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 ON the banks of the Great Red River, separating Texas from the United States, is situated, some considerable distance above the Washita, a village of the Pawnee Picts. A more picturesque and striking scene was, perhaps, never presented upon: that wilderness of sublimity. The wigwams were situated on a narrow plain, its dimensions being circumscribed by the huge mountains of rock that rose in the rear. In shape they slightly differed from the ordinary Indian lodge, having at the summit of the usual dome roof, a chimney giving them much the appearance of lime-kilns. They were, moreover, fashioned of prairie grass, thatched over long poles, causing some affinity in look to straw beehives. The village was approached from the river by a road between the well-cultivated corn-fields of the tribe—fields fenced as carefully as any more civilized appurtenances. Behind the wigwams, which were profusely scattered over the plain, rose the rugged hills above alluded to, naked, barren, and gloomy, even in their somewhat imposing grandeur. The Pawnee Picts are a powerful and numerous tribe, possessing many arts, and habits which raise them high above their immediate neighbours. Agriculture is by far the most important, and this they carry to so high a state, as to possess vast fields of maize, pumpkins, melons, beans, and squashes.


 About twelve years ago this great tribe was ruled by Watarasharo, and under his guidance the Tow-ee-aghe-for so they call themselves—became the most dreaded of nearly every race bordering on the Red River, their power being much enhanced by an alliance with the Kioways and Wicos, as well as with the great and warlike race of the Comanchees. Shyseroka was the chief second in command, as great in the battle-field as was hig superior in the council hall. The two braves were, as is not always the case between rival great men, bosom friends; and having from boyhood entertained this feeling, were desirous of cementing their long-tried feelings by an alliance. From childhood, therefore, She-de-a, or Wild Suge, bad been the intended wife of the Swift Cloud, the former being the daughter of Shyseroka, the latter of Watarasharo. It is, in general the rule when such designs are etitertained by two elderly persons, with a view to their own mutual satisfaction, that the young people should take a corresponding dislike one to the other. So it is almost ever in romance, the writers of which, requiring difficult positions to be overcome, find this a very useful event. We, however, who are recording a legend of the wild prairie, have not the satisfaction of having so useful a circumstance to extend our simple story. On the contrary, from their youngest days, the intended husband and wife learned to love one another, and, strange to say, in contradiction to received Indian customs,, joined together in the dance, the ball play, and the race. Wild Sage looked upon the Swift Cloud ever as her husband, and; fondly, devotedly gave up to him the full richness of a woman’s love.


 At length the lovers came of an age when, according to Indian received notions, it was fitting for them to.marry, and due Bre: parations were made for the eventful occasion. Wild Sage had become a pretty woman, both in form and feature, and though very dark, had a pleasing and agreeable expression. Clothed in her plain costume, with long black hair floating over her bare shoulders, she would have been admired even amongst the fair maidens of Europe. The Swift Cloud was a handsome warrior, though, as usual with his tribe, of somewhat heavy figure. It was, however, now the season when the buffaloes were expected to appear, and their arrival being delayed, much scarcity reigned in the tribe. Their stores of dry meat were exhausted. In vain the young men, headed by the Swift Cloud, scoured the whole country round; not one of the much-wished-for animals was to be seen.


