
Kearn	
  Horan	
  Story

Here	
  is	
  Kearn’s	
  story	
  found	
  in	
  The	
  History	
  of	
  Renville	
  County:	
  Horan's	
  Tale.	
  The	
  
Horan	
  family	
  lived	
  in	
  what	
  is	
  now	
  Renville	
  county,	
  on	
  the	
  Fort	
  Ridgely	
  road,	
  four	
  
miles	
  below	
  the	
  Lower	
  Agency.	
  Kearn	
  Horan,	
  aAer	
  the	
  outbreak,	
  made	
  the	
  
following	
  	
  statement:	
  

“On	
  August	
  18,	
  Patrick	
  Horan,	
  my	
  brother,	
  came	
  early	
  from	
  the	
  Agency	
  and	
  told	
  
us	
  that	
  the	
  Indians	
  were	
  murdering	
  the	
  whites.	
  He	
  had	
  escaped	
  alone	
  and	
  crossed	
  
the	
  ferry,	
  and	
  with	
  some	
  Frenchmen	
  was	
  on	
  his	
  way	
  to	
  the	
  fort.	
  My	
  brothers	
  and	
  
William	
  and	
  Thomas	
  Smith	
  went	
  with	
  me.	
  We	
  saw	
  Indians	
  in	
  the	
  road	
  near	
  
Magners.	
  Thomas	
  Smith	
  went	
  to	
  them,	
  thinking	
  they	
  were	
  white	
  men,	
  and	
  I	
  saw	
  
them	
  kill	
  him.	
  We	
  then	
  turned	
  to	
  flee,	
  and	
  saw	
  men	
  escaping	
  with	
  teams	
  along	
  
the	
  road.	
  All	
  fled	
  towards	
  the	
  fort	
  together,	
  the	
  Indians	
  firing	
  upon	
  us	
  as	
  we	
  ran.	
  
The	
  teams	
  were	
  oxen,	
  and	
  the	
  Indians	
  were	
  gaining	
  upon	
  us,	
  when	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  
men	
  in	
  his	
  excitement	
  dropped	
  his	
  gun.	
  The	
  savages	
  came	
  up	
  to	
  it	
  and	
  picked	
  it	
  
up.	
  All	
  stopped	
  to	
  examine	
  it,	
  and	
  the	
  men	
  in	
  the	
  wagons	
  whipped	
  the	
  oxen	
  into	
  a	
  
run.	
  This	
  delay	
  enabled	
  us	
  to	
  elude	
  them.	
  

As	
  we	
  passed	
  the	
  house	
  of	
  Ole	
  Sampson,	
  Mrs.	
  Sampson	
  was	
  crying	
  at	
  the	
  door	
  for	
  
help.	
  Her	
  three	
  children	
  were	
  with	
  her.	
  We	
  told	
  her	
  to	
  go	
  into	
  the	
  bush	
  and	
  hide,	
  
for	
  we	
  could	
  not	
  help	
  her.	
  We	
  ran	
  into	
  a	
  ravine	
  and	
  hid	
  in	
  the	
  grass.	
  AAer	
  the	
  
Indians	
  had	
  hunted	
  some	
  Pme	
  for	
  us,	
  they	
  came	
  along	
  the	
  side	
  of	
  the	
  ravine,	
  and	
  
called	
  to	
  us	
  in	
  good	
  English,	
  saying,	
  "'Come	
  out,	
  boys;	
  what	
  are	
  you	
  afraid	
  of?	
  We	
  
don't	
  want	
  to	
  hurt	
  you."	
  AAer	
  they	
  leA	
  us	
  we	
  crawled	
  out	
  and	
  made	
  our	
  way	
  to	
  
the	
  fort,	
  where	
  we	
  arrived	
  at	
  about	
  4	
  o'clock	
  p.m.	
  My	
  family	
  had	
  gone	
  there	
  
before	
  me.	
  

Mrs.	
  Sampson	
  did	
  not	
  go	
  to	
  the	
  bush,	
  but	
  hid	
  in	
  the	
  wagon	
  from	
  which	
  they	
  had	
  
recently	
  come	
  from	
  Waseca	
  County.	
  It	
  was	
  what	
  we	
  call	
  a	
  prairie	
  schooner,	
  
covered	
  with	
  cloth,	
  a	
  genuine	
  emigrant	
  wagon.	
  They	
  took	
  her	
  babe	
  from	
  her,	
  and	
  
throwing	
  it	
  down	
  upon	
  the	
  grass,	
  put	
  hay	
  under	
  the	
  wagon,	
  set	
  fire	
  to	
  it	
  and	
  went	
  
away.	
  Mrs.	
  Sampson	
  got	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  wagon,	
  badly	
  burned,	
  and	
  taking	
  her	
  infant	
  
from	
  the	
  ground	
  made	
  her	
  way	
  to	
  the	
  fort.	
  Two	
  of	
  her	
  children	
  were	
  burned	
  to	
  
death	
  in	
  the	
  wagon.	
  Mr.	
  Sampson	
  had	
  been	
  previously	
  killed	
  about	
  eighty	
  rods	
  
from	
  the	
  house.”


