
; cmi0 'of Uucrtieinc).
One iqiiat4ne insert oa, . J MM
One insertions,7 ' '.''' 'square, two 0 TS
On square, thrso interlkHW, - ; ' ' f? IW
Onasqwara, sixwaetnt .k . r ':. -- 1 ;

One square, twelve weeks.. ... S 50

Ai.JL. ... - - -

3)e "jportftgr 0'cutind.

fiAWLIS & BATTERSON, Publishers;
"to i!.,;lritu:o i STMTS' :' w.;
.nnl,isVl ?E.BMS,: ,.. . ,.

TfV payaMe.within simontbs, . (1 50

Qm yew, payable WW the 'expiration of "
iSi nodtto Within the year; ':tU " 8 00
Hi ympajabie after ittpiration, 3 50

' rjr papeVwill'be discontinued until all
ate paid, except at the 6ption Of the Pub-Ush- Mt

.T. cl. ;yr' r.l i'-rr- ) --;"- I ;

Constitution The Safegnhvd ol fuf Federal Compact.'' antes JT,, Polk.

tf..

One squaro,' six mouths,, , .t'
ikr a very uotrai aucauai ujade lo tuoM siiia

adverlisoby theyeaf.- -
i , ,.Vr s rt' (;.'

ID" Advertisers are requested toUava their ad- -;

vortisomentrf at the office as earty as Tuesday
morning before publication. ; u j t,

i" " '.

and ire d with them one measure in that
maze of gladness?. The ; desire 6T.'i.
tore is strong within iiim he feels his"'
weakness he is sadl He has poetry hi
his soul,'aiid Ipve in his heart!; lie could j
tell a tale of devotion' and tenderness .

to' a' dark-eye- d one that Is ' there, hut,
she has suitors that are glittering with

t

jencis, anu ciau iu . garments or nne- -n..a;'.nji,i.ness; . vvoula not know Ai7t
l
4

him as kindred clay as the workman-
ship of God! Bat see. now! he has hrac
ed up his soul again. He turns away,''
and looking on the stars above- - us, ha '

sees that there is something bright in .'

this God-mad- Universe besides the
glare of an astral lamp, or the glitter-in- g

of a few jewels. He feels his own
nobility again, and is revived,' and he 1

goes again to his struggle, to cast the .

bread of youth, and energy, and health ;

upon the waters, and hopes to find it
:

again after many days. God help and
reward him! In the mystical priesthood '

of honor, he is a nobkr brother! Thosj
stars that he looked upon shinirur
there on their supernal throne, !ike the
disembodied souls of the perfect just
those stars for ages long past, have be
held all that ever was noble, heroic, or
beautiful, in the world. They have seen '

the throne of the Montezemas, and the .

riches of the Caliph of Bagdad the
beauty ofSolomon's Temple, and the
splendor ot Belshazzar s t east, and the
untold glories of the enchanted palaco
of Ohil-Me- nar they have seen the'
soul of Guatemozin ueconquered on his

bed of roses," of fire and death ;

they have seen Saul dieatGilboa.Cato
at LJtica, and Leonidas at Thermopo- -

'

la. Ail these things have they seen;
and they have beheld in the prime of .

earthly glory, the thousand heroes of
the antique world, whose dim lorma and
shadowy plumes float like spectre 3 in

1

the twilight of distant years; but they
have looked upon no more heroic,
scene, nothing more glorious or beau-
tiful, than the soul of that young man,
striving, with undying courage, to dig
out from the dark mines of toil, disease
and suffering, the gold for himself and
others. '

My brother,' nothing great can' be
done in this world, without great cour-
age and suffering. If was by courage
and fortitude that the Roman soldiers
conquered the world; it is by abiding
in his faith, in the midst of suffering
and sorrow in all climes, till his time
comes, that the son of Abraham hopes
to tread again the hills of Zion, and see
reunited, on the plains of his father
land, the dust ot Jacob it was by for-titu- de

and courage that the Pilgrims
found these shores and peopled them
and it was through the gates of death
that Warren, Wooster, Jasper and Da
K.alb marched to find freedom for you,
and for these twenty millions of peo
ple! Be brave, my brother, be brave!
and thou shah have a coat of arms, and
it shall be Valok sitting on the tabor
nacle of the soul like a Pillar of Fire
and guiding it in the night of sorrow
through the Wilderness of Life. No
noble act, no good deed of thine shall bo
lost, but shall survive thee; ; and thy'
works shall be, when thou art not '

"Tongues of the dead, not lost .

