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  On my recent return from a long and toilsome campaign amongst the Indian tribes of South and Central America, as well as those on the Pacific side of the Rocky Mountains in North America, I was requested to prepare a book of facts for youthful readers on the character and condition of the American Indians. I at once embraced the suggestion made to me, and am here entering upon the plan, the results of which will be met and judged of in the following pages.


  As the youthful readers of this volume will scarcely have read my work on the North American Indians, published some years since, they may reasonably expect me to give some introduction of myself before we start together, which I will here do in a few words, and leave them to learn more of me when I may incidentally appear in scenes and scenery to be described.


  The place of my nativity was Wilkesbarre, in the Valley of Wyoming, rendered historically famous by its early and disastrous warfare with the Indians whom the civilized races had driven out of it, and celebrated in lore by the popular poem by Campbell, "Gertrude of Wyoming."


  In my early youth I was influenced by two predominant and inveterate propensities, those for hunting and fishing. My father and mother had great difficulty in turning my attention from these to books. But when, at the proper age, I commenced reading the law for a profession, I attended the law school of the celebrated Judges Eeeve and Gould, in Connecticut, for two years, and after reading for a couple of years longer, passed my examination, was admit ted to the Bar, and commenced the practice of the law, which I followed for several years.


  During this time, fortunately or unfortunately, another and a stronger passion was getting the advantage of me, that for painting, to which all my love of pleading soon gave way; and after having covered nearly every inch of the lawyers' table (and even encroached upon the judge's bench) with penknife, pen and ink, and pencil sketches of judges, juries, and culprits, I very deliberately resolved to convert my law library into paint-pots and brushes, and to pursue painting as my future, and apparently more agree able profession.


  I thus took leave of professional friends and my profession, and immediately commenced portrait-painting in the city of Philadelphia; and after a few years, in the midst of success, I again resolved to use my art, and so much of the labours of my future life as might be required, in rescuing the looks and customs of the vanishing races of native man in America from that oblivion to which I plainly saw they were hastening before the approach and certain progress of civilization.


  To do this I was obliged to break, with apparent great cruelty, from friends the most dear to me, who could not appreciate the importance of my views, and who all magnified the apprehended dangers before me. With these, and many other obstacles to encounter, I started in 1832 with canvas and colours, and penetrated the vast solitudes from whence I have brought the information to be given In the following pages.


  I devoted eight years of my life in visiting about fifty tribes in North America, and brought home a collection of more than six hundred oil paintings (in all cases made from nature) of portraits, landscapes, and Indian customs, and every article of their manufacture, of weapons, costumes, wigwams, etc., altogether forming an extensive museum, which was exhibited for several years in the Egyptian Hall, in London, and afterwards in the Salle du Stance, in the Louvre, in Paris, at the invitation of His Majesty, Louis Philippe, who paid it many visits, with the Queen and the rest of the Royal Family.


  Not content with the collection I had thus made and shown to the world, I started again in 1853 for Venezuela, in South America, and subsequently traversed British and Dutch Guiana, the Valley of the Amazon, and other parts of Brazil, the Andes, Peru, Equador, Bolivia, California, to Kamtschatka, the Aleutian Islands, the Pacific Coast to the mouth of the Columbia, across the Rocky Mountains to Santa Fé", by the Rio de Norte to Matamoros in Mexico, to Guatemala, to Yucatan, to Cuba, and back to the starting point.


  These last roamings, which have been performed in three successive campaigns, have been in some parts extremely difficult and hazardous, but full of interest, which was sufficient to enable me to overcome all obstacles j and from incidents, and people, and customs, and countries, that I have met with in these and my former campaigns, I shall endeavour, in this little work, to select and describe for the instruction and amusement of the youthful readers, such as will the most forcibly and correctly illustrate native man and his modes, on the American continent,
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  Wild horses, I have said, are the shyest animals of the prairies, and oftentimes run in immense herds. The wild horse will generally run from the approach of a man at a mile distance, without "getting the wind," such is the power of his eye in distinguishing his enemy man from wild animals, when the elk may be approached within half-a-mile, and the buffalo and deer oftentimes within dead-shot distance for a rifle, before they take to flight.


  The Indians have a hard struggle in capturing these animals, which they generally do with the lasso, thrown from the back of another horse, while they ride at full speed. The lasso is a strong cord made of raw hide, with a noose at the end of it, which being open some four or five feet, the loop is dropped over the horse's neck, and being drawn tight chokes the animal; and the Indian, checking his own horse gradually, and drawing on the lengthened cord, at last brings the animal to the ground, which falls for want of breath.


