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 Here is, not many miles from New-Orleans,the capital of Louisiana, a narrow bayou or creek, which leads to a diminutive lake, on the shores of which, in 1780, was a small nest, and picturesque residence. It was afternon, and the windows of the edifice reaching to the ground were open. The year was in the zenith of the grandeur, and though the bright green of the June had departed from lea and meadow, yet there was a full freshness about nature which had an inexpressible charm. The lake was shallow and limpid, and the brooks that fed it, though their courses lay beneath the heavy verdure of the forest, were often dwindled and shrunk. But one thin, in the chief bayou surpassed the scenery of the lakes, for amid the dark shadows of funereal woods, its currents still danced with all the youth of spring, while the shrubs on its bank still wore the delicate tints of early summer. The trees were lofty, rearing their columnal trunks high over the brush, and forming a second canopy of dense foliage that shut out the scorching heat. Such was the lake St. Jean on the occasion to which we allude. It lay in deep silence, not a sign of life was visible on its thickly wooded shores, save where on the silvery top of a dead sycamore a whip-poor-will sent forth its melancholy notes.


 The day gradually faded, the shadows cast by the trees grew longer and longer, the sighing breeze laden with the odour of aromatic herbs became more violent, and then day was over, and night was come in an instant. Again the shadows grew longer and longer, for above a waning moon shone bravely out in the blue heavens, and if was the evening watch of a summer night. Then down the bayou came gliding a small canoe, in which one solitary man sat guiding its progress with consummate art, while behind him was another keeping carefully out of sight of its predecessor. The foremost made directly for the house, and halted only when within a dozen yards of its windows, when its occupant, with a gentle sweep of the paddle, arrested the progress of the canoe, - and gazed curiously towards the building. The window being open, and reaching to a level with the ground, the stranger could with ease distinguish what was passing within. Near a table sat a young lady, whose animated gestures and excite tones proved she was discussing some matter of more than common interest, while opposite, calm, cold, and severe, was aman in the garb of a friar. He was, it was clear, giving advice which was neither welcome nor palateable, and the stranger presently caught these words.


 »Padre, I say again I am a free woman, and not all the doctors of Spain can persuade me that in marrying a man I esteem and love, I am committing a crime.«


 »When that man is worse than a heretic, a pagan savage,« said the priest, severely, »it ill becomes the widow of a Pious and worthy man, like Don Antonio Xeres, to risk her soul by such an union.«


 »Padre!« replied the lady, mildly, her lovely Creole features becoming instantly serious. »Don Antonio was a good old man, who took me from misery, and gave me wealth and station. Dying he left me all, and his last wish was that my second marriage should conduce to my happiness.«


 »Yes,« continued the padre, »but he did not say marry a wild savage, a hunted and outcast Chitimachas.«


 »Father,« said the stranger, who now entered the room by the window, » why so dark upon the Indian. Reole is a chief, bis eyes have seen clear, and he knows the Manitou of the white man. Reole is happy, why rob him of his joy? A deep rose Of the pale faces has seen him, and turned not away. Father,« continued the Indian, almost beseechingly, »the Indian and the White man were enemies. The Chitimachas were under a cloud. The sun was red, all the roads were full of thorns and briars, the clouds were black, the water troubled and stained by our blood, our women lamented without intermission the loss of their relations, and durst not venture to go and fetch wood for preparing our victuals; at the least shriek of the birds of hight our warriors were on foot; they never slept without their arms; our huts were abandoned, and our fields lay fallow; we had all of us empty stomachs, and our faces looked long and meagre; the game and wild fowl fiew far from us, the serpents angrily hissed at us, and the birds that perched near our habitations seemed by their doleful notes to sing a song of death. We made peace, and smoked the calumet. To-day the sun is bright, the sky is serene, the clouds have vanished, the roads are covered with flowers, our gardens and fields shall henceforth be cultivated, and we will offer our good fruits to the great spirit; the water is so clear we can see our faces in it; the serpents fly from us; the birds amuse us by the sweetness and harmony of their notes; our wives and children dance, and forget to eat and drink, the whole nation laughs for joy to see us walk on the same road with the pale faces. Now an Indian will wed a pale ace girl, he will leave his camp, and be a hostage for his people.«


 As the young warrior finished this harangue, which is historical, he stood proudly before the priest awaiting his reply; while the fair widow, Donna Xeres, looked, anxiously to see what effect it had upon the priest.


 »Peace-between us and the Chitimachas is much,« he said, »but expect me to have no hand in the union of faith with paganism,« and rising, Father Andrew left the apartment, and in a few moments the house, on his way back to New Orleans, whence he once a day was in the habit of visiting his fair spiritual charge.


 The lovers remained alone. Reole, though not formally received into the bosom of the church, had, under the gentle influence of Donna Xeres, long since learned to regard his own rites with contempt. But the priest was inexorable, and could never yet be brought to regard the union with other than dislike. His enemies whispered that a secret hope that the lady might be induced to think of the church if disappointed, was the main, spring which induced him to be thus firm.


