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INTRODUCTION.

      HAVING, since my return to the United States, made a wide and varied tour, for the gratification of my
curiosity, it has been supposed that I did it for the purpose of writing a book; and it has more than once been
intimated in the papers, that such a work was actually in the press, containing scenes and sketches of the Far
West.
      These announcements, gratuitously made for me, before I had put pen to paper, or even contemplated any
thing of the kind, have embarrassed me exceedingly. I have been like a poor actor, who finds himself announced
for a part he had no thought of playing, and his appearance expected on the stage before he has committed a line
to memory.
      I have always had a repugnance, amounting almost to disability, to write in the face of expectation; and, in the
present instance, I was expected to write about a region fruitful of wonders and adventures, and which had already
been made the theme of spirit−stirring narratives from able pens; yet about which I had nothing wonderful or
adventurous to offer.
      Since such, however, seems to be the desire of the public, and that they take sufficient interest in my
wanderings to deem them worthy of recital, I have hastened, as promptly as possible, to meet, in some degree, the
expectation which others have excited. For this purpose, I have, as it were, plucked a few leaves out of my
memorandum book, containing a month's foray beyond the outposts of human habitation, into the wilderness of
the Far West. It forms, indeed, but a small portion of an extensive tour; but it is an episode, complete as far as it
goes. As such, I offer it to the public, with great diffidence. It is a simple narrative of every−day occurrences;
such as happen to every one who travels the prairies. I have no wonders to describe, nor any moving accidents by
flood or field to narrate; and as to those who look for a marvellous or adventurous story at my hands, I can only
reply, in the words of the weary knife−grinder: "Story! God bless you, I have none to tell, sir."

      A TOUR ON THE PRAIRIES.
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CHAPTER I. THE PAWNEE HUNTING GROUNDS.−− TRAVELLING
COMPANIONS.−− A COMMISSIONER.−− A VIRTUOSO.−− A SEEKER OF
ADVENTURES.−− A GIL BLAS OF THE FRONTIER.−− A YOUNG MAN'S

ANTICIPATIONS OF PLEASURE.

IN the often vaunted regions of the Far West, several hundred miles beyond the Mississippi, extends a vast tract
of uninhabited country, where there is neither to be seen the log−house of the white man, nor the wigwam of the
Indian. It consists of great grassy plains, interspersed with forests and groves, and clumps of trees, and watered by
the Arkansas, the grand Canadian, the Red River, and their tributary streams. Over these fertile and verdant
wastes still roam the elk, the buffalo, and the wild horse, in all their native freedom. These, in fact, are the hunting
grounds of the various tribes of the Far West. Hither repair the Osage, the Creek, the Delaware and other tribes
that have linked themselves with civilization, and live within the vicinity of the white settlements. Here resort
also, the Pawnees, the Comanches, and other fierce, and as yet independent tribes, the nomads of the prairies, or
the inhabitants of the skirts of the Rocky Mountains. The regions I have mentioned form a debatable ground of
these warring and vindictive tribes; none of them presume to erect a permanent habitation within its borders.
Their hunters and "Braves" repair thither in numerous bodies during the season of game, throw up their transient
hunting camps, consisting of light bowers covered with bark and skins, commit sad havoc among the innumerable
herds that graze the prairies, and having loaded themselves with venison and buffalo meat, warily retire from the
dangerous neighborhood. These expeditions partake, always, of a warlike character: the hunters are all armed for
action, offensive and defensive, and are bound to incessant vigilance. Should they, in their excursions, meet the
hunters of an adverse tribe, savage conflicts take place. Their encampments, too, are always subject to be
surprised by wandering war parties, and their hunters, when scattered in pursuit of game, to be captured or
massacred by lurking foes. Mouldering skulls and skeletons, bleaching in some dark ravine, or near the traces of a
hunting camp, occasionally mark the scene of a foregone act of blood, and let the wanderer know the dangerous
nature of the region he is traversing. It is the purport of the following pages to narrate a month's excursion to these
noted hunting grounds, through a tract of country which had not as yet been explored by white men.
      It was early in October, 1832, that I arrived at Fort Gibson, a frontier post of the Far West, situated on the
Neosho, or Grand River, near its confluence with the Arkansas. I had been travelling for a month past, with a
small party from St. Louis, up the banks of the Missouri, and along the frontier line of agencies and missions that
extends from the Missouri to the Arkansas. Our party was headed by one of the Commissioners appointed by the
government of the United States, to superintend the settlement of the Indian tribes migrating from the east to the
west of the Mississippi. In the discharge of his duties, he was thus visiting the various outposts of civilization.
      And here let me bear testimony to the merits of this worthy leader of our little band. He was a native of one of
the towns of Connecticut, a man in whom a course of legal practice and political life had not been able to vitiate
an innate simplicity and benevolence of heart. The greater part of his days had been passed in the bosom of his
family and the society of deacons, elders, and selectmen, on the peaceful banks of the Connecticut; when
suddenly he had been called to mount his steed, shoulder his rifle, and mingle among stark hunters,
backwoodsmen, and naked savages, on the trackless wilds of the Far West.
      Another of my fellow−travellers was Mr. L., an Englishman by birth, but descended from a foreign stock; and
who had all the buoyancy and accommodating spirit of a native of the Continent. Having rambled over many
countries, he had become, to a certain degree, a citizen of the world, easily adapting himself to any change. He
was a man of a thousand occupations; a botanist, a geologist, a hunter of beetles and butterflies, a musical
amateur, a sketcher of no mean pretensions, in short, a complete virtuoso; added to which, he was a very
indefatigable, if not always a very successful, sportsman. Never had a man more irons in the fire, and,
consequently, never was man more busy nor more cheerful.
      My third fellow−traveller was one who had accompanied the former from Europe, and travelled with him as
his Telemachus; being apt, like his prototype, to give occasional perplexity and disquiet to his Mentor. He was a
young Swiss Count, scarce twenty−one years of age, full of talent and spirit, but galliard in the extreme, and prone
to every kind of wild adventure.
      Having made this mention of my comrades, I must not pass over unnoticed, a personage of inferior rank, but
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of all−pervading and prevalent importance: the squire, the groom, the cook, the tent man, in a word, the factotum,
and, I may add, the universal meddler and marplot of our party. This was a little swarthy, meagre, French creole,
named Antoine, but familiarly dubbed Tonish: a kind of Gil Blas of the frontier, who had passed a scrambling
life, sometimes among white men, sometimes among Indians; sometimes in the employ of traders, missionaries,
and Indian agents; sometimes mingling with the Osage hunters. We picked him up at St. Louis, near which he had
a small farm, an Indian wife, and a brood of half−blood children. According to his own account, however, he had
a wife in every tribe; in fact, if all this little vagabond said of himself were to be believed, he was without morals,
without caste, without creed, without country, and even without language; for he spoke a jargon of mingled
French, English, and Osage. He was, withal, a notorious braggart, and a liar of the first water. It was amusing to
hear him vapor and gasconade about his terrible exploits and hairbreadth escapes in war and hunting. In the midst
of his volubility, he was prone to be seized by a spasmodic gasping, as if the springs of his jaws were suddenly
unhinged; but I am apt to think it was caused by some falsehood that stuck in his throat, for I generally remarked
that immediately afterward there bolted forth a lie of the first magnitude.
      Our route had been a pleasant one, quartering ourselves, occasionally, at the widely separated establishments
of the Indian missionaries, but in general camping out in the fine groves that border the streams, and sleeping
under cover of a tent. During the latter part of our tour we had pressed forward, in hopes of arriving in time at Fort
Gibson to accompany the Osage hunters on their autumnal visit to the buffalo prairies. Indeed the imagination of
the young Count had become completely excited on the subject. The grand scenery and wild habits of the prairies
had set his spirits madding, and the stories that little Tonish told him of Indian braves and Indian beauties, of
hunting buffaloes and catching wild horses, had set him all agog for a dash into savage life. He was a bold and
hard rider, and longed to be scouring the hunting grounds. It was amusing to hear his youthful anticipations of all
that he was to see, and do, and enjoy, when mingling among the Indians and participating in their hardy
adventure; and it was still more amusing to listen to the gasconadings of little Tonish, who volunteered to be his
faithful squire in all his perilous undertakings; to teach him how to catch the wild horse, bring down the buffalo,
and win the smiles of Indian princesses;−− "And if we can only get sight of a prairie on fire!" said the young
Count−− "By Gar, Ill set one on fire myself!" cried the little Frenchman.
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CHAPTER II. ANTICIPATIONS DISAPPOINTED.−− NEW PLANS.−−
PREPARATIONS TO JOIN AN EXPLORING PARTY.−− DEPARTURE FROM