  The horse is then completely at its captor's mercy, who proceeds to secure his prey, and then to tame it. For this he hobbles the animal's two fore-feet together, and then fastens a short halter with a noose around the horse's under-jaw, back of the teeth, while its mouth is wide open and it is gasping for breath.


  At this moment the lasso is loosened, allowing the animal to breathe; by which, in a few moments, as it is getting strength to rise, it finds the Indian at the end of the halter, prepared to prevent its rising on to its feet. The horse makes a struggle to rise, getting only on to its fore-feet, which are fastened together, and it still remains in a sitting posture.


  Before it can rise on its hind feet, it requires to throw its head quite back, which the Indian, standing in front of the animal, prevents it from doing, by leaning back, with the weight of his body on the halter. By a great many useless struggles to rise, the horse remaining yet in its sitting posture, and the Indian approaching nearer and nearer (inch by inch) to its nose, on the shortened halter, and yelling as loud as he can, the animal's fear is increased to the highest degree. The Indian still advances nearer on the tightened halter, and at length begins patting the horse on the nose, and gradually slipping his hand over its eyes, begins breathing in its nostrils, their noses being together.


  After a few breaths exchanged in this manner, the relaxation of the horse's muscles and its other motions, show that its fears are at an end—that it recognises a friend instead of a foe, in its captor; and this compromise being effected, the Indian is seen stroking down its mane, and otherwise caresaing it; and in fifteen or twenty minutes he is seen riding it quietly off!


  From the moment of this unaccountable compromise, the animal seems to make no further effort to escape, but becomes attached to its master, whom it recognises by the breath: which it always seems fond of exchanging from that moment.


  I have witnessed these exciting scenes on a number of occasions, and always have viewed them with great surprise. It requires a severe effort to catch the horse in the first place, and then a struggle ensues which is cruel, and painful to look upon; but the excess of fatigue, of fright, and actual pain, fol lowed by soothing and kindness, seems to disarm the spirited animal, and to attach it at once, in a mysterious way, to its new master.


  You have all read of Mr. Rarey's wonderful mode of breaking and taming vicious horses, which I believe, in some respects, is very similar; but Mr. Rarey has not the wild horse to catch. It is very likely that an Indian could not break a vicious horse as well as Mr. Rarey; and at the same time it might be equally, if not more difficult, for Mr. Rarey to take the lasso from an Indian's hand when he has got it over the neck of a wild horse, and stop its career, and conquer and break it, as an Indian does.


  The judgment of man in guiding his horse enables him, on an animal of less speed, to get alongside of a wild horse, though he seldom is able to overtake the fleetest of them. But here is something more surprising yet — the Shiennes, who capture more wild horses than any other tribe, catch a great pro portion of their horses without the aid of a horse to ride; they overtake the wild horse on their own legs; which is done in this way : Plunging into a band of wild horses while on the back of his own horse, the Indian separates some affrighted animal from the group, and forcing it off to the right or to the left, he dismounts from his own horse, and hobbling its feet, or leaving it in the hands of a friend, he starts upon his own legs, his body chiefly naked — a lasso coiled on his left arm, a whip fastened to the wrist of his right hand, and a little parched corn in his pouch, which he chews as he runs; and at a long and tilting pace, which he is able to keep all day, he follows the affrighted animal, which puts off at full speed.


  Throwing himself between the troop and the animal he is after, and forcing it to run in a different direction, the poor creature's alarm causes it to over-fatigue itself in its first efforts, and to fall a prey to feebler efforts, but more judiciously expended. In the beginning of the chase, the horse discovers his pursuer coming towards him, when he puts off at the greatest possible speed, and at the distance of a mile perhaps, he stops and looks back for his pursuer, who is coming at his regular pace, close on to him! Away goes again the affrighted steed, more alarmed than ever, and at its highest speed, and makes another halt, and another, and another; each time shorter and shorter, as he becomes more and more exhausted; while his cool and cunning pursuer is getting nearer to him. It is a curious fact, and known to all the Indians, that the wild horse, the deer, the elk, and other animals, never run in a straight line: they always make a curve in their running, and generally (but not always) to the left. The Indian seeing the direction in which the horse is "leaning," knows just about the point where the animal will stop, and steers in a straight line to it, where they arrive nearly at the same instant, the horse having run a mile, while his pursuer has gone but half or three-quarters of the distance. The alarmed animal is off again; and by a day's work of such curves, and such alarms, before sun-down the animal's strength is all gone; he is covered with foam, and as his curves are shortened at last to a few rods, his steady pursuer, whose pace has not slackened, gets near enough to throw the lasso over the animal's neck. One must imagine the rest; what kindness and caressing through the night (for they encamp upon the ground), and what compromise is effected, for the Indian rides his captured horse into the village the next morning, having attached his lasso with a noose around its under-jaw, and having taken up his hobbled horse in his way.


