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    At once an artist's field journal and a traveler's reckoning, Life Among the Indians turns on the fraught urgency of seeing and recording Native American lifeways in the very years when the expanding United States was transforming the lands, economies, and sovereignties that sustained them, so that every portrait, camp scene, and measured description becomes both an act of attention and a reminder of the limits and responsibilities of an outsider's gaze, a tension that powers the narrative's movement across rivers and plains and that still asks readers to weigh beauty against history, curiosity against consequence, and memory against loss.

George Catlin's Life Among the Indians (Illustrated) belongs to nineteenth-century American travel writing and ethnographic observation, drawn from journeys he made among Native nations of the Great Plains and along the Upper Missouri in the 1830s. As a painter as well as a writer, Catlin recorded scenes, persons, and objects with an eye trained by the studio and the campfire alike. Illustrated editions often reproduce his drawings and paintings to accompany the prose, reinforcing its documentary purpose. The result is a hybrid of field note, memoir, and visual archive, situating readers in river towns, prairie camps, trade posts, and council grounds.

Readers encounter a first-person narrator who moves steadily from encounter to encounter, describing landscapes, dwellings, clothing, hunting practices, ceremonial spaces, and diplomatic gatherings with a careful, sometimes cataloging attention to detail. The tone is predominantly descriptive and observant, though moments of wonder and unease arise as the journey unfolds. Episodes are shaped by travel's rhythms rather than by a single plot, so the book reads as a sequence of scenes and reflections. The illustrations act as pauses and confirmations, translating verbal texture into line and color, and underscoring the author's intent to witness rather than to embroider.

Among the book's central themes is representation: what it means for an outsider to render people and practices in words and images, and how the act of describing both reveals and shapes perceptions. A paired theme is impermanence, as travel throws into relief the fragility of places and customs during an era of accelerating political and economic change. There is also a sustained interest in material culture and artistry, in how tools, garments, ornaments, and gestures express identity and sovereignty. Throughout, the narrative considers communication across languages, hospitality and protocol, and the pressures that proximity to expanding markets introduced.

For contemporary readers, Life Among the Indians matters as both record and mirror. As record, it preserves observations and images gathered in the field at a moment when many communities were confronting new constraints and incursions. As mirror, it exposes the habits and blind spots of nineteenth-century American seeing, inviting reflection on how knowledge is collected, framed, and circulated. Engaging the book alongside Indigenous histories and voices can sharpen that inquiry, but even on its own terms it models attentive looking and the ethics of withholding judgment, urging readers to test admiration with context and curiosity with humility.

The illustrated format amplifies these stakes. Images drawn from Catlin's paintings offer a parallel narrative that corroborates, nuances, and sometimes complicates the prose, allowing readers to compare the selective focus of a canvas with the pacing of a paragraph. The book rewards a patient, contemplative approach: attending to the spatial arrangements within scenes, tracking how descriptions of environments intersect with accounts of movement and exchange, and noting when the narrator acknowledges uncertainty. Such attention reveals a work that seeks to conserve without fixing, to admire without appropriating, and to translate experience while signaling that something always exceeds description.

Approached in this spirit, Life Among the Indians offers a journey through places and relations rather than a march of events, a record attentive to everyday textures and large forces without collapsing one into the other. Its authority is situated, its sympathies evident, and its craft inseparable from its purpose. Readers will find scenes of travel, observation, and exchange, rendered with clarity and care, alongside images that give those moments body and scale. To read it now is to enter a conversation about memory and representation that has not ended, and to do so with open eyes.
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    George Catlin’s Life Among the Indians (Illustrated) gathers the painter-traveler’s firsthand accounts from his expeditions across the North American interior during the 1830s. Framed as a continuous narrative, the book follows his departures from frontier outposts into villages along major rivers and camps that moved with the seasons. Catlin sets a clear aim: to observe, depict, and preserve details of manners, customs, and material life at a moment of accelerating change. Travel episodes provide the scaffolding, while descriptive passages and images drawn from his own field sketches supply texture. The result merges journey, ethnographic note, and visual record into a single, accessible chronicle.

Early chapters chart the logistics of movement—steamboats and keelboats on broad waterways, canoes for smaller reaches, then horseback across open plains. Catlin dwells on how proximity shapes understanding: he eats, sleeps, and rides with his hosts, observing routines without dramatizing his presence. He records techniques of communication he encounters, including widely used gesture systems, and explains how patience and reciprocity open doors to councils and ceremonies. His practice as a painter structures his days; he sketches rapidly in the field, supplements with notes, and later finishes canvases. The illustrated format mirrors this workflow, placing scenes and artifacts alongside the unfolding itinerary.

