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'Ftom the Ameritan Review,
THE DEATH OF WIND FO0OT.

BY W. WHITMAN,
Three hundred years ago—so heard
I the tale, not long since, from the
amouth of ope educated like a while
man, but born of the race of whom Lo-
p and Tecumseh sprung—three kun-
red years ago, there lived on lands
now lorming an eastern county of the
wmost powerful of the American States,
a prelty Indian tribe, governed by a
brave and wise chieftain. This chief~
tain wag. called by a name which in
“our language sigified Unra]enlinf.
#lis deedsof courage and subtlety made
him renowned throughout no small por-
tioa of the northern continent. There
wese only two dwellers in his lodge—
himself and his youthful son: fardwen-
““gmoons had filled and waned since
" his wife, following four of her offspring,
was placed in the burial ground.
.. As the’ Untelenting sat alone one
- evening in his rude hut, one of his peo-
ple.came to inform him that a traveller |
from a. distant wribe had entered the
village, and desired food and repose.
Such o petition was never slighted by
the red mens and the messenger was
sent back with an invitation for the
stianger to abide in the lodge of the
chiefhimselt. Among that simple race,
no duties were considered more honor-
‘able than. arranging the household com-
forlg of n ; those duties were now
,parfamiej.by the hosts own hand, his
son having not yet returned from the
fwnt on which he had starte;i :lvilhq
few young companions at early dawn.
, h»&!{ilﬂe whilePSw wayfarer was lod
inia the dwelling by him who had giv-
entbe first notice of his arrival.
cam¥ouare w e, my brother,”
suid tbe. Unrelenting.
The

gy muw om this kind salute

was an athletic Indian,
appareatly of mi
mm’nm of his species. He
hnd t\ho wer~turfip his forehead, un-
devswhich. flashed. a pair of brilliant
eyes, . His rejoinder was friendly and

_.#The chiel’s tent is lonesome—his

are away!” continved. the stran-
ger, aflera pause, casting a glance of |
MMy ::nher says true that it is lope-

1 . apswered. “Twelve
_sensons ago, the, Unrelenting saw five
ﬂlﬂlﬂm?'b’ shadow of his. wigwam,

aad.their molber was dear to him. He

3 mw,aﬂth,coq‘d of F]auy_ﬁ.
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i “himagelf.. Bohold all
§ .. ./The Unrelenting turned as he s ke,
13 2 .mum;ut or. two belore, the figure

" of a.boy had gfldcd noislessly in, and

£ .en heart}”
S . gn object just inside the
£ ope of the 1en.
his station at the back of the

& _.- the new comer. He wasa
moblo child! - His limbs, never distort~
d with the ligatures of civilized life
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. Hordly twelve years seemed |p

the youth's -assig

son compléted. After finishing it
one ¢ornerof the lodge, and he- lai
himself down to sleep.

“It was @ lovely ‘summer even
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verghis hunt “that
d NO Buccess;
t spirit, won-
the others’ ar-
e mark, and failure
bé reserved fof him alone. The chiefl
heard him witha sad smile. and as he
remembered his own youthful strains;
he soothed the child with gentle words,
telling him that brave warriors some~
times went whole days with the same
perverse fortune.

“Many years since,” said the chiel,
“when my cheek was soft, and my
arms saw the numbness of but few win-
ters, 1 mysell vainly traversed our
hunting grounds, as you have done to-
day. e dark Influence was around
me, and not a single shait would do my
bidding.

‘“And my father brought home no-
thing to hislodge!” asked the boy.

“The Unrelenting brought home no
game,” the other answered; “but he
brought what was dearer to him and
his people than the fattest deer or the
sweetest bird meat-—he brought the
scalp of an accursed Kansi.”

he voice of the chief was decp and
sharp in its tones of hatred.
“Will my father,” said Wind Foot,
"

The child started, and pauvsed. An
exclamation, a sudden giull_e ral noise,
came from that part of the tent where
the stranger was slecping. The dry
skins which formed the bed rustled, as
ifhe who lay there was changing his

osition, and then all continved silent,
The Unrelenting proceeded in a lower
tone fearful that they had almost brok-
en the slumber of their guest.