  I have said that the horse and other animals "generally turn to the left" How curious this fact, and from what cause? All animals "bend their course." Why bend their course? Because all animals have their homes—their wonted abodes, and they don't wish to leave them: but why bend to the left?


  I never have forgotten one of the first lessons that I had from my dear friend Darrow, in deer-stalking in the forest. "George," said he, "when a deer gets up, if the ground is level, never follow him, but turn to the left, and you will be sure to meet him; he always runs in a curve, and when he stops he is always watching his back track"


  But man "bends his course;" man, lost in the wilderness or on the prairies, travels in a curve, and always bends his course to the left: why this?


  While ascending the Upper Missouri, some years since, on a steamer, the vessel got aground, and there was no prospect of getting it off until the water rose, which might not be the case for some weeks. I was anxious to reach a Sioux village on the bank of that river, about one hundred miles above where we were detained, in order to be using my brushes amongst them. I left the steamer with one man to accompany me, and with my rifle in my hand, and my sketch-book on my back, we started to perform the journey on foot. In our course we had a large prairie of some thirty miles to cross, and the second day being dark and cloudy, we had no object by which to guide our course, having no compass with me at the time.


  During the first day the sun shone, and we kept our course very well—but on the next morning, though we started right ("laid our course") we no doubt soon began to bend it, though we appeared to be progressing in a straight line. There was nothing to be seen about us but short grass, everywhere the same; and in the distance a straight line, the horizon all around us. Late in the afternoon, and when we were very much fatigued, we came upon the very spot, to our great surprise, where we had bivouaced the night before, and which we had left on that morning. We had turned to the left, and no doubt travelled all day in a circle. The next day, having the sunshine, we laid (and kept) our course without any difficulty.


  On arriving at the Sioux village, and relating our singular adventure, the Indians all laughed at us very heartily, and all the chiefs united in assuring me that whenever a man is lost on the prairies he travels in a circle; and also that he invariably turns to the left; of which singular fact I have become doubly convinced by subsequent proofs similar to the one mentioned.


  The Indian having taken his wild horse in the manner above described, and broken it for the pur pose, we see him (Plate III.) in the chase, by which means he supplies his family with food, and in the same manner also he contends with his enemies in battle.


  The horse being the swiftest animal of the prairies, the rider on its back is able to come alongside of any animal; and at the-little distance necessary to throw his arrows, the first arrow is generally fatal; being sent with such force as to penetrate the heart of that huge animal the buffalo, and oftentimes (as I have myself witnessed) sent quite through the animal's body, leaving a wound resembling that of a gun shot.
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    Plate III. Buffalo Chase

  


  The bow used for this purpose is very short, being more convenient for handling on horseback, and generally not more than two feet and a-half in length, but made of great strength, and with much ingenuity: the main part frequently one entire piece of bone, but more often of wood, and covered on the back with buffalo's sinews, so closely glued together as seldom to come apart.


  Besides the bow, a long lance is often used, and perhaps with more deadly effect in the chase than the arrows; for the Indian, with his horse trained to "approach," easily rides near enough to the side of the animal to give the fatal lunge of his lance, which seldom fails to reach the heart, tumbling the animal instantly to the ground.


  In battle and in the chase, the Indian always has dragging behind his horse a long cord of raw hide, which is attached to its neck; a different thing from the lasso. The object of this cord is, in case he is thrown from his horse, by the horse falling or step ping into holes, that he may grasp hold of it and recover his horse, and be again upon its back. This is called by the French, l'arrêt (the stop), and by some travellers and writers, larriette.


  Now, speaking of buffaloes, I must be allowed to say a few words of myself, and some of ray own exploits, amongst buffaloes in the prairie country.


  The young reader will recollect that I commenced my early career with a strong passion for guns and fishing-poles, and will scarcely believe that my hunt ing propensities lay dormant during the gap that I have mentioned, from the affair of the "kettle of gold," to the age of thirty-three, when I have said, I started on my Indian campaigns; he will easily believe that during that period, surrounded as I was with all the temptations, and with my old Nimrod companion, John Darrow, as my teacher, I was making constant progress in the slaying art, and in rifle-shooting; and that I had greatly increased, instead of diminishing that passion which first led me to the old saw-mill lick, and which eventually had its weight in leading me into the great prairies of the Far West.


  Poor Darrow! he was good for nothing else but hunting; but what a veneration I had for him! How he could trace a deer or a bear; and how deadly the crack of his rifle! What music it was to my young ear when I heard it sing amongst the lofty forest trees; and how happy were those days when John Darrow and I, in our white hunting shirts and white caps, with our rifles trailed, entered the deep and lonely forests to spend the day in a good "tracking snow!"


