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WINTER IN THE WEST.

-

BY A NEW-YORKER.

Where can [ journey to your secret springs,
Eternal Nature? Onward still I press,
Follow thy windings still, yet sigh for more.
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WINTER IN THE WEST.

LETTER XXIIL

Prairie du Chien, Upper Miss., Feb. 12th, 1834.

The shadows of its western bluffs had deepened
far over the broad surface of the ice-bound Mis-
sissippi, though a flood of yellow light still bathed
the gray walls of Fort Crawford, as its extensive
barracks lay in the form of an isolated square on
the level meadow beneath us; while, farther to
the north, a number of dingy wooden buildings,
which showed like a fisking hamlet,* on the imme-
diate bank of the river, were momentarily growing
more indistinct in the advancing twilight as we
approached their purlieus, and drove up to a cabaret
about half a mile from the garrison.

It was within pistol-shot of the river; a com-

* See note A.
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2 A WINTER IN THE WEST.

fortable frame-building, with a stockade fence
around it, made with pickets, some ten or fifteen
feet high; a voyageur or two, with a few half-
breed-looking residents, were loitering about the
door; and a tall Menomone Indian, with a tuft of
drooping feathers on his crown, was standing with
folded arms apart from the rest.

A portly soldier-like German, who had for-
merly been a non-commissioned officer in the
infantry, proved to be the landiord, and bowed
me, like a master of his business, into a room heated
to suffocation by a large Canadian stove, placing
at the same time a strip of newly-written paper
in my hands. Imagine my surprise when I dis-
covered it to be a playbill! « The public” were
respectfully informed, that the sterling English
comedy of “Who Wants a Guinea ?” and Field-
ing’s afterpiece of “Don Quixote in England,”
with songs, recitations, &c., would be presented
that evening, by the soldiers of the First Regiment
at Fort Crawford. Nothing could be more apro-
pos. I had just ascertained that on account of the
present deep snows, with the prospect of an early
thaw, it would be almost impossible to get up to
the Falls of St. Anthony, whither my ambition led
me, at this season; and having now no further
plans to arrange during the evening, and being
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wholly unprovided with letters to the officers of
the garrison, I was really rejoiced at such an
opportunity of entering its walls incognito.

The sleigh in which I had come carried me in
a few minutes within the sally-port, and handing
the ticket with which mine host had provided me to
a soldier who acted as door-keeper, I entered a
large barrack-room, fitted up very neatly as a
theatre by the soldiers themselves; the scenery,
quite cleverly done, being all painted by them, and
the lights, ingeniously placed in bayonets, prettily
arranged,—a contrivance suggested by their own
taste. The seats, rising like the pit of a theatre,
were so adjusted as to separate the audience into
three divisions: the officers, with their families,
furnished one, the soldiers another, and ¢ gumboes,”
Indians, and a negro servant or two made up the
third. A superb-looking squaw of the Sauk and
Fox* tribe attracted my attention as I entered the
room, and prevented me from advancing beyond
the worshipful part of the assemblage last men-
tioned, as she sat between two pretty but plainly-
dressed Menomonet girls, in a more rich and beau-

* « The united bands of the Saukies and Ottigaumies, the
French nicknamed, according to their wonted custom, Des Sacs
and Des Renards—the Sacks and the Foxes.”—Carver.

t+ The Mé-né-mo-né, or wild-rice-eaters, is a broken band that
served with effect against the Sanks and Foxes in the Indian dif-



4 A WINTER IN THE WEST.

tiful costume than I ever saw at a fancy ball.
The curtain rose while I was studying her noble
features and tasteful finery, and contrasting the
striking and somewhat voluptuous character of
both with the simple attire and less mature charms
of the two nut-brown beauties beside her. Every
eye was then directed to the stage,and I remained
standing against the door-post till the act was con-
cluded : and then, just as I was wishing for some
one to whom to express my surprise at the degree
of skill and judgment with which the soldiers
played, considering they were but amateurs, an
officer made his way up to me, and very politely
insisted upon my taking his seat in the more
favoured part of the house. The ordinary inter-
change of commonplaces between gentlemen who
are strangers to each other ensued, and then, with-
out his knowing my name or the slightest circum-
stance in relation to me, an invitation to take up
ficulties of 1832. They are a finely shaped people, of a much
lighter complexion than the other North-western tribes, and exhibit
a great deal of taste in preparing, and neatness in wearing, the
various articles of Indian dress—ornamented belts, gaiters,
sheaths for knives, moccasins, &c. In Long’s Expedition they
are mentioned as “ The White Indians,” and are supposed not to
belong to the Algonquin stock. It is said that few white men
have ever been able to learn their language; and in their inter-
course they use the melange of the Chippewa, Ottawa, and Pot-

tawattamie dialects, which is the common medium of communi-
cation on the frontier.—See Long’s Expedition, Charlevoiz, &c.
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my quarters in the garrison followed. I declined
the invitation, but we exchanged cards; and I had
hardly got through breakfast in the morning, when
my new and gentleman-like acquaintance, ac-
companied by Colonel T., the commandant, and
a young subaltern, called to repeat the invitation
of the evening before ; bringing a soldier with a
sled to transport my baggage, and a led horse to
carry myself over to the garrison. 1twould have
been absurd to meet such cordial and unfeigned
proflers of hospitality with further ceremony ; and
an hour after found me with a handsomely-fur-
nished room of my own, a fine saddle-horse placed
at my disposal, and a servant at my call, sitting
down to the mess with as fine a set of young fel-
lows as I ever met with. I have been particular
in describing my initiation into this agreeable and
accomplished circle, merely to give you some idea
of the gentleman-like courtesy and frank hospital-
ity which distinguish the officers of the army,
wherever I have been fortunate enough to meet
with them.

I have now been here nearly two weeks. The
weather has been mild and beautiful, and my time,
in such congenial society, passes delightfully,—so
much so, indeed, that when I wake each morn at

reveille, it is with a kind of sad feeling I remem-
A2
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ber, that the twenty-four hours just past bring me
nearer to the time when I must start again on my
solitary tour, through regions where fortune can
hardly throw me a second time among such com-
panions.

The garrison here consists of five companies of
infantry, under the command of a lieutenant-colo-
nel. They are well quartered in very handsome
barracks, built by the soldiers themselves of cut
stone ; the buildings being arranged in the form of
a square, and enclosing an area large enough for a
battalion to drill in. The parade is nicely grav-
elled, and a colonnade, which extends around three
sides of the parade, gives a cheerful aspect to the
whole. The hospital stands by itself on a slight
knoll about a hundred yards from the barracks,
and both are pleasantly situated near the banks of
the Mississippi. The place, as it now stands,
would be easily tenable against hordes of Indians,
should they be mad enough to assail it. There is
not a tree around it, and it is furnished with a park
of artillery, which, from an open interval left at
each angle of the parallelogram, could sweep the
whole prairie. But these openings, which are
flanked by no works whatsoever, by breaking the
unity of the square, destroy even the appearance
of a fortification ; and the place, if not carried by
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an assault from a regular force, would easily fall
before its formal approaches. Such an attack was
indeed never contemplated when Fort Crawford
—which was only intended to overawe the Indians
—was erected ; but even in a collection of bar-
racks, one likes to sce them so disposed as to pre-
serve a military air. There is a small but well-
chosen library belonging to the post, and several
of the companies have quite good miscellaneous
libraries of their own,—a fact exceedingly credit-
able to the private soldiers. The amusements of
the place, so far as society is concerned, are of
course limited. The officers’ families do indeed
make a small circle; and for those who like to
study life in all its phases, there is the little village
of Prairie du Chien about half a ‘'mile from the
garrison, with its antique-looking timber-built
houses, containing an amphibious population of
voyageurs and hunters, half French and half In-
dian. Here the oflicers sometimes amuse them-
selves in getting up what is called a gumbo ball,
which, from the descriptions I have had of them,
must be a kind of harlequinade I would very
much like to see. Sporting, however,—when the
resources of the library are exhausted, or a pipe
of kinnekinic ceases to charm,—is the great source
of amusement at Prairie du Chien. The grouse
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now keep in large packs near the garrison; snipe,
too, I am told, are abundant when in season, and
of ducks I am assured it is easy to kill a canoe-
load, when they begin to fly along the Mississippi.
Elk, bear, and wolves are the game of those who
are more ambitious in their sport, and choose to
go farther to seek it. The meat of the first I have
not yet tasted, but I made a capital dinner yester-
noon from a sirloin of the second at the command-
ant’s quarters. Bruin was served up in handsome
style, and some old wine from Colonel T.’s hospit-
able cellar relished in this latitude.

The scenery around Prairie du Chien would
please you much. The snow has now entirely
left the bosom of the prairie, though it still hangs
like flakes of morning mist around the rocky brows
of the adjacent bluffs. The singular landscape
created by these bold heights has been called
monotonous ; but I do not find it so. Not a day,
not an hour passes, but they present some new
appearance. Kach shifting cloud brings out some
new angle of the gigantic blocks; and, whether
the rosy tints of dawn warm their steep sullen
brows, or the glare of noon settles on their round
summits, and tries to pierce the deep ravines which
block them out from each other, or sunset, with its
mellow hues, lingers among the long grass which
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paints their  umbered face,” where they first swell
from the plain—to me they are always lovely,
grand, and peculiar. I ascended one of them,
accompanied by an officer on horseback, the other
day, by winding up a ravine in the rear, which
brought us on a round, bold, grassy height, about
one hundred feet above the prairie; to which the
bluff descended by two sheer precipices of rock,
of about a hundred feet each, with alternate slopes
of soil, covered with long yellow grass—the whole
having the appearance of some vast fortress—
an enormous bastion thrown up in huge layers of
earth and stone. On the very summit was one of
those ancient fortifications, the mysterious memen-
toes of an unknown race, whose gigantic and en-
during works are scattered over thousands of
leagues of this continent, to puzzle the curious and
set at naught the surmises of the antiquarian.* I
trod each winding of the turf-covered rampart, and
counted what appeared to be the embrasures for
artillery, as my military friend commented upon
the position, and described a number of similar
remains which he had examined in different parts
of the Western country: While we alike dis-
sented with the unsatisfactory conclusions of
those closet theorists who would attribute the

* See note B.
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fortified appearances of this tall elevation,—the
enormous mounds in the vicinity of St. Louis,
—the sunken remains on the alluvial bot-
toms of Illinois,—the perfect forms which give
its name to Circleville in Ohio, and the deep
intrenchments which channel the rocky hills
of eastern Kentucky, alike to the action of wa-
ter: suppositions upon a par for ingenuity with
those which account for the existence of the prairies
by the sudden withdrawal of the same element from
what was formerly the beds of a chain of vast in-
land lakes. The same prairies, in every instance
that I have yet seen, except the single one of Prairie
du Chien, being high table-land, some sixty or a
hundred feet above the streams and groves which
occasionally checker them. I forget whether I
have before mentioned that the Indian name for
prairie (scutay), which means also fire, would ac-
count for their origin with any one who had had
an opportunity of observing how the action of
that element extends these grassy domains every
season in one direction, while it leaves them to
shoot up into a luxuriant growth of young forest in
another. ‘

But turn with me to yonder view of the Missis-
sippi, where a hundred wooded islets of every
possible form repose upon the glistening ice that
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silvers its broad bosom. How grandly does the
bold promontory of « Pike’s Hill,” interlocked as
it seems with the gray crags of the Ouisconsin,
shut in the lordly stream on the south ; and there,
where the blue water has broken its white fetters,
and those diminutive figures are leaping from one
ice-cake to another, as they sparkle in the sun
along the smooth eastern shore, how beautifully the
tall brown grass bends over the pebbly margin!
You may look now, though it is two miles off, into
the very centre of Fort Crawford, where the
gleam of arms flashing over the sanded parade
tells of troops in motion, though the sound of their
drums can hardly reach your ears. 'What a point
would this be from which to view the meeting
of hostile forces! The armies of Europe might
manceuvre on the smooth prairie below, and not a
guide could indicate a position without its being
manifest to your eye long before a battalion could
attain it.