With the travel pattern established, Catlin turns to the fabric of daily life. He describes dwellings suited to season and place, from earth-covered structures to portable skin lodges, and details clothing, ornament, and craftwork as expressions of identity. Subsistence threads the narrative: the centrality of the buffalo on the plains, fishing and agriculture where conditions permit, and the communal labor that sustains mobility and storage. He notes horsemanship, hunting strategies, and the training that prepares children for adult responsibilities. Meals, games, and storytelling balance the demands of work, producing a portrait of societies whose rhythms reflect both environment and inherited knowledge.

The book then widens to institutions and belief. Catlin outlines leadership and kinship patterns as he sees them in councils, and he underscores the etiquette of visiting, gifting, and hospitality that governs diplomacy. Accounts of conflicts appear, but they are framed through protocols that distinguish war from theft and vengeance from sanctioned raids. He describes ritual life with care—songs, fasts, and dances that mark passages, heal, or seek power—while acknowledging the limits of an outsider’s comprehension. Moments centered on the pipe, painted bodies, or sacred objects function as interpretive anchors, showing how symbols bind moral codes, memory, and collective decision-making.

Interwoven are the hazards and unpredictabilities of frontier travel, which lend momentum to the narrative without overshadowing observation. Catlin recounts near misses with storms, sudden prairie fires, treacherous river crossings, and close encounters with large game. Misunderstandings arise from language gaps and rumor, but negotiated exchanges—food, medicine, or a sketch rendered as a token—restore equilibrium. These episodes emphasize dependence on generous guides and hosts, foregrounding trust as the condition for seeing. The illustrations crystallize such scenes: riders silhouetted against grasslands, trading scenes at remote posts, or the precise gear of a hunter. Detailed images complement measured prose, turning moments into study.

As journeys accumulate, Catlin’s attention pivots toward change. He documents the influx of trade goods, firearms, and alcohol, the traffic of forts, and new diseases that unsettle established balances. He observes pressure on game and land, and he registers how treaties and travel routes reconfigure movement and authority. Without abandoning the role of witness, he argues for respect, restraint, and the safeguarding of lifeways and wildlife he judges imperiled. The narrative resists simple moralizing, instead juxtaposing scenes of vitality with signs of strain. His concern centers on what may vanish, and on the moral consequences of indifference to that loss.

The closing sections reaffirm the book’s hybrid purpose. As a sequence of journeys, it preserves the immediacy of a traveler learning in place; as an illustrated record, it assembles images that have become a touchstone for historians of the period. The tone remains descriptive and earnest, aware of its own vantage. Readers encounter a broad, carefully observed cross-section of Indigenous life, filtered through a specific nineteenth-century lens. That mix—art, observation, and appeal—has given the work enduring resonance. It endures as a snapshot of cultures in motion and a reminder that attention, rendered faithfully, can itself be a form of care.
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    George Catlin (1796–1872) was an American painter and writer who set out in the 1830s to record the lives of Indigenous nations of the North American West. He worked amid rapid U.S. expansion under Jacksonian policy, including the Indian Removal Act of 1830, and within an institutional world that included the War Department's Bureau of Indian Affairs (established 1824) and a growing network of frontier forts. St. Louis, where William Clark served as superintendent of Indian affairs, was Catlin's base. Life Among the Indians distills observations from those travels, pairing narrative with images to portray communities largely outside direct U.S. control.

Catlin's itineraries followed the Upper Missouri River trade, dominated by John Jacob Astor's American Fur Company and linked by steamboats to remote posts. He visited forts such as Fort Union near the Yellowstone's mouth and Fort Clark by the Middle Missouri villages, where Mandan and Hidatsa peoples lived in earth-lodge towns. Crow, Assiniboine, and Blackfeet camps also lay within this commercial orbit. Traders, interpreters, and U.S. agents brokered exchanges of pelts, guns, and information. Catlin used these posts as logistical hubs and vantage points, documenting diplomatic visits, trading rituals, and daily life as river commerce reshaped relations between tribes and the United States.

The cultural landscape Catlin witnessed combined village horticulture with mobile Plains lifeways. He painted Mandan leaders such as Mato-Tope (Four Bears), described the Okipa ceremony, and recorded architecture, regalia, and pictographic art. Farther west and south, equestrian nations centered seasonal movements on the vast bison herds, measuring wealth in horses and kin alliances. Intertribal diplomacy and warfare followed established customs, while treaty councils with American officials introduced new pressures. Catlin's portraits and notes aimed at systematic ethnographic description, relying on sittings, interpreters, and field sketches, producing a visual record at a moment before reservation confinement and large-scale military occupation of the Plains.