“Listen!” said he, “you know a part,
but not all the cause of the hatred there
is between our nation and the abhorr-
cd enemics whose name | mentioned.
Longer back than I can remember,
they did moral wrong to your fathers.
The scalps of two of your near kindred
hang in Kansi lodges, and [ have sworn,
my son, to bear them a never ending
hatred.

“On the morning of which I spoke
[ started with fresh limbs and a light
heart to search for game. Hour alter
hour, I roamed the forest with no sue-
cess; and the setting of the sun, 1found
myself weary, and many miles from
my father’s lodge. 1laid down at the
foot of a tree, and sleep came over me.
In the depth of the night, a voice seem—
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s | hig
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his day’s travel; the' fi
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hlenc 'fl_:lvlhe tent; sbut  from the dark—
Bssawhich surrounded the bed of the
ger, flashed two fiery orbs; rolling
about incessantly like the eyes of an
angry wild beast. The lids of those
orbs closed not in slumber during the
night, .

Among the former inhabitants of this
continent, it was considered rudeness,
of the highest degree, to annoy a tray-
eller ora guest with questions about
himself, his late abode or his future des-
tination. Until he saw fit to go, he
was made welcome to stay, whether
for a short time or a long one. hus
on the morrow, when the sirange Ia-
dian showed no signs of departintg, the
chief expressed not the least surprise,
but felt indeed a compliment indirectly
paid to his powers of entertainment.

Early the succeeding day the Unre-
lenting called his son to him, while the
strangtr was standing at the door. He
told &ind Foot that he was going a
short journey, to perform which and
return, would probably take him to
nightfall. He enjoined the boy to re-
mit no duties of hosbitality towards his
guest, and bade him be ready at eve-
nil!% with a welcome for his father.

he sun had marked the middle of
the afternoon—when the chief finishing
what he had to do sooner than he ex-
pected, came back to hisown dwelling,
aud threw himsell on the floor to ob-
tain rest-—for the day, though pleasant,
had been a warm one. Wind-Foot
was not there, and aftera little inter-
val the chief stepped to a lodge near
by to make inquiry aftes!. ...

“The young brave,” said a woman,
whoappeared to answer his questions,
“went away with the chief’s strange
guest many hours since.”

The Unrelenting turned to go back
to his tent.

“1 cannot tell the meaning of it,”
added the woman, “but he of the firey
eye, bade me, should the father of

ind-Fout ask for him, say to the
chiel these words, ‘Unless your foe sces
you drink his bleod, that blood loses
more than half its sweetness.”

Tle Unrelenting started as if a scor-
pion had stung him. His lip trembled
and his hand “involuntarily moved to
the handle of his tomahawk. Did his
ears perform their office truly? Those
sounds were not new to him. Like a
floating mist the gloom of past years
rolled away in his memory, and he
recollected that the words that the wo-
man spake, were the very ones he
himself uttered to the Kansi child whose

ed whispering in my ears; it called me
to rise quickly—1o look around. 1 start-
ed to my feet, and found no one there
but mysell; and then I knew that l};“']

E
[ cast my eyes about in the gloom, |
saw a distant brightness. '
sofily, I approached. = The light was
that of a fire, and by theufire lay ‘two
gleeping figures. O, 1 bithe sl the qui-
et laugh of a deadlgmely iyas I saw
who they were—a Jgtion, it wégr and
a child, Tike you, m#® “%than it tgl felt
the cdge ofemsSveiflrite the fi
keen _ps€ tap upon (feful infam
them @s.lightning hdarticularly

rass. 1 benl ovat agts a simil boy,
raised my weapon 'ce_._-b g, But |
thought that, were they bath slain, no

one would carry the 1ale to the Kansi
tribe. My vengsance wonld be taste—
less to me unless they knew it—and I
spared the child. “Then I glided to the
other; his face was of the same cast as
the first, which gladdened me, for I
then knew they were of close kindred.
I raised my arm—I gathered all my
strength—I struck, and cleft the war-
rior’s brain in quivering halves!”