There are a great many high-bred dogs kept at
this place,—shooting and hunting of all kinds, as I
have mentioned, forming the chief amusements
of the officers of the post. Indeed, if an enumera-
tion of the setters,greyhounds,and Newfoundlands,
which are severally kept for grouse, wolves, and
ducks, were made, without counting the curs and
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Indian dogs kept by the gumboes and Indians
around, the place, as I have heard it observed,
might rather be called Prairie des Chiens, than left,
as at present, in the singular number. A very suc-
cessful experiment has been made here in crossing
the greyhound and Newfoundland; the offspring,
I am told, being highly sagacious, and a match for
a full-grown bear. If the race be continued, they
ought to be dubbed elkhounds, from their adapta-
bility to the pursuitof that fine game, which abounds
over the river. I was ona wolf-hunt by moonlight
several hours before dawn a few mornings since ;
and though we were not fortunate enough to start
any game, I, for my own part, had a very good
chase. Among the other dogs of the pack was a
greyhound of the wolf species, a breed which Sir
Walter Scott says is so rare in the British do-
minions that I had no idea there was one of
the blood on our continent. This long-haired rascal
I mistook, by the doubtful light of the moon, for a
real wolf; and my horse, the hero of a hundred
wolf-hunts—(if I am not mistaken, he has been
honourably mentioned in the Sporting Maga-
zine),—seemed to share the blunder. I came upon
the dog suddenly in some long grass, and spurring
upon him, he made at once for the bluff on the
other side of the plain, thinking, doubtless, from
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the eager bounds of my horse that there was game
in view. Convinced of my good fortune, from the
course he took, I shouted to my companions, while
the rest of the pack broke out into full cry, and
away we went together. We ran more than a
mile before the experienced nag I rode seemed to
discover the blunder, and checked his gait. The
officers, after enjoying a tolerable laugh at my ex-
pense, relieved my chagrin by mentioning that the
same dog had several times narrowly escaped being
shot by some of the oldest hunters of the country,
who, in broad day, had, as they expressed it,
“mistrusted him for some wild varmint.”

I have amused myself somewhat here in study-
ing the Indian languages, though I cannot say with
much industry; the amount of my exertions con-
sisting in learning some eight or ten phrases in the
morning, and then strolling off to repeat them in
the afternoon at the straggling lodges which may
be found within a mile of the garrison. To one of
these, where an old Menomone squaw was making
a pair of embroidered moccasins for me, I went last
night several hours after nightfall. The wigwam
was formed of mats of woven rushes, subtended
around a frame-work of osiers, in the form of a
hemisphere, with an opening at the top, to let out

the smoke. Approaching this primitive abode, 1
voL. IL—B
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heard the shrill voice of the hag within in what
sounded like high altercation with some one who
answered in a different language from herself;
and, raising the dirty blanket which formed a
door, while I crawled on all-fours within the low
threshold, I found that the lady of the castle was
only gambling amicably with an old Winnebago
Indian, who sat cross-legged on a mat opposite to
her. A finger-ring belonging to the squaw lay
upon the mat between them, and they were trying
which of the two could throw the scalping-knife of
the Indian most often within the golden circle; a
score being in the mean time kept by each on the
edge of the mat, where sundry marks, made with
a dead coal, supplied the place of the ordinary
pearl-counters used by card-players. The squaw
briefly answered my inquiries about the moccasins,
while I raked the embers of her fire together and
dried my boots by its cheerful blaze; and then,
while she tossed the long elf-locks from her high
cheek-bones, and the upper part of her loosely-
arrayed person swept the ground while bending
low to view the mark of the knife which gleamed
aloft in her shrivelled hand, 1 glanced from her
weird features and squat-form to the calm but
piercing ken and still crect figure of her savage
companion ; and raising the blanket, left them once
more alone together.
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Let me conclude this letter by furnishing you
with an Indian serenade, which you are at liberty
to consider genuine or not: it is written in a sort
of Lingua-Franga, or mongrel tongue, much used
on the frontier, made up of words taken alike from
the Ottawa and Ojiboai or Chippewa,* and possibly
other languages.

* The Chippewa tongue, as is elsewhere remarked, is the com-
mon medium of communication between the whites and Indians on
this part of our extensive frontier. The Chippewa, or Ojibboai,
(or Ojibbeway, as written by Mr. Schoolcraft and Dr. James of
the army, to whon, with the venerable Mr. Duponceau, the world
is so much indebted for the light which their researches have
thrown upon Indian customs and language), is generally consid-
ered the court language of our North-western tribes. The Otta-
wa, Pattowattamie, &c., being apparently only dialects of the
same, and the Ojibboai being readily acquired by all the neigh-
bouring tribes.

With regard to the verses above given, the original copy, fur-
nished the writer by a young officer having been mislaid, he has
found it impossible to supply the loss in time to correct the proof-
sheet without seriously retarding the progress of the work through
the press. The reader who is curious in such matters is referred
to Schooleraf’s Travels for some interesting observations, ac-
companied by authentic translations, attesting the existence of
imaginative tales and oral poetry among our native tribes. In
Mackenzie’s Tour to the Lakes there is also a song given, with
the music of an original air annexed.

The above collection of sentences, which is rather offered
as a specimen of Indian phraseology than as a complete and au-
thentic production of the aboriginal muse, is meant to be pro-
nounced exactly as the words are written. The following, in
which the French pronunciation is given to the letters, will be
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From the manner in which it was taken down,
I do not hold myself answerable for its correct-
ness; but, uncouth and jaw-breaking as the words
may look upon paper, they really sound musical
from the silver tongue of an Indian girl.

INDIAN SERENADE.

Onaiweh ! Paikesai meteequen, quonadhj cuskonosd musco-
taiwenin.
. Awake! flower of the forest ; beautiful bird of the prairie.

Onaiweh ! Onaiweh! kepahshoshe moscaishecon.

Awake ! awake! thou with the eyes of the fawn.

Taupai kaisainopemayan, mannenatuk azhenah pahkesaikews
taupai cotainen ai won.

found perhaps more satisfactory. It is the Lord’s Prayer, in

Chippewa : —
“Cau-ci-nine au-wei-néne iche-pi-mine-ga ein-date, ma-nau-
ti echi-wi-beute wh--i-chi-wAu-bi-tau-i-eune. ~ Ca-ta-pa-piche

gineda-gime, mé-nau-bige na-gh-eune na-gh-meuke sa-ni-goque ;
mi-gi-chi-nan-ga cé-mi-gi-ine nine-goume gui-gi-keute, mi-gi-
ché-nan-ga au-mei-zi-né-wau-mau-nan-ga eigi-cau-ti-bama-tine-
que, cai-gau i-gi-wi-gise gi-can-gaine mia mi-a-na-teuke keun-
ni-wi-nau mi-che-nan-ga mi-a-né-touke, na-gi-ni-zitetei-bé-ni-
meute, gai-a-meiche-cé-i-zite cA-gui-nique.”

The following literal translation of the above is given in the
Appendix of “ Tanner’s Narrative,” by the accomplished editor of
that work :—

“Qur Father who above liveth, what you wish to be done, let
it be done ; let us not play with thy name; let thy great power
come. Give us our food this day—give us our debts as we give
our debtors—do not lead us into bad things—keep us from bad
things—power belongs to thee and strength—For ever.”
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When you look at me, I am happy ; like the flowers when they
feel the dew.

Nodin keokeneta waikon azhenah menoqut paike saiwen os-
kenega kezhecut—waikon azhenah menoquten pahwepemuk-
kazho nahgoosing.

The breath of thy mouth is as sweet as the fragrance of flowers
in the morning ; sweet as their fragrance at evening in the moon
of the fading leaf.

Nekaugewahnahtahsee neshainonen ahchewaukee, azhenah
mokkeetchewun kezhis ahchew au wahseekoseekazho ?

Does not the blood of my veins spring towards thee like the
bubbling springs to the sun in the moon of the bright nights?
(April.)

Nemeetah nuggahmo taupai keeshiah payshoo azhenah oske-
noga metecquen weneemenin nodin otaihaiminkazho.

My heart sings to thee when thou art near; like the dancing
branches to the wind in the moon of strawberries. (June.)

Taupai niscaudizze saugittewun, nemeetah muccuddauwah
azhenah wahbiskah sebewun taupai nahcut endosh wainje ish-
peming.

‘When thou art not pleased, my beloved, my heart is darkened
like the shining river when shadows fall from the clouds above.

Ketiyahnim geozhetone menoanedum, nemeetah sunnuggeze-
win azhenah kezhis geozhetone azhenah azauwahshoneah te-
gowugainse kissenah nodin wainjenetahhahwajink.

Thy smiles cause my troubled heart to be brightened as the
sun makes to look like gold the ripples which the cold wind has
created.

Neahwena, wahhundummo, keshainon nemeetah pokkaumenin.

Myself! behold me! blood of my beating heart.

Ah ke tahyahnin, nepeesh tahyahnim, ishpeming tahyahnim—
kooshah nenah—Nenah kaukekendun mekunnuh tahyahnah
mokeshee taupai kaukeeshish—Onaiweh! Onaiweh! nenah
saugittewun !

The earth smiles—the waters smile—the heavens smile, but
I—I lose the way of emiling when thou art not near—awake!
awake ! my beloved.

B 2
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This literal prose translation seems very bald,
but I don’t know that I have bettered it in the fol-
lowing versification.

Fairest of Flowers, by fountain or lake,

Listen, my Fawn-eyed-one, wake, oh! awake.
Pride of the prairies, one look from thy bower
‘Will gladden my spirit, like dew-drop the flower.

Thy glances to music my soul can attune,

As sweet as the murmur of young leaves in June:
Then breathe but a whisper, from lips that disclose
A balm like the morning, or autumn’s last rose.

My pulses leap toward thee, like fountains when first
Through their ice-chains in April toward Heaven they burst
Then, fairest of flowers, by forest or lake, ’
Listen, my Fawn-eyed-one, wake, oh, awake !

Like this star-paven water when clouds o’er it lower,

If thou frownest, belov’d, is my soul in that hour;

But when Heaven and Thou, love, your smiles will unfold,.
If their current be ruffled, its ripples are gold.

Awake, love! all Nature is smiling, yet I—

1 cannot smile, dearest, when Thou art not by.
Look from thy bower, then—here on the lake,
Pulse-of-my-beating-heart—Walke, oh ! Awake !
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LETTER XXIV.

Ouisconsin Territory, Feb. 18, 1834.

I hardly know whence to date this letter, unless
it be from the sources of the Sinsinnaway, be-
tween Prairie du Chien and Galena. Ileft Prairie
du Chien in a furious squall of snow, which, violent
as it was, however, could not effect the politeness
of the young officer, who insisted upon driving me
six or seven miles, to the banks of the Ouisconsin®
in a cariole. A gentleman who fills a civil station
of some importance on the frontier was waiting
for me at the crossing-place, where several squaws,
with immense packs, sustained, after the usual
Indian fashion of carrying burthens, by a band
around the forehead, collected with two or three
Frenchmen and half-breeds under a shed apper-
taining to a large stone mansion on the immediate
bank of the river, gave to the place the appearance
of an extensive trading establishment. Entering the
house for a moment, I found two rather pretty and

very well dressed young girls of sixteen or eighteen,

* See note C.
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whose raven locks and eyes of jet alone pro-
claimed their half-blood origin. One of the ladies
sketched (they had been educated either at
Detroit or St. Louis), and we had just got into a
discussion upon the plates of a new English an-
nual which she had in her hands, when a call from
without compelled me at once to bid my friend
farewell, and leave him the agreeable task of en-
tertaining the backwood beauties by himself. I
have at different places on the frontier seen some
of these half-breed fair ones, the piquancy of whose
charms would excite no slight sensation in the gay
circles of the Atlantic States. But, like the full-
blooded Indian females, they lose their beauty
very soon ; like them, too, when faded, they exhibit
a harshness of feature which is almost forbidding.
An aged Indian has often something interesting
and even aitractive in his countenance; but an
aged squaw, or one even in whose face the light
of youth no longer lingers, is any thing but pre-
possessing—is even haggish. It is to this frail and
fleeting condition of their charms that the early
desertion of their husbands, whether red or white,
is chiefly to be attributed : for the affection, the
fondness, the devotedness of an Indian girl to her
lover know no bounds, and her truath is beyond im-
peachment. In the strange intermixture of popu-
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lation on the frontiers, these qualities are of course
oftener and more severely tried than in those dis-
tant wilds where the Indian still roves free from
the perilous influence of the white man, untaught
in those principles of morality which are made to
depend upon degrees of latitude and longitude, and
unskilled in that system of dealing which takes its
colour of fairness according to the blood of the
person dealt with. I have said, that though their
features are not often regular, there is at times
something very attractive, even to piquancy, about
them. You would think so, I know, could you
see one that I have in “my mind’s eye” at this
moment.