Epidemic disease had long shaped the region, and a catastrophic smallpox outbreak in 1837 ravaged upper Missouri communities, nearly annihilating the Mandan and severely reducing nearby nations. Catlin had visited the Mandan villages earlier in the decade and later reported the destruction, which confirmed his fear that Indigenous cultures faced accelerating loss from contact, disease, and dependency on trade goods. The demographic shock altered political balances, opened territories to rival groups, and weakened resistance to U.S. policy. This context explains the urgency in his prose and images, which press readers to recognize the fragility of communities he had known at fuller strength.

Behind Catlin's journeys lay national expansion after the 1803 Louisiana Purchase, as emigrant traffic surged along the Oregon and California Trails in the 1840s. The 1851 Fort Laramie Treaty attempted to define tribal territories and ensure safe passage to the Rockies, while the Army established more forts across the Platte and Missouri corridors. Although many of these developments accelerated after his earliest fieldwork, they frame the world his subjects entered as outsiders multiplied. Life Among the Indians presents scenes formed before mass settlement, yet shadowed by surveyors, missionaries, and soldiers who would soon transform mobility, hunting ranges, and diplomatic calculations.

Catlin translated his field record into public exhibitions and print. He opened his 'Indian Gallery' in eastern cities in 1837 and toured Britain and France, publishing Letters and Notes on the Manners, Customs, and Condition of the North American Indians in 1841 and the North American Indian Portfolio in 1844. He sought, unsuccessfully, to sell the gallery to the U.S. government. Philadelphia industrialist Joseph Harrison Jr. later acquired the collection; after Catlin's death, major portions entered the Smithsonian Institution in 1879. These ventures made his images widely known and positioned his writing as both eyewitness testimony and a tool of public education.

In the mid-nineteenth century, American publishers increasingly issued illustrated works for younger readers, blending instruction with travel and natural history. Catlin adapted episodes from his expeditions for this audience in Life Among the Indians, pairing simplified, descriptive narratives with engravings and plates based on his canvases. The book emphasizes observation—hunting techniques, material culture, and social protocols—over sensational adventure, encouraging sympathy and curiosity. Its didactic tone reflects contemporary schoolroom values and the era's faith in improvement through reading. At the same time, it tries to counter caricature by presenting named individuals and practices he had documented firsthand.

Events soon underscored the stakes. The Sand Creek Massacre (1864), Red Cloud's War (1866–1868), the transcontinental railroad's completion (1869), and the commercial slaughter of bison in the 1870s remade the Plains, while reservation confinement tightened. Read against these transformations, Life Among the Indians preserves pre-reservation scenes and voices that would become harder to encounter. Catlin's longstanding call for a protected 'nation's park' to conserve Native cultures and buffalo, voiced as early as the 1830s–1840s, reads as critique of unchecked expansion. The work's enduring value lies in its detailed, contemporaneous record and its appeal to acknowledge Indigenous cultural richness and humanity.
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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,

THE AUTHOR.
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The Name "Indian"—General Character—Indian Civilisation —National Character.

The native races of man, occupying every part of North and South America at the time of the first discovery of the American continent by Columbus, and still existing over great portions of those regions, have generally been denominated " Indians" from that day to the present, from the somewhat curious fact that the American continent, when first discovered, was sup posed to be a part of the coast of India, which the Spanish and Portuguese navigators were expecting to find, in steering their vessels to the west, across the Atlantic.

To an appellation so long, though erroneously applied, no exception will be taken in this work, in which these races will be spoken of as Indians, or savages, neither of which terms will be intended necessarily to imply the character generally conveyed by the term "savage!" but literally what the word signifies, wild (or wild man), and no more.

These numerous races (at that time consisting of many millions of human beings, divided into some hundreds of tribes, and speaking mostly different languages; whose past history is sunk in oblivion from want of books and records; three-fourths of whom, at least, have already perished by fire-arms, by dissipation, and pestilences introduced amongst them by civilized people; and the remainder of them from similar causes, with no better prospect than certain extinction in a short time) present to the scientific and the sympathising world, one of the most deeply interesting subjects for contemplation that can possibly come under their consideration; and I feel assured that parents will justify the inculcation of just notions of these simple and abused people, into the minds of their children, as forming a legitimate part of the foundation of their education.