FORT GIBSON.−− FORDING OF THE VERDIGRIS.−− AN INDIAN CAVALIER.

THE anticipations of a young man are prone to meet with disappointment. Unfortunately for the Count's scheme
of wild campaigning, before we reached the end of our journey; we heard that the Osage hunters had set forth
upon their expedition to the buffalo grounds. The Count still determined, if possible, to follow on their track and
overtake them, and for this purpose stopped short at the Osage Agency, a few miles distant from Fort Gibson, to
make inquiries and preparations. His travelling companion, Mr. L., stopped with him; while the Commissioner
and myself proceeded to Fort Gibson, followed by the faithful and veracious Tonish. I hinted to him his promises
to follow the Count in his campaignings, but I found the little varlet had a keen eye to self−interest. He was aware
that the Commissioner, from his official duties, would remain for a long time in the country, and be likely to give
him permanent employment, while the sojourn of the Count would be but transient. The gasconading of the little
braggart was suddenly therefore at an end. He spake not another word to the young Count about Indians,
buffaloes, and wild horses, but putting himself tacitly in the train of the Commissioner, jogged silently after us to
the garrison.
      On arriving at the fort, however, a new chance presented itself for a cruise on the prairies. We learnt that a
company of mounted rangers, or riflemen, had departed but three days previous to make a wide exploring tour
from the Arkansas to the Red River, including a part of the Pawnee hunting grounds where no party of white men
had as yet penetrated. Here, then, was an opportunity of ranging over those dangerous and interesting regions
under the safeguard of a powerful escort; for the Commissioner, in virtue of his office, could claim the service of
this newly raised corps of riflemen, and the country they were to explore was destined for the settlement of some
of the migrating tribes connected with his mission.
      Our plan was promptly formed and put into execution. A couple of Creek Indians were sent off express, by the
commander of Fort Gibson, to overtake the rangers and bring them to a halt until the Commissioner and his party
should be able to join them. As we should have a march of three or four days through a wild country before we
could overtake the company of rangers, an escort of fourteen mounted riflemen, under the command of a
lieutenant, was assigned us.
      We sent word to the young Count and Mr. L. at the Osage Agency; of our new plan and prospects, and invited
them to accompany us. The Count, however, could not forego the delights he had promised himself in mingling
with absolutely savage life. In reply; he agreed to keep with us until we should come upon the trail of the Osage
hunters, when it was his fixed resolve to strike off into the wilderness in pursuit of them; and his faithful Mentor,
though he grieved at the madness of the scheme, was too stanch a friend to desert him. A general rendezvous of
our party and escort was appointed, for the following morning, at the Agency.
      We now made all arrangements for prompt departure. Our baggage had hitherto been transported on a light
wagon, but we were now to break our way through an untravelled country, cut up by rivers, ravines, and thickets,
where a vehicle of the kind would be a complete impediment. We were to travel on horseback, in hunter's style,
and with as little encumbrance as possible. Our baggage, therefore, underwent a rigid and most abstemious
reduction. A pair of saddle−bags, and those by no means crammed, sufficed for each man's scanty wardrobe, and,
with his great coat, were to be carried upon the steed he rode. The rest of the baggage was placed on pack−horses.
Each one had a bear−skin and a couple of blankets for bedding, and there was a tent to shelter us in case of
sickness or bad weather. We took care to provide ourselves with flour, coffee, and sugar, together with a small
supply of salt pork for emergencies; for our main subsistence we were to depend upon the chase.
      Such of our horses as had not been tired out in our recent journey, were taken with us as pack−horses, or
supernumeraries; but as we were going on a long and rough tour, where there would be occasional hunting, and
where, in case of meeting with hostile savages, the safety of the rider might depend upon the goodness of his
steed, we took care to be well mounted. I procured a stout silver−gray, somewhat rough, but stanch and powerful;
and reigned a hardy pony which I had hitherto ridden, and which, being somewhat jaded, was suffered to ramble
along with the pack−horses, to be mounted only in case of emergency.
      All these arrangements being made, we left Fort Gibson, on the morning of the tenth of October, and crossing
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the river in front of it, set off for the rendezvous at the Agency. A ride of a few miles brought us to the ford of the
Verdigris, a wild rocky scene overhung with forest trees. We descended to the bank of the river and crossed in
straggling file, the horses stepping cautiously from rock to rock, and in a manner feeling about for a foothold
beneath the rushing and brawling stream.
      Our little Frenchman, Tonish, brought up the rear with the pack−horses. He was in high glee, having
experienced a kind of promotion. In our journey hitherto he had driven the wagon, which he seemed to consider a
very inferior employ; now he was master of the horse.
      He sat perched like a monkey behind the on one of the horses; he sang, he shouted, he yelped like an Indian,
and ever and anon blasphemed the loitering pack−horses in his jargon of mingled French, English, and, Osage,
which not one of them could understand.
      As we were crossing the ford we saw on the opposite shore a Creek Indian on horseback. He had paused to
reconnoitre us from the brow of a rock, and formed a picturesque object, in unison with the wild scenery around
him. He wore a bright blue hunting−shirt trimmed with scarlet fringe; a gayly colored handkerchief was bound
round his head something like a turban, with one end hanging down beside his ear; he held a long rifle in his
hand, and looked like a wild Arab on the prowl. Our loquacious and ever−meddling little Frenchman called out to
him in his Babylonish jargon, but the savage having satisfied his curiosity tossed his head in the air, turned the
head of his steed, and galloping along the shore soon disappeared among the trees.
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CHAPTER III. AN INDIAN AGENCY.−− RIFLEMEN.−− OSAGES, CREEKS,
TRAPPERS, DOGS, HORSES, HALF−BREEDS.−− BEATTE, THE

HUNTSMAN.