But speaking from death's frost, . . , .

Liko fiery tongues at Pentecost." '
j

A Beautiful Facb is Tike a lovely '

and fragile flower fair and delightful,
to look .upon. Painted by a masters
hand, we watch its eoloring with a tens
der regard---gaz- e on it with great af--,

lection would bear it to our own bo--.

som, and win it as our own. Jf or a
while it is the living idol of our daily
praise the charm which binds us with
a willing power. But time breeds the--

cankcr. Its beauty diminishes its
freshness is gone;' decay scarcely lea ves
a trace of what was once a pride and;
a worship.' It is en oqr bosom still, v

but, alas! it is there in pity that it'
should be mortal, and must perish.

A Beautifm. Mind is nae a pre- -.

cious and prolific seedfthe mother of
loveliness the fountain of bliss the -.

produee of many treasured and inesuV.
mable flowers whichne'itHer '.canter)
cah: deface nor time destroy.' Even,
should there be those of its .lovely, pro,
duce that fade and pass away; yet the
source isV there the seeds remain, to,
revive to remodify to place agalaoa1
pur 'bosom and near our . hearts, in re
Bewed-beant- v in the same deep inter-- .'

est an'd winning 'powef as at first,' Wt
would 'gather it as the richest posses .

sion as the well-sprin- of the purest.
most abundant and, enduring joys as,
ouj' sripport--bt- tr

' comfort and vtha
cherished object, worthyof our highest
aarnirauou; huu we wuuiu vuug u

Number 26.

they i knew Edward : Forgeron was
whipped before his ,own door in the
gap, andlhatog by a methodist preach
er,'

Rat "his musings were morel "in ' ii.r
row. than ager disfigured coun- -'

tenance, was, pf course, the, '.subject
'
of

numerous questions that night, among
nis irienas; .to wnicn ne repuea wun a
. .i i .l n j j- i

with an accident. Of coarse, they nev-c- r

dreamed of the cause. Ned looked
iu the glass and compared his black
eye from the recent scuffle, to the rain
bow ship wreck scene 'blending eve-

ry color into, one.' Or perhaps he
never read the story, and muttered to
himself, y'Ed ward Forgeron whipped
by a methodist preacher!"

ilis dreams that night were of a con-
fused and disagreeable nature; and wa
king in the morning he had an indis-

tinct memory of something unpleasant
having occurred. At first he could not
recollect the cause of his feelings; but
the bruises of his face and his body
soon calling them to his mind, as well
as his promise, he mounted his horse
and went to redeem it.

From that time his whole conduct
manifested a change of feeling. The
gossips of the neighborhood observed
it, and whispered that JNed was silent
and had gone to meeting every Sunday
since the accident. They wondered
greatly at bis burning the books he
used lo read so much, btrange sto
ries were circulated as to the metamor
phosis of this jovial, dare-devi- l black
smith into a gloomy and taciturn man;
some supposed, very sagely, that s

'spirit' had enticed him into the moun
tains, and alter giving him a glimpse
into the future, had misled mm to a
eras where he had fallen and bruised
his face. Others gave the Prince of
darkness the credit of the change, but
none suspected the methodist preach
er; and as he latter had no vanity to
gratify, the secret remained with Ned,
This gloomy state of mind continued
until Forgeron visited a camp meeting.
Kev. Mr. Shuttle worth preached
sermon that seemed to enter his soul
and relieve it of a burden; and the song
of
"How happy are they; who their Savloi obey,"

was only half through when he felt like
a new man. Forgeron was from that
time a shouting methodist. At a love
least, a short time subsequent, he gave
in his experience, and revealed the mys-

tery of his conviction and conversion
to the astonished neighbors.