Confident in this belief, my young readers, for whom I have said this book is intended, we will now start together—myself upon my task, and you for your own instruction and amusement; halting but for one impression more, which I deem it important you should start with, and never lose sight of for a moment when you are estimating the character, the thoughts, the actions, the condition, and the wrongs of these poor people to be set forth in this little book,—that they are children —like yourselves, in many senses of the word[1q]. They are without the knowledge and arts of civilized man; they are feeble; they are in the ignorance of nature, but they all acknowledge the Great Spirit. In their relationship with civilized people they are like orphans. Governments who deal with them assume a guardianship over them, always calling them their "red children;" and they, from their child-like nature, call all government officials in their country, "Fathers;" and the President of the United States, their "Great Father;" and whenever they can have the pleasure of shaking the hand of a little white boy, or a little girl (as would be the case if they could take you by the hand), the relationship is always that of "brother and sister."

The civilized races in the present enlightened age are too much in the habit of regarding all people more ignorant than themselves as anomalies (or "oddities," as they have been called), because they do not live, and act, and look like themselves. They are therefore mostly in the habit of treating the character of the American Indians—which, from the distance they are from them, is more or less wrapped in obscurity—as a profound mystery; but there, owing to their ignorance of them, they judge decidedly wrong; for, like everything else nearest to nature, they are the most simple and easy of all the human family to be appreciated and dealt with, if the right mode be adopted.

I have said that these people are like children; and from what I have seen, I am quite sure that if you were amongst them you would learn their true character and their feelings much sooner than your parents would; for with children they would throw off the mask and the reserve which their justly-founded suspicions of white men induce them to wear in their presence. I believe, therefore, that instead of the frightful impressions too often made upon the youthful mind, your early days is the time when the foundation of a lasting knowledge and just appreciation of the true character of these simple people should be formed; and with that view, from what I have learned in fourteen years of my life spent in familiarity with them, I will try in this little work to bring the condition and customs of these children of the forest in a true light before you.

Distributed over every part, and in every nook and corner of North, and South, and Central America, we find these people living in their rude huts, or "wigwams," at present numbering something like four millions, though, in all probability, their numbers were nearer twelve or fourteen millions at the time of the discovery of America by Columbus; and yet the world is left (and probably will remain) in profound ignorance of their origin, for want of historical proof to show from whence they came.

It seems to be the popular belief that the two Americas have been peopled from the Eastern continent by the way of Behring's Strait[1]—of this there is a possibility, but no proof; and I think there is much and very strong presumptive proof against its probability. The subject has been one of great interest to me for many years past, and of so exciting a nature, that I have recently made a tedious and expensive tour to Eastern Siberia, to the Koriaks and the Kamtschatkas, the Aleutians—equidistant between the two continents—and the natives on the American coast opposite to them, and from all that I could learn, there has been a mutual intercourse across the strait, sufficiently proved by the resemblances in language and in physiological traits; but no proof of the peopling of a continent either way.

In the progressive character with which the Creator has endowed mankind, as distinguished above the brute creations, the American savages have, in several instances, made the intended uses of their reason, in advancing by themselves to a high state of civilization, but from this they have been thrown back by more than savage invaders—as seen in the histories of Mexico and Peru—and by the hand of Providence, in some way not yet explained, in the more ancient destruction of the ruined cities of Palenque and Uxmal, in Central America.

All history on the subject goes to prove (and with out an exception to the contrary) that, when first visited by civilized people, the American Indians have been found friendly and hospitable; and my own testimony, when I have visited nearly two millions of them, and most of the time unprotected, without having received any personal injury or insult, or loss of my property by theft, should go a great way to corroborate the fact, that, if properly treated, the American Indians are amongst the most honest, and honourable, and hospitable people in the world.

In their primitive and natural state they have always been found living quite independently and happily, though poor; with an abundance of animals and fish in their country for food, which seems to bound nearly all their earthly wishes. As they know nothing of commerce, and are totally ignorant of the meaning and value of money, they live and act with out those dangerous inducements to crime; and stimulated to honesty by rules of honour belonging to their society, they practise honesty without any "dread of the law;" for there is no punishment amongst them for theft or fraud, except the disgrace that attaches to their character in case they are convicted of such crimes.

If these people, under such circumstances, would guard my life and my property, as they have done, and help me in safety through their country, of which I shall give you many proofs in this little book, you, my young readers, will at once decide with me, that their hearts are good—are like your own; and that their true character and modes are worth your understanding.

The contemptuous epithets of "the poor, naked, and drunken Indians," are often habitually applied to these people by those who know but little or nothing about them. And these epithets are some times correctly applied; but only so to those classes of Indian society who, to the shame and disgrace of civilized people, have been reduced to these conditions by the iniquitous teachings of white men, who, with the aid of rum and whisky, have introduced dissipation and vices amongst them, which lead directly to poverty, and nakedness, and diseases which end in their destruction.