I have fallen in with so many straggling par-
ties and broken bands of different tribes upon
the borders, between Detroit and Prairie du
Chien, that it matters not to say at what point
I'had an opportunity of studying the large dark
and eloquent eyes that beam in swimming lustre
before me. The straight forehead is, perhaps, a
thought too low ; and yet, while those tresses, dark
as night, are gathered so far away from its broad
polished surface, it were too masculine if an atom
higher. I said her features were not regular; the
nose is too retroussé for a sculptor’s model, yet
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never did his chisel set that feature with more
beautiful distinctness, between a pair of clear and
pencilled brows. How much of manhood’sforce and
woman’s fondness dwells around that mouth! and
when its dewy portals disclose teeth whiter than
“snow upon a raven’s wing,” one need not be a
Mahometan to fancy Houri’s lips like those. But
what shall I say of her figure? It is too much
below the standard height to create a sensation in a
ball-room ; and the untrained waist, were it not for
the plump though falling shoulders, and full out-
line above, would not appear too slender to dis-
pense with some of Mrs. Cantello’s discipline: yet
such a form would Hebe choose, should she roam
the world for a new tenement to dwell in.

To repeat the unspeakable and ludicrously cx-
pressive name of this Indian beauty would destroy
any interest this attempt at describing her may
have created ; and I am half disposed to steal the
finely appropriate name of a Menomone belle,
strongly resembling her, who is called Mokeeché-
won, or “ The Bubbling Spring.”

But I am too long a truant from my fellow-trav-
eller.  We descended the steep bluff together, and
got upon the now frail ice of the Ouisconsin, by
means of poles and pieces of loose timber thrown
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out from the shore, while we slid our baggage
upon a smooth board over a broad opening near
the margin of the rapid current. Once on the
main body of the ice, I was dragged over in a
traineau by Indians, while a Canadian or two went
ahead with long poles to try the ice ; and then on
reaching the opposite shore, the same ceremonies
being repeated, we after some delay made good
our landing. A tall rickety old barouche (I should
as soon think of driving an ox-cart into my bed-
room, as bringing such a machine among these hills
at this season) stood waiting for us ina frozen
swamp ; after stowing our baggage, and making the
crank craft shorten sail by lowering the leathern
top, we got fairly under way. We had not gone a
mile before the swingle-tree broke, while crossing
a brisk stream, and our driver having repaired the
difficulty after an hour’s delay in a heavy snow
storm, by cutting a piece of wood with his knife
from a grove at hand, we started a-fresh,and reached
the foot of the bluff' by which you first descend into
the valley of the Ouisconsin, at about three o’clock.
The ascent—perhaps two hundred feet high—was
in two pitches, either of which, on a summer’s
day, would trouble a man to walk up, who wanted
wind and a firm tread. They were now covered
with fresh snow, having an underlayer of smooth
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ice, created by the previous thaw, and the office of
our two half-starved horses in getting up the old
barouche, you may readily imagine, was no sine-
cure. The driver (frem my own State) was a for-
ward, two-third witted fellow, grafting the impu-
dence of a New-York hackney coachman upon
the not disagreeable freedom of Western char-
acter. His head was coated with a mass of hair,
which curled so tight as to keep his eyes always
open on the stare, while it was lined with an accu-
mulation of conceit that actually puffed out his
cheeks; yet he was bold, active, and, notwith-
standing his disagreeable familiarity, meant well.
His two nags (which looked like frames of that in-
teresting quadruped the horse, set up for further
finishing), he honestly believed, with Goldfinch,
were “equal to any pair of tits that ever touched
harness;” and therefore treated our suggestion
that they would not be able to make good their
footing to the top of the hill with just disdain.
Like Bonaparte, however, he paused to harangue
his forces before scaling the Alps; « Now, you
Doctor, be careful how you tread, you infernal
villain—and, Fanny, you know better, you hussy,
than to let the Doctor be always a dragging you
his side the road—now go ahead, G—d d—n you 1”
This pithy address seemed to be as well under-
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stood by the sagacious brutes as if our friend had
spoken in the Hounhym language, like Gulliver
himself. The learned M.D. and the gentle Fanny
gave such a violent start, that, what with our
pushing behind the vehicle and our conductor’s
urging them on with an enormous ox-goad before,
the first ascent was, with much floundering, soon
made good: but they could no more. Like Saun-
ders Supplejaw in Quentin Durward, “there they
stuck.” They did indeed make little excursions
up the side of the hill, but it was only to slip back
to the same place. Nor did I wonder at it. I
was obliged myself to climb the slippery steep on
my hands and knees, at the risk of having my neck
broken by the floundering horses, who once nearly
gained the top, when their footing giving way, they
came tumbling down, carriage and all, jumbled
together like the picture of Phaeton’s mishap in the
school edition of Tooke’s Pantheon. In this last
attempt they fortunately broke the carriage, or we
might have cooled our heels on the spot till mid-
night.

In the existing wreck of matter, however, we
determined at once 'to mount the two horses bare-
back, while our conductor should try and keep up
with us on foot till we gained the house of a settler

some six or seven miles off, and could send back a
VOL. II.—C
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conveyance for our baggage. The horses being
with some difficulty led up the hill, our conductor
began at once to try the strength of his legs, by
kicking the poor brutes in their ribs,—an application
which the Doctor took with as much quiet as if he
felt that he deserved it for his malpractice. The
gentle Fanny, however, seemed determined to
show her humane master, that, however he might
excel her in the use of the whip, she was more
than a match for him when it came to a flourish
tof heels; and accordingly, she handled her hoofs
with such dexterity that one of them descended so
plumply upon the epigastrum of the offending con-
ductor as nearly to drive the breath out of his
body. He recoiled a few paces in the snow, but
did not seem the least hurt, while I mounted his
assailant before another round could be had be-
tween the combatants; and my companion taking
the other horse, we all pushed off together as fast
as we could from the scene of our misfortunes.
Commend me to an afterncon’s canter on the
back of a broadsword, but never let my limbs
cross the naked chine of such a beast again in a
trot of six miles. My companion soon dismounted
and yielded his place to the driver,who clung to the
bed of down the rest of the route, twisting and turn-
ing the whiles thereon at a rate that made the
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wolves—of which we passed several—stop and
stare at him, asif he had had the St.Vitus’s dance.

The cabin at which we stopped belonged to
an emigrant originally from New-Hampshire, but
now for fifteen years a rover in the West. From
his present residence he had been several times
driven off by the Indians, and of course, like most
of the settlers, hated them cordially. He had two
or three loaded rifles suspended by wooden hooks
over his fireplace; and assigned to me as a
reason for keeping them always thus ready, * that
he was a lone man, and didn’t want any rascally
Indian to come snooping for hogs about his place.”
—<« Surely, sir,” I observed, *“ you would not shoot
them unless they did you mischief?”’—« Why, I
don’t say as to that, stranger, but the varmint give
us a heap of trouble; and I'd rather for their.own
sakes that none of their rifles would come cracking
about my door.”—« Well, I always get rid of the
red devils,” pursued an old backwoodsman stand-
ing by, “without shooting any on them; and its only
by catching two that came f)unting near me last
spring, and making them understand that they run
a smart chance for their livesif they ever come
within rifle-shot of my cornfield again. Govern-
ment’s bought their land, and it’s wrong for them
to be cavorting round quiet people’s houses any
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more.” Contrast such views and feelings with the
hospitable conduct towards the Indians of recent
settlers from your own State, which I have com-
memorated in former letters, and you will for the
moment feel a glow of pride for the generous deal-
ings of the New-York emigrant. Examine the
subject deeper, and that just pride will not be
diminished, but you will at least have charity for
the startling creed of the old backwoodsman.

The cause of the existing hatred of many of the
old borderers of the very name of Indian must be
sought for far back in the bloody annals of our
frontiers. Its origin may there be found in the
fierce collisions, the midnight burnings, the mas-
sacres, and cruel devastations which are familiar
to us in a thousand tales of our infancy. The
bitter feelings, the recollection of wrongs com-
mitted or incurred—of vengeance wreaked or
reaped in these desperate scenes,—have lived for
generations in the families of their daring and
much-enduring actors. In the solitary life of a
frontier man, so far removed from the ordinary
objects which engage the thoughts of men of his
class in thickly settled parts of the country, they
form his chief subject for reflection, when roving
the forest, or labouring alone in the field by day ;
and they are the theme upon which he descants
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when his young offspring gather around their
humble hearth by night. His children drink in
the black story with all the greediness of infant
ears ; and when, wishing for the detail of further
horrors, they are placed perforce by their mother
on their pallet of straw, she stills their cries by
whispering the name of some dreaded chieftain in
their ears—as I have more than once myself heard
the name of Black Hawk used to still the murmurs
of a nursling. The lessons thus taught are inera-
dicable, while the accumulated passions and preju-
dices of generations are transmitted and kept alive.
A peculiar class of men is thus created, or rather
was created years and years ago,—a class of men
as distinct in many respects from the more happily
situated inhabitants of countries sheltered by the
strong arm of the law, as if it had its birth in
another planet; and the chief characteristic of its
members is (I do not speak ironically), that they
have two consciences—one for the white and
another for the red man. You smile incredulously
at such an anomaly in morals ; but however para-
doxical it may appear upon paper, it is a fact as
notorious as the open day, that there have been
and are men on the frontiers whose dealings with
civilized society, whose general humanity, whose

exact attendance even to their religious duties, are
c?
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such as to ensure them respect, if not to give them
weight, in any well-ordered community,—and that
with these very men the rights and privileges, the
property, the life of an Indian, do not weigh a
feather. For some most remarkable and deeply
interesting facts in relation to this strange incon-
gruity of disposition, I refer you to several admir-
able articles on frontier life and ¢ Indian-hating,”
in the back numbers of Judge Hall's Western
Magazine.*

g, and
hardy, true to each other, and just and hospitable
to the white stranger, but having no place in their
system of doing good for the unfriended Indian,—
which, since the earliest settlement of the back

Now this is the class—bold, enterprisin

* If I am not very much mistaken, the records of the criminal
court in the county of Montgomery, State of New-York, will
supply some facts in relation to Indian-hating nearer home. I
think it was only October, 1833, that I saw a statement in a Johns-
town newspaper in relation to an Indian murder committed by an
old man of sixty, who had been in past years tried and acquitted
by Mohawk juries, several times, upon different indictments for
Indian murders. He destroyed his victim,‘whom he had never
seen till that moment, by picking him off with his rifle, while fish-
ing in his canoe between two white men. With regard to the
murderer it was said, that, like Logan, not a drop of his blood
ran in the veins of any living creature. His kindred had been

cut off by the Indians while he was yet a child.
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countries, have been brought continually in contact
with the original possessors of the soil. They
alone are the real pioneers. Wave after wave of
western immigration has rolled from our cultivated
coast over the Alleghanies and the Mississippi ;
but while each shot beyond its predecessor, and
left it settling far behind, it has only thrust in ad-
vance, it has never absorbed, or commingled with,
the distinct and narrow currents that first led the
way. Thesc pioneers do indeed continually pene-
trate beyond the immediate Indian boundaries, and
there, as is the case in the peninsula of Michigan,
you may see the hereditary enemies they have left
behind living upon the kindest terms with the new
white population that succeeds, until their land be-
comes so valuable as to be coveted by their neigh-
bours, when government steps in and removes
them once more to struggle with their old enemies
beyond the border. Driven from his favourite
hunting-grounds—torn from the graves of his
fathers—for which he has a sacred and almost pas-
sionate veneration—the poor Indian goes forth
to dwell among a strange and often a hostile
people, with whom his dismembered and broken
tribe soon passes into a by-word. There, gene-
rally, the terms he is upon with the scattered pio-
neers that have reached even that remote place be-
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fore him, preclude him from a market for his venison
and skins in his immediate neighbourhood ; and if
he does not take to shooting his white neighbours’
hogs, and get brought down himself by a rifle-ball
in return, he wanders off to some distant trading-
post, where he runs himself incurably in debt by
taking at credit the articles necessary for his sub-
sistence, at a thousand per cent.above their mar-
ket value. Here he learns from the Scotch and Eng-
lish trader to love the Saginash* and hate the Che-
mocomon;t to go with the various tribes within our
borders which the British government at this mo-
ment religiously keep in their pay, to receive arms
and presents at Malden: and tohold himself ready to
join the first marauding party of his red brethren
which shall raise the warwhoop on the border, and
add new venom to the deadly feud of the pioneer.
Somectimes, indeed, he becomes a dealer in small
peltries on his own account, and annually visits the
home of his childhood, where some thriving village
has in the mean time sprung up, to dispose of the
fruits of the chase, and get his supply of little
necessaries in return.  Several instances of the last
were mentioned to me at the pretty hamlets of
Ottawa and Hennepin, on the Illinois, where I was

* Englishman. + American,
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told that the storekeepers dealt with different In-
dians, whom they had repeatedly trusted to the
amount of several hundred dollars for the term of a
year, without their confidence being ever abused.
But the Indian returning hence to his wildwood
haunts still, in passing the frontier, avoids the
beings between whom and himself there is such a
fearful account of mutual wrong and injury left
unbalanced ; and if he lies down at night beneath
the shelter of a white man’s roof, it is one that
covers the family of some new wanderer to the
West, .to whom the wild deeds of frontier-life are
only known through the softened medium of fiction,
as a tale of other days. But much more likely is
he, if his blanket alone be not his bed, to betake
himself to some tenantless mansion, where the
charred shell of what was formerly the family
dwelling of a once happy but now desolated pio-
neer blackens the lonely heath. Here, while the
prairie blast whistles through the gaping timbers,
the Indian, crouched upon the floor where the feet
of his red brothers have slipped in the blood their
ruthless hands have shed, may well be supposed to
exultin the demoniac feelings of gratified revenge,
s0 dear to his race,—to brood through the hours of
midnight over the accumulated wrongs under
which he believes himself to be suffering, and to
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emerge from his gloomy lair in the morning eager
for an encounter that may relieve his swollen
feelings. Imagine now the white man, who once
thought himself the possessor of that spot ;—he, the
roined parent of that shattered home, hanging
around the only remains of all thai was dear to
him! and then conceive what would be the meet-
ing of two such beings. There is not another
touch required to the picture ; and yet it is no pic-
ture,—it is reality. 'The deserted dwellings I have
seen again and again. The stories connected with
them are so familiar in their neighbourhood as to
be told without emotion. The state of feeling they
keep alive among the whites I have already ex-
plained. The isolated condition of the Indian is,
alas! too well known.