HAVING crossed the ford, we soon reached the Osage Agency, where Col. Choteau has his offices and
magazines, for the despatch of Indian affairs, and the distribution of presents and supplies. It consisted of a few
log houses on the banks of the river, and presented a motley frontier scene. Here was our escort awaiting our
arrival; some were on horseback, some on foot, some seated on the trunks of fallen trees, some shooting at a
mark. They were a heterogeneous crew; some in frock−coats made of green blankets; others in leathern
hunting−shirts, but the most part in marvellously ill−cut garments, much the worse for wear, and evidently put on
for rugged service.
      Near by these was a group of Osages: stately fellows; stern and simple in garb and aspect. They wore no
ornaments; their dress consisted merely of blankets, leggings, and moccasons. Their heads were bare; their hair
was cropped close, excepting a bristling ridge on the top, like the crest of a helmet, with a long scalp−lock
hanging behind. They had fine Roman countenances, and broad deep chests; and, as they generally wore their
blankets wrapped round their loins, so as to leave the bust and arms bare, they looked like so many noble bronze
figures. The Osages are the finest looking Indians I have ever seen in the West. They have not yielded
sufficiently, as yet, to the influence of civilization to lay by their simple Indian garb, or to lose the habits of the
hunter and the warrior; and their poverty prevents their indulging in much luxury of apparel.
      In contrast to these was a gayly dressed party of Creeks. There is something, at the first glance, quite oriental
in the appearance of this tribe. They dress in calico hunting shirts, of various brilliant colors, decorate with bright
fringes, and belted with broad girdles, embroidered with beads; they have leggings of dressed deer skins, or of
green or scarlet cloth, with embroidered knee−bands and tassels; their moccasons are fancifully wrought and
ornamented, and they wear gaudy handkerchiefs tastefully bound round their heads.
      Besides these, there was a sprinkling of trappers, hunters, half−breeds, creoles, negroes of every hue; and all
that other rabble rout of nondescript beings that keep about the frontiers, between civilised and savage life, as
those equivocal birds, the bats, hover about the confines of light and darkness.
      The little hamlet of the Agency was in a complete bustle; the blacksmith's shed, in particular, was a scene of
preparation; a strapping negro was shoeing a horse; two half−breeds were fabricating iron spoons in which to melt
lead for bullets. An old trapper, in leathern hunting frock and moccasons, had placed his rifle against a
work−bench, while he superintended the operation, and gossiped about his hunting exploits; several large dogs
were lounging in and out of the shop, or sleeping in the sunshine, while a little cur, with head cocked on one side,
and one ear erect, was watching, with that curiosity common to little dogs, the process of shoeing the horse, as if
studying the art, or waiting for his turn to be shod.
      We found the Count and his companion, the Virtuoso, ready for the march. As they intended to overtake the
Osages, and pass some time in hunting the buffalo and the wild horse, they had provided themselves accordingly;
having, in addition to the steeds which they used for travelling, others of prime quality, which were to be led
when on the march, and only to be mounted for the chase.
      They had, moreover, engaged the services of a young man named Antoine, a half−breed of French and Osage
origin. He was to be a kind of Jack−of−all−work; to cook, to hunt, and to take care of the horses; but he had a
vehement propensity to do nothing, being one of the worthless brood engendered and brought up among the
missions. He was, moreover, a little spoiled by being really a handsome young fellow, an Adonis of the frontier,
and still worse by fancying himself highly connected, his sister being concubine to an opulent white trader!
      For our own parts, the Commissioner and myself were desirous, before setting out, to procure another
attendant well versed in woodcraft, who might serve us as a hunter; for our little Frenchman would have his hands
full when in camp, in cooking, and on the march, in taking care of the pack−horses. Such an one presented
himself, or rather was recommended to us, in Pierre Beatte, a half−breed of French and Osage parentage. We
were assured that he was acquainted with all parts of the country, having traversed it in all directions, both in
hunting and war parties; that he would be of use both as guide and interpreter, and that he was a first−rate hunter.
      I confess I did not like his looks when he was first presented to me. He was lounging about, in an old hunting
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frock and metasses or leggings, of deer skin, soiled and greased, and almost japanned by constant use. He was
apparently about thirty−six years of age, square and strongly built. His features were not bad, being shaped not
unlike those of Napoleon, but sharpened up, with high Indian cheek−bones.
      Perhaps the dusky greenish hue of his complexion, aided his resemblance to an old bronze bust I had seen of
the Emperor. He had, however, a sullen, saturnine expression, set off by a slouched woollen hat, and elf locks that
hung about his ears.
      Such was the appearance of the man, and his manners were equally unprepossessing. He was cold and laconic;
made no promises or professions; stated the terms he required for the services of himself and his horse, which we
thought rather high, but showed no disposition to abate them, nor any anxiety to secure our employ. He had
altogether more of the red than the white man in his composition; and, as I had been taught to look upon all
half−breeds with distrust, as an uncertain and faithless race, I would gladly have dispensed with the services of
Pierre Beatte. We had no time, however, to look out for any one more to our taste, and had to make an
arrangement with him on the spot. He then set about making his preparations for the journey, promising to join us
at our evening's encampment.
      One thing was yet wanting to fit me out for the Prairies−− a thoroughly trustworthy steed: I was not yet
mounted to my mind. The gray I had bought, though strong and serviceable, was rough. At the last moment I
succeeded in getting an excellent animal; a dark bay; powerful, active, generous−spirited, and in capital condition.
I mounted him with exultation, and transferred the silver gray to Tonish, who was in such ecstasies at finding
himself so completely en Cavalier, that I feared he might realize the ancient and well−known proverb of "a beggar
on horseback."
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CHAPTER IV. THE DEPARTURE.