The Rev. Mr. Stubbleworth, who
had faithfully kept secret until that time,
could contain himself no longer, but
gave vent- - --to his feelings in convul
sive peals of laughter, as the burning
tearsjof joy coursed their way down
his cheeks.

"xes my brethren,' said he, it is a
fact. I did maul the grace into his un
believing soul there is no doubt."

The blacksmith of the mountain pass
soon after became himself a methodist
preacher. , t -; , . ,;

T ,. A Carlysle Sermon.

Dost thou see that mansion with the
marble columns, and thcrhghted win
dows? Thev are festivfi there tonieht
Listen how the swelling music breaks
forth from within!. Yes they are mirth-
ful; and whatever of fashion and wealth
is in this gay city, may be seen there
in those gay saloons, where the sofas
and silk covered down yield softly to
their fair burdens, and the mirrors
flash back the ' blaze of astral lamps
and bright eyes look back' to eyes the
light of love and joy. 'And, see, also,
that weary looking artizan, who has
paused a moment to gaze on the splen
dor that arrests his sight, and think of
the hunger of his children. ' Ah, now
he passes on? it is no sight' for him!
He .nerves up his soul , bravely, and
passes on to pia anew in the great bat-

tle that the heroic sons of toil are fight
ing against-Hih- e powers pfu.Want and
Uppres8ion, on tnese plains oi ume. .

Gallant warrioral ye are. .despoiled
but not conquered, and the eye ol Him
who rested on the teoentn (ktv ji'pm tne
work which he had made, is .upon you,
and upon your .joes.;, V AmSA .

,,And yet see that young , man .who
has just emerged from that mean look-

ing dwellirrgtjnrour right.; He is one

of tho children of genius,' born in ;pov-- rt
v. Ha has come forth from his wea

ry vieils to coot bis-- fevered .. terhpUis in- -

the bream oi neaven. muw uo pauwv,
and is looking on the ,lhouse of mirth."
Vyhatire bis musings? 'Would he "like
(Q 'bhasbaWay the heayiiiess'ol his spir- -

" Tlie

Volume '

moyed.noit; he apparently breathed npt.
Accustomed lo the habits : of Indians,
and knowing that they pay but ' little
attention to the approach of civilized
strangers,; a circumstance which in
some countries is considejed as evinc-
ing the apathy of their characters. I ad-

dressed him in French, a language not
unfrequehtly partially known to fcthe

I

people o; mat neignoornooa. tie rais
ed his head, pointed to one of hu eyes

Iwith his finger pd.givee a
. . ." i I I. I I I I

Cam glange Willi II1U Ullll..j ni9 face
i i m i rwas covered wun piopd. ; , ine iact

was, that an hour before this, he was in
the act of discharging an arrow, at; a
raccoon in the top of a tree, the arrow
split upon the cord and sprung' back
with such violence into his right eye,
as to destroy it forever.

Feeling hungry, 1 inquired what
kind of fare I might expect. Such, a
thing as a bed was not to be seen, but
many large, untanned bear and buffalo
hides lay piled in the corner. I drew
my watch from my breast and told the
woman that it was late, and that I was
fatigued. She had espied my watch,
the richness of which seemed to ope-

rate upon .her., feelings with electric
quickness. She told me that there was
plenty of venison and buffalo meat, and
that on removing the ashes I should
find a cake. But my watch had struck
her fancy, and her curiosity had lo be
gratified by an immediate sight of it.
I took off the gold chain that secured it
round my. nqck, and handed it to her.,

,

, She was all ecstacy, spoke of. its
beauty, asked me its value, and put the
chain round her neck, saying how hap-

py the possession ofsuch a watch would
make her. Thoughtless, and as I fan-

cied myself, in so retired a spot, secure,
I paid but little attention tb her talk
and movements. I helped my dog to a
good supper of venison, and was not
long in satisfying the demands of my
own eDnetite. ; ' i