  But to fight off from these scenes in my native valley and my boyhood, and to come back to where I left you, my young readers, in the buffalo range, and ready for my first buffalo hunt, on the prairies of the Missouri. At the mouth of the Yellowstone River, on the banks of the Missouri, two thousand miles above St. Louis, where the American Fur Company have a large factory, or trading house, I was residing with Mr. M'Kenzie, the chief factor, when it was announced one morning by one of his men, that a large herd of buffaloes had arrived during the night, and were then grazing on a beautiful plain across the river, and but two or three miles distant.


  M'Kenzie instantly resolved that he "wanted some meat," and invited me to join the hunt, for which he turned out some five or six of his best hunters, on horseback, and himself took the lead, with a small and exceedingly light and short single-barrelled fowling-piece in his hand.


  They furnished me with a tremendously tall horse, called "Chouteau" (for what reason I never knew), said to be a very good animal in the chase. Several others of his men were ordered to follow at a proper distance, with one-horse carts, to bring in the meat, and we all moved off, somewhat like a regular caravan.


  When we had arrived within half-a-mile or so of the unsuspecting animals, we were called to a halt, to decide upon the best mode of attack: that decided, all hands started off upon a gallop, at the signal given, ready to make the dash as soon as the animals took the alarm. This done, the dust was rising, and we were in the midst of them!


  M'Kenzie, Major Sanford, and Chardon were the most experienced, and consequently the most successful in the melée. The repeated flashes of their guns I distinctly saw, as they seemed to be buried in the moving mass of black and dust. These men were hunting "for meat" and of course were selecting the fattest and the sleekest of the young cows for that purpose; but I had quite a different ambition; I saw in the crowd the back and horns of a huge bull towering so high above all the throng that I resolved upon his scalp or nothing.


  I made several desperate lunges with old "Chouteau" into the various openings which seemed to afford me a chance of coming near to him: and as often was closed in and jammed along with the moving mass, no doubt with a most imprudent risk of my life; for hundreds on hundreds were plunging along behind me, and ready to have trampled me to death in a moment if I had lost my balance.


  I at length saw my way clear, and made a desperate rush for his right side, that I might get my shot from the proper point.


  My gun was a double-barrelled fowling-piece. My first shot seemed to have no effect, but the second one brought him down upon his knees, and the herd passed on. I was swept along a great distance before I could extricate myself from the throng, having no further ambition than the capture of this overgrown, and, in fact, giant of the band.


  When I got relieved from the herd, I reloaded and rode back to my noble prize, who had risen up and stood balancing his huge carcass on three legs, one of his shoulders being broken. His frightful mane was raised, and his eyes bloodshot with madness and rage, as he was making lunges at me, and partly tumbling to the ground at each attempt.


  Here was just the subject I wanted, for all the world: and having my sketch-book with me, I sat upon my horse, in perfect safety, and made my model change his positions as I wanted them. It is impossible to describe the demoniacal looks of this enraged animal when he bristled up and was just ready to spring upon me.


  While I was engaged in this operation, M'Kenzie and Sanford came riding up to me, and laughing most excessively at me for attacking a poor old bull which scarcely the wolves would eat. I claimed a great victory nevertheless, and was perfectly satisfied with my first exploit, which, however, had a little drawback to it when Sanford asked me how it was that my horse's head was covered with blood, which I had not observed, and which was found to be issuing from a round hole through one of old "Chouteau's" ears, near to his head, where my first ball had undoubtedly passed.


  My sketches completed, I finished the old bull with another shot in the head: and joining M'Kenzie and Sanford, who were looking up and claiming their victims left upon the ground they had run over, I was astonished to find that the former, with a single-barrelled gun, and with a flint lock, had selected and shot through the heart, six fat cows in the run, which was probably not over a mile distance, in which time he must have reloaded his gun five times at full speed! The carts were soon up, in the rear, and conveyed the meat, with the head and horns of my venerable bull, to the factory's larder.


  I said at the end of the last chapter, that we had not seen the whole of the prairies—that "we should return by another route." We are a great way from home, so we will leave our horses and take a canoe.


  Chapter XIII.

  A Solitary Bide on "Charley" Across the Prairies


  
    Table of Contents

  


  Grand Review—Pawnee-Picts—Fort Gibson—Charley saddled for St. Louis—Cherokees and Creeks—Seminolee Treaty— Death of Seminolee Chief— "Dade's Massacre"—Capture of Osceola—A Sad Story—Death of Osceola—Charley's Freaks—A Shake and a Roll in the Grass—Bivouac with Charley—Thunder Storm on the Prairies—Shooting the Buck—Charley Tracking the Buck—Crossing the Great Osage.