In their primitive state, these people are all temperate—all "teetotallers;" and sufficiently clad for the latitudes they live in; and their poverty, properly speaking, with their other misfortunes, only begins when the treacherous hand of white man's commerce and the jug are extended to them.

To estimate the Indian character properly, it should be constantly borne in mind that these people invariably have, as their first civilized neighbours, the most wicked and unprincipled part of civilized society to deal with; and these white people, using rum, and whisky, and fire-arms, in a country where they are amenable to no law; and amongst a people who have no newspapers to explain their wrongs to the world.

It should also be known that there are two classes of Indian society; the one nearest to civilization, where they have become degraded and impoverished, and their character changed by civilized teaching, and their worst passions inflamed, and jealousies excited by the abuses practised amongst them. This district being the first and most easily reached by the tourist, who fears to go farther, he too often contents himself by what he can there see, the semi-civilized and degraded condition of the savage; and too often endorses what he sees, as the true definition of the appearance and modes of the American Indians; thus doing injustice to the character of the people, and less than justice to those who read for information.

My labours have generally commenced where that state of civilization leaves off; and, as I have always believed, I have been in the greatest safety when in the primitive state of Indian society. It has been there, and there chiefly, where my ambition has led me, and there where I have laboured, as the only legitimate place to portray the true character of Indian life.

The American Indians, as a race, a great and national family, have a national character and appear ance very different from the other native races of the earth. They differ in language, in expression, and in colour; and in their native simplicity they have many high, and honourable, and humane traits of character, which will be illustrated in the following pages.

There are no people on earth more loving and kind to their friends and the poor; and yet, like all savage races, they are correctly denominated cruel: and what people are not so? There is an excuse for the cruelty of savages. Cruelty is a necessity in savage life: and who else has so good an excuse for it?

Indian society has to be maintained, and personal rights to be protected, without the aid of laws; and for those ends each individual is looked upon as the avenger of his own wrongs; and if he does not punish with cruelty and with certainty there is no security to person or property. In the exercise of this right, he not only uses a privilege, but does what the tribe compel him to do, or be subjected to a disgrace which he cannot outlive; so that cruelty is at the same time a right and a duty—the law of their land.

The Indian's "cruelty and treachery in warfare" we hear much of, but cruelty and treachery in Indian and civilized warfare are much alike.

The Creator has also endowed the North American Indians, everywhere, with a high moral and religious principle, with reason, with humanity, with courage, with ingenuity, and the other intellectual qualities bestowed on the rest of mankind.

They all worship the Great Spirit, and have a belief in a spiritual existence after death. Idolatry is nowhere practised by them, nor cannibalism, though you may read of many instances of both to the contrary.

After these brief suggestions on their general character and condition, which it has taken you but a few minutes to read, you are now prepared to fol low me through scenes and events in which I shall endeavour to show you how these interesting people live, how they look, and how they act. I have told you that they are children, that they call themselves such, and that if you were amongst them they would take you by the hand as brothers and sisters; and I believe, therefore, you are now fully prepared in estimating their character and actions, which I am to explain to you, to make those allowances which Nature prompts all kind hearts to extend to the actions of all those who are oppressed, and are ignorant and feeble, but who are doing the best they can under their peculiar circumstances.
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The first Indian I ever saw was in this wise[2q]. I have before told you that I was born in the beautiful and famed Valley of Wyoming, which is on the Susquehanna River, in the State of Pennsylvania. Not a long time after the close of the Revolutionary War in that country, a settlement was formed in that fertile valley by white people, while the Indian tribes, who were pushed out, were contesting the right of the white people to settle in it. After having practised great cruelty on the Indian tribes, and been warned from year to year by the Indians to leave it, it was ascertained one day that large parties of Indians were gathered on the mountains, armed and prepared to attack the white inhabitants.

The white men in the valley immediately armed, to the number of five or six hundred, and leaving their wives and children and old men in a rude fort on the bank of the river, advanced towards the head of the valley in search of their enemies.

The Indians, watching the movements of the white men from themountain tops, descended into the valley, and at a favourable spot, where the soldiers were to pass, lay secreted in ambush on both sides of the road, and in an instant rush, at the sound of the war-whoop, sprang upon the whites with tomahawks and scalping-knives in hand, and destroyed them all, with the exception of a very few, who saved their lives by swimming the river.

Amongst the latter was my grandfather on my mother's side, from whom I have often had the most thrilling descriptions. This onslaught is called in history, the "Wyoming Massacre[2]" Some have called it "treachery" It was strategy, not treachery; and strategy is a merit in the science of all warfare.

After this victory, the Indians marched down the valley and took possession of the fort containing the women and children, to whom not one of the hus bands returned at that time. Amongst the prisoners thus taken in the fort was my grandmother, and also my mother, who was then a child only seven years old.