The chief had gradually wrought
himself uptoa pitch of loudness and
rage, and his hoarse tones at the last
art of his narration, rang croakingly
through the lodge.

At that moment, the deer-hide cur-
tain kopt all within in darkness; the

|he saw it all,
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father he slew long, long ago, in the
forest!  And this stranger? ~ Ah, now
He remembered the
dark look of the guest—and carrying
his mind back again, traced the features
of the Kansi in their matured counters
art. And the chief felt too conscious
for what terrible purpose Wind-Foot
was in the hands ol this man. He sal-
lied forth and gathefed together a few
qof his warriors, and started swifily to
seek his child,

About the same hour that the Unre-
lenting returned from his journey,
Wind-Foot, several miles from home,
was just coming up to his com panion,
who had gone on a few rods ahead of
him, and was at that moment seated on
the body of a fallen tree, a mighty gi-
ant of the woods that some whirlwind
had tumbled to the earth. The child
had roamed about with his new ac-
quaintance through one path and an-
other with the headleasness of his age;
and now while the latter sat in perfect
silence for several minules, ind-
Foot idly sported near him. It was a
golemn spot: in every directicn around
were towering patriarchs of the wilder-
ness growing and decayiog in solitude.
At length the stranger spoke:—

“ Wind-Foot!”

The child who was but a fow yards
off; approached at the call. As he
came near, he stopped in alarm; his
companion's_eyes bad that dreadful

next, it was lifted upand « flood of the

: were gracefal as the ash, and symmot-

bnght gliter again—and while they

]
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téugh other enible forebo—
o ia tho boy's, soul.
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The boys héart beat quickly—bu
beat:true to the stern courage of his an-
cestors. ;

“Lam the son of a chief,” he an-
swered, “my checks cannot be wot
with tears” 1

The Kansi looked at him a few secs
onds with admiration, which soon gave
way to malignant serowls, They pro-|
ducing from an_inner part of his dress
a withe of some tough Eark,ho stepped
to Wind-Foot, and began binding his
hands. It was useless to attempt re-
sistance, for besides the desparity of
their strength, the -boy was unarmed,
while the savage had at his, waist a°
hatchet, and a rude stone weapon res
sembling a poniard. He pointed to
Wind~}oot the direction he must take,
gave a significant touch at his girdle,
and followed close on behind. .

When the Unrelenting and his peo-
ple started to seek for the child and
that fearful stranger, they were lucky
enough to find the trial which the ab-
sent ones had made. None except an
Indian’s eye could have tracked them
by so slight and devious a guide. But
the chief’s sight was sharp with pater-
nal love; they followed on—winding on
again—at Ienglh coming 1o the fallen
tree.~The trail wasnow less irvegular,
and they traversed with great rapidity.
The dircction scemed towards the
shores of a Iunﬁ narrow lake whick lay
adjacent to their territory. Onward
went they, and asthe sun sank in the
west they saw his last flittering gleams
reflected from the waters of the lake.
The grounds here were almost clear of
trees; and as"they came out, the Unre-
lenting and his warriors swept the
range with their eyes,

Was it so indeed!—There, on the
grass not twenty yards from the shore,
were the persons they sought—and fass
tened near by a canoe, '%‘hcy saw by
his posture that the captive was bound
they saw, too, that if the Kansi should
once get him in the boat und gain a
start for the opposite side were very
likely some of the tribe where waiting
for him, release would be impossible.—
For a moment only they paused. The
Unrelenting sprang off, uttering the
battle cry of his tribe, and the rest
joined in the terrible chorus and fol-
lowed him,

As the sudden sound swept along
by the breeze to the Kansi’s ear, he
jumped to his feet, and with that won-
derful sell-possession which distinguish-
ed his species, determined at once
what was safest and surest for him to
do: He seized Wind Foot by the
shoulder, and ran towards the boat,
holding the boy's person as a shield
from any weapons the pursuers might
attempt to launch after him. He still

gsessed the advantage.—It was a
fearful race; and the Unrelenting felt
his heart grow sick, as the Indian,
dragging his child, approached the wa-
ters edge.