But enough of this for the present; when I have
delivered the letters which I have for individuals
high in the Indian department farther down the
country, you shall have my own crude notions in
relation to our national policy towards this singular
people.

Having recovered our baggage, I started with
my fellow-traveller at about ten o’clock the next
morning, in a jumper, trusting to his knowledge of
the different groves, which are the landmarks of
the prairies, for finding our way to a neighbour’s,
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between thirty or forty miles off. We had pro-
ceeded a very few miles, when, every sign of a trail
being covered with snow, we became completely
lost,and wandered over the prairie for eleven hours;
sometimes, indeed, we would geta snatch of a track
where the snow had drifted it bare, but a few mo-
ments afterward we would be driving just as much
at random as ever. The night at last closed in
extremely cold, and the wind swept over the prai-
rie so piercingly, that the very wolves seemed to
shiver as they stood looking at us in the bright
moonlight—(the number and impudence of these
rascals on the prairies is almost incredible)—but
the glorious sky above us seemed to lend some of
its influence to our spirits ; and, so long as our
poor horse held out, we determined to keep on.
His strength, however, began to be too much tried
as we passed along the mouth of a number of
ravines scooped out of the prairie, and descended
occasionally into the groves that filled them, to see
if we could discover a house. The wearied brute
seemed so loath to leave the last one we entered,
that, after pausing and hallooing in vain for some
time, I proposed that we should turn him loose to
browse on the trees, and, making a fire, lie down
in the snow for the night. My friend preferred
trying one more ravine for the house, as we were
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both very sharp set; and starting anew to take a
short cut up the hill-side, we came to the brink of a
narrow and deep gully, which my companion got
out to examine. “Jump him over,” he cried.

# Jump the devil '—the horse can hardly step.”

“ Try him.”

« He'll break the jumper.”

“ Then we'll ‘camp upon the spot.”

The grove echoed with a single application I
made with a flat stick to the poor brute’s back, and
the flying car (emphatically a_jumper) landed safely
with me in it on the other side of the gully. We
gained the open prairie once more—heard the bark
of a watch-dog—and, descending another ravine,
were comfortably housed, an hour before mid-
night, in the log-dwelling of a miner.
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LETTER XXV.

Galena, Upper Mississippi, February 22d.

When I came to look round, in the morning, at
the place where you last left me so fortunately ac-
commodated, I found that our host, an enterprising
Kentuckian, had been very fortunate in his choice
of a location : it was a rocky and, as I was assured,
healthful dell, about a hundred feet below the sur-
rounding prairie, abounding in lead-ore, and having
a fine stream, with a considerable cascade, wind-
ing through its wooded bosom. Iis house was
situated among a clump of ashes and elms, and
near it a crystal spring burst from beneath an
ancient sycamore, in what resembled a torrent
rather than an ordinary fountain of water ; making
altogether what in summer must be a most deli-
cious retreat, and affording even in winter a very
agreeable change from the windy prairie above.
Inviting, however, as it appeared, this sequestered
spot had some features of a sinister aspect. Within
a few hundred yards of this apparently peaceful

dwelling, stood a strong block-house on the open
VOL. IL.—D
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prairie; a refuge for the family in time of danger ;
preventing, by its naked position, the secret ap-
proach of a lurking foe. Passing this block-
house, after an early breakfast, we struck a track
leading to the Platte Mounds, which were distinctly
visible, rearing their blue peaks in the morning
air. Our route lay through a beautiful country
of mingled grove and prairie, where large herds
of deer were occasionally to be seen roving about,
at several miles distance. Irequently, in places
where there were no other traces of man, we came
to trenches opened by miners, who had either
abandoned them in search of more promising veins
of ore, or had been driven away by the Indians.
These trenches bear exactly the appearance of a
grave, and are about the same size; and you
sometimes meet with hundreds of them in the
course of a few miles’ ride: for the high price of
lead, before the Winnebago difliculties of 1828,
attracted a vast number of adventurers to this
region, who have since abandoned it for the min-
eral districts of Missouri.

We came at length to a place where two miners
were sinking a shaft on the prairie; and as there
was a windlass at work over the aperture, I pre-
vailed on my companion to wait until I should
descend. Iwas let down by the rope in a few
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moments, and passing through an upper crust
of rich soil, at least three feet thick, a stratum
of gravel succeeded, and then coming down to
the clay, I found a solitary miner with his pick
at work upon a vein of lead-ore. “ Halloo,
stranger I” he cried, as dangling midway I dark-
ened the only opening by which he could receive
light; ¢ where the devil do you come from?”
—<From the State of New-York,” I answered,
alighting on a big lump of lead-ore near him.
(VVell, P'm from the State of Maine,” replied he,
laughing ; “and I'm glad to see any one from so
near home.” T could not but smile to think how
distant places on the Atlantic border approach
each other, when viewed from this remote spot.
I shook hands with my near neighbour of Maine,
pocketed two or three specimens of ore which he
struck out for me, and giving a signal with the
rope to those above at the windlass, my resurrec-
tion to daylight was effected in a few moments.
We arrived at the Platte Mounds in the course
of the afternoon; but it was late on the fourth day
from Prairie du Chien when we reached Galena.
Here I have been sorry to lose my late agreeable
fellow-traveller ; and a fresh thaw having laid an
embargo upon travelling by melting the snow, and
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rendering the streams impassable, I have endea-
voured to occupy my time in looking about
Galena. The mud is so deep that it is impossible
to go afoot; and as these steep hills are unfit for
carriages, the children going and returning from
school pass the door of my lodgings, on horseback,
every morning and evening; three or four boys
and girls sometimes being piled on before and be-
hind an old negro, till the mass of heads, arms, and
legs, belonging to the juveniles, makes the fabric
look like the wood-cut in the nursery-book of that
celebrated ancient female’s residence, who “had
so many children she did not know what to do.”
The population of Galena is about 1000, and
that of Jo-Davies’s county, in which it is situated,
is computed at 5000; a very large proportion of
which is engaged in mining operations. The town,
for its size, is one of the busiest places in the Union.
The value of goods imported into this place last
season amounted to $150,000; the exports of lead
amounted to seven millions of pounds, at $4 50 per
hundredweight. There were ninety-six departures
and ninety-seven arrivals of steamboats during the
last season ; three of which were owned by persons
engaged directly in the trade. This,for a frontier-
town, built indifferently of frame and log-houses,
thrown confusedly together on the side of a hill:
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is certainly doing very well. People now hold
their property by a somewhat precarious tenure,
which prevents them from making improvements.
When government gives them title-deeds to the
lands they occupy, both Galena and the adjacent
country will assume a very different appearance.
I'took quite an extensive ride in the neighbour-
hood yesterday. There was to be a public meeting
of the miners and other residents, held about
twelve or fifteen miles from town, upon the subject
of petitioning Congress in relation to the sale of
lands; and having procured a tolerable saddle-
horse, I started with Colonel H.,—whose family-
name is already known among the very first in our
history, and whose acknowledged talents and in-
fluence in this quarier will ensure his making a
figure in public life, when the new State of Ouis-
consin shall take her place in the confederacy.®

* A period much less remote than many would think it. The
country between Rock River and the Ouisconsin combines perhaps
more advantages for emigration than any described in the whole
of this tour. That lying between the Fox River and Lake
Michigan is represented as being equally good; and, supposing the
Indian difficulties to.be now for ever terminated in this quarter,
this region will fill with northern emigrants the moment it be-
comes known. A glance at the map will show how favourably
it is situated for trade, commanding the markets alike of Buffalo
and New-Orlsans.

D2
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But a few years have elapsed since he left the
city of New-York, a mere youth, to try his fortune
in the West,—since then he has followed at dif-
ferent times the various occupations of a lawyer,
a drover, a miner, and lastly a smelter, besides
taking an active part in two Indian wars, where
his early West Point education came favourably
into play. Colonel H. s, perhaps, second only to
General Dodge in knowledge of frontier-affairs,
and popularity with the backwoodsmen in this
quarter.

I cannot give you a better idea of the thorcughly
democratic state of society here, than by repeating
the whimsical conversation in which I first became
aware of this gentleman’s being a resident of these
parts.

«1 allow that you know Colonel H. of your
city 1” asked a sturdy borderer and thriving farmer
of me, a few weeks since, while in the lower
country.

“Colonel H., the son of General H.? certainly
1 do: why, what in the world brought him out
here at this season? You must be mistaken, my
dear sir; the duties of his office, as U. S. district
attorney, would hardly allow him to take such a
tour as this.”

« Tower, stranger ! why he’s living among us.”
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“Here ?”

“ No, not exactly on this prairie, but in the mines.
The colonel took a drove of hogs up for me, some
time since.”

“ My dear friend,” replied I, laughing heartily
at the very idea, “Colonel H. would see you to
the devil first, before he’d take ten steps after a
drove of hogs, for you or any one else.”

“By G—d, sir,” rejoined the backwoodsman,
with some excitement, ¢ you don’t know little Bill ;
for though he is the son of General H., and the
smartest man in all these parts to boot, he has none
of y’r d—d foolish pride about him; but would
just as soon drive any honest man’s hogs over the
prairie as his own.”

“Certainly, sir, the Colonel H. that I mean
would just as soon drive your hogs as he would
his own ; but I now perceive that your ¢little Bill®
is a very different person from the one I allude
to: yet no one could admire the independence of
character you ascribe to him more than I do.”

“ Squire, give us your hand! you and little Bill
must know each other before you leave this
country.”

I had an opportunity of hearing Mr. H. address
a public meeting on the evening of my arrival in
Galena, and was much struck with the logical pre-
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cision and force with which he spoke ; and with his
fiuency, clear enunciation, and thorough command
of himself and his audience. His features, when
animated in speaking, bore a striking resemblance
to those of his great and lamented father, as exhib-
ited in the plaster casts which are familiar to every
one.