  The reader can easily imagine, from the close of the last chapter, that there was little difficulty in making acquaintance with the Camanchees after this; for it was soon learned that there was a mutual good feeling, and a wish on both sides to "shake hands," which was done in a few days, with two or three of the secondary chiefs who were sent out to meet us with a hundred or more of their most beautiful and celebrated warriors, all mounted on fine horses, and fully equipped and painted for war. As they came galloping and dashing up, with their long lances in hand, and their beautiful white shields on their arms, they presented one of the most thrilling and exciting scenes that I ever beheld.


  After a general shake of the hand with the officers, they invited us to the great Camanchee village, some three or four days' march, to which they conducted us, and showed us daily, as we passed along, their astonishing feats in slaying the buffaloes, by which they furnished the regiment with daily food; and, in the meantime, they gave also to the officers and men, what they never before had seen, an exhibition of their powers of taking and breaking the wild horse.


  Arrived on the summit of a hill, overlooking an extensive and beautiful valley, they requested the regiment to halt, and pointing, showed us the great Camanchee village, at the distance of three or four miles, with eight or ten thousand horses and mules grazing on the plains around it. They then led us into the valley, and at the distance of a mile or so from the village, requested us to halt again, for the chief and the cavalry of the tribe were coming out to meet and welcome us.


  Colonel Dodge formed his regiment in three columns, himself occupying the front, with his staff; and after resting an hour or so in that position, two or three thousand horsemen were seen, in real military order, advancing towards us. The chief was in advance, with his body-guard around him, and his colours flying on each side—the one a white flag, a flag of truce, and the other blood red; showing that he was ready for either war or peace, whichever we might propose.


  The white flag was seen waving in the hands of each of our ensigns, and the red flag was lost sight of. The chief now advanced, shook hands with Colonel Dodge and the rest of the officers, and then formed his army in a double column of nearly a mile in length, dressed and manoeuvred with a precision equal to any cavalry manoeuvre I ever saw, himself and his staff taking their position in the centre, and facing the officers of the dragoons.


  After an exchange of friendly feelings between Colonel Dodge and the chief, the whole Indian force passed in review, each one extending his hand to Colonel Dodge, and then to all the other officers as he passed.


  The chief then indicated a suitable spot for our encampment, and we were soon settled for a residence of two weeks, which afforded the writer of this and his faithful friend, Joe Chad wick, amusement enough, and plenty to do, in studying their manners and customs, in a beautiful village of twelve hundred skin tents, on the banks of a clear stream.


  Here was material enough for the remainder of this little book—horse-racing, ball-playing, dancing, buying and selling horses, councils, etc., but we must go on.


  Everlasting peace and commerce with the United States was agreed on, and the pipe of peace was smoked, and we went to the Pawnee-Picts, their allies, eighty miles farther on, where I have said their wigwams were made in the form of straw bee hives, and thatched with long grass. Peace was made with them also, and the officers were embraced in the arms of the venerable chief Wee-tar-ra-sha-ro. We saw also the Kiowas, the Wicos, and the Arapahos; all were friendly, and peace with all was easy, and was established, as with the Camanchees, "to last for ever." The mission of the dragoons was accomplished, and also the far more important designs of the author; for under the treaty of friendship and commerce came rum, and whisky, and a thousand abuses, the consequences of which were, that in one year after, the whole ground that we travelled over in peace and friendship became hostile ground, and has remained so ever since; whilst the works that I did have not faded or changed, but remain as fresh as the day they were made.


  Back to Fort Gibson was a long and yet an interest ing journey, but its incidents need not be recounted here — sufficit, that Charley was as fat and sleek on our return as he was when we started, though I had rode him more than two thousand miles; and our familiarity and mutual attachment, from a great variety of circumstances, had grown to a perfection which but few horses or few men have felt, or could probably fully understand.


  I at this time was taken extremely ill with bilious fever, and went to bed, and Charley went to pasture in a large field overgrown with white clover and other delectables.


  During my illness of two months, and until I was in a convalescent state, my ever faithful friend and companion, Joe, was constantly by me, and afterwards left for the Mississippi, where his business called him. Charley I could not see during this siege of two months; but I heard reports of him often, and learned that he was doing well, and that he had got so wild and so independent that no one could get near him.


  I was anxious to take Charley to St. Louis, but to send him down the Arkansas seven hundred miles, and then up the Mississippi nine hundred, by steamer, would be a heavy expense, and I resolved that just as soon as I should be able to ride, Charley and I would start for St. Louis by a shorter route, by crossing the intervening country of prairies, which are entirely wild and without roads, a distance, in a straight line, of five hundred and forty miles.


