Long, long ago, in Idaho, there lived a young man who was part of the Blackfoot tribe. His ebony black hair was adorned with the finest feathers and his eyes were like smouldering chestnuts in a raging fire. He was named Black Hawk after his father, the chief of the village.
Early one morning, he went to a place at the crystal, clear stream where the buffalo liked to drink. After a while, he saw a buffalo cow plodding through the tall weeds. He tightened his arrow against his bowstring. Slowly, the buffalo approached. When Black Hawk looked up from his bow the buffalo was not there. Instead, a beautiful young woman stepped from the weeds onto the pebbles. Not only were her clothes different but also she smelled like wild flowers he’d never even dreamed of. She told him she’d come to be his wife to make peace between his tribe and the buffalo.
Black Hawk fell in love with the buffalo woman and soon they had a son- calf boy. But his people did not like his wife. They often said unkind things about her and one day when the young man was away hunting they told her she had to leave the village. Immediately, she picked up calf boy and ran out of the tipi.
When Black Hawk returned from the hunt, he was furious. Angry and worried, he followed their trail across rolling country. The tracks led towards a high, dusty ridge. Thin lines of trees marked the winding rivers, where he found hoof prints in the baked mud of the river beds. From the top of the high ridge, the young man looked out over the multitude of the Buffalo nation.

An old bull charged out from the herd. Beneath his thundering hooves the ground trembled. Just in front of the young man, the bull stopped. He pawed the earth into dust clouds and bellowed, “Straight-up-person you have offended our people. Your relatives have insulted my daughter. You have come for your wife and child then find them!” His heart dropped; they all looked identical. How would he find his family?

After searching the herd, he eventually pointed out his wife and child successfully. The Buffalo nation decided to make him one of them. They shut him in a tipi and locked the door for 3 days and nights, filling the air with their grunting. On the fourth day the bulls rolled the man until his body was covered in dirt. His thick, buffalo skin robe became part of his skin. At last, he stood up on his own four legs- a young buffalo bull. The bond was made between the Blackfoot tribe and the Buffalo nation; it will last until the end of time.
