
   
 

Teacher Tool 195: Manifest Destiny Journal Activity  
 

Manifest Destiny Journals Activity 
 

Below please find three excerpts from journal entries included in  “Dragoon Campaigns, to the Rocky 
Mountains…” published in 1836 that is part of the museum exhibition highlighted in our Manifest Destiny 
and Westward Expansion program.  Have students read the excerpts as a class, individually, or in small 
groups and then answer the accompanying questions on Student Tool 41: Manifest Destiny Worksheet.  
Engage in class discussion after students read the excerpts and complete their worksheets. 
 
Excerpt 1—Watching a Lashing 
Such are the facts in brief.  The detachment that had brought the prisoner to the guardhouse, now awaited 
the command of the Major. Three of them were ordered to make a pyramid of muskets with fixed bayonets, 
and tying the hands of the unfortunate man to the top, made fast his feet to the base, first having taken off 
the last garment which had covered his back. 

Could I have retired from the scene, I felt I would willingly have given all that I possessed.  My heart 
sickened—my limbs quivered with nervous excitement and the blood forsook my features—and whilst the 
prisoner evinced no apparent sign of disquiet, I trembled at every limb.  The Major now took his station in 
the centre of the square near the prisoner, together with the doctor and two drummers, who were to be the 
intermediary ministers of justice—if indeed such cruelty can be so-termed.  

The signal was given, and with an instrument called familiarly a cat-o-nine tails fifty successive lashes were 
laid upon the back of the wretched victim.  The first six or eight, although applied with force enough to 
make the blood flow copiously from the lacerated wounds, brought no sign of flinching, but as the 
subsequent successive strokes fell upon the wounded flesh, groans, and at length piercing shrieks rent the 
air, and before the last blow had fallen, the unhappy man had sunk into a swoon. 

After being taken down from the place of execution he was carried to the hospital, and an application of salt 
and water roughly applied to his wounds—after which he was again consigned to the dreary walls of the 
guard-house, to serve out in confinement the remainder of his enlistment. 

I forbear to make any comment upon this scene all the finer feelings of our nature shrink from the 
contemplation of so horrid a sight; but custom, imperious, unyielding custom, has sanctioned it, and we are 
constrained to be the unwilling spectators of such appalling outrages upon humanity. 

Excerpt 2—Eating with Squatters 
But to return—the squatter’s cabin to which my companion had conducted me, was the home of such a 
happy family as I have attempted to describe; and the welcome that we received from the good mother was 
a warm and cordial one.  After having intimated that we were absentees without leave from camp, and that 
our desire was to procure if possible something for supper that might be more palatable than the salt pork 
and hard bread rations that we had begun to grow tired of already, she betook herself to work in good 
earnest, and without delay set before us a meal that might satisfy the cravings of the most dainty palate in 
Christendom.  Sweet corn-bread fresh from the coals,  honey, cream, and venison were the ingredients of 
this delicious and savory meal; and as might reasonably be expected, we did ample justice to it. 

Glancing around the apartment, I noticed the furniture of this rude dwelling, and, from many apparent 
vestiges of former times, I conjectured that this family was also one of that adventurous and roving 
character that are to be daily seen locating themselves in this region of our country; and the singular contrast 
that one might observe between the rude implements of husbandry and still ruder pieces of home-made 



   
 

furniture, and the more civilized heirlooms of other days, was particularly striking.  About the walls of the 
only apartment that the dwelling contained, were displayed the antlers of the elk and the broad horns of the 
buffalo, together with the skins of the bear and wolf; but particularly did I notice the two portraits of the 
squatter and his wife that faced each other across the cabin, and amid so rude a scene they wore a far 
different appearance than if they had graced the drawing-room of a city residence. 

When our meal had been got ready, the mother of the little group of white-headed children (the apartment 
boasted of more than I felt inclined to count,) took a large iron spoon filled with lard, stuck it between a 
crevice in the wall, and appending thereto a bit of rag, which being lighted, served us for a candle, and 
seating herself beside our table, she did the honors of hostess with all the attention that it was possible for us 
to have received.   

This being the first squatter family that I had ever visited, I formed an opinion of their mode of life from the 
scene around me which I have not yet had reason to alter:  it brought forcibly to my mind the beautiful lines 
of Pope: 

"Happy the man whose wish and care " A few paternal acres bound �" Content to breathe his native air �" On 
his own ground," &c. 

Having settled for our supper, and bought an extra loaf or two of corn-bread, we bent our steps back to 
camp. 

Excerpt 3—Seeing an Abandoned Indian Village 

It was drawing toward the close of the day, when at a little distance we descried a cluster of huts that we 
imagined might be a squatter settlement, but upon a nearer approach, found it to be the remains of a log-
town long since evacuated, that had formerly been the settlement of a tribe of the Delawares, at one time 
one of the most powerful tribes among our aborigines, and holding a high rank among them for their 
prowess and courage; but now, if indeed any of the tribe remains, they have become so scattered as to have 
lost all recognition as a nation.  The site was a beautiful one; and the associations that were connected with 
it, as well as the many vestiges of rude art that remained about it, invested this spot with many pleasing 
sources of reflection.  As we entered the town, our regiment slackened their pace, and slowly rode through 
this now silent ruin. 

A small space of cleared land encompassed the settlement, but scarce large enough to relieve it from the 
deep gloom of the lofty and surrounding forest of aged oaks. 
 
Scattered along on either side of the road were the mouldering ruins of these once cheerful but now desolate 
dwellings.  The huts were small, containing but one apartment, built of logs, many of which had become so 
decayed as to have fallen to the ground, and the whole was covered with a rich coat of moss.  How long 
they had been standing we were unable to learn, but from the evident marks of antiquity which they wore, 
they must have been of extreme age.  Many mounds were now heaped over those that have been returned to 
their native dust upon their own soil; and although this tribe has become extinct, still they have left behind 
them many vestiges of their former skill and achievements.  Scattered throughout the town may still be seen 
standing the patriarch oaks, that serve to transmit to posterity the deeds of prowess of this warrior tribe.  On 
the broad surface of these trees may still be seen rudely, but graphically carved, the Tableaux of their 
bloody contests.  Having lingered behind the regiment, I stopped to take a more satisfactory view of these 
relics than could be had by merely passing through the town, and accordingly I had an opportunity the more 
minutely to observe some of these curious traces of Indian skill and genius. 
 
One presented in the foreground the figure of a victorious chief, standing with one foot upon the breast of 



   
 

his fallen foe, while his right arm was stretched a lot grasping the fatal hatchet; the fallen savage had been 
disarmed, and thus being deprived of the power to resist, seemed rather willing to die than to yield.  
Although years have rolled away and many a rude and wintry blast has swept over the forest since the last 
Indian lingered around this sport, still time and the elements seemed to have had but little effect upon these 
almost sacred vestiges; they still possess much of their original beauty, both of design and execution; and 
even in the countenances of the chiefs might be traced something of the passions that pervaded their minds. 
 
Many other groups of figures, all engaged in deadly combat, were carved in the background of the picture.  
Upon other trees were represented scenes of Indians hunting the elk and buffalo; and the natural, although 
rude, delineation of the scenes which they represented would not disgrace the pencil of a more civilized age 
and nation. 
 
A mere description of these rude scenes cannot convey any idea of the emotion that one feels when standing 
in the midst of them; it may indeed convey some faint idea of their existence and appearance, but when 
upon the spot every tree and mound, and even the very whistle of the wind through the branches, seems 
fraught with some feeling of interest. 
 
We encamped this night upon the top of a ridge of high land, from which situation we had a delightful and 
extensive view of the surrounding country. 
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