THE long−drawn notes of a bugle at length gave the signal for departure. The rangers filed off in a straggling line
of march through the woods: we were soon on horseback and following on, but were detained by the irregularity
of the pack−horses. They were unaccustomed to keep the line, and straggled from side to side among the thickets,
in spite of all the pesting and bedeviling of Tonish; who, mounted on his gallant gray, with a long rifle on his
shoulder, worried after them, bestowing a superabundance of dry blows and curses.
      We soon, therefore, lost sight of our escort, but managed to keep on their track, thridding lofty forests, and
entangled thickets, and passing by Indian wigwams and negro huts, until toward dusk we arrived at a frontier
farm−house, owned by a settler of the name of Berryhill. It was situated on a hill, below which the rangers had
encamped in a circular grove, on the margin of a stream. The master of the house received us civilly, but could
offer us no accommodation, for sickness prevailed in his family. He appeared himself to be in no very thriving
condition, for though bulky in frame, he had a sallow, unhealthy complexion, and a whiffling double voice,
shifting abruptly from a treble to a thorough−bass.
      Finding his log house was a mere hospital, crowded with invalids, we ordered our tent to be pitched in the
farm−yard.
      We had not been long encamped, when our recently engaged attendant, Beatte, the Osage half−breed, made
his appearance. He came mounted on one horse and leading another, which seemed to be well packed with
supplies for the expedition. Beatte was evidently an "old soldier," as to the art of taking care of himself and
looking out for emergencies. Finding that he was in government employ, being engaged by the Commissioner, he
had drawn rations of flour and bacon, and put them up so as to be weather−proof. In addition to the horse for the
road, and for ordinary service, which was a rough, hardy animal, he had another for hunting. This was of a mixed
breed like himself, being a cross of the domestic stock with the wild horse of the prairies; and a noble steed it was,
of generous spirit, fine action, and admirable bottom. He had taken care to have his horses well shod at the
Agency. He came prepared at all points for war or hunting: his rifle on his shoulder, his powder−horn and
bullet−pouch at his side, his hunting−knife stuck in his belt, and coils of cordage at his saddle bow, which we
were told were lariats, or noosed cords, used in catching the wild horse.
      Thus equipped and provided, an Indian hunter on a prairie is like a cruiser on the ocean, perfectly independent
of the world, and competent to self−protection and self−maintenance. He can cast himself loose from every one,
shape his own course, and take care of his own fortunes. I thought Beatte seemed to feel his independence, and to
consider himself superior to us all, now that we were launching into the wilderness. He maintained a half proud,
half sullen look, and great taciturnity, and his first care was to unpack his horses and put them in safe quarters for
the night. His whole demeanor was in perfect contrast to our vaporing, chattering, bustling little Frenchman. The
latter, too, seemed jealous of this new−comer. He whispered to us that these half−breeds were a touchy,
capricious people, little to be depended upon. That Beatte had evidently come prepared to take care of himself,
and that, at any moment in the course of our tour, he would be liable to take some sudden disgust or affront, and
abandon us at a moment's warning: having the means of shifting for himself, and being perfectly at home on the
prairies.
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CHAPTER V. FRONTIER SCENES.−− A LYCURGUS OF THE BORDER.−−
LYNCH'S LAW.−− THE E DANGER OF FINDING A HORSE.−− THE YOUNG

OSAGE.

ON the following morning (October 11), we were on the march by half−past seven o'clock, and rode through deep
rich bottoms of alluvial soil, overgrown with redundant vegetation, and trees of an enormous size. Our route lay
parallel to the west bank of the Arkansas, on the borders of which river, near the confluence of the Red Fork, we
expected to overtake the main body of rangers. For some miles the country was sprinkled with Creek villages and
farm−houses; the inhabitants of which appeared to have adopted, with considerable facility, the rudiments of
civilization, and to have thriven in consequence. Their farms were well stocked, and their houses had a look of
comfort and abundance.
      We met with numbers of them returning from one of their grand games of ball, for which their nation is
celebrated. Some were on foot, some on horseback; the latter, occasionally, with gayly dressed females behind
them. They are a well−made race, muscular and closely knit, with well−turned thighs and legs. They have a gypsy
fondness for brilliant colors and gay decorations, and are bright and fanciful objects when seen at a distance on
the prairies. One had a scarlet handkerchief bound round his head, surmounted with a tuft of black feathers like a
cocktail. Another had a white handkerchief, with red feathers; while a third, for want of a plume, had stuck in his
turban a brilliant bunch of sumach.
      On the verge of the wilderness we paused to inquire our way at a log house, owned by a white settler or
squatter, a tall raw−boned old fellow, with red hair, a lank lantern visage, and an inveterate habit of winking with
one eye, as if everything he said was of knowing import. He was in a towering passion. One of his horses was
missing; he was sure it had been stolen in the night by a straggling party of Osages encamped in a neighboring
swamp; but he would have satisfaction! He would make an example of the villains. He had accordingly caught
down his rifle from the wall, that invariable enforcer of right or wrong upon the frontiers, and, having saddled his
steed, was about to sally forth on a foray into the swamp; while a brother squatter, with rifle in hand, stood ready
to accompany him.
      We endeavored to calm the old campaigner of the prairies, by suggesting that his horse might have strayed
into the neighboring woods; but he had the frontier propensity to charge everything to the Indians, and nothing
could dissuade him from carrying fire and sword into the swamp.
      After riding a few miles farther we lost the trail of the main body of rangers, and became perplexed by a
variety of tracks made lay the Indians and settlers. At length coming to a log house, inhabited by a white man, the
very last on the frontier, we found that we had wandered from our true course. Taking us back for some distance,
he again brought us to the right trail; putting ourselves upon which, we took our final departure, and launched into
the broad wilderness.
      The trail kept on like a straggling footpath, over hill and dale, through brush and brake, and tangled thicket,
and open prairie. In traversing the wilds it is customary for a party either of horse or foot to follow each other in
single file like the Indians; so that the leaders break the way for those who follow, and lessen their labor and
fatigue. In this way, also, the number of a party is concealed, the whole leaving but one narrow well−trampled
track to mark their course.
      We had not long regained the trail, when, on emerging from a forest, we beheld our raw−boned,
hard−winking, hard−riding knight−errant of the frontier, descending the slope of a hill, followed by his
companion in arms. As he drew near to us, the gauntness of his figure and ruefulness of his aspect reminded me of
the description of the hero of La Mancha, and he was equally bent on affairs of doughty enterprise, being about to
penetrate the thickets of the perilous swamp, within which the enemy lay ensconced.
      While we were holding a parley with him on the slope of the hill, we descried an Osage on horseback issuing
out of a skirt of wood about half a mile off, and leading a horse by a halter. The latter was immediately
recognized by our hard−winking friend as the steed of which he was in quest. As the Osage drew near, I was
struck with his appearance. He was about nineteen or twenty years of age, but well grown, with the fine Roman
countenance common to his tribe, and as he rode with his blanket wrapped round his loins, his naked bust would
have furnished a model for a statuary. He was mounted on beautiful piebald horse, a mottled white and brown, of
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the wild breed of the prairies, decorated with a broad collar, from which hung in front a tuft of horsehair dyed of a
bright scarlet.
      The youth rode slowly up to us with a frank open air, and signified by means of our interpreter Beatte, that the
horse he was leading had wandered to their camp, and he was now on his way to conduct him back to his owner.
      I had expected to witness an expression of gratitude on the part of our hard−favored cavalier, but to my
surprise the old fellow broke out into a furious passion. He declared that the Indians had carried off his horse in
the night, with the intention of bringing him home in the morning, and claiming a reward for finding him; a
common practice, as he affirmed, among the Indians. He was, therefore, for tying the young Indian to a tree and
giving him a sound lashing; and was quite surprised at the burst of indignation which this novel mode of requiting
a service drew from us. Such, however, is too often the administration of law on the frontier, "Lynch's law," as it
is technically termed, in which the plaintiff is apt to be witness, jury, judge, and executioner, and the defendant to
be convicted and punished on mere presumption; and in this way, I am convinced, are occasioned many of those
heart−burnings and resentments among the Indians, which lead to retaliation, and end in Indian wars. When I
compared the open, noble countenance and frank demeanor of the young Osage, with the sinister visage and
high−handed conduct of the frontiersman, I felt little doubt on whose back a lash would be most meritoriously
bestowed.
      Being thus obliged to content himself with the recovery of his horse, without the pleasure of flogging the
finder, into the bargain the old Lycurgus, or rather Draco, of the frontier, set off growling on his return homeward,
followed by his brother squatter.
      As for the youthful Osage, we were all prepossessed in his favor; the young Count especially, with the
sympathies proper to his age and incident to his character, had taken quite a fancy to him. Nothing would suit but
he must have the young Osage as a companion and squire in his expedition into the wilderness. The youth was
easily tempted, and, with the prospect of a safe range over the buffalo prairies and the promise of a new blanket,
he turned his bridle, left the swamp and the encampment of his friends behind him, and set off to follow the Count
in his wanderings in quest of the Osage hunters.
      Such is the glorious independence of man in a savage state. This youth, with his rifle, his blanket, and his
horse, was ready at a moment's warning to rove the world; he carried all his worldly effects with him, and in the
absence of artificial wants, possessed the great secret of personal freedom. We of society are slaves, not so much
to others as to ourselves; our superfluities are the chains that bind us, impeding every movement of our bodies and
thwarting every impulse of our souls. Such, at least, were my speculations at the time, though I am not sure but
that they took their tone from the enthusiasm of the young Count, who seemed more enchanted than ever with the
wild chivalry of the prairies, and talked of putting on the Indian dress and adopting the Indian habits during the
time he hoped to pass with the Osages.
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CHAPTER VI. TRAIL OF THE OSAGE HUNTERS.−− DEPARTURE OF THE
COUNT AND HIS PARTY.−− A DESERTED WAR CAMP.−− A VAGRANT