  I knew the point of compass, and with a little compass in my pocket, and a clear sky, and plenty of ammunition, I felt no apprehensions whatever for the result. So one morning in the beginning of September, feeling sufficiently strong to mount Charley with a little aid, and having prepared my little outfit, I sent for Charley to be brought up and saddled; but the answer was soon brought back, that "Charley couldn't be caught, and that no one could get near him."


  An old schoolmate of mine, from the Valley of Wyoming, Dr. Wright, then surgeon of the port, and who had attended me through my illness, started with me to the field where Charley was busily grazing, and on entering the field I called "Charley!" at which the noble animal, evidently recognising my voice after two months' separation, raised his head, and also his beautiful black tail and mane, and with his mouth full of grass, which he forgot to chew, instantly replied with a "eegh-ee-e-hee !" and started walking towards me, and soon increasing his pace to a trot, and then to a gallop, came up to me with another " eegh-ee-e-hee!" etc., and with the grass still hanging out of his mouth, commenced smelling my breath, which had always seemed a pleasure to him, and held his head down, and opened his mouth for the bridle which I put upon him, and with which I led him to my quarters.


  In half-an-hour's time, with a couple of buffalo robes for my bed, a small coffee-pot and a tin cup tied to my saddle, with plenty of ground coffee and sugar, and about the half of a boiled ham, and some salt, my pistols in my belt, and my fowling-piece in my hand, I was ready to mount Charley and be off; but here were the Cherokee, the Choctaw, and the Creek (Muskogee) chiefs assembled to take leave of me. What have I told you of them? Nothing.


  The Cherokees, of 25,000; the Greeks, of 21,000; the Choctaws, of 15,000; and the Seminolees of 12,000; are located in this vicinity, 700 miles west of the Mississippi, and 1200, and 1400, and 1800 miles from their former localities in the States of Georgia, Alabama, and Florida. These people are semi-civilized—in their own countries many of them were owning large plantations, and were raising extensive fields of cotton and corn, and lived in comfortable houses, built school-houses and churches, and printed and published several newspapers in their own language and English. But how came they here, in this wild and desert region? there's medicine in this. No, not at all; all is easily explained, but is too long to be detailed in this place.


  These people owned and occupied vast tracts of the best cotton-lands in Georgia and Alabama, and were therefore rich. "These lands were too valuable for Indians to possess, and the Indians were bad neighbours." General Jackson was elected President at that time; he decided that all the Indian tribes should be removed west of the Mississippi, and it was done. It took a long time, and was cruel; they were forced to leave the graves of their parents and their children, and their houses and lands, and their crops growing in their fields, for a country given to them here, with a boundary line on the east, and the north, and the south, but none at the west; meaning, that they must not trespass on their white neighbours on the east, but that they might, with their rifles, destroy as many of the buffaloes and wild Indians to the west of them as they pleased.


  With the Seminolees in Florida, the process of moving them was a very disastrous one on both sides. The draft of a treaty for the chiefs to sign, by which they were to agree to exchange their lands for a country west of the Mississippi, was laid before the chiefs in council, who all refused to sign it, assigning as their reason that their parents and their children were buried around them, and that the country was their own, given to them by the Great Spirit, and that they would therefore never remove from it.


  The treaty was several times urged upon them without success; but it being announced to the eleven subordinate chiefs one day, that Charley Omatla, the head chief, had agreed to sign the treaty the next day—which they could not believe—they all assembled, and went to the Government agent's office, where it was to be done, with their rifles in their hands, to see if their chief was going to do so treacherous an act. With these chiefs came Osceola, whose name you all have probably heard; he was not a chief, but a desperate warrior, and of great influence in the tribe. The treaty was spread upon the table, and Charley Omatla, according to his promise, supposing the other chiefs would follow him, stepped forward, and leaning over the table, made his signature to the treaty, and as he was rising up from the table, the bullet from Osceola's rifle, and then six others from the chiefs, were through his body before it was to the ground, where he fell a corpse.


  This treaty was sent by an express to Washington, "signed," (!) to be ratified by the Senate (then in session) before the news of the manner of signing should reach there, a distance of 1800 miles, and no railroad or telegraph in those parts at that time. The treaty was ratified; and though it was subsequently proved on the floor of the Senate that the chief Charley Omatla had been bribed with 7000 dollars, still the tribe was removed by force under the treaty, as we shall see.


  Osceola fled into the wilderness, the chiefs following him as their leader—for, by the custom of all American Indian tribes, he who kills the chief in his own tribe is, de facto, chief, as long as they allow him to live: if his act is approved, no one can object to his lead; and if it is not approved, he is at once destroyed.


