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A 'hief Walking / Buffalo: I 



raphy of Bob Fleming. Aeming, wh 
lives in Kingston, also provides info, 

about the subjects of hisphotc 
ir historical context. 

SU~JECT WAS CHIEF WALKING 
uffalo (Tatanga Mani) of the 

Stoney Indian First Nations 04 Mo 
ley, Alta. The settiag, Maokimc I! 
land, Michigan, was called "The Ga 
den of the Great Spirit" by early Ojil 
way Indians. 

Then 93, Tatanga Mani had studie 
the  white man for  manv vear:  

  mused as I taok 
his portrait, he 
examined mt 
Four years earl 
er  he had give 
me  a n  I n d i a  
name, yet he sti 
liked to inspec 1 me. He alway 
had a twinkle i 

By BOB his eye. 
FLEMING J u s t  before 

photographed 
him in 1964, the 

chief, an  internationally know 
leader of his people, was interviewed 
.at the island's hist@$-W,@s;io~ B o w  
'by H e m n n  Hagedorn, 'ha &cia1 b 
o a r a ~ h e r  of former U.S. President 
~Iheodore Rqosevelt. ~re 'aty Indians 
could, at that time, freely travel bt 
tween Canada and the United State 
without restriction. The chief an 
members of his family, wearing thei 
colourful regalia, had arrived to 
standing ovation at an internation2 
summer conference on moral rearm: 
ment with the theme "Tomorrow' 
America." 

Born March 20,1871, in the Bow Va 
ley near Morley, the chief was orig 
nally named Little Bear after h i  
grandfather, Chief Bearspaw. As 
small boy in 1877, he witnessed the 
signing of the  Blackfoot Indian 
Treaty No.7, and later, in the earl 
_1&80s, hewatched the builders of t t e  
Canadian Pacific Railway working 
their way west. 

Little Bear's parents died when he 
was 10. He was adopted in 1881 by Rev 
John McLean, a pioneering Methodis 
missionary living near the Morle 
reserve, who christened him Georg 
McLean. Later, as a young man on th 
Stoney Reserve, he took an Indian 
name - Tatanga Mani - and somP 
years later he become the respectec 
chief of the Bearmaw trit 

met Chief v v ~ u t i l r l g  aurmo in 
early March, 1960. I had packed my 
cameras and flown to Calgary. My 
assignment was to cover, for Canadi- 
an and international media, a world 
trip to be taken by Chief Walking Buf- 
falo and six other Stoney and Sarcee 
Indians. They would meet aboriginal 
people in Hawaii, New Zealand, Aus- 
tralia, South Africa, Southern Rhode- 
sia (now Zimbabwe), Uganda and 
Kenya. 

Arriving in Morley, I found that the 
chief, then 88, had gone riding with 
his grandson, Henry Holloway, to 
check cattle. Before they could leave 
for the airport, firewood had to be cut 
and stored. To Walking Buffalo, those - -  

were the important things, and he ~ e l -  
dom paid attention to his large silver ! 
pocket watch. I 
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ed bannock for breakfast. Much to our . 

Buffalo). What name did he give me? 
White Rabbit. Then; with a chuckle, 
he relented, and I became Red Horn. 

IGOROUS UNTIL THE END, THE 
Chief died from a stroke at Banff, 

about him, said of the chief: "Some- 
thing of greatness has been removed 

great statesman, a great warrior, a 

E ARLIER, IN OTTAWA, AT FAREWELL 
meetings with Prime Minister 

John Diefenbaker and Lester B. Pear- 
son, the leader of the Opposition, the 
chief had spoken about the purpose of 
his jourrie, sponsored by Moral Re- 

Armament .  "All the nations of the 
world are lost in darkness, bumping 
their heads together. We have got to 
change the minds and hearts of men 
so that all nations will be united," he 
said. The media called the chief an 
"elder statesman." 

Arriving in Honolulu, I stayed in a 
beachfront apartmentwith Chief 
Walking Buffalo and his grandson. 
Awakening at sunrise that first morn- 
ing, I cleaned my cameras so as to be 
ready to photograph the legendary 
Olympic swimmer Duke Kahana- 
moku. 

The chief, padding his moc- 

i- 
casins, suddenly seized my shoulders. 
"Young Canadian," he said, "you see 
those palm trees over there. Some are -- - --- 

I crooked, some are straight, but they 
don't fight each other. They live to- 
gether in harmony. What are you 
going to do for human world3" 

On that 60,000-kilometre journey, 1 I 
photographed the chief surrounded 
by excited children as he caught the 

I 
beat of a Maori war dance, joined 
Australian aboriginals in the equiva- 
lent of a pow-wow, spoke at a Johan- 1 nesburg, South Afi-ica civic reception , 
hosted by the mayor, and dined with 
the King and Queen of Bunyoro in 


