By golly, Becky stood up,
and soon the two were whirling
all over the area. Becky did her
best to follow the young man
wherever he led. After that
dance, they danced the “get
acquainted dance” and then
the “ﬂirtation dance” (much to
the distress of a pretty Indian
girl who silently moved aside
as brave and “White Eyes”
Becky Fuller on her registered Appaloosa at the time
ﬂew through the ritual).
of the Mesquakee show.
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Next came the “eagle dance.” At the end, the
malicious eagle lay dead as the Sioux all danced
in glee.
The chief once again asked the audience to join
in if they felt moved to do so. This time it was to
be a “marriage dance.” Once again the young man
asked Becky to dance with him, only this time it
was to be like a white man’s dance. Arms folded,
hands clasped together, they danced facing each
other to the soft one-two steps forward and threefour back in time with the drums. When that dance
had ﬁnished, her partner escorted Becky back to
her seat. “Good dance, Paleface,” he said.
Becky and I then headed home.
Becky had become a fairly accomplished
horsewoman, and she entered Western equitation
events all over the Midwest. Her Appaloosa gelding seemed to move ﬂawlessly in response to her
slightest signal.
It was no surprise to me that she wanted to
attend the Mesquakee Horse Show that was to be
held in late summer. As I had already been invited
to help announce the show, I said we could probably arrange that.
Becky showed her noble steed to the best of her
ability, but the competition was tough and she was
not able to place that day. She was disappointed,
but as always when she was not showing in the
ring, she helped her old dad by passing out trophies
and ribbons to the other riders.
When time came for the men’s equitation event,
the men trotted in on mounts shining like wax had
been sprayed on them. Just then I caught sight of
a young Indian riding a great white stallion. They
moved so smoothly that it was as if the rider had
become a part of the great animal.
The event progressed with the walk, trot and
canter commands being relayed from the judge’s
signal through my microphone. The competition was
intense as each command was executed ﬂawlessly.
At last, the judge signaled for the riders to line up in
the center of the ring. After a long deliberation, the
judge sent up the winning numbers to me.
I announced over the microphone, “First place:
George Whitehorse and his stallion, Majestic.”
Becky waited for the rider to approach to
receive a well-earned trophy. As she looked up at
the rider, she exclaimed, “Congratulations, Chief
Whitehorse! You ride as well as you dance!”

The rider looked down and dismounted. “Thank
you, White Eyes,” he said. “You ride even better
than you dance.” He then turned toward the gate
as the riders along the fence applauded. At this he
stopped, took off his Stetson, ﬁrst saluted Becky,
and then saluted his competition. Replacing his
hat, he remounted his horse and made his way over
to his trailer.
Becky came ﬂoating back up the stairs of
the announcer’s stand. “Pop, he remembered. He
called me ‘White Eyes’!”
That made one old dad proudly remember the
Good Old Days. ❖
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