These several hundreds of prisoners, though in the hands of more than a thousand fierce and savage warriors, were not put to death, but kept as prisoners for several weeks, when a reinforcement of troops arriving over the Pokona mountains for their relief, the Indian warriors left the fort, with the women and children in it, having hunted for them and supplied them with food, and painted their faces red, calling them "sisters and children," and to the honour of the Indian's character, be it for ever known (as attested by every prisoner both men and women), treating them in every sense, with the greatest propriety and kindness.

These brief facts, which happened many years before I was born, with a thousand others which could be narrated, having become startling legends of that region, will account for the marvellous and frightful impressions I had received in my child hood, of Indian massacres and Indian murders, and also for the indelible impression made on my mind and my nerves by the thrilling incident I am about to describe.

Whilst my infant mind was filled with these impressions, my father, for the relief of his health, impaired by the practice of the law, removed some forty miles from the Valley of Wyoming to a romantic valley on the banks of the Susquehanna Kiver, in the State of New York, where he had purchased a beautiful plantation, resolving to turn his attention during the remainder of his life to agricultural pursuits.

This lovely and picturesque little valley, called by its Indian name "Oc-qua-go" surrounded by high and precipitous mountains and deep ravines, being nearer to the straggling remnants of the defeated Mohawk and Oneida Indians, who had retreated before the deadly rifles of the avengers of Wyoming's misfortunes, I was in a position to increase rather than to diminish the excitements already raised in my mind relative to the Indians who had barricaded and bravely defended in their retreat, one by one, every defile and mountain pass, and whose paths and other markings were still recent.

The ploughs in my father's fields were at this time daily turning up Indian skulls or Indian beads, and Indian flint arrow-heads, which the labouring men of his farm, as well as those of the neighbour hood, were bringing to me, and with which I was enthusiastically forming a little cabinet or museum; and one day, as the most valued of its acquisitions, one of my father's ploughmen brought from his furrow the head of an Indian pipe-tomahawk[5], which was covered with rust, the handle of which had rotted away.

At this early age, when probably only nine or ten years old, I had become a pretty successful shot, with a light single-barrelled fowling-piece which my father had designated as especially my own, and with which my slaughter of ducks, quails, pheasants, and squirrels was considered by the neighbouring hunters to be very creditable to me.

But I began now to feel a higher ambition—that of kitting a deer —for which the rifles of my two elder brothers were the weapons requisite, and which (they being absent, and pursuing their academical studies in a distant town) I began now to lay temporary claim to.

lu my then recent visits to the "Old Saw-mill" on the "Big Creek" —a famous place, to which my co-propensity, that of trout-fishing, often called me —I had observed that the saw-mill lick[3] was much frequented by deer, and that I soon fixed as the scene of my future and more exciting operations.

The "old saw-mill" was the shattered remains of a saw-mill which had been abandoned for many years, and consisting only of masses of thrown-down timbers and planks, converted into piles by the force of the water, under and around which I always had my greatest success in trout-fishing.

This solitary ruin, about one mile from my father's back fields, was enveloped in a dark and lonely wilderness, with an old and deserted road leading to it, following mostly along the winding banks of the creek. Near by it, in a deep and dark gorge in the mountain's side, overshadowed by dark and tall hemlocks and fir-trees, was the "lick" to which my aspiring ideas were now leaning. The paths leading to it down the mountain sides were freshly trodden, and the mud and water in the lick, still riley with their recent steps, showed me the frequency with which the deer were paying their visits to it.

A "lick" (a "deer lick"), in the phrase of the country, is a salt-spring which the deer visit in warm weather, to allay their thirst, and to obtain the salt, which seems necessary for digestion. Most; of the herbivorous animals seem to visit these places as if from necessity, and appear oftentimes under a sort of infatuation in their eagerness for them, in consequence of which they fall an easy prey to wild beasts, as well as to hunters, which lie in wait for them.

Stimulated by the proofs aboved named, and by my recollections, yet fresh, of the recitals of several of the neighbouring hunters of their great success in the old saw-mill lick, I resolved to try my first luck there.

A rifle for this enterprise was absolutely necessary—a weapon which I never had fired, and as yet was not strong enough to raise, unless it was rested upon something for its support.

For this I foresaw a remedy, and I had every confidence in my accuracy of aim. But the greater difficulty of my problem was the positive order of my father that I was not to meddle with the 'arms of my elder brothers, which were in covers and hanging against the wall. This I solved, how ever, by a manoeuvre, at a late hour of the night, by extracting one of them from the cover, and put ting my little fowling-piece in its place, and taking the rifle into the fields, where I concealed it for my next afternoon's contemplated enterprise.