  One hundred United States troops were then sent into the forest to commence a war upon the Seminolees, and to move them, by force of arms, under the treaty. Major Dade, a very meritorious officer, had command of this invading force; and in a few days the news arrived that Major Dade and his whole force, with the exception of one man, had been destroyed by the Indians, who had lain in ambush, and gained an advantage by springing upon them before they could use their rifles; much in the manner of the "Wyoming massacre," mentioned in an early part of this little book.


  This was echoed through all the newspapers in the United States, and of course across the Atlantic, as a "horrid massacre;" and so was every successive battle for six years afterwards when the Indians had the best of the fight; and whenever, by an equal or more cunning stratagem, a number of the Indians were killed, the announcements were headed "glorious victory!"


  The gallant Osceola, at the head of his Spartan band of warriors, retiring before some 10,000 disciplined troops, kept them at bay for six years, bravely disputing every foot of ground. He was at last captured, however (or rather kidnapped), with four of his principal chiefs and 200 of his warriors, by a stratagem too disgraceful to have ever been practised by an Indian tribe. They were called up by a flag of truce, and as Osceola advanced, with a white flag in reply in his own hand, and their weapons left behind them, they were encompassed by an order from the officer in command, and, pinioned and fastened on horses' backs, were made prisoners of war, and sent to Fort Moultrie, at Charleston in South Carolina.


  Here, my little readers, we have arrived at last to a definition of "Treachery in Warfare" This dis graceful act was condemned by every officer in the United States army, and it is probable that the shame and repentance of the one who was guilty of it, have sufficiently punished him for it. The Administration discountenanced the act, but the chiefs were too valuable a prize to be released, not withstanding; and all were sent, as "PRISONERS OF WAR," through the States, to the wilderness frontier, where we now find them.


  Thus was broken the spirit of the Seminolees, and thus ended the Seminolee war, after an expense to the Government of 32,000,000 of dollars, the lives of 28 officers and 600 soldiers, as many Indians, and 2000 innocent and defenceless men, women, and children, living exposed on the borders of their country, whose lives are always known to be imperilled when an Indian war is waging in their vicinity.


  From the city of New York to Charleston, a distance of 1500 miles, I travelled with my canvas and brushes to paint the portrait of this extraordinary man, Osceola. Though a humble prisoner in the fort, I found him an easy, affable, and pleasant man, but broken-hearted. He was a half-caste, and spoke English enough to describe to me many of the interesting events of the war, and the shameful manner in which he had been entrapped. I painted his portrait full length, and also those of Mic-e-no-pa, Co-a-ha-jo, Cloud, and King Phillip, the four chiefs captured with him.


  There were at Fort Moultrie at this time 250 men, women, and children, who were taken with Osceola, and all held as prisoners of war.


  One of the young men of this party, and one of the handsomest men I ever saw, was one morning accused by a white man, a producer of poultry and vegetables, living in the vicinity of the fort, of having stolen a chicken from him the night before. The complaint was laid before the chiefs, who took cognisance of it, hearing the proofs advanced by the accusing party, which he made out to be very conclusive, while the young man accused had no evidence to give, only asking the chiefs, "Did any Seminolee ever know Chee-ho-ka to steal?" However, the white man's evidence was so strong that he was convicted, and the sentence of the chiefs, though prisoners of war (they being partly civilized), was, by the custom of their country, that he should be publicly whipped the next morning at nine o'clock. At seven o'clock, however, the next morning, his body was found suspended from a spike in the side of the wall of the fort, by a thong of raw hide, with a noose around his neck, and quite dead. And a little time after, while the officers of the garrison and the Indians were in a group around him, the fiend came up who had sworn against him, with the chicken under his arm, and alive, and confessed that it had not been stolen!


  This wretch was standing right by my side at the moment, and from an impulse quicker than thought, I seized him with both hands by the throat with an iron grip, that I never was capable of before or since; and lynching, without waiting, must have been expressed in my face, for several of the officers stepped forward and begged me to use no violence; and what had ten times more effect, the soft and delicate hand of Osceola was laid lightly on my shoulder, when he whispered, "Don't, don't, my friend, don't hurt him; don't strike a dog!" I let the monster go, and the women and children hooted and hissed him out of the fort, and gave him his chicken to carry home.


  After these events I returned to New York, and to my great surprise on my arrival in that city, I learned that Osceola was dead. The news, by express, had passed me on the road. He died the next day after I left the fort, and his disease was announced as a sudden attack of the quinsey.


  But this is an awful long time to keep poor Charley waiting under the saddle, for, like myself, when he was ready, he was always impatient to be off. Well, I took leave of my old friend, Dr. Wright, the officers of the post, and the chiefs who, I said, had gathered to bid me good-bye. These good-byes were for ever, and therefore were sorrowful—but my farewell to the country was quite the reverse—for the officers and men of the garrison were dying at the rate of six or eight per day, and of the Indian tribes in the vicinity almost an equal proportion, from a deadly fever raging at the time.