'

The Indian rose from his scat as if
in extreme suffering. He passed and re-

passed me several times.and once pinch-

ed me so violently on the side, that the
pain nearly Brought forth an exclama-
tion of anger. ,1 looked at him, his eye
met mine, but his look was so forbidding
tjiat it struck a chill in my system, He
again seated himself, drew his butcher
knife from its greasy scabbard, exam
ined its edge as I would that of a razor
suspected dull, repeated it, and again
taking his tomahawk from his back, fill-

ed the pipe of it with tobacco, and sent
me expressive glances whenever our
hostess chanced to have her back to-

wards ' " '' ' "us.
Never till that moment had my sens

es been awakened to the danger winch
I now suspected to be about me. I re-

turned glance for glance . to my comi- -

panion, and rested, wen assureu mat
whatever enemies i migui; uuve, ne
was not of their number,; u; :. ,i

I asked the woman lor my watch,
wound it up, and, tinder .the pretence
of wishing to see- - how the weather
might be on the morrow, took up my
gun and walked ! out 'of the cabin. ' I

slipped a ball into each barrel, scrap-

ed the edges of my flints, renewed the
nrimimrs. and returning to tne nut gave
n favorable account of my observations.
fthnk a few bearskins, made a bed ot
them, and calling my faithful dpgto my
sido, lay down, with my gun close to

... .I .1 ! I t i.tnn in n c nmy siue, anu iu u ibw.iiuiiuim ?ao w
alt appearance, fast asleep. v "

A short time nad eiapseu, wnen some
voices were heard, and from my half
shut eyes 1 beheld two athletic youths
makinsr their entrance, oearmg a aeaa I

atno- - unnn a nole. Thev disposed of
their burthen, and asking for whiskey
helped themselves freely to it. : Observ-

ing me and the wounded Indian, they
asked who I was, and why that rascal,
who they knew understood not a' word
of; English, was in. the', house. ,, The
aothbr,for so sM" proved'; to be, told

them, to speak; lower," mentioned my
watefi' and . took them' to a.",.porni?t.

w)ere a conversation took place, the

purport "of , vyhich required , but s little
shrewdness in. me lo guess..,-- 1 tapped
mv Jdir ffflntlv.,.',, He , moved; .nistail,
and with indescribable pleasure I .saw
his eyes alternately nted upon me and
the trio in the'eorner, I felt that he per
coived danj?epn ' mv situation. 1 he.

Indian 'exchngd a last ' glance, with
tnkta atm u.i .& 63neia?v.j'.j mil

'

''The 'hJen'naoTejiterJd'hktliieriflK
opIvps into 'such a'c&nditibhthat"! coh- -

siderd theni! dlsablba. ntid hefreent;
IU IIIC

SWment ;, .whea,, I awn Mr
e.a ferge, carving knife and gq, to the,

gTinatneM'wteytse.dge, J ww l
pour the water Pn th9 U'anog-maoljirj- e
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the thjird Is, that ybu are to curse" the
methodists in every crowd you get in
to," and the blacksmith"shucked

up his sleeves, and took a
quid of tobacco.
i i ne preacher looked on during these
novel preparations without a line of his
fase raoving, and at the end replied that
Jhi terms w,cre. unreasonable and he
nuuiuwui,r... ; Buuuiii... iu ,iiicui.

. , ,.

1 w,5 ?acornerwise. uet down, you

; The preacher remonstrated, and For-

geron walked- - up to his horse, and
threatened to tear him off if he did not
dismount whereupon the worthy man
made a virtue of necessity and alighted.

"I have one request to make, my
friend that is that you wont beat me
with this overcoat on it was a pre
sent from the ladies of my last circuit,
and I do not wish to have it torn.'

"Off with it, and that ; suddenly, you
basin-face- d imp you.