“Colonel H.,” said the gentleman who intro-
duced me, “is at present disguised in a suit of
broadcloth; to have him in character, sir, you
should see him in his leather shirt and drawers,
driving his ox-team with a load of lead into town.”
Mr. IL laughed in reply, and our horses being
ready, we mounted, and soon escaping from the
muddy town, found topics enough for conversation
while galloping through the oak openings on the
hills beyond. The gathering proved to be not so
numerous, when we arrived at the place of meet-
ing, as I had hoped ; and, though in the grouping
of wild-looking figures, with their variety of
strange faces and striking costumes, Inman’s
bold pencil might have found some fine studies,
vet I was wholly disappointed in any outland-
ish exhibitions of character. They were, in
tuct, as civil and well-behaved a set as would |
come to the call of a committee in any of
the best-inhabited wards in your city. Their
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civility to me, indeed—being a stranger—could not
be exceeded ; I never approached the fire, but two
or three rose to offer me a seat; and scarcely one
of the company called for any thing to drink, but,
turning round, he would add, ¢ Stranger, won’t
you join us?” As we spent several hours among
them merely talking and moving round, without
getting up any formal meeting, I had ample leisure
to study the different appearances of the company,
as some bent over a card-table, where the pieces
of dirty pasteboard were rapidly compelling the
small piles of money collected there to change
hands ; while others lay stretched in the sun upon
the wood-pile before the open door, listlessly whit-
tling a piece of stick with their long hunting-knives.
One of the most striking figures was a ftall
voung man of about seven or eight-and-twenty,
whose delicate features, though somewhat im-
browned with toil and exposure, were only relieved
from efleminacy by a dark beard trimmed around
his oval face and depending from his chin, much in
the style that Sir Walter Raleigh and Shakspeare
are painted,—either of whose fine heads, his high.
pale, and expressive forechead would not have mis-
become. His figure, about six feet in height, was
set off by a close-fitting hunting-shirt of black
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buekskin, lightly embroidered on the collar and
arms with straw-coloured silk, which, from long
use, had grown so dingy as scarcely to be detected
upon the rusty leather it was meant to adorn.
Others there were with the common cotton hunting-
shirt of the west belted around them. But the
majority were dressed in rough bianket-coats of
every possible colour; while a vest of the most
costly description, with pantaloons of Kentucky
jean, would often complete their incongruous
apparel.

I could form a tolerable estimate of the intelli-
gence of this collection of people, from observing
the language which my new friend used in talking
to them upon the subject that brought them toge-
ther; and, when speaking in earnest, it was inva-
riably such as one educated gentleman would use
to another when comparing views upon any new
topic of interest. Upon my commenting upon
this, after we had bid them farewell, and werc
riding off together, my companion observed, that
there were not only many strong-minded men of
ordinary education who had adopted the way of
life which I saw prevailing around me, but that,
had I time to remain longer in that scction of
country, he could point out to me a number of
regularly educated persons, the graduates of more
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than one of our eastern colleges, who were seeking
their fortunes in this regien in the capacity of
common miners. While he was yet speaking, we
were accosted by a poorly clad and in every
respect ordinary-looking person, to whom my com-
panion replied with great politeness; and then
resuming the subject after we had passed the for-
lorn shantee which the individual called his house,
—=« Par exemple,” he exclaimed, “that man—and
a shrewd, sensible fellow he is—was bred to the
bar in your State ; he looks poor enough now, it
is true, but I hear that he has lately struck a lead,
and a few years will probably find him in inde-
pendent circumstances. We are now, you ob-
serve, among his diggings; and though at this
moment he has hands to help him, I believe he
began, like most of us, with his single pick. Clear
that trench, now, and guide your horse through
those pitfalls on the right, and I will take you to a
point where you may see how we get up the
ore.”
Following my conductor along a mile or two
farther of pretty rough road, we came at last to
a spot where a huge mound of earth, with piles
of lead-ore scattered here and there on the adja-
cent ground, showed that a mine was very suc-
cessfully worked beneath; and giving our horses
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to an accommodating fellow that stood by, we
threw off our overcoats and prepared to descend
mto it. The orifice on the top of the mound, over
which a windlass was placed, was about three feet
square, being lined with split logs crossing each
other at the angles down to the original surface of
the soil, below which point the adhesiveness of the
earth scemed to be all that kept the sides of the
pit together. It was so dark, however, at this part
of the passage down, that other precautions may
have escaped me. Taking the rope from above in
my hands, and placing my foot in a wooden hook
attached to the end of it, I swung myself from the
top,and in a few moments descended some seventy
or eighty feet below the surface. The narrow
chamber was of course excessively dark to one
just coming from the light of day; and landing
upon the edge of a tub immediately beneath the
aperture through which I had descended, I lost my
foothold and pitched head over heels in the water
with which the bottom of the mine was flooded.
“ Any one hurt?” cried a voice behind me; and
looking round as I sprang to my feet, I found my-
self in a long horizontal passage or narrow gallery,
with a grim-looking miner approaching me with a
lantern in one hand and a pickaxe in the other.
The next moment the form of my companion
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darkened the opening above, and then, after land-
ing by my side, he introduced me to the miner,
who proceeded to show us about these subterra-
nean premises. They consisted of three or four
galleries, generally terminating in a common centre,
though one or two short ones, just commenced, ap-
peared to run off at right angles to the rest; and
the lead-ore, which glitters like frosted silver in its
native bed, appeared to lie in thick horizontal strata
along their side. The masses were readily sepa-
rated by the pickaxe from the neighbouring clay,
and we remained long enough to see several tubs-
ful hauled up by the conveyance which had ad-
mitted us into these dusky regions. The labour
and exposure of these miners is very great; but
the life, to those who have an interest in the
work, is said to be so exciting, that the most
indolent man, when he has once fairly burrowed
under ground, and got a scent of what is called
“q lead,”* will vie in devotion to his toil with the
most industrious of those who labour in the light of
heaven. His stimulus, indeed, resembles that of
the gold-hunter ; for the lead, when delivered at
Galena, is as good as coin in his pocket ; while, if
he chances to strike a rich lead of mineral, he at

* Query, LopE !—From Sax. leden.—Encyc.
VOL. II.—E
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once becomes independent,—as, if he does not
choose to work it on his own account, there are
houses in Galena which will purchase him out for
a handsome sum, for the sake of speculation.

It was late in the evening, when, after taking
this wide circuit, I once more regained my
lodgings at Galena. Ifound the tavern entirely
deserted, and upon inquiring the cause, and learn-
ing that there was “a play to be acted in town,” I
rode off at once to the door of the theatre. It
proved to be in an unfinished building on the side
of a hill, the basement of which, opening on a
lower street, was a stable; and, there being no
flooring to the apartment above it, one stepped
over the naked beams above the horses’ heads,
if deviating from the plank which formed a
passage-way to a rude staircase leading into the
histrionic realms in the uppermost story. The
company consisted of four grown persons and a
child about ten years old, and the play was the
melo-drama of The Woodman’s Hut. A thing so
easily turned into ridicule would be game not
worth hunting down, and I mean, therefore, to dis-
appoint any ill-natured expectations you may have
of the picture I could give of Galena theatricals.
That the rest of the audience were at least as lib-
eral as myself, you may gather from the fact of
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their showering half-dollars like peas upon the
stage, to express their delight of the little girl’s
dancing between the acts, which certainly did not
surpass that of the Vestris, not to mention Tag-
lioni. In the midst of the performance of the
melo-drama, I happened to be standing in the
apartment below, when I was not a little star-
tled at the passage of a heavy missile by my
ears, which, striking fire f rom a beam near to
where I was standing, concluded its career by
giving a hearty thump to a horse who was rumi-
nating in his stall beneath. The mystery was
presently cleared up by a little negro dropping at
a bound from the entrance to the Thespian hall
above, and exclaiming, “ Did you sec a gun come
by here, sir? The count went to stand it in the
corner, and it slipped between the planks of the
floor.” I directed the imp to the realms below,
and starting at once for my lodgings, had no fur-
ther opportunity to study these unrehearsed stage
effects.

The want of a regular theatre many will think
a merit in so small a town as Galena; but
there is another defect in the place, and, indeed, in
almost all western towns where you get so far
beyond the mountains, that is not so easily got
over, and that is, the want of female society. The
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number of males in proportion to females on the
frontiers is at least five to one; and girls of
fifteen (I might say twelve), or widows of fifty,
are alike snapped up with avidity by the disconso-
late bachelors. In the mines a few years since
their eyes were so seldom cheered with the sight
of the better part of creation, that I was told by
an old borderer, “he had travelled twenty miles
only to get a look at a petticoat, where it was
rumoured that there was actually one in the
neighbourhood.” Even now they talk seriously in
Galena of getting up an importation of ladies, for
the especial amelioration and adornment of the
place. How so delicate a matter is to be managed
in our fastidious age I am unable to divine, unless,
indeed, they should invite the blooming ones
hither, under the ostensible purpose of getting up
a fair, and then persuade them to remain and
cheer these monastic abodes. I have been more
than once feelingly appealed to to make the
languishing condition of these hermits of the
prairies known in more favoured parts of the
country ; while, not wishing to betray the slender-
ness of my influence with the fair parties they
would concilia te I have avoided making rash
promises of using my feeble offices in their favour.
The only method of serving their cause I have
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yet hit upon is, to have inserted in the newspapers
after my arrival home, under the head of « Sin-
gular fact,” “Remarkable phenomenon,” ¢ Un-
equalled spirit,” or “Sudden disappearance,” some
such paragraph as this :—It is attested by credible
witnesses, among whom are some of the oldest
and most respectable inhabitants of Galena, that
single ladies, visiting their friends in that place,

never see ‘a second winter.””

£2
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LETTER XXVL

Peoria, Illinois, March 4th. !

1 have gone through a variety of amusing and
some vexatious adventures in crossing the country
from Galena to this central place; but you have
now been with me so long upon the prairies that I
shall not fatigue you by detailing more of a travel-
ler’s passing mishaps and petty encounters. The
great melting of the snows that detained me at
Galena was followed by a sharp frost, which, crust-
ing over the swollen streams, made their passage
very painful for the horses. In passing through
the Winnebago swamp, we drove for the distance
of a mile through water up to the chests of our
horses, and so heavily coated with ice, that it was
as much as the leaders could do to break a way
with their fore feet. My fellow-traveller, how-
ever,—for I started with but one from Galena,—
proved to be an old campaigner and capital travel-
ling companion, and we managed to extract some
amusement from every occurrence, however an-
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noying; and whether we were jolting over the
frozen ground in an open wagon, without springs
or seats, or keeping the freezing night-wind away
by stuffing our bed-clothes in the crevices, as we
shared a pallet together in some half-constructed
log-edifice, the spirit of fun and good-humour has
been sympathetic between us.

About a day’s journey from Galena, we passed
over a reach of prairie, some twelve or fourteen
miles in extent, where my companion, who is a
middle-aged man, was fortunate enough, a few
winters ago, to be the cause of saving a great many
lives. A train of sleighs, holding more than a
dozen people, among whom were several females,
started immediately after breakfast to cross this
narrow arm of the prairie; and though the dis-
tance was only as I have stated it, they contrived
somehow to lose their way in the snow, and night
closing in found them apparently as far from the
house they were seeking as when they started in
the morning. They had, in fact, during a sudden
flurry of snow, turned completely round, and, as
my companion was the first to discover, were ac-
tually going backward, instead of advancing on
their route. A council was at once held, and all
except my friend were for still pushing forward ;
though the horses were worn down with fatigue,
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and several of the travellers already frost-bitten or
becoming torpid with cold. But my companion,
who probably had more experience in such scenes
than any of the company, immediately took com-
mand and ordered a halt, declaring that he would
not move a step farther, and warning them that
they would perish, should they not make use of the
few moments of light that were left them to secure
themselves for the night. Providentially every
one yielded to him. The horses were turned
loose, and the snow having been removed from a
large space of ground, it was forthwith covered
with buffalo-skins, and the largest sleigh in the train
placed inverted upon them. The whole company
then, with the exception of my friend, crawled be-
neath the impending structure, while he remained
outside and covered up the box with snow, shovel-
ling it on with a piece of board. This exercise
~—which alone saved his life, while it ensured the
safety of theirs—he continued till morning, when
some of the horses having found their way into
the settlements, the people came out and led the
company to their homes. During the same spell
of weather, if not on the same night, two wagoners
and some oxen were frozen on the prairie, farther
down the country, on a route which I have since
passed. There were three of them in company,
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each with a team, haling* goods to some point on
the Illinois. Finding their oxen gradually becom-
ing stiff with cold, they determined to leave them
and hurry on to a house. One of the three gave
out before they had gone many miles, and his com-
panions buried him in a snow-bank ; the second
sank down on the road; and the third only suc-
ceeded in reaching a house and saving his life.
Part of the load of these poor fellows consisted of
blankets, which, had they known it, might have
saved them. The incident struck me when told
near the spot on a cold day, though not so much
as a similar story which I heard when I first came
upon the grand prairie in Indiana. It related to
the fate of an emigrant who attempted to cross a
broad arm of the prairie with his family, in an open
wagon, on a very cold day. They were found
stiff in the road, the horses frozen in their traces,
and standing upright, as if petrified by some sud-
den influence, and the man leaning against the
wagon, with a fragment torn from it in his hands,
as if in the act of trying to make a fire. The
mother sat erect, with an infant in her arms ; but

# Pronounced hauling : a term universally used at the West in-
stead of its Northern synonyme *drawing.” They have Shaks-
peare’s authority for it— I think oxen and wainropes cannoi
hale them together.,”—Twelfth Night.
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the children were curled about her feet in every
position that an attempt to screen themselves from
the cruel exposure could suggest. But these sto-
ries, of which I could tell youa hundred, begin now
to lose their effect, as, with the gradual opening of
spring, I find myself approaching a milder region.
The last day’s travel has led along those sunny
bottoms of the Illinois, where, even at this early
season, the chattering of the paroquet may be
heard upon every side; and here and there I have
been delighted to observe a tender green stealing
over those sheltered meadows beneath the retreat-
ing banks of the river, whose narrow limits and
basin-like appearance answer so completely to my
preconceived ideas of a prairie. The Illinois,
about thirty miles above this point, expands into a
fine lake, upon the banks of which Peoria is situ-
ated. The site is one of the prettiest for a town
that I ever saw, and the approach to it, through
alternate prairies and richly wooded bottoms, that
fringe the lake with a vegetation of stupendous
growth, and give glimpses of its sparkling waters
and blue islets through festoons of vines that over-
hang the road for miles continuously, must in sum-
mer be like a scene of fairy land.