“Turn, whelp of Kansil” the chief
madly cried, “Turn, thou whose
coward arm warrest aganst children.
Turn if thou darest, and meet the eye
of a full growu brave!

A -loud taunting laugh was born
back from the flying enemy to the ears
of the furious father.—The savage did
not look around, but twisted his left
arm,and pointed with his finger to
Wind-Foot’s throat. At that moment
he was within twice his length of the
canoe. The boy heard hig father’s
voice and gathered his energies, faint
and bruised as he was, for a last strug-
gle. Vain his effortsl for a moment
only he loosened himself from the grip
of his foe, and fell to the ground.—That
moment, however was a fatal one to
the Kansi, With the speed of lightning,
the chief’s bow was up at his shoulder
—the cords twanged shsr[;llry—and a
poison tipﬂcd arrow sped through the
air. Faithfol to the mission, it cleft
the Indian’s side,just as he was stoo
ing to lit Wind-Foot in the boat, He
gave a wild shriek; his blood spouted
from the wound, and he slaggered

down upon the sand, His slrength,
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however, was not. yet gone. Hale and

measureless  revenge—the stron

they were baffled, raged withifi him,
aod shot through his-eyes, glassy as
they. were beginning to be with death-
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his son, the fast sighs of H
ding in the boy's counten

his beautiful lipg parted in a smile, the
last effort ofgeXpinng fondness. On
his features flitted a lovely look, transs
ient as the ripple athawart the wave,
a slight tragor shook him, and the next
minote Wind-Foot was dead.

Mammoth Cave--Ole ELTIL

The editor of the Louisville Journal,
paid a visit tothe Mammoth Cave in
gompany with Ole Bull a few days a-
gv, and thus briefly allides to the won-
ders of the place, and the musical
power of his companion:

We passed sixteen hours within the
cave, during which we travelled eigh-
teen miles, but at present we cannot
attempt a descriptionofit, We intend
shortly to spend two or three weeks
there, and then we shall probably en-
deavor lo record a sketch of what we
see and feel. No language, however,
can ever give evena faint idea of the
visitor’s impressions. For years we
have been reading descriptions of the
cave given by different travellers, ma-
ny of them eloquent and powerful, and
we fancied that we had something of a
correct conception of the great wonder;
but we felt,on seeing it for oursclves,
how poor and how vain wereall efforts
at description and how infinitely all
preconceived ideas must fall below the
vast and tremendous reality. At every
step of progress for milés through the
mighty cavern, the beautiful, the mys-
terious and the terriffic, burst upon us
on either hand, and above our heads
a_nd beneath our feet, exciting impres-
sions that can never be told or forgotten.
How strange that there are multitudes
in the West, say even in Kentucky,
that seem content to pass their lives
without beholding this, the grandest and
most stupendous of the works of God.
Such a feeling is indeed a sin against
nature and ingratitude to the Almighty.

We cannot here omit to mention,
that Ole Bull took his violin into the
cave and gave us some of his noblest
performances, at the points most re-
markable for their wonderful echoes,
The mucic was like no earthly music.
It seemed, indeed, superhuman.  The
whole company were as mute and mo-
tionless ns statues, and tears, copious
and gushing tears, streamed from every
eye,

Youne Man—Listen—~We have a
short essay for you to read or to hear
—will you listen to its counsels? Wil
youremember the invaluble lesson it
imparts? It is brief—but how full of
meaning!