The methodist preacher slowly drew
off his oveicoat, as the blacksmith con
tinued his tirade of abuse on him and
bis sect and throwing his garment be
hind him, he dealt Mr. Forgeron a tre-

mendous blow between the eyes,which
laid that person at length on the ground,
with the testament of Tom Paine be-

side him. Mr. Stubbleworth, with the
tact of a connoisour in such matters,
did not wait for his adversary to rise
but mounted him with the agility of a
cat, and bestowed his blows with a
courteous hand on the stomach and face
of the blacksmith, continuing his song
where he had left off on his arrival,

"Tongue cannot exproes the sweet comfort,"

until Forceron from having experienc
ed 'first love," or something else equally
new to him, responded lustilv,

"Enoughl 'nough! 'noughl take him
off I"

But Unfortunately no one was by to
periorm v that kind ornce, except tne
preacher's old roan, and he munched a
bunch of grass and looked on as if his
master was happy at a camp-meetin-

"Now," said Mr. Stubbleworth, there
are three things yo'i must promise me
before Met you up." -

"What, are ,
they?" asked Forgeron

eagerly. . ",

"The first is, that you will never mo
lest a methodist preacher again." .

Here Ned's pride rose and he hesita-

ted, and the reverend gentleman, with
his usual benign smile on his face, rn
newed his blows and sung,

"I rode on the sky, freely justified I,
And the moon it was under my feet."

This oriental language overcame the
blacksmith. Such bold figures, or
something else caused him to sing out.

"Well I'll do it."
: "You are getting on very well," said

Mr. Stubbleworth, "I think I can make
a decent man of you yet, and pe rhaps
a christian."

Ned groaned.
"The second thingll require of you is,

tb go toJ.pumpkin creek meetin-hous- e,

and hear me preacn to morrow."
Ned attempted' to stammer out some

excuse, when the divine resumed his
devotional hymn, and kept time with

the music, striking him over the face
with the fleshy part of his hand.

"My soul mou nted higher on a chariot of firo,
Nor did envy Elijah his eoat."

Ned's promise of punctuality caused

the parson's exercise to cease, and the
woras, redolent of gorgeous imagery,
died away in echoes from the adjacent
crags.

Novr, the third and last demand is
peremptory. . You are to promise that
you seek religion, day and night, and
never rest until you obtain it at the
hands of a merciful Redeemer'

The fallen man looked at the decli-

ning sun and then at the parson, and
knew not what to say, and the preach
er raised his voice in song once more,
and Ned knew what would come next.

"HI do my best," said he in a hum-

ble voice. ; :v-- ' ,,;

"Well. that's a man," said Stubble-
worth, "now get up and go down to
the spring and wash your lace, and tear
up Tom-Maine- 's , testament,,, ands turn
your thoughts on high." . , ,

: Ned,rose wjli feelings he never ex-

perienced
r

before, and went to obey the
lavator' , .injunctions. ,of , the preacher,
whenthe, latter person mounted his
horse, tboklNed the hand .and said: '

'Now, fee'bp your promise,' and' HI
feeep'your'consel." " Good evening Mr.
Forgeron I'll look for you
,

- And off he rode with the same; hn- -

pertarable; countenance, singing so loud
as to scare, the eagles from their eyrie

.1 : . ...iq lire M5fi"ugig i"1 iiul "t?
i,WeH,"ahought,fSeitthiais:;,a pica
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ond watched her working' away" with
the dangerous instrumentuntil a ' cold
perspiration covered every pdrt'ofmy
body in spite of my ; determinrtlbn to
defend, myself to the last, Hef task
ended, she walked to tho men and said:
'There; that will settld himP Boys, kill
him, and then for the Wtftch.V 1 :.

I turned, doekedrnjr'guh-lock- s1 silent- -

..I. I .. A , jnA.:,i.Ajrf ii, iuuuiicu uiy uwgytuu tot "twauy - mil
start op andafoop

vvas
. - ...J'IbMl.... Hkl mtnmat uiunuiiug, aim uiui uiigui nave

oeen my . last in tnis world naa not
Providence rescued me. ' All was rea
dy. The wretch was advancing slow-
ly, probably contemplating the best
method of . despatching me, while ber
sons should be engaged with the Indis
an. I was several times on the eve of
raising and shooting her on .the spot;
but she was not to be punished thus.