DOG.−− THE ENCAMPMENT.

IN the course of the morning the trail we were pursuing was crossed by another, which struck off through the
forest to the west in a direct course for the Arkansas River. Beatte, our half−breed, after considering it for a
moment, pronounced it the trail of the Osage hunters; and that it must lead to the place where they had forded the
river on their way to the hunting grounds.
      Here then the young Count and his companion came to a halt and prepared to take leave of us. The most
experienced frontiersmen in the troop remonstrated on the hazard of the undertaking. They were about to throw
themselves loose in the wilderness, with no other guides, guards, or attendants, than a young ignorant half−breed,
and a still younger Indian. They were embarrassed by a pack−horse and two led horses, with which they would
have to make their way through matted forests, and across rivers and morasses. The Osages and Pawnees were at
war, and they might fall in with some warrior party of the latter, who are ferocious foes; besides, their small
number, and their valuable horses, would form a great temptation to some of the straggling bands of Osages
loitering about the frontier, who might rob them of their horses in the night, and leave them destitute and on foot
in the midst of the prairies.
      Nothing, however, could restrain the romantic ardor of the Count for a campaign of buffalo hunting with the
Osages, and he had a game spirit that seemed always stimulated by the idea of danger. His travelling companion,
of discreeter age and calmer temperament, was convinced of the rashness of the enterprise; but he could not
control the impetuous zeal of his youthful friend, and he was too loyal to leave him to pursue his hazardous
scheme alone. To our great regret, therefore, we saw them abandon the protection of our escort, and strike off on
their hap−hazard expedition. The old hunters of our party shook their heads, and our half−breed, Beatte, predicted
all kinds of trouble to them; my only hope was, that they would soon meet with perplexities enough to cool the
impetuosity of the young Count, and induce him to rejoin us. With this idea we travelled slowly, and made a
considerable halt at noon. After resuming our march, we came in sight of the Arkansas. It presented a broad and
rapid stream, bordered by a beach of fine sand, overgrown with willows and cottonwood−trees. Beyond the river,
the eye wandered over a beautiful champaign country, of flowery plains and sloping uplands, diversified by
groves and clumps of trees, and long screens of woodland; the whole wearing the aspect of complete, and even
ornamental cultivation, instead of native wilfulness. Not far from the river, on an open eminence, we passed
through the recently deserted camping place of an Osage war party. The frames of the tents or wigwams
remained, consisting of poles bent into an arch, with each end stuck into the ground: these are intertwined with
twigs and branches, and covered with bark and skins. Those experienced in Indian lore, can ascertain the tribe,
and whether on a hunting or a warlike expedition, by the shape and disposition of the wigwams. Beatte pointed
out to us, in the present skeleton camp, the wigwam in which the chiefs had held their consultations around the
council−fire; and an open area, well trampled down, on which the grand war−dance had been performed.
      Pursuing our journey, as we were passing through a forest, we were met by a forlorn, half−famished dog, who
came rambling along the trail, with inflamed eyes, and bewildered look. Though nearly trampled upon by the
foremost rangers, he took notice of no one, but rambled heedlessly among the horses. The cry of "mad dog" was
immediately raised, and one of the rangers levelled his rifle, but was stayed by the ever−ready humanity of the
Commissioner. "He is blind!" said he. "It is the dog of some poor Indian, following his master by the scent. It
would be a shame to kill so faithful an animal." The ranger shouldered his rifle, the dog blundered blindly through
the cavalcade unhurt, and keeping his nose to the ground, continued his course along the trail, affording a rare
instance of a dog surviving a bad name.
      About three o'clock, we came to a recent camping−place of the company of rangers: the brands of one of their
fires were still smoking; so that, according to the opinion of Beatte, they could not have passed on above a day
previously. As there was a fine stream of water close by, and plenty of pea−vines for the horses, we encamped
here for the night.
      We had not been here long, when we heard a halloo from a distance, and beheld the young Count and his
party advancing through the forest. We welcomed them to the camp with heartfelt satisfaction; for their departure

A Tour on the Prairies

CHAPTER VI. TRAIL OF THE OSAGE HUNTERS.−− DEPARTURE OF THE COUNT AND HIS PARTY.−− A DESERTED WAR CAMP.−− A VAGRANT DOG.−− THE ENCAMPMENT.13



upon so hazardous an expedition had caused us great uneasiness. A short experiment had convinced them of the
toil and difficulty of inexperienced travellers like themselves making their way through the wilderness with such a
train of horses, and such slender attendance. Fortunately, they determined to rejoin us before night−fall; one
night's camping out might have cost them their horses. The Count had prevailed upon his protege and esquire, the
young Osage, to continue with him, and still calculated upon achieving great exploits, with his assistance, on the
buffalo prairies.
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CHAPTER VII. NEWS OF THE RANGERS.−− THE COUNT AND HIS INDIAN
SQUIRE.−− HALT IN THE WOODS.−− WOODLAND SCENE.−− OSAGE

VILLAGE.−− OSAGE VISITORS AT OUR EVENING CAMP.