Peoria is about the geographical centre of Illi-
nois, though by no means as yet the centre of popu-
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lation, which is still far to the south-east. This
place is rapidly improving, and may very possibly
become the future seat of government. It hasin-
exhaustible quantities of bituminous coal in its
vicinity, and commands an unbroken steamboat
navigation with St. Louis. The adjacent country
is very fertile. 'The soil, like that of Illinois gene-
rally, is better suited to the grazier than the agri-
culturist. It is composed of a black and rich
mould, with a small admixture of fine silicious
sand, and rests on soft and permeable clay without
being interspersed with stone or gravel. This
formation, as is observed by Governor Coles, in an
excellent address before a scientific body in Illinois,
while it is unfavourable to the existence of peren-
nial streams and fountains, and impedes the plough
of the agriculturist, and endangers his health by the
creation of miasma, in the vicinity of the middle
lands furnishes inexhaustible meadows to the gra-
zier, and every facility for canals and railroads.
The Illinois River was described by General G. B.
Clark so long ago as 1777, as “a natural canal
passing through natural meadows ;” and the facility
with which branches might be made as the coun-
try requires them is now very apparent. The
route of the proposed canal (of which 1 have before
spoken), to connect the waters of Lake Superior
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with those of the Gulf of Mexico, by a communi-
cation of only one hundred miles, commences at a
point on the Chicago River, five miles above its
mouth, where the water is twelve feet deep, and
on a level with Lake Michigan; thence seven
miles and a half to the summit-level, which is
seventeen feet above the surface of Lake Michigan,
and five feet nine inches above the Des-Plaine :
thence (for only a ship-canal) down the valley of
the Des-Plaine and Illinois, about ninety miles, with
one hundred and seventy-five feet descent to the
mouth of the Little Vermilion, four miles below the
rapids of the Illinois River ; at which point that
stream is navigable for steamboats at all seasons.*

Ten years and $40,000 have now been spent
upon this work, and not a shovelful of earth, so far
as I can learn, is yet removed from the soil. Let
the New-York merchants step in and make it, and
the warehouses of Buffalo will be to St. Louis
what those of New-Orleans are at present. New-
York will have the whole trade of the Mississippi
Valley, and the vast regions of the Missouri will be
tributary to her market. A canal-boat that can
navigate the lakes may then clear at Coenties Slip
and discharge her cargo at a trading-post on the
Yellow Stone. Such a canal would be to this

* SeelNote D.
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Union what a cut through the Isthmus of Darien
would be to the world: the one would draw St.
Louis as near to New-York as the other would
India to Burope. It would be well indeed that
government should make it; but the means re-
quired are so slight in comparison with those in-
vested 1n a hundred similar works, in different
parts of the country, as to bring it easily within
the limits of individual enterprise.

The State of Illinois, judging from the progress
alrcady made, will not complete the canal for half
a century to come. The want of capital is here
so great as almost to seal up each outlet for enter-
prise, though they present themselves on every
side ; and our eastern capitalists are so completely
ignorant of the prodigious resources of this region
that it may be long before the defect is supplied.
Were the people in our rich castern cities more
familiar with even the geographical relations of
this extraordinary region, I am convineed that
more than one company would be formed that
would be eager to purchase from the State of
Ilinois, at a handsome premium, the right of
making the canal, and holding it in joint-stock for
a term of years. When people of capital and
enterprise open their eyes to this matter, the work

will be accomplished in three seasons; and as you
VOL. IL—F
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may then take a steamboat at Buffalo, and check
a berth for St. Peter’s, a trip to the Falls of St.
Anthony will soon be thought no more of than is
now an excursion to Niagara. Fishing-parties
will be made up at Islip for Lake Pepin; and
Hewitt will furnish port-folios to tourists that
wander away to sketch the awful scenery of
the (now) remote “ Thunder’s Nest,”* while the
« Tetons of the burnt wood” will supply Jennings’s
larder with game, and Paulding’s best Madeira be
drank by gentlemen that shoot elk among the
Dacotahs.

* A young officer of the First Infantry, who commanded an ex-
ploring party into this savage region, so called by the Indians,
arrived from his tour while the writer was at Prairie du Chien.
He described the scenery as possessing a desolate grandeur which

words could not paint.
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LETTER XXVIL

St. Louis, March 9th, 1834.
Here I am, safely at last in the renowned city

of San’ Louis. Our route from Peoria, by the way
of the flourishing towns of Springfield, Jackson-
ville,* and Alton, through the small meadow-like
and half-cultivated prairies of Lower Illinois, was
very agreeable. I believe I have not mentioned,
that before getting into this fair and comparatively
populous region, I had the pleasure, while crossing
one prairie of considerable extent, of seeing it on
fire on every side around me. The hour was near
midnight, and the spectacle was magnificent be-
yond deseription. An illustration by Westall’s
pencil of the Rich Man in the Burning Lake, which
I have seen somewhere, would give as near an
idea of the scene as the painter’s art could convey.
In one place the prairie presented exactly the ap-
pearance of a broad burning pool, in others the
flames swelled up like seas of fire, rolling the liquid
element in solid columns over the land ; and then,

* See Note E,
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like the waves of the sea itself, when they break
upon the shore, a thousand forked tongues of flame
would project themselves far beyond the broken
mass, and greedily lick up the dry aliment that lay
before them. Our horses did not secem to mind
the phenomenon at all, and we drove so near to
the fire as to feel the heat very sensibly. But
though we probably incurred no danger, it was
almost startling, at times, to see a wall of fire as
high as our horses’ ears, in some places, stretching
along the road-side, while the flames would shoot
to the height of twenty feet or more when a gust
of wind would sweep the prairie.

We had an accession of four or five passengers
at Jacksonville, a very pretty and flourishing-look-
ing place; and I was not a little amused to find,
that out of six persons in the stage we had four
colonels; and when we chanced to stop ata tavern,
where I saw a cartridge-box and a musket over
the mantelpiece, I could not help remarking aloud,
that it was the first symptom of the existence of a
private I had seen in the country. Some of the
colonels looked a little sour, and the jest might not
have passed off as easily as I could have wished
it, had not my friend, who was also a colonel,
entered my name on the tavern-register by the
same distinguished title, which, I presume, qualified
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me to speak a little ad libitim of militia deeds of
arms.

The character of the country between Peoria
and Alton, where you first strike the Mississippi,
is much the same as that described in the previous
part of this letter. *The prairics are smaller and
more fertile-looking than in the upper country;
and when not under cultivation, resemble what
at the North is called a “river-flat,” or natural
meadow. While on the immense plateaux or
steppes which form the prairies of the north-
western part of this State, on this side of Rock
River, I described the occasional tracts of wood-
land to you as occupying generally the hollows
and ravines of those interminable plains, and thus
rendering preposterous a favourite surmise of
some philosophers, who would have it that the
prairies are the deserted beds of lakes, from whose
waters the existing groves once reared themselves
as islands. In the districts which I have traversed
latterly, however, the woodland, being generally
higher than the prairie, gives a degree of reason-
ableness to the supposition ; and, indeed, where the
new grass has begun to show itself in these shallow
basins, one could almost suppose that some freakish
power, more than mortal,—such as Ovid loved to

sing,—had been at work metamorphosing the un-
F2

vy
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stable waters into lakes of verdure. Theseé rich
savannas are in some places so sheltered by the
lofty forests around them, that the cold winds have
but little play ; and to no lovelier spots can Spring
make her first visits than to the beautiful groves
which repose herc and there over their bosom ;
and even now, when the snow-tracks of winter are
hardly yet melted away,—
¢ Zefiro torna €’l bel tempo rimena,

E i fiori e I’herbe,’—
the prairie smiles, theheaven ’s a deeper blue,
and fondly the Manitou looks on his buxom
daughter.*

I could now, although I confess a fire is still
not uncomfortable, almost realize the grateful and
glowing pictures of the summer prairies by Judge
Hall’s pencil :—the fresh grass rolled out into a
verdant lake, with the points of woodland making
into it like so many capes and promontories, and
the clumps of trees studding its bosom like islands ;
here the broad reaches of natural meadow-land
striking far into the forest like the friths of this
grassy sea, and there a mass of heavy timber, like
a bold headland, breaking its surface. The eftect

» “Ridonoi prati €’l ciel si rasserena,

Giove s’allegra di mirar sua figlia.”—PETRARCH.
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of first entering upon a prairie in summer is said
to be equally novel and delightful ; and the change
from gloom to sunshine, from the closeness of a
forest where a woodman’s axe has never rung to
the broad and free range of those delicious plains,
impresses one like passing from a desert to a
garden. In the words of Judge Hall,—* There is
an air of civilization about them that wins the
heart.” These lower prairies, however,—though
certainly more beautiful in their conformation than
the immense plains of the upper country, where the
sun rises and sets upon either extremity, as upon
the ocean itself,—do not yet, I think, compare
with the romantic tracts beyond Rock River, and
west of Lake Michigan ;—there where meadows,
and groves, and rocky hills, and bright streams are
all so richly intermingled. It was only in passing
through this latter rcgion—which will form part
of the new territory of Ouisconsin,—that I re-
gretted the season of the year did not allow me to
see the country in its full beauty. True, indeed, I
suffered much from cold in crossing the larger
prairies to reach those remote districts; but I am
persuaded that the larger prairies can never be
scen to greater advantage than I beheld them.
Their essential characteristics are grandeur and
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loneliness; and these can in no way be so much
heightened as by the garb of winter ; nor would I,
—as my fleet sleigh skimmed over their savage
wastes, and inhaled a breeze that lent new life
and vigour to every nerve,—have exchanged the
singular but joyous excitement for all the charms
that spring’s green vesture or summer’s balmy
airs could impart to those magnificent solitudes.
The population seen in the last few days secemed
to be of a very mixed character: some were
Quakers from Pennsylvania, and they had every
necessary and comfort of life; others again were
miserable-looking creatures from North Carolina
and parts of Tennessee, who lived with scarcely
any labour, and kept a blanket suspended over
their porch instead of a door,—in log-huts that had
been built for several seasons. At Alton, again I
saw, in their neat white houses, with their green
Venctian blinds—their tasteful piazzas and pretty
enclosures, with a newly-planted shrubbery,—sure
indications of a New-England population. The
same, or even greater, marks of improvement and
superiority in their style of living over the mass
of emigrants hither, are manifest, I am told,
wherever the English have established themselves
in Illinois. I have missed all their settlements by
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passing to the westward of them; but both here
and in Michigan I have always heard the English
residents spoken of with respect and affection.