The door was suddenly opened, and
there entered two stout travellers, each
with a long rifle on his shoulder. I sprang
upon my feet and most gladly welcom-
ed them, and told them how well it was
for me they should have arrived at that
moment. The tale was told in a min-

ute. The sons were secured, and the
woman, in spi te of her defence and vo-

ciferations, shared the same fate. The
Indian fairly danced with joy, and gave
us to understand that as he could not
sleep for pain, he would watch over us.
You may suppose that we slept much
less than we talked. The two stran-
gers gave ah account of their once hav-

ing been in the same situation them-
selves; "

Day came, and with it the punish-
ment of the wretches. They were now
quke sobered, Their feet were unbound
but their arms were still securely tied.
We marched.them into the woods, off
the road, and gave them a sound thrash-
ing. We set fire to their cabin, gave
all their skins to the young Indian, and
proceeded safely to the settlements.

How the, Blacksmith was Con?erted. '

The scene is laid in'the mountainous
regions of Georgia. Mr. Forgeron, a
blacksmith had a great, antipathy

all ministers, and methodists in
particular. . His shop was in a narrow
mountain pass, and he declared his de-

termination to whip every methodist
preacher, that passed his shop. .The
Rev. Mr. Stubbleworth, however, con-
sented to go there, and the following
describes his long ride through the
mountains: ,

Forgeron had heard of his new vic-

tim, and rejoiced that his size and ap-

pearance furnished a better subject for
his vengeance than that of the late
parson.1 Oh, what a nice beating he
woutd have! 'He had heard too that
some methodist ministers were rather
spirited, and hoped that this one might
be provoked to fight. Knowing that
the clergyman must pass on Saturday,
in the afternoon, he gave his striker a
holiday and regaled himself with the
beauties of Torn' Paine, awaiting the
arrival of the preacher. ; It was . not
over. an hour before he heard the words,

. "II9W happy are they.who their Savior oboyj"
And have laid up their treasurers in Heaven."

sung in a full clear voice; and soon the
vocalist, turning .the angle of the rock,
rode, up with a contented smile on his
face.. ,; , ; :;f7 .:; :... ;

,, "How are you, old slab-sides- ? Get
off ot your horse, and join, my devo-
tion," said the smith. ., ..

"I have many miles to ride," said the
preacher, 'and I havn't time, my friend;

will call'on my' return." "
"Your hamei is Stubbleworth, and

you are the canting hypocrite the meth-
odists have sent here to preach, ;eh?"

VMynameis Stubbleworth," he ret
plied meekly. "

"Didn't you -- Iinow- my name was
Ned Forgeion,1 the " blacksmith that
whips every methodist preacher' that
comes along?" was asked with ' an au-

dacious look, "and how dare you come
hera?"',',V1.;i ',

The preacher replied that he had
heard Forgeron's name, utn presumed
he did not molest well behaved travel-lew'- ''

' - 'JUi' ' - ':' c;,t nvll
You presume sol Yes, you are the

most.presumptious'people.you ' metho-
dists, that, ever rod shoe leather, any
how.,. Well wjat'II. vo'u do? typu :

beef-Beade- d

disciple "you?' ''
',
'

Mr. Stubbleworth professed hiswiir-imgnesst-
o

do anything. 'reasonable to
iavbid sueh ! ua i;i !oe

"Wellt there's threejhings you have:
tOiio, or J'il, maql yoUi. iptfl a, jelly t-T- M

oratis, y oft are to quit i preaching;
the second is, you must, weam this last
wiy, ajsdi testament7i;of : Thqipaa Paine
next y.PMwfM'kaft.Wfl.eyfifyj W

Pas oni, Relentless .World.

"Swifter and swifter, day bjr'dsy,
" H

' ,Dowrl "Time's onquiet current hurled,'

Thqu paesest bn'thy restless way V'-- '

Tumott'ous and unstable world! ; f'r'-;'- '

Thou passest on f Time hath not keen n '

Delay upon tby hurried path;

But grayer! and, tears alike have, benty;;.