The hour approaching, and finding the rifle loaded, I proceeded, with a light and palpitating heart, through the winding and lonely road, to the old saw-mill lick; creeping along through narrow defiles, between logs and rocks, until, by a fair glance, at the lick, I found there was no game in it at the moment. I then took to a precipitous ledge of rocks in the side of the hill partly enclosing the dark and lonely place where the salt-spring issued, and where the deer were in the habit of coming to lick.

The nook into which I clambered and seated my self was elevated some twenty or thirty feet above the level of the lick, and at the proper distance for a dead shot. I here found myself in a snug and sly little box, which had evidently been constructed and used for a similar purpose on former occasions by the old hunters.

Having taken this position about the middle of the afternoon, with the muzzle of my rifle resting on a little breastwork of rock before me, I remained until near nightfall without other excitement than an occasional tremor from the noise of a bird or a squirrel in the leaves, which I mistook for the footsteps of an approaching deer! The falling of a dry branch, however, which came tumbling down upon the hill side above and behind me, in the midst of this silent and listless anxiety, gave me one or two tremendous shivers, which it took me some time to get over, even after I had discovered what it was; for it brought instantly into my mind the story which I had often heard Darrow relate, of "killing the panther," which, it had not occurred tome until that moment, took place, not long before, at the old saw-mill lick!

John Darrow, a poor man living in the neighbour hood of my father, often worked for him in his fields, but was more fond of hunting, for which his success had gained him a great reputation in that vicinity. He often supplied my father with venison, and as he took a peculiar fancy to me for my hunting propensities, one can easily see how I became attached to this wonderful man, and how I came to take my first lessons in deer-stalking and bear-hunting with him.

Well, Darrow had been in the habit of "watching " a great deal in the old saw-mill lick, and of placing beyond the lick, at the height of the middle of a deer's body a small bit of phosphorescent wood (a rotten wood which often occurs in those wildernesses, and called by the inhabitants "fox fire[4]," probably from phosphor) and which is always visible in the darkest night, looking like a small ball of fire. Then secreting himself before dark on the ground, on a level with his target, his rifle resting in a couple of crotches and aiming directly at his phosphor light, at any time of the night when he heard the stepping of the deer in the lick, and his light was obscured, to pull trigger was a certain death.

His story of the panther, which I was now revolving in my mind, he had told on arriving at my father's house one morning at an early hour from one of these nocturnal hunts, himself covered from head to foot with blood, and with a huge panther slung upon his back, with a bullet hole between its eyes, ran thus :—" I was watching last night, Squire (as he called my father), at the old saw-mill lick, and it getting on to be near midnight, I fell asleep. Seated on the ground, and my back leaning against a beech tree, I was waked by a tremendous blow, like a stroke of lightning—'twas this beast, d'ye see; he sprung upon me, and landed me some ten or twelve feet, and dropped me, and made only one jump farther himself, as I knew by the noise when he stopped. I knew it was a painter, though I could see nothing, for it was total darkness. I was badly torn, and felt the blood running in several places. My rifle was left in the crotches, and feeling my way very gradually with my feet, but keeping my eyes set upon the brute, for I knew exactly where he was lying, I at length got hold of the rifle, but it could do me no good in the dark. My knife had slipped out of the scabbard in the struggle, and I had now no hope but from knowing that the cowardly animal will never spring while you look him in the face.

"In this position, with my rifle in both hands, and cocked, I sat, not hearing even a leaf turned by him, until just the break of day (the only thing I wanted —it was but a few hours, but it seemed a long time, I assure you), when I could just begin to discover his outline, and then the wrinkles betwixt his eyes! Time moved slowly then, I can tell you, Squire; and at last I could see the head of' Old Ben:' there was no time to be lost now, and I let slip! The beast was about twenty feet from me."

One can easily imagine my juvenile susceptibilities much heightened by such reflections in such a place; and every leaf that turned behind me calculated more or less to startle me. My resolve, of course, was not to trust myself in that gloomy place in the night, nor to wait much longer for the desired gratification, which I was then believing I should have to forego for that day at least.

The woodlark was at that moment taking its favourite limb in the lofty and evergreen hemlocks for its nightly rest, and making the wooded temple of solitude ring and echo with its liquid notes, whilst all else was still as death, and I was on the eve of descending from my elevated nook and wending my way home. Just then I heard the distant sounds of footsteps in the leaves, and shortly after discovered in the distance a deer (a huge buck!), timidly and cautiously descending the hill and approaching the lick, stopping often to gaze, and sometimes looking me, apparently, full in the face, when I was afraid even to wink, lest he should dis cover me.