 A scout was stationed on the very summit of the Mountain of Rocks to herald the glad tidings, and his keen eye wandered from hour to hour over the vast plains. One morning, soon after dawn, he gave the welcome signal, the importance of which can only be understood, when we reflect that the buffalo is to the Indian, all that sheep and cattle are to us, with the additional circumstance of being wild and uncertain in their movements. Hastily did the young men prepare—mounting their horses, stringing their bows, filling their quivers, and casting off every unnecessary garment. Their bright spears received new polish, too, from being run into the ground; and then away went the young warriors, with Swift Cloud at their head, flying over the bluffs, crossing the stream, and darting across the gracefully swelling prairie. Gladness and rejoicing now reigned in the Pawnee Biet village; for famine had been, and now abundance lay upon the plain within their reach. Dancing and feastin on what yet remained, testified their delight, in which old and young, men and women, equally joined. Wild Sage had watched her lover with an anxious eye leave the village, and wishing te be the first to herald his return, had climbed to the summit of a pile of straw, stacked at the entrance of the camp. For hours nothing caught her eye, but at length a wild shriek from her agonized lips stayed the round of rejoicing, and all arose. A single mounted warrior had just passed the edge of the bluff bank, on the opposite side of the river, flying for his life; and then another and another came hastening on, urging their steeds to the utmost, and goading them mercilessly, in their downward flight towards the river. As they gained the village, their bleeding wounds, their consternation, and the absence of some dozen of their company, told the tale of their disaster. Their hereditary foes, the Sioux, had assumed the disguise of buffaloes grazing on a distant plain, which, when reached by the hunters, they found deserted. From a neighbouring ravine, however, came riding, on fresh and unbreathed horses, a band of more than a hundred Sioux. Taken unawares, the Pawnee Picts fought for a moment, but being overpowered by numbers, soon fled, leaving some dozen dead or wounded on the field. Among there was the Swift Cloud.


 Dire was the consternation of the tribe; women and children screamed, and ran to hide themsclves, while the grim and excited warriors congregated together, and soon issued on the plain a very cloud of cavalry, still leaving enough to defend the village. Deep and silent was the grief of Wild Sage. A few days before, her marriage; and her husband was either dead, or a prisoner amid the lodges of the ruthless Sioux, reserved for tortures and torments, which were worse to think of even than the most sure evidence of his death. But Wild Sage as yet gave not way to overwhelming sorrow. There was still hope, and she clung to this darling feeling with a tenacity which gave life and animation where else would have been utter despondency. Towards, evening the warriors returned, bearing with them two prisoners, one an aged, the other a youthful warrior; the father having been taken in a vain attempt to save his son, who was wounded. Wild Sage rushed to mect the returning group, and her whole bearing asked the question that was bursting from her lips, and yet she spoke it nct. Her father gazed tenderly on her for a  Moment, and then the stern feelings of a warrior assumed the mastery.


 A council was summoned, before which the prisoners were carried to learn the fate which awaited them. Before, however, any decision had been promulgated, emboldened by love, Wild Sage stepped forward, and addressing her father, asked for the Swift Cloud. Neither he nor the young warriors present had learned any thing of his fate. Wild Sage fell back amid a murmur of commiseration even from that stern assembly of warriors; as she did so, her eye lighted on the countenance of the younger Sioux prisoner, where lurked a smile of derision. Wild Sage sprang towards him, and exclaimed, Dog of a Sioux, where is the bravest of the brave, the Swift Cloud of the Pawnee Picts? Swift Cloud is a squaw; his lance was as a reed; he fell not, he is a prisoner with my people. But would my sister save him? At the expense of my life, thou lying Sioux; Give me freedom, and it shall bedone. Wagh! said the Sioux warrior coldly. The Wild Sage, no sound of disapproval being heard, continued her colloquy: And if the Pawnee warriors give a horse and bow to thee, what proof have they that thou art not askulking wolf? An aged hemlock dwells with them; its life will answer for the truth of the young sapling. And does the Sioux wolf ask nothing but his own life to render back that of the Swift Cloud? asked the girl, with something of tremour in her tones, or has the wolf the cunning of a fox, and does he seek more than life for life? The Fox of the Sioux will mate with the Wild Sage of the Pawnees. A murmur of fury at this audacious proposition ran through the assembly, but in stantly subsided. The Wild Sage, her bosom heaving and her eye flashing fire, continued: Will the Fox not be content with his own life and that of the aged Hemlock? I have said, replied the Sioux, falling back and folding his arms.