  Charley and I mounted the grassy hills back of the fort, and soon disappeared. The country for five hundred and forty miles ahead of us (about twice the breadth of England), of hills and dales, of meadows and grassy plains, with brooks, and rivers, and oak openings, was vast, and apparently tedious; but as my departure from the deadly atmosphere of Fort Gibson was a sort of escape, and myself in a state of convalescence, with the bracing air of autumn around me, I entered upon it with a plea sure that few can appreciate who have seen and felt but the monotones of life.


  Charley and I, though heretofore the best of friends, had always before had too much company with us to know how much we loved each other; we both required the solitary and mutual dependence we were now entering upon to fully develop the actual strength of sympathies that had long existed between us, and the extent to which such sympathies may be cultivated between an animal that works for an object, and another that labours without one.


  There was another advantage we had that took much of the apparent hardships of our coming campaign from our shoulders; that arising from the fact that Charley and I were old campaigners together, and knew exactly how to go at our work And there was yet another advantage that cheered the way very much. Twenty-five days is a long time to be entirely mum, without the power of speaking to any one, or hearing the cheering sound of any one's voice; and from a long familiarity and practice, Charley and I had established a sort of language which was at times very significant—at all events better than none—and therefore very cheering in breaking the awful monotony of a solitary campaign on the prairies. As, for instance, when I went to the field to catch Charley, as I have before mentioned, after a separation of two months, when I said, "Charley, is that you?" he instantly replied, "Eegh-ee-e-eh" (yes); here was an affirmative, distinctly; some might call this gibberish, but still it had its meaning; and if he sometimes used it in a wrong sense, he was nevertheless sure to be right, provided I put him the right sort of questions; and certainly he had one agreeable peculiarity which by no means belongs to all travelling companions in those desert countries, that of answering immediately either night or day, to any question I put him. But we shall see.


  I said we had set off; we were now wending our way over the prairie hills and knolls, crossing beautiful green fields, passing through forests of timber, leaping and wading brooks, and, when night over took us, bivouacing in the grass. By the sun, while it shone, we easily kept our course; and when it was obscure, our little pocket compass showed it to us.


  I was feeble, having just risen from a bed of sickness, but meeting a cool and bracing autumnal wind, I was every hour gaining strength, though I had every alternate day an ague chill and fever, and for these, as I felt them coming on, I dismounted from Charley, and lay in the grass until they were over.


  Charley profited by these halts, as his saddle and packs were taken off, and he had an hour or two to luxuriate on the prairie grass, of which he was very fond. He got a good roll or two in the grass in the meantime, which seemed to be a great luxury to him; and these rolls he took a peculiar pleasure in performing as near to me as he could without roll ing on to me. The shake and the fever, the bait and the roll all over, and Charley saddled again, we would start on our course.


  Carrying one of my barrels always charged with shot, ready for grouse or other small game, and the other with ball, our larder was easily supplied from day to day with fresh food without the trouble of dismounting, except to tie it to my saddle for my supper and breakfast where I encamped. Grouse were many times a-day rising under Charley's feet, and now and then a fine fat doe was gazing at us, little thinking that in five minutes the choicest part of her rump-steaks would be suspended from Char ley's saddle-strings.


  With the exception of one night in the twenty-five I managed to bivouac on the bank of some little stream or river, where there was water to make my coffee, and wood to make a fire. We generally halted a little before sundown, so as to give Charley abundance of time to get his supper before I took him up; that is, before I took up his picket and brought him in. The moment his saddle was off I drove down his picket where the grass was plenty and fresh, and gave him the full length of his lasso to feed around.


  I would then gather my wood and make my fire; and that well going, I would dress my prairie hen or prepare my venison steak, erecting them on little sharpened stakes before my fire, and get my coffee pot on the coals, and spread out all my little traps, such as a tin cup, a bowie-knife, an iron spoon, a little sack of salt, some sugar, and a slice or two of cold ham.


  I was in the habit (and this was a habit of long standing with Charley and me) of leaving my little bivouac just at such times and going to Charley with a little treat of salt, of which he was very fond, and which he no doubt took with an additional relish from the fact that I always stood by him, while he licked it out of my hand. This might perhaps have been one of the causes of Charley's affectionate attachment to me; and on this occasion I had taken care to lay in enough to keep up friendly feelings between us during our campaign, Charley was in the habit, also, of receiving this little attention at that particular time when his meal was about half enjoyed and mine about ready; and he had learned the time so well, that if I was not ready at the moment, his head was up and his tail spread out like that of a turkey-cock, while he would stand gazing at me. I did not ask him on these
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