IN the morning early (October 12th), the two Creeks who had been sent express by the commander of Fort
Gibson, to stop the company of rangers, arrived at our encampment on their return. They had left the company
encamped about fifty miles distant, in a fine place on the Arkansas, abounding in game, where they intended to
await our arrival. This news spread animation throughout our party, and we set out on our march at sunrise, with
renewed spirit.
      In mounting our steeds, the young Osage attempted to throw a blanket upon his wild horse. The fine, sensible
animal took fright, reared and recoiled. The attitudes of the wild horse and the almost naked savage, would have
formed studies for a painter or a statuary.
      I often pleased myself in the course of our march, with noticing the appearance of the young Count and his
newly enlisted follower, as they rode before me. Never was preux chevalier better suited with an esquire. The
Count was well mounted, and, as I have before observed, was a bold and graceful rider. He was fond, too, of
caracoling his horse, and dashing about in the buoyancy of youthful spirits. His dress was a gay Indian hunting
frock of dressed deer skin, setting well to the shape, dyed of a beautiful purple, and fancifully embroidered with
silks of various colors; as if it had been the work of some Indian beauty, to decorate a favorite chief. With this he
wore leathern pantaloons and moccasons, a foraging cap, and a double−barrelled gun slung by a bandoleer
athwart his back: so that he was quite a picturesque figure as he managed gracefully his spirited steed.
      The young Osage would ride close behind him on his wild and beautifully mottled horse, which was decorated
with crimson tufts of hair. He rode with his finely shaped head and bust naked; his blanket being girt round his
waist. He carried his rifle in one hand, and managed his horse with the other, and seemed ready to dash off at a
moment's warning, with his youthful leader, on any madcap foray or scamper. The Count, with the sanguine
anticipations of youth, promised himself many hardy adventures and exploits in company with his youthful
"brave," when we should get among the buffaloes, in the Pawnee hunting grounds.
      After riding some distance, we crossed a narrow, deep stream, upon a solid bridge, the remains of an old
beaver dam; the industrious community which had constructed it had all been destroyed. Above us, a streaming
flight of wild geese, high in the air, and making a vociferous noise, gave note of the waning year.
      About half past ten o'clock we made a halt in a forest, where there was abundance of the pea−vine. Here we
turned the horses loose to gaze. A fire was made, water procured from an adjacent spring, and in a short time our
little Frenchman, Tonish, had a pot of coffee prepared for our refreshment. While partaking of it, we were joined
by an old Osage, one of a small hunting party who had recently passed this way. He was in search of his horse,
which had wandered away, or been stolen. Our half−breed, Beatte, made a wry face on hearing of Osage hunters
in this direction. "Until we pass those hunters," said he, "we shall see no buffaloes. They frighten away every
thing, like a prairie on fire."
      The morning repast being over, the party amused themselves in various ways. Some shot with their rifles at a
mark, others lay asleep half buried in the deep bed of foliage, with their heads resting on their saddles; others
gossiped round the fire at the foot of a tree, which sent up wreaths of blue smoke among the branches. The horses
banqueted luxuriously on the pea−vines, and some lay down and rolled amongst them.
      We were overshadowed by lofty trees, with straight, smooth trunks, like stately columns; and as the glancing
rays of the sun shone through the transparent leaves, tinted with the many−colored hues of autumn, I was
reminded of the effect of sunshine among the stained windows and clustering columns of a Gothic cathedral.
Indeed there is a grandeur and solemnity in our spacious forests of the West, that awaken in me the same feeling I
have experienced in those vast and venerable piles, and the sound of the wind sweeping through them, supplies
occasionally the deep breathings of the organ.
      About noon the bugle sounded to horse, and we were again on the march, hoping to arrive at the encampment
of the rangers before night; as the old Osage had assured us it was not above ten or twelve miles distant. In our
course through a forest, we passed by a lonely pool, covered with the most magnificent water−lilies I had ever
beheld; among which swam several wood−ducks, one of the most beautiful of water−fowl, remarkable for the
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gracefulness and brilliancy of its plumage.
      After proceeding some distance farther, we came down upon the banks of the Arkansas, at a place where
tracks of numerous horses, all entering the water, showed where a party of Osage hunters had recently crossed the
river on their way to the buffalo range. After letting our horses drink in the river, we continued along its bank for
a space, and then across prairies, where we saw a distant smoke, which we hoped might proceed from the
encampment of the rangers. Following what we supposed to be their trail, we came to a meadow in which were a
number of horses grazing: they were not, however, the horses of the troop. A little farther on, we reached a
straggling Osage village, on the banks of the Arkansas. Our arrival created quite a sensation. A number of old
men came forward and shook hands with us all severally; while the women and children huddled together in
groups, staring at us wildly, chattering and laughing among themselves. We found that all the young men of the
village had departed on a hunting expedition, leaving the women and children and old men behind. Here the
Commissioner made a speech from on horseback; informing his hearers of the purport of his mission, to promote
a general peace among the tribes of the West, and urging them to lay aside all warlike and bloodthirsty notions,
and not to make any wanton attacks upon the Pawnees. This speech being interpreted by Beatte, seemed to have a
most pacifying effect upon the multitude, who promised faithfully that, as far as in them lay, the peace should not
be disturbed; and indeed their age and sex gave some reason to trust that they would keep their word.
      Still hoping to reach the camp of the rangers before nightfall, we pushed on until twilight, when we were
obliged to halt on the borders of a ravine. The rangers bivouacked under trees, at the bottom of the dell, while we
pitched our tent on a rocky knoll near a running stream. The night came on dark and overcast, with flying clouds,
and much appearance of rain. The fires of the rangers burnt brightly in the dell, and threw strong masses of light
upon the robber−looking groups that were cooking, eating, and drinking around them. To add to the wildness of
the scene, several Osage Indians, visitors from the village we had passed, were mingled among the men. Three of
them came and seated themselves by our fire. They watched every thing that was going on around them in silence,
and looked like figures of monumental bronze. We gave them food, and, what they most relished, coffee; for the
Indians partake in the universal fondness for this beverage, which pervades the West. When they had made their
supper, they stretched themselves, side by side, before the fire, and began a low nasal chant, drumming with their
hands upon their breasts, by way of accompaniment. Their chant seemed to consist of regular staves, every one
terminating, not in a melodious cadence, but in the abrupt interjection huh! uttered almost like a hiccup. This
chant, we were told by our interpreter, Beatte, related to ourselves, our appearance, our treatment of them, and all
that they knew of our plans. In one part they spoke of the young Count, whose animated character and eagerness
for Indian enterprise had struck their fancy, and they indulged in some waggery about him and the young Indian
beauties, that produced great merriment among our half−breeds.
      This mode of improvising is common throughout the savage tribes; and in this way, with a few simple
inflections of the voice, they chant all their exploits in war and hunting, and occasionally indulge in a vein of
comic humor and dry satire, to which the Indians appear to me much more prone than is generally imagined.
      In fact, the Indians that I have had an opportunity of seeing in real life are quite different from those described
in poetry. They are by no means the stoics that they are represented, taciturn, unbending, without a tear or a smile.
Taciturn they are, it is true, when in company with white men, whose goodwill they distrust, and whose language
they do not understand; but the white man is equally taciturn under like circumstances. When the Indians are
among themselves, however, there cannot be greater gossips. Half their time is taken up in talking over their
adventures in war and hunting, and in telling whimsical stories. They are great mimics and buffoons, also, and
entertain themselves excessively at the expense of the whites with whom they have associated, and who have
supposed them impressed with profound respect for their grandeur and dignity. They are curious observers, noting
every thing in silence, but with a keen and watchful eye; occasionally exchanging a glance or a grunt with each
other, when any thing particularly strikes them: but reserving all comments until they are alone. Then it is that
they give full scope to criticism, satire, mimicry, and mirth.
      In the course of my journey along the frontier, I have had repeated opportunities of noticing their excitability
and boisterous merriment at their games; and have occasionally noticed a group of Osages sitting round a fire
until a late hour of the night, engaged in the most animated and lively conversation; and at times making the
woods resound with peals of laughter. As to tears, they have them in abundance, both real and affected; at times
they make a merit of them. No one weeps more bitterly or profusely at the death of a relative or friend: and they
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have stated times when they repair to howl and lament at their graves. I have heard doleful wailings at daybreak,
in the neighboring Indian villages, made by some of the inhabitants, who go out at that hour into the fields, to
mourn and weep for the dead: at such times, I am told, the tears will stream down their cheeks in torrents.
      As far as I can judge, the Indian of poetical fiction is like the shepherd of pastoral romance, a mere
personification of imaginary attributes.
      The nasal chant of our Osage guests gradually died away; they covered their heads with their blankets and fell
fast asleep, and in a little while all was silent, except the pattering of scattered rain−drops upon our tent.
      In the morning our Indian visitors breakfasted with us, but the young Osage who was to act as esquire to the
Count in his knight−errantry on the prairies, was nowhere to be found. His wild horse, too, was missing, and, after
many conjectures, we came to the conclusion that he had taken "Indian leave" of us in the night. We afterwards
ascertained that he had been persuaded so to do by the Osages we had recently met with; who had represented to
him the perils that would attend him in an expedition to the Pawnee hunting grounds, where he might fall into the
hands of the implacable enemies of his tribe; and, what was scarcely less to be apprehended, the annoyances to
which he would be subjected from the capricious and overbearing conduct of the white men; who, as I have
witnessed in my own short experience, are prone to treat the poor Indians as little better than brute animals.
Indeed, he had had a specimen of it himself in the narrow escape he made from the infliction of "Lynch's law," by
the hard−winking worthy of the frontier, for the flagitious crime of finding a stray horse.
      The disappearance of the youth was generally regretted by our party, for we had all taken a great fancy to him
from his handsome, frank, and manly appearance, and the easy grace of his deportment. He was indeed a
native−born gentleman. By none, however, was he so much lamented as by the young Count, who thus suddenly
found himself deprived of his esquire. I regretted the departure of the Osage for his own sake, for we should have
cherished him throughout the expedition, and I am convinced, from the munificent spirit of his patron, he would
have returned to his tribe laden with wealth of beads and trinkets and Indian blankets.
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CHAPTER VIII. THE HONEY CAMP.