A few miles below Alion, on the Mississippi, I
passed a deserted village, the whole population of
which had been destroyed by the ¢ milk-sick-
ness.”* The hamlet consisted of a couple of mills
and a number of frame-houses, not one of which
was now tenanted; but the dried weeds of last
year choked the threshold of the latter, and the
raceways of the mills were cumbered up with
floating timber, while the green slime of two sum-
mers hung heavy upon their motionless wheels.
Not an object but ourselves moved through the
silent town; and the ver).r crows seemed to
make a circuit around the fated place, when they
came in view of the thickly-sown burial-ground
on the skirts of the deserted village,

We werenow on the famous “ American bottom;”
and I was really astonished at the prodigious size
of the trees, and the magnificent vegetation which
this region displays; but the scattered inhabitants
locked far from healthy. At Alton we struck the
Mississippi; the view from its bluffs is here mag-

* A fatal spasmodic disease, peculiar, I believe, to the Valley
of the Mississippi. It first attacks the cattle, and then those who

eat beef or drink milk.
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nificent, though I think that Flint’s fervid pen has
done it full justice.* A few miles below we passed
the mouth of the Missouri, where its white and
turbid current could be seen rushing in among the

* « Opposite the mouth of the Missouri, the American bottom
terminates, and the bluffs come into the river. The bluffs
bound the eastern bank of the river thence to the mouth of the
Illinois. From these bluffs we contemplate one of the most im-
pressive and beaatiful landscapes in the world. On the opposite
side the mighty Missouri is seen bringing its turbid and sweeping
mass of waters at right angles to the Mississippi. 'The eye traces
along distance of the outline of the Missouri Valley, bounded on
either side with an indistinct and blue line of hills ; above it is
the vast and most beautiful Mamelle prairie, dotted with green
islands of wood, and skirted at the farthest ken of the eye with
hills and forests. Above you on the same shore is the valley of
the Illinois, itself bounded by heavy and magnificent bluffs of a pe-
culiar character. The river brings in its creeping waters by a deep
bed, that seems almost as straight as a canal. You have in view
the valleys and bluffs of two noble streams, that join their waters
to the Mississippi. You see the Mississippi changed to a turbid
and sweeping stream, with jagged and indented banks below you.
You see its calm and placid waters above the Missouri. On the
opposite prairie there are level meadows, wheat-fields, corn-ficlds
—smoke ascending from houses and cabins—vast flocks of domes-
tic cattle—distinet indications of agriculture and improvement
blended with the grand features of nature. There are clumps of
trees, lakes, ponds, and flocks of sea-fowl wheeling their flight
over them ; in short, whatever of grandeur or beauty nature can
furnish to soothand to enrapture the beholder.”—Flint’s Valley of
the Mississippi, page 96.
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islands, and staining the limpid tide of the “ father of
rivers” far down the western shore, while for
twenty miles below that clear stream still pre-
served its purity on the castern side. Surely
Father Hennepin was mistaken when he called
the streams above and below the Missouri by the
same name! For the Upper Mississippi, except
in its breadth and volume of water, bears but little
resemblance to the lower river; while the Mis-
souri, as it tears through its muddy banks to drink
that beautiful tide, soon gives its own turbulent
character to the whole stream below, and even
impresses its peculiar features upon the gulf in
which it at last loses itself.

It was too late in the evening to cross when we
arrived opposite to St. Louis, and I amused myself
before retiring for the nightin listening to the sound
of the church-bells—the first I had heard in many a
month—and watching the lights as they danced
along the lines of the dusky city, and were reflected
in the dark rolling river. We crossed in time for
breakfast, and I am now tolerably established at
the best hotel in the place.
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LETTER XXVIIL

St. Louis, Missouri, March 12th.

You last left me in the ancient city of St. Louis,
the capital and metropolis, though not yet the com-
mercial emporium, of the grand valley of the Mis-
sissippi;—once the ultima thule of western ad-
venture, and still the depot of the fur-trade, and the
bureau of Indian affairs. Here, the Spaniard, the
Frenchman, and the American have in turn held
rule, and their blood, with no slight sprinkling of
that of the aborigines, now commingles in the
veins of its inhabitants.

The aspect of the town partakes of the charac-
teristics of all its original possessors: in one sec-
tion you find it built up entirely with the broad
steep-roofed stone edifices of the French, and the
Spaniard’s tall stuccoed dwelling raising its tiers
of open corridors above them, like a once showy
but half-defaced galleon in a fleet of battered
frigates ; while another will present you only with
the clipper-built brick houses of the American resi-
dents,—light as a Baltimore schooner, and pert-
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looking as a Connccticut smack. The town, which
is situated about eighteen miles below the mouth
of the Missouri, lies on two plateaux, extending
along the Mississippi for some miles. The first of
these steppes rises gently from the water, till, at
the distance of about a hundred yards, it becomes
perfectly level, and affords a fine plane for the main
street of the place, which runs parallel to the river.
An acclivity, rather longer and steeper, then inter-
venes, when the second plateau commences, and
runs back a perfectly level plain, extending for
miles in every direction. This plain, near the
town, is covered with shrub oaks and other under-
growth ; but it finally assumes the character of a
naked prairie, which probably, at no very distant
time, extended here to the banks of the Missis-
sippi.

That part of the town immediately upon the
river is built,in a great measure, on a rock that
lies a few feet beneath the surface of the soil ; the
stone excavated in digging the cellars affording a
fine material for the erection of some substantial
warchouses that line the wharf, The site, for a
great city, apart from ils admirable geographical
position, is one of the finest that could be found;
and having been laid out of late years in modern

style, with broad rectangular streets, St. Louis
VOL. I.—@



74 A WINTER IN THE WEST.

will, however it may increase in size, always be
an airy, cheerful-looking place. But its streets
command no interesting prospects, and indeed the
town has nothing of scenic beauty in its position,
unless viewed from beneath the boughs of the
immense trees on the alluvial bottom opposite,
when the whitewashed walls and gray stone para-
pets of the old French houses present rather a
romantic appearance. St. Louis, however, can
boast one class of objects among its sources of
attraction, which are alone sufficient to render it
one of the most interesting places in the Union.
It is a collection of those singular ancient mounds,
which, commencing in the western part of the
State of New-York, and reaching, as Humboldt
tells us, to the interior of Mexico, have so entirely
set at naught the ingenuity of the antiquary. The
mounds in the north suburb of St. Louis oc-
cupy a commanding position on the Mississippi,
and cover ground enough, together, for a large body
of men to encamp upon. They stand distinct
from each other, generally in the form of truncated
pyramids, with a perfect rectangular base; at one
point four or five tumuli are so grouped together
as to form nearly two sides of a square, while at
another, several hundred yards off, two or more
detached mounds rise singly from the plain. The
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summit of one of these is occupied by a public
reservoir, for furnishing the town with drinking
water ; the supply being forced up to the tank by
a steam-engine on the banks of the river, and sub-
sequently distributed by pipes throughout the city.
This mound, with the exception of one or two en-
closed within the handsome grounds of General
Ashley, is the only one fenced from the destruc-
tion that always sooner or later overtakes such
non-productive property, when in the suburbs
of a rapidly growing city; and it is a subject of
surprise to a stranger, that, considering the want of
public squares in the town, individual taste and pub-
lic spirit do not unite to prescrve these beautiful
eminences 1n their exact forms, and connect them
by an enclosure, with shrubbery and walks, thus
forming a park that might be the pride of St

Louis. The prettily cultivated gardens in the en-
virons, and the elegance and liberality shown in the
construction of more than one new private dwell-
ing in the heart of the town, evince that neither
taste nor means are wanting to suggest and carry
into effect such an improvement.

I am so little of an adept at estimating measure-
ments, that I will not attempt to guess at the size
of these mounds : they are much the largest that I
have yet seen ; but none of them can compare with
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the immense parallelogram near Cahokia, in IIli-
nois, which Mr. Flint describes as eight hundred
yards in circumference, and ninety feet in height—
one side of it alone affording a terraced garden for
the monks of La Trappe, who had a monastery
among the group of two hundred tumuli around.

The population of St, Louis may be estimated at
seven or eight thousand ; and there are four or five
churches and a noble cathedral representing its
different religious persuasions. 'T'he inhabitants
find their sources of wealth in the rich lead-mines
of their own State, and in the trade of the Upper
Mississippi, the Missouri, and the Illinois. The
burthensome steamboats from New-Orleans reach
here at the lowest stage of the river ; and here you
may sce river-craft of every shape and form, from
the thousand boatable tributaries of the Mississippi,
clustering around the wharves.

In no town of the West do you find such a va-
riety of people and character as in St. Louis; and
here, in fact, only, where more than one “ last of the
boatmen” still lingers, have you an opportunity of
studying that singular class of beings, the Engagés
(as they are called) of the fur-trade—fellows that
talk of a trip to the Rocky Mountains as you would
speak of a turn on the Battery ; and think as much
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of an Indian encounter as a New-York blood does
of a “ spree” with a watchman.

« H——,” whispered a gentleman to me, seizing
my elbow as I passed through the bar-room of my
hotel last night, «just light a cigar here, and listen
to those fellows for a moment.” He pointed to a
couple of coarse-featured but respectably dressed
men, gossiping over a glass of punch in the chim-
ney corner. ¢ Oh, I remember him well,” were
the first words I caught,—* you slapped him over
with your rifle, and 1 took the fellow’s hair.,”—
¢ No, no,” rejoined the other ; ¢ that was the long-
locked fellow, whose crown you used to wear
about so long afterward. 1 mean the second chap,
that would have been too many for me after I had
struck my leg-knife* into the chine of the other, if
your hatchet hadn’t done for him when my rifle
missed fire.”—¢ Ah, yes,” replied his companion,
smacking hislips, as he sipped his vapoury pot'een ;
“you mean the red devil that begged so on the
bank, when I took his hair, and left him to curl up
and die.” One or two more scalping amateurs
soon joined in this tender discourse on love-locks
and I cannot now, from the general conversation

#* Worn beneath the garter of the leggin, and carried in addi-
tion to the larger knife which the western hunter always wears

in his girdle.
G2
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that ensued, recall the numerous other touching
expressions and philanthropic sentiments that
struck me as worthy of preservation. But ob-
serving that some of the speakers were dreadfully
mutilated, I was induced to inquire in another
quarter whether or not their misfortunes were con-
nected with the savage deeds I had heard so coolly
related : they had, each of them, I learned, sig-
nalized themselves in Indian warfare. You would
be incredulous, were you to hear their various in-
tolerable sufferings and perilous escapes detailed.
One of the number, particularly, who went about
on crutches, had been so badly wounded in one en-
counter with the Blackfeet Indians, that after being
carried some distance by his companions, they
were compelled to leave him to his fate, as one
wholly unable to assist himself, and consequently
too great anencumbrance to them. The bones of
his ankle had been badly shattered, and before
parting with his comrades he insisted upon onc of
them amputating his foot; having no surgical in-
strument, they all shrunk from the butchering task ;
and the intrepid hunter then went to work on him-
self with his wood-knife. The foot was severed,
and the actual cautery being applied with a red-
hot tomahawk by one of those present, the patient
found himself somewhat easier; but his friends
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were too hard pressed by the hostile bands to wait
until he should be fit to travel; they thought, in-
deed, he would never recover; and they were
compelled to leave him to his fate. One of the
company, however, consented to remain for a few
days, in order to bury the wounded man, and suf-
ficient food for a week was placed ina wigwam by
the river-side.

The resolute patient, instead of dying, grew daily
better, and (the horses of the party having been
long since stolen or devoured) his companion be-
came alarmed lest he should be saddled with his
maimed charge all the way back to the settlements ;
he was wretch enough to scize upon the little pro-
vision left, and leave his hapless comrade alone to
perish—that is, to die of hunger, if not previously
taken and tortured to death by the Indians. The
condition then of the deserted man was bad eﬁough
to appal even a western hunter. He was suffering
under a violent fever, and I heard him myself de-
scribe the agony it cost him, in this condition, to
drag his recently maimed limb down the steep
bank of a river, as he crawled there a dozen times
a day for a drink ; while, fearing to remain on the
shore lest a roving savage should see him, he would
each time creep up the acclivity to the leafy shelter
afforded on the top. He subsisted on the wild
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grapes and berries within his reach, and, these
becoming exhausted, he was compelled to move
from the spot. This exertion made him aware
that he had still some ability to proceed; and
knowing that his party, now more than a week’s
march ahead, would remain encamped at a certain
point for several days, the determined fellow re-
solved to follow them. This he effected. His
friends received him like one risen from the dead ;
for the craven that abandoned him had reported
that he was no more, and all swore to carry him
safely home.

loverheard a gentleman this morning question-
ing this bold backwoodsman about some of these
details; he answered modestly, and spoke of the
horrors of his situation, when languishing on the
scorching prairie, with the same sang-froid that I
had heard him mention ¢taking the hair” of a
hostile Indian. There were two young savages
from the Rocky Mountain neighbourhood—a Flat-
head and a Nez-percée—standing by during the
conversation last night ; but I believe that they did
not understand the language that was a vehicle for
so many amiable sentiments.

There is a good deal of romantic interest in the
roving and precarious life of the borderers, who
carry on the trade in which these men were en-
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gaged. The Arab proverb of the African desert—
that every stranger you meet there is an enemy—
may with equal truth be said of the wilds of
Northern America. The more remote tribes are
in an almost constant state of warfare; and a soli-
tary wanderer among them must look principally
to his rifle for protection.