 Brothers, said the Wild Sage, turning towards her people, the Swift Cloud is gone. The Manitou has veiled his face from him, and he has fallen into the pit of the hunter. He is not a chief, but he is the son of a great chief; his life is dear to his tribe; he is very brave, his arrow stands on the summit of the leaping rock, the rock of mountains; his foot has been there, allcan see it. A girl speaks, and speaks strong; but her heart is strong, and speaks fast. What is a girl’s life to a warrior’s. Swift Cloud is the ford of Wild Sage; she will save him! With these words the excited girl relapsed into silence, when, after a mo ment’s pause, her father spoke. Will a Pawnee girl mate with the Fox of the Sioux? I have said, replied Wild Sage, the life of a girl is nothing to a warrior. A solemn silence ensued, when the chief of the tribe, the aged father of Swift Cloud, rose: ‘ Daughter, said he, a Pawnee girl is dear to her tribe, but she has spoken, and her voice has sounded sweet. The Sioux dog is hers, to live or die. Wild Sage said no more, but! beckoning the released victim to follow her, left the council; chamber. In an hour the girl and her Sioux companion left the camp. They had agreed, that on the Fox obtaining the life and liberty of the Swift Cloud, the young Pawnee girl was to give herself freely to be the wife of the Sioux, whose father was also then to be released. This decided, no further conversation took place between them until, on the evening of the fourth day, they came within sight of the Sioux village, which lay on the plain at their feet. The warrior then proudly dashed forward, and entered the circle of wigwams amid the plaudits and rejoicings of his companions, who little expected even to see him return alive, much less with so fair a prisoner. After receiving many friendly congratulations, the Fox turned towards his own lodge, and there placed the silent maiden under the charge of his favorite wife. This done, he stalked from the wigwam.


 The Sioux squaw was young and fair, and knowing at ence the fate of the Pawnee prisoner, viewed her intrusion with dread. With womanly tenderness, however, she endeavoured to sooth her sadness, and to learn its cause. But on this subject Wild Sage was silent, simply expressing her dislike to a union with the Fox, her heart’ being given to another. It is very doubtful, if the latter proviso had not been mentioned as a reason for disliking an union with the Fox, but that the Sioux wife would have felt hurt at any woman not being proud to become the squaw of so great a warrior; as it was, however, it increased her desire to console one who was no willing rival, and long ere the husband returned, a good understanding had been established between these two young and attractive girls. It was late ere the Fox entered the wigwam, and the Wild Sage at once questioned him. The Swift Cloud lives, but at break of day my people will see how a Pawnee warrior can weep. Disregarding the sneer at her tribe, She-de-a replied: Does a Fox betray his word, or will his cunning set the young hope of his tribe free? I have said, continued the Sioux, the fair rose of the Pawnees will follow, and see that the word of the Fox is sure as his arrow.


 Wild Sage, an anxious fire gleaming in her eye, rose and followed the warrior out into the silent camp. All was still; the turbulent spirits of the Dahcotahs were hushed to rest; the watch-dogs slumbered near the fires, taught to disregard all sounds save those emanating from without, or from persons entering the confines of the wigwams. With a beating heart, and with thoughts which were of a mingled and anxious character, the wild Sage followed her guide. She was about to save the life of her affianced husband by a sacrifice to which death had been preferable; but the heart of the Pawnee Pict maiden knew no hesitation, it fluttered not in doubt of herself, but from fear that their attempt would fail. At length they approached the wigwam which contained the prisoner. Two drowsy sentinels stood at the entrance. Within sight of this, the Fox concealed the girl where she could see without being seen. This done, the ruthless Dahcotah approached and sheathed his dagger, quick as lightning, in the bosoms of his two countrymen. The Wild Sage could scarce believe her eyes, arid a Jow exclamation of horror and surprise burst from her lips. A groan of anguish at her side made her turn. A young Sioux girl was by her, sent by the wife of the Fox to watch her husband’s movements. Before, however, a word could pass, Swift. Cloud came forth, and after a few words of gratitude to his reserver, hurried from the camp, eager to rejoin his bride. Little did the joyful warrior think, as he caught and bestrode one of the horses of his enemies, and galloped furiously over the plain, that every step took him further and further from his beloved.