THE weather, which had been rainy in the night, having held up, we resumed our march at seven o'clock in the
morning, in confident hope of soon arriving at the encampment of the rangers. We had not ridden above three or
four miles when we came to a large tree which had recently been felled by an axe, for the wild honey contained in
the hollow of its trunk, several broken flakes of which still remained. We now felt sure that the camp could not be
far distant. About a couple of miles further some of the rangers set up a shout, and pointed to a number of horses
grazing in a woody bottom. A few paces brought us to the brow of an elevated ridge, whence we looked down
upon the encampment. It was a wild bandit, or Robin Hood, scene. In a beautiful open forest, traversed by a
running stream, were booths of bark and branches, and tents of blankets, temporary shelters from the recent rain,
for the rangers commonly bivouac in the open air. There were groups of rangers in every kind of uncouth garb.
Some were cooking at large fires made at the feet of trees; some were stretching and dressing deer skins; some
were shooting at a mark, and some lying about on the grass. Venison jerked, and hung on frames, was drying over
the embers in one place; in another lay carcasses recently brought in by the hunters. Stacks of rifles were leaning
against the trunks of the trees, and saddles, bridles, and powder−horns hanging above them, while the horses were
grazing here and there among the thickets.
      Our arrival was greeted with acclamation. The rangers crowded about their comrades to inquire the news from
the fort; for our own part, we were received in frank simple hunter's style by Captain Bean, the commander of the
company; a man about forty years of age, vigorous and active. His life had been chiefly passed on the frontier,
occasionally in Indian warfare, so that he was a thorough woodsman, and a first−rate hunter. He was equipped in
character; in leathern hunting shirt and leggings, and a leathern foraging cap.
      While we were conversing with the Captain, a veteran huntsman approached, whose whole appearance struck
me. He was of the middle size, but tough and weather−proved; a head partly bald and garnished with loose
iron−gray locks, and a fine black eye, beaming with youthful spirit. His dress was similar to that of the Captain, a
rifle shirt and leggings of dressed deer skin, that had evidently seen service; a powder−horn was slung by his side,
a hunting−knife stuck in his belt, and in his hand was an ancient and trusty rifle, doubtless as dear to him as a
bosom friend. He asked permission to go hunting, which was readily granted. "That's old Ryan," said the Captain,
when he had gone; "there's not a better hunter in the camp; he's sure to bring in game."
      In a little while our pack−horses were unloaded and turned loose to revel among the pea−vines. Our tent was
pitched; our fire made; the half of a deer had been sent to us from the Captain's lodge; Beatte brought in a couple
of wild turkeys; the spits were laden, and the camp−kettle crammed with meat; and to crown our luxuries, a basin
filled with great flakes of delicious honey, the spoils of a plundered bee−tree, was given us by one of the rangers.
      Our little Frenchman, Tonish, was in an ecstasy, and tucking up his sleeves to the elbows, set to work to make
a display of his culinary skill, on which he prided himself almost as much as upon his hunting, his riding, and his
warlike prowess.
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CHAPTER IX. A BEE HUNT.