Choosinga Wife—Young man, a
word in your ear. When you choose
a wife, don’t be facinated with a dash~
ing creature, fond of Society, vain, ar-
tisticial, and showey in dress, You

ner. Choose rather one of those re-
tiring, modest, sensible girls, who have
learned to deny themselves, and posses-
ses some decided character- A popu-
lar writer well observes, that no trait
of character is more valuble in a female
than the possession of a sweet temper,
It is like the flowers that spring up in
our pathway, reviving and cheering us.
Let a man go home at night, wearied
and worn by the toils of the day, and
how soothing is a word dictated by a

ood disposition. It is a sunshine
geling upon his heart. He is happy,
and the cares of life are forgotten. A
sweet temper has a soothing influence
over the minds of a whole family.
Where it is found in the wife and moti;-
er, you may observe kindness and love
predominating over the bad feelings of
a natural héart. Smiles, kind words
and looks characterize the children, and
peace and love have their dwelling
there. Study to acquire and retain a
sweet temper. It is more valuble than
gold, it captivales more than beauty,
and to the close of life retains all its

eyes opened and turned to the chiefi¥

not want a doll or a coquette for a pati-|
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‘Certainly I' did,” said. ‘the, sefgens
and what mom-dflonora sere
therel” A i

‘Henorable h-lII'said the Tennessce~
an—Do you think | come. all the way)
from Cooke county to jine your stay-
at-home standin’ armyl—No! tell me
where I can find a marchin’ srmy.
ah army marchip, lo_the ,Halls of
Montezumas,” as old Sam used to say
—ora fightin' army, and I'm. thar cer~
tain, D---n your standin’ armies---they
are no account--and I'll ;im none, of
'em. Good bye, stranger!" and saying
this, the Tennesseean sloped.—Picay-
une. :

., o

Pamve me As I am.—“Paiot me . as |
am,” said Oliver Cromwell to a you
Lely. “If you leave out the scars a“ﬁ
wrinkles, 1 will not pay you a shilling.”
Even in such a trifle, the great Pros
tector showed his sense and mag-
nanimity. He did not wish all that
was characteristic in his countenance
to be lost in vain attempt to give him
the regular features and smooth bloom-
ing cheeks of the curl-painted minions
of James the First, He was content
that his face should go forth marked

~with all the blemishes which had been

put upon it by war, by sleepless nights,
by anxiety, and perhaps by remorse:
but with valor, policy, authority and
ublic care, written in all its princely.
ines. If men truly great, knew their
own interest. it is thus that they would
wish their minds to be portrayed.—
Edinburg Review.

New Discovery v America~-We
find the following in a letter recently
published in the National Intelligencer:

“Near the mission established by
the American Board at the Gaboon, @
people have been discovered far superi-
or to any upon the coast, whose lan-
guage is represented as one of the
most perfect and harmonious in all the
world; who have among them a tradi-
tion that some two centuries ago a
stranger came to their country and in-
structed them civilization and their do~
ties; who are acquainted with the facts
and truths of the holy Scriptures: and
who are remarkably prepared for the
reception of further knowledge. T hey
are at present removing from the inte-
rior towards the coast, and our mission-
aries cherish the hope that through
their agency civilization and Christian-
ity may be widely diffused.”

National Song.

We imagine there are few of our
reader who know any thing of the ori-
in of our pogular nationul songs.
“Hail iColul;’lbiu. The history of it is

W given by a cotem : :
]}lﬁiil Colgmbia” utaptzl?r;t the head
of our patriotic songs, and is somewhat
remarkable in its origin. About fiifty
years ago, Mr. Fox, a young' vocalist
of fine talents in the line of his profes-
sion, was desirous to bring out some~
thing on his benefit night, being then
pergrming in Philadelphia. He ap~
lied accordiogly to the late Judge
f-lopkinson, who was kuown to bea
votary of the mnses, to write him @
song for the occasion; but the Juﬂm

numecrous engagements rmmted :

until the very

from entering on the tas
morning of the benefit. :
When Fox called and found' the
matter thus, he was most distracted.
Mrs. Hopkins pitying his situation, took
her seat ai the piano—and beckoning
to her husband, he took up his
struck off the first verse, which his
layed toits present air. Fox, almost
H’antic with joy, ran to Mr. Rengle,
the composer, who set it to music,
The song was finished offhand—-and
suug from the manuscript that night
with rapturous applause. Fox made,
a fortune by it; nothing was heard

freshness and power.

that whole scason but “Hail Colambia.”