 The Fox and Wild Sage, the latter silent and wrapped in deep thought, turned towards the former’s wigwam, not however before the ruthless Daheotah had intimated his intention of wedding his prize on the morrow at early dawn. The girl replied not, following her captor without a word, while the Sioux girl had disappeared ere the Fox was aware of her presence. But little rest did She-de-a have that night. Toward morning, however, slumber overcame her for an instant, and then she was rudely awoke by yells and cries from all parts of the tribe. Waking She-de-a, and bidding her follow him, the Fox hurried to the centre of the village, whither the bodies of the murdered Sioux youths had been borne. To the horror of Wild Sage, and the unfeigned surprise of the Fox, the Swift Cloud was in the midst, tied to a stake, with some dozen furious hags dancing round him the frightful dance of death, while he stood without moving a muscle, a slight smile of contempt curling upon his lips. Order being at Tength restored, the chiefs assembled in a half circle, and sat down with their faces toward the prisoner. Then rose the principal warrior of the tribe, and addressing his people in stern and terrible terms, recapitulated the facts as they seemed clearly presented to them, and asked if any torments could be too great for him who-had thus treacherously slain two of the most promising warriors of the tribeone his own son. Silently and solemnly—all, including the Fox, (who still promised Wild Sage to deliver him) gave their verdict, which was death, after awful torments, to the Pawnee warrior, who, equally stern with his foes, spoke not a word. An explanation would have argued fear of death, and Indian stoicism forbade its being given.


 At this moment a young Dahcotah girl burst through the throng. It was the sister of one of the youths, the daughter of the great chief of the tribe. Approaching the bodies, she uncovered the face of her dead brother, and then turned toward the Pawnee. To revile and taunt one who had so deeply injured her, would have been an Indian custom honoured by all around. But the girl did nothing of the kind. Suddenly darting baek amid the girls, she seized Wild Sage by the hand, and drew her, ere she could say a word, beside her lover. Even he could not restrain one glance of surprise. The Sioux girl however now spoke, and said; My brother is gone to the happy hunting grounds of his people. It is good, but not sent by a Pawnee Pict. My brother was too brave, too great a warrior to be killed by bound foe. No! A snake, a crawling snake, a black-foot dog, who has painted his face, and called himself a Daheotah, slew my brother! Deep silence reigned, and in‘few words the Sioux girl related all that we have already given. Admiration at the devotion of Wild Sage was soon the predominant feeling, until the girl, in withering and bitter accent, described the murder of his people by the Fox. She then added, that having witnessed the ruthless decd, and the escape of Swift Cloud, she had awoke several young men, who pursued and overtook the flying prsioner. This she had done that nothing might be wanting to prove her tale, and that her tribe might shew their admiration ofthe heroism even of a Pawnee girl.


 The Fox was seized. His bloody knife was another witness against him, and the chief of his tribe rose: My daughter wears the form of a girl, but her heart is that of a warrior. She has done well. The Daheotahs are great braves; they can see good even in an enemy. The child of the Pawnees has come to the camp of her enemies; she trusted a cowardly snake, but she shall find that she is among men. The child of the Pawnees came empty handed; she shall go back full. All is before her, let her choose. Wild Sage thanked her foes in graceful and earnest tones, and claimed at once her admiring and grateful lover, who himself addressed the Daheotahs, and advised that the tribes should hence forth hunt together, and war no more. His proffer was accepted, and an escort forthwith departed to take him and his rejoicing bribe back to their astonished people. Great were the festivities that ensued, and in a week further, the Pawnees and Sioux met to celebrate, by dances and other ceremonies, the marriage of Wild Sage and Swift Cloud. The Fox was not present, having been thrust with ignominy from the tribe, his wife alone following and comforting him in his well merited adversity.
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