THE beautiful forest in which we were encamped abounded in bee−trees; that is to say, trees in the decayed
trunks of which wild bees had established their hives. It is surprising in what countless swarms the bees have
overspread the Far West, within but a moderate number of years. The Indians consider them the harbinger of the
white man, as the buffalo is of the red man; and say that, in proportion as the bee advances, the Indian and buffalo
retire. We are always accustomed to associate the hum of the bee−hive with the farmhouse and flower−garden,
and to consider those industrious little animals as connected with the busy haunts of man, and I am told that the
wild bee is seldom to be met with at any great distance from the frontier. They have been the heralds of
civilization, steadfastly preceding it as it advanced from the Atlantic borders, and some of the ancient settlers of
the West pretend to give the very year when the honey−bee first crossed the Mississippi. The Indians with
surprise found the mouldering trees of their forests suddenly teeming with ambrosial sweets, and nothing, I am
told, can exceed the greedy relish with which they banquet for the first time upon this unbought luxury of the
wilderness.
      At present the honey−bee swarms in myriads, in the noble groves and forests which skirt and intersect the
prairies, and extend along the alluvial bottoms of the rivers. It seems to me as if these beautiful regions answer
literally to the description of the land of promise, "a land flowing with milk and honey;" for the rich pasturage of
the prairies is calculated to sustain herds of cattle as countless as the sands upon the seashore, while the flowers
with which they are enamelled render them a very paradise for the nectar−seeking bee.
      We had not been long in the camp when a party set out in quest of a bee −tree; and, being curious to witness
the sport, I gladly accepted an invitation to accompany them. The party was headed by a veteran bee−hunter, a tall
lank fellow in homespun garb that hung loosely about his limbs, and a straw hat shaped not unlike a bee−hive; a
comrade, equally uncouth in garb, and without a hat, straddled along at his heels, with a long rifle on his shoulder.
To these succeeded half a dozen others, some with axes and some with rifles, for no one stirs far from the camp
without his firearms, so as to be ready either for wild deer or wild Indian.
      After proceeding some distance we came to an open glade on the skirts of the forest. Here our leader halted,
and then advanced quietly to a low bush, on the top of which I perceived a piece of honey−comb. This I found
was the bait or lure for the wild bees. Several were humming about it, and diving into its cells. When they had
laden themselves with honey, they would rise into the air, and dart off in a straight line, almost with the velocity
of a bullet. The hunters watched attentively the course they took, and then set off in the same direction, stumbling
along over twisted roots and fallen trees, with their eyes turned up to the sky. In this way they traced the
honey−laden bees to their hive, in the hollow trunk of a blasted oak, where, after buzzing about for a moment,
they entered a hole about sixty feet from the ground.
      Two of the bee−hunters now plied their axes vigorously at the foot of the tree to level it with the ground. The
mere spectators and amateurs, in the meantime, drew off to a cautious distance, to be out of the way of the falling
of the tree and the vengeance of its inmates. The jarring blows of the axe seemed to have no effect in alarming or
disturbing this most industrious community. They continued to ply at their usual occupations, some arriving full
freighted into port, others sallying forth on new expeditions, like so many merchantmen in a money−making
metropolis, little suspicious of impending bankruptcy and downfall. Even a loud crack which announced the
disrupture of the trunk, failed to divert their attention from the intense pursuit of gain; at length down came the
tree with a tremendous crash, bursting open from end to end, and displaying all the hoarded treasures of the
commonwealth.
      One of the hunters immediately ran up with a wisp of lighted hay as a defence against the bees. The latter,
however, made no attack and sought no revenge; they seemed stupefied by the catastrophe and unsuspicious of its
cause, and remained crawling and buzzing about the ruins without offering us any molestation. Every one of the
party now fell to, with spoon and hunting−knife, to scoop out the flakes of honey−comb with which the hollow
trunk was stored. Some of them were of old date and a deep brown color, others were beautifully white, and the
honey in their cells was almost limpid. Such of the combs as were entire were placed in camp kettles to be
conveyed to the encampment; those which had been shivered in the fall were devoured upon the spot. Every stark
bee−hunter was to be seen with a rich morsel in his hand, dripping about his fingers, and disappearing as rapidly
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as a cream tart before the holiday appetite of a schoolboy.
      Nor was it the bee−hunters alone that profited by the downfall of this industrious community; as if the bees
would carry through the similitude of their habits with those of laborious and gainful man, I beheld numbers from
rival hives, arriving on eager wing, to enrich themselves with the ruins of their neighbors. These busied
themselves as eagerly and cheerfully as so many wreckers on an Indiaman that has been driven on shore; plunging
into the cells of the broken honey−combs, banqueting greedily on the spoil, and then winging their way
full−freighted to their homes. As to the poor proprietors of the ruin, they seemed to have no heart to do any thing,
not even to taste the nectar that flowed around them; but crawled backward and forward, in vacant desolation, as I
have seen a poor fellow with his hands in his pockets, whistling vacantly and despondingly about the ruins of his
house that had been burnt.
      It is difficult to describe the bewilderment and confusion of the bees of the bankrupt hive who had been absent
at the time of the catastrophe, and who arrived from time to time, with full cargoes from abroad. At first they
wheeled about in the air, in the place where the fallen tree had once reared its head, astonished at finding it all a
vacuum. At length, as if comprehending their disaster, they settled down in clusters on a dry branch of a
neighboring tree, whence they seemed to contemplate the prostrate ruin, and to buzz forth doleful lamentations
over the downfall of their republic. It was a scene on which the "melancholy Jacques" might have moralized by
the hour.
      We now abandoned the place, leaving much honey in the hollow of the tree. "It will all be cleared off by
varmint," said one of the rangers. "What vermin?" asked I. "Oh, bears, and skunks, and racoons, and 'possums.
The bears is the knowingest varmint for finding out a bee−tree in the world. They'll gnaw for days together at the
trunk till they make a bole big enough to get in their paws, and then they'll haul out honey, bees and all."
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CHAPTER X. AMUSEMENTS IN THE CAMP.−− CONSULTATIONS.−−
HUNTERS' FARE AND FEASTING.−− EVENING SCENES.−− CAMP

MELODY.−− THE FATE OF AN AMATEUR OWL.

ON returning to the camp, we found it a scene of the greatest hilarity. Some of the rangers were shooting at a
mark, others were leaping, wrestling, and playing at prison bars. They were mostly young men, on their first
expedition, in high health and vigor, and buoyant with anticipations; and I can conceive nothing more likely to set
the youthful blood into a flow, than a wild wood life of the kind, and the range of a magnificent wilderness,
abounding with game, and fruitful of adventure. We send our youth abroad to grow luxurious and effeminate in
Europe; it appears to me, that a previous tour on the prairies would be more likely to produce that manliness,
simplicity, and self−dependence, most in unison with our political institutions.
      While the young men were engaged in these boisterous amusements, a graver set, composed of the Captain,
the Doctor, and other sages and leaders of the camp, were seated or stretched out on the grass, round a frontier
map, holding a consultat
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