Thoipasaeat oh and with thee go -

-i-- : The lovee of Youth--th- e; cares of Age; ...

Arid smiles and tears, and joy "iind woe
' AN on thy history' troubled page! :

There, every day, like yesterday.

- Writes hopes that end in mockery!

But who shall tear1 the vail away

' Before the abyas of things to be! '

Thou passest on, and at thy side,

Even as a shade, - Oblivion treads,

And o'er the dreams Of human pride,

His misty shroud forever spreads;
: Where all thy iron hand bas traced

Upon that gloomy scroll

With records ages since effaced
- Like them shall live like them decay.

Thou pasaest on with thee the vain,

That sport upon thy flaunting blaze,

Pride," framed and Folly's train,

Who court thy love and run tby ways;

But thou and I and be it so

Press onward to eternity ;

Yet not together let us go

To that deep-voic- but shoreless sea.

Thou hast thy friends I would have mine;

Thou hast thy thoughts leavo me mine

1 kneel not at thy gilded shrine
" own!

I bow hot at thy slavish throne!
' lieo them pass without a sigh;
' Tbey wake no swelling rapture now,

'
The fierce delights that fire thine eye

The Iriumps of thy haughty brow. '

Pass on, relentless world! I grieve ,,

No more for all thou hast riven;

; Pass on, in God's name only leave .;
' The things thou never yet hast given :

A heart at ease a mind at home

Affections fixed above thy sway

' Faith set upon a world to come,
' And patience through Life'n little day.

Trairie dangers.
BY ABDUBOW.

rv mU ratnrtt from the UoDer Mis

Issippi, I found myself obliged to cross
i hiUiaU .in thatone ot tne large prairies wmw

poitionofthe United-Slates- , vary the

appearance of the country. The weath-o- r

was finei all around was as i fresh

and blooming as if it had just issued

from the bosom ot nature', My knap-Ba- ck,

my gun, and my dog, were all I

had for baggage and company. But
although well moccasined, I moved

lowly on, attracted by the brilliancy
of the flowers, and the gambols of the

fawns around their dams, to all appear-

ance as thoughtless of danger as 1 tho't
myself. '' " ' ';:

;

My march wai of long duration, and

I saw the suq sinking beneath the ho-

rizon long before I could perceive: any
appearance of woodland, and nothing

in the shape oft man had? I ' met with

that day. The track which 1 followed

was only an Indian track, and as the

darkness ove rshado wed i the prairies,
1 felt some desire to reach at last, a

apot in which I might lie down to rest.
The night-hawk- s were skimming over
and around me, attracted by the. buz-- vf

tba hpptlpa. which: form

their food, and the - distant howling of
Ij. a. f 1 knna ; tho T

WOivai ' gave .me ouiuu nwe
should sbonfa'rrive at the skirts of some
Woodland. 1 did so, and almost at the

same instant a fire-lig- ht attracted my
.... T mv.v"mnvnil!. tnwnrrla .il. full eif. Ronn.eyws)

dence that it proceeded from the camp
tft some wandering Indians.!! was mis

Ijjkenj I discovered irom ino giare max
u-- ftnrit hr hearth of a st small loz
eabirf, and that a tall figure passed and

repassea oeiween bu mo,
il tintm&t-- iti household arrangements.
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I reached the ' spot, and presenting

are,.which proved W be a - woman, it I

might take aheltef under herr roof for

the aightsvHe iVoibe was. rough :and

bee attir negligently! ytlirowtj !fthot
her She answered in thei. affirmative.
I walked in, loiak a wooden stool, .and

hated mvHnlf.fttlhfl fice , The
nitobject;tha,t attracted my aitentifto,

Tivaa ajineiyioimedyoungjladiani test-

ing hit head i hatvree'Qr ilis handtk mw
ki. .iKAr An. tun. rknaes.. A tans how
fpsted.agajnstthe-.log- ; wall: wat hw

three tacfioorj skins lay at hit pf