My young blood was too boilable, and my nerves decidedly too excitable for my business. Successive chills seemed to rise, I don't recollect where from, but they shook me, each one of them, until after actually shaking my head, they seemed to go out at the top of it.

The deer kept advancing, and my shakes increasing,—at length it entered the pool, and commenced licking; and the resolve that the moment had arrived for my grand achievement, set my teeth actually chattering. My rifle, cocked, was rested before me on the surface of the rock, and all things, save myself, were perfectly ready; after several useless attempts I got my aim, but before I could pull trigger, from another chill and a shake, I lost it again. I tried again and again, but in vain, and then more prudently resolved to lie still a few moments until I could get my nerves more steady, and at all events, until I could see more clearly the forward sight of my barrel, which, as yet, seemed to be enveloped in a sort of a mist.

Just at this moment also popped into my head another idea that gave me one or two renewed shivers. I had fired my little fowling-piece hundreds of times without harm, but I never had fired a rifle—" It may be overloaded, or so long loaded as to kick, or to explode!—but never mind, I must run those risks." After checking my latter apprehensions for a few moments, and feeling again more calmed, I was getting my aim with tolerable accuracy, when away went another of those frightful chills, like a snake running through me from my feet to the top of my head, because I was just about to pull trigger!

The deer at this time seemed to have got enough of licking, and, stepping out of the lick, disappeared in the thicket. "Oh, what a loss!—what a misfortune! What a chance is gone! What a coward, and what a poor fool am I! But if he had stopped, though, one minute longer, I am sure I could have killed him, for I don't tremble now."

Just at this cool moment the deer came gliding through the bushes and into the lick again, much nearer than before. One little chill began; but by gritting my teeth tight together I succeeded in get ting a more steady aim, when — bang ! went the crack and the flash of a rifle, a little to the left of me! and the deer, bounding a few rods from the pool on to an elevated bank, and tumbling upon the ground, quite dead, showed me that I was too late!

My head and the breech of my rifle were instantly lowered a little more behind my stone breastwork, and then — oh, horrid ! what I never had seen be fore, nor ever dreamed of seeing in that place — the tall and graceful form of a huge Indian, but half bent forward, as he pushed his red and naked shoul ders, and drew himself slowly over the logs and through the bushes. Trailing his rifle in his left hand, and drawing a large knife with the other from its sheath in the hollow of his back, he advanced to the carcase of the deer, which had fallen much nearer to me than it was when it was shot.

His rifle he leaned against a tree, and the blade of his bloody knife, which he had drawn across the neck of the deer, he clenched between his teeth, while he suspended the animal by the hind legs from the limb of a tree to let it bleed. " Oh, horrid! horrid! what — what a fate is mine! what am I to do?"

No length of life could ever erase from my recollection the impression which this singular and un expected scene made upon my infant mind, or the ease, and composure, and grace with which this phantom seated himself upon the trunk of a large and fallen tree, wiping his huge knife upon the moss and laying it by his side, and drawing from his pouch his flint, and steel, and spunk, with which he lit his pipe, and from which it seemed, in a few moments, as if he were sending up thanks to the Great Spirit in the blue clouds of smoke that were curling around him.

Who will ever imagine the thoughts that were passing through my youthful brain in these exciting moments? for here was before me, for the first time in my life, the living figure of a Red Indian! "If he sees me I'm lost; he will scalp me and devour me, and my dear mother will never know what be came of me!"

From the crack of that rifle, however, I had not another chill, nor a shiver: my feeling now was no longer the ebullition of childish anxiety, but the awfully flat and stupid one of dread and fear; and every muscle was quiet. Here was "perhaps death in a moment" before me. My eyeballs, which seemed elongated as though they were reaching half-way to him, were too tightly strained to tremble. An instant thought came to me, when his naked back and shoulders were turned towards me—" My rifle is levelled, and I am perfectly cool; a bullet would put an end to all my fears." And a better one followed when he turned gently around, and moved his piercing black eyes over and about the ledge where I was sitting, and the blue streams were curling upwards from his mouth and bis nostrils; for I saw then (though a child), in the momentary glance of that face, what infant human nature could not fail to see, and none but human nature could express. I saw humanity[3q].

His pipe burned out; the deer, with its fore and hind legs tied together, he slung upon his back, and, taking his rifle in his hand, he silently and quietly disappeared in the dusky forest, which at this time was taking the gloom of approaching night.

My position and reflections were still like lead that could not be removed, until a doubly reasonable time had elapsed for this strange apparition to be entirely out of my way. He having seemingly, at last view, to have taken the direction of the
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