Two well-armed Engagés are said to be a match
for any three Indians, though the latter are no des-
picable antagonists. The appearance of some of
these tribes, when on a war-party, must be singu-
larly martial and picturesque. Their shirtof buff,
gayly beaded with wampum ; the scarlet leggins,
fringed with porcupine-quills; the highly orna-
mented shooting-pouch, and rattling collar of pol-
ished bears’ claws, with the gay sash and rich buf-
falo-robe ; and above all, the chivalric scalp-lock,
tufted with feathers—must make no contemptible
appearance as they flaunt over the green prairie,
and attract the eye to the horsemanship of many a
well-mounted rider. They would take the eye of
a painter, and have, in fact, suggested some most
spirited sketches to Rindisbacher, a highly original
artist at St. Louis, at whose rooms I have spent
more than one agreeable hour.
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LETTER XXIX.

St. Louis, Mareh 14.

Yesterday I had an opportunity of seeing a
remnant of a once formidable tribe, the Kickapoos,
hold a talk with the venerable General Clarke,
the U.S. superintendent of Indian affairs, and well
known to you from the valuable work entitled
“ Lewis and Clarke’s Travels,” published under the
auspices of government twenty-five years since.
I was dining at the house of the hospitable vete-
ran, who lives in some style at St. Louis, when
one of the clerks of his department summoned
him to the “council-chamber.” It was a moder-
ate-sized room, communicating with the general’s
study and his public office, and connected with
the library, and with the street by a narrow stair-
case. The walls of the apartment were com-
pletely coated with Indian arms and dresses, and
the mantelpiece loaded with various objects of
curiosity connected with the aborigines. Among
the latter was that celebrated piece of pottery that
has caused so much idle speculation among the
curious,—a small vase formed by three perfect
heads blended in one, the features being marked,
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and wholly dissimilar from those of any existing
race of Indians.*

The Kickapoos, a forlorn-looking set, were
sitting around the room on a bench against the
wall, their swarthy features and dingy blankets
contrasting strikingly enough with the fair
brows and fashionable attire of the ladies who
glided into the council-room as we moved thither
from the dinner-table. A little gray-haired I'rench
interpreter occupied himself in lighting a mock
tomahawk-pipe, formed of some light and showy
metal, as the general took his seat; and then a
large and elaborately carved pipe being laid like
an ensign of office on the table in front of the
stately old officer, the talk began.

As there was nothing in it that may not be
found in any Indian talk of the last fifty years, I
made no record of what was said. It contained
nothing particularly characteristic, and I was only
struck by the mournful appealing tone of the prin-
cipal Indian who spoke on one side, and the air of
sympathy and paternal kindness which the general
preserved on the other. The application, I be-
lieve, was merely a begging one, and he promised
to assist them.

The sight of such a miserable remnant of a tribe

* Seenote F.
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whose name you will find on maps of but a
recent date, written over no inconsiderable por-
tion of territory, would suggest doubts of the hu-
manity of our Indian policy; and yet, as much
as that policy has been abused, I defy those
most active in casting opprobrium to point to
an act relating to the Indians in the statute-book
that does not evince that our general government,
since it had an existence, has kept the intention of
bettering the condition of the aborigines continually
inview. The Uniied States have not exercised the
right of property over a foot of ground that has not
been fairly purchased, nor has an Indian been re-
moved from the soil acquired by treaty without
ample provision, so far as money and necessaries
are concerned, being made for his present comfort,
and to promote his advance towards civilization.
How then has our national policy proved so detri-
mental to the Indian? Is it from the measures
adopted by Congress, or the manner in which they
are carried into effect? I should answer, both.
The measures themselves are pernicious, and the
manner in which they are acted upon fatal to the
Indian. Itis destructive to them as a people to
remove them from their homes, and scatter them
among hostile tribes, over strange hunting-grounds ;
and it is destructive to them individually by



A WINTER IN THE WEST. 85

keeping them continually on the frontier, and
in contact only with the most lawless portions
of society—it is destructive, too, to furnish them
with the means of idleness, to enrich them for
others to prey upon. The very idea of giving
an Indian money when there is nothing but
whiskey for him to buy with it, or of furnishing
him with cattle and farming utensils when sur-
rounded by white men who live by their rifles, is
preposterous.  There might be some hope of
his abandoning the hunter state, and gradually
turning herdsman, did he, girt in by a belt of
civilization, inhabit some mountainous district,
where the different pursuits of his neighbours
would prevent collision, and the brokenness of the
country secure it from their cupidity. But to keep
the native for ever in contact with the pioneer, the
hereditary enemy of three centuries! What is it
but calling the butchers of Philip of Pokanoket
from the dead to massacre the survivors of his
race !

So much for our well-meant but misjudging
policy, and now for the mode of carrying it into
effect. 'This, I need not tell you,is done by agents
subordinate to a general superintendent, in his turn
responsible to the department at Washington.

These men, where the military at our extensive
VOL. IL.—H
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outposts give weight to their authority, and where
high-minded officers and well-disciplined soldiers
are the only white men they have to deal with,
may exercise a useful and energetic influence in
those remote districts: but what could a United
States’” agent, or what could the commandant of a
garrison do in the northern part of Illinois, for
instance ! Take a case that might have and per-
haps has occurred :—the agent, in an Indian diffi-
culty with the settlers, applies to the governor of
the State for a militia force to protect *his chil-
.dren,” as the Indians call themselves: the gov-
ernor, knowing that nothing would give the militia
more pleasure than to cut the throats of the In-
dians, refuses the application, and refers the agent
to the nearest body of United States’ troops in the
neighbourhood ; while every subaltern in the com-
mand knows, that if he interferes between an In-
dian and a white man, he will be sued instantly in
the courts of the State. When I was at Prairie
du Chien, there were several of the officers who
had been cited to appear in court for having, pur-
suant to order, removed “squatters” from the
Indian lands over the Mississippi. The Indian
then despises the agent, because he is clothed with
no military authority; and the pioneer despises
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the military, because their hands are tied by the
local civil power, whatever it be.

There is then, you may imagine, no love lost
between the Indian and the latter ; but between
the Indian and the soldier a relation every way
desirable exists: he loves and.fears the regulars,
as much as he hates and despises the militia. He
knows (whatever the newspapers may tell you)
that,as a general rule, it is the former* who always
chastises him in battle ; and from whom alone he
may expect mercy after the conflict is over.

The slightest intimation of the will of a subal-
tern, okemar, or war-chief, as they call him, is law

with a-red man. This feeling

g, on their part, to

my mind indicates at once an alteration in the ad-
ministration of Indian affairs,—it is to make the
commandants of military posts ex officio Indian
agents. There are two objections to this: one of
which is, that in their capacity as guardians of the
Indian, it would impose a most disagreeable duty
upon the officers, from the frequent collision with
the citizens ; the other is, that it would cause a

* If the writer paused while making this remark to expatiate
upon the disgraceful conduct of the Illinois militia under Still-
man, in the late Sauk and Fox war, he could not fail to paya
tribute to the brave miners who followed Dodge and other leaders

of the Ouisconsin country against Black Hawk.
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great outcry among the innumerable persons on
the frontiers employed in plundering Indian prop-
erty, under the innocent phrase of “ Hooking from
Uncle Sam” (whether through the medium of
agencies, land-treaties, or getting up an Indian
war now and then, “by way of having some govern-
ment-money spent in the country;”*) to have any
of the avenues of the various existing kinds of pecu-
lation closed against them. To overcome these
objections, I would place every garrison over the
border,—upon territory owned only by the Indians
and the United States; and I would consider every
foot of that territory as within the walls of the
garrison. The whites might visit it as they would
a fortress, or pass through it as they would cross
a draw-bridge ; but no more. The distribution of
goods, if any took place among the Indians, should
be made by the sutler of the post; and every
treaty, when held, should be held only at Wash-
ington. The disgusting scenes of swindling and
debauchery witnessed at the treaties on the

* The Black Hawk war,—the principal actor of which avers
that he went over the Mississippi merely to help the Winnebagoes
make corn, when he was set upon by the whites,—some people are
mischievous enough to say, was got up by a cabal for speculation.
Tt cost government two millions. It is a standing joke in Iilinois.

to say it would there have been taken by contract for $50,000..
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frontiers, unless they have been much exag-
gerated to me by those who boasted a share in
them, are a disgrace to the nation.

The whole drift of my policy would, in a few
words, be merely this :—First, to keep the Indians
in contact only with that authority which they
fully acknowledge, and which, as they never will-
ingly provoke, would sit but lightly upon them.
Secondly, when I brought them in contact with
citizens at all,—which in holding treaties would
occur,—to surround them with those who, like the
materials of which the army is chiefly composed,
are actuated by none of the prejudices, feelings,
and habits that unavoidably spring up among the
people of the frontiers; a people whose vices are
those only of their condition, and whose virtues
are pre-eminently their own.* I write boldly, and
perhaps unadvisedly, upon this subject; but in a
case where so many regular physicians have
failed, it is allowable for a quack to prescribe.
It is too late to adopt the only just policy of pre-
serving a portion of their ancient domains to the
tribes ; and since government has now matured its
plan of collecting their scattered remnants into
one common country, I hope, if necessary to keep

* See Letter XXIV.
H2
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the whites away, the boundaries may bristle withk
bayonets.

How strange it is that—with the exception of
Penn’s people—the Iinglish and Americans have
mnever been able to live upon the terms with the
Indians which the French so long, and apparently
so easily, preserved. I attribute the success of the
latter entirely to the politeness of a Irenchman, of
whatever class, displaying itself alike to a savage
or a signor; while we Americans inherit too much
of that feeling from the English which prompts us
to measure out our good-breeding according to the
condition of those with whom we deal. To pro-
mote the kind intercourse of the French with the
Indians, government did nothing, individuals every
thing ; with us, government attempts every thing,
and individuals frustrate all.

It is much to be regretted that our views
of this peculiar people are derived so often from
individuals so little qualified by education or natu-
ral endowment to form a just conception of char-
acter. The redeeming qualities of a savage are
as wholly lost upon an uncultivated or vulgar mind
as are the charms of a landscape too broken for
cultivation.

“ What kind of a country is it to the north of
you?” ask a tiller of the rich Mohawk flats.
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% Oh, a terrible ugly country; nothing but moun-
tains, lakes, and crags,” is the reply.

“Well, how do you like your Indian neigh-
bours?” say you to a new settler in Illinois.

“Oh, they are a poor set of devils; live from
hand to mouth, and don’t know nothing nohow.”

A deep observer of this kind becomes a trader,
and therefore considers himself qualified to write
a book, from which the city-bred periodical writer
may deduce all sorts of sweeping conclusions
damnatory of the whole Indian race.*

* ¢ Our acquaintance,” says the Quarterly Review, No. LXIL.,
December, 1824, ¢ with the peculiarities of Indian customs and
character has unfortunately, in general, been derived from the re-
ports of traders,—usually the most ignorant, and depraved, and
dishonest part of the transatlantic white population; or of per~
sons totally uneducated, who have lived in captivity or from
choice among them; or of well-meaning but simple and illiterate
missionaries.” There are few works, indeed, unless it be “Long’s
Expedition,” and the writings of Mr. Schoolcraft, that have thrown
much light upon Indian character, since the faithful (though
long considered as apocryphal) account of Carver appeared.

Carver’s Travels were written by an American provincial officer,
just after the French war; and one might venture to recommend
them as giving at this day a more just idea of the aborigines than
any book that has since appeared. A Rocky Mountain man
would smile at the idea of one who had wandered no farther
west presuming to have an opinion upon the subject. But
where can you better form a severe estimate of Indian character

shan on the frontier, where its good and bad qualities are alike
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Of the false positions advanced on such insuffi-
cient grounds, it would be easy enough to cite
many an instance ; but one might as well sit down
gravely to answer the innumerable ridiculous rep-
resentations with which the English tourists that
visit us amuse their countrymen at home. The
Englishman’s estimation of the Anglo-American,
and the Anglo-American’s appreciation of the
aborigines of his country, must be alike unfair, so
long as each will most preposterously persist in
judging every thing according to a home standard.
The only point of affinity between us and the

tested by contact, and may be 'tried in comparison with those of
the existing white population. In advancing so positive an
opinion, however, of the superior truth and fidelity of Carver’s
delineations, the writer ought to add that his convictions are, in a
great measure, derived from information drawr'l fro