 The interview between Reole and Donna Xeres was prolonged for some time, during which it was decided that as they had both fully made up their minds, their marriage should take place as soon as possible. Happy were the hours which passed, for Reole was a noble souled youth, and Donna Xeres one of those women who united to every charm of her sex, a loftiness of intellect, which had made her the more readily appreciate the character of the Chitimachas. Reole, who had from taste dwelt much with the whites, had also been a prisoner in the hands of Colonel Antonio Xeres. While confined in his s house, he was instrumental in saving both; his captor and his wife from the violence of his companions, when one night they burst upon the house, and rescued him. Donna Xeres had been torn from the savage hands of an Akanza warrior at imminent peril to Reole, and from that day the youthful chieftain had been a welcome guest. Two years had passed since the old man had Been gathered to his fathers, and during the whole of that period the lady had dwelt in her lonely mansion in perfect safety, under the protecting influence of the Chitimachas warrior. After a while his guardianship caused him to pay many visits to the house, which ended in the birth of a mutual affection between the native of the wilds and the lovely Creole. It was at length agreed that they should wed, and Reole leaving his forests and wild habits was to become an inhabitant of towns and learn the habits of civilisation.


 They parted that night with hearts full of hope and joy, for the interference of the priest Donna Xeres despaired not to overcome, while Reole, with some little of his savage nature burning in his eye, besought her to despise and contemn it. Donna Xeres shook her head, her massy curls waving to the evening breeze, while a\perplexing smile shone upon her face.


 »Nay, Reole, the padre means well, and we must coax him over.«


 »Reole hears the voice of a song bird, and it is good,« he replied, with gravity; »but the face of the padre is as black as night, his voice is rough as that of a crow, and Reole likes it not.«


 Again bidding one another good night they parted, and the Indian entering his canoe paddled it slowly towards the home of his fathers. He had no sooner entered the bayou, and was just out of sight, than again the boat which had tracked him came forth from the bushes that overhung a bank near the home, and this time taking another rout disappeared.


 It was about an hour before midnight when the priest, who had paid several visits on his way to New Orleans, came at length in sight of the town, paddled by his faithful negro. Making for the monastery, the padre’s canoe was about to shoot within the narrow gut where the boats belonging to the house lay, when one was violently impelled from within to beside that containing the holy man, and so quick was the hand of the stranger that the padre was struck in the breast, his boat upset, and all, ere the bewildered negro could make the slightest effort to defend his master. A groan—a heavy plunge—and the waters of the Mississippi swept onward as if no event of more than ordinary importance had occurred. He who had done this evil deed alone remained, gazing with fixed and troubled eyes on the spot where his victim had disappeared. The moon had long since sunk to rest, darkness lay on the mighty river, and a cold bleak wind swept over the rippling surface of the waves. A cold shudder convulsed the frame of the murderer, and then away swept the canoe towards the bayou of St. Jean.


 Early next morning the body of a priest was found a mile below tke monastery, lying on the beach, with a negro, himself half drowned, clinging to the skirts of his robe. At first it was thought the effect of an accident, and that the worthy man had been drowned by the upsetting of his boat. A cursory examination, however, disabused the minds of the people on this point. In the breast of the father was sticking scarp dagger. As the negro revived the dreadful secret was more clearly explained. All that we have already told the negro related, with the addition that he had time to recognise in the person of their assailant an Indian—one of the Chitimachas. All New Orleans was in commotion—the men rushed to arms, the women secreted themselves in their houses, carefully concealing their children, the governor issued a proclamation, and lookouts were stationed on the side whence the enemy might be expected to come, for another Natchez massacre was expected. That dreadful event was fresh in the people’s minds, and the present painful occurrence brought it too vividly to their recollection. The day passed—night came again—and no signs were discovered of the Indians. Meantime the negro recovered, and from some few words dropped by him a clue was gained, which the governor determined to follow.


 Reole paid, that evening, his usual visit to Donna Xeres, who received him with all the tenderness and devotion of soul which is so peculiarly characteristic of the Creole women. In fact she seemed, now that their marriage wag settled, to have cast aside all doubt, and given herself up to hope and bright aspirations for the future. She sang the songs of France which her parents had taught her, and he chaunted the warlike lays of his forefathers, which, though rich music to Donna Xeres, were, as the negress, who always sat in the chamber awaiting orders, said, »Most as ugly as old Massa's dog Cæssar whining over a bone.«


 Reole was in the middle of one of those interminable chaunts, when the window was darkened, and two figures filling the space were next moment in the room. It was the governor and the captain of the city guard. Donna Xeres rose proudly, while Reole stood apart, gazing curiously.


 »I am happy, at any time,« said the fair widow, with an effort to repress her indignation at the intrusion, »to receive your excellency. But might I ask why the window was chosen, when the door would have opened at your call? «


 »Fair lady,« said the governor, with a gallant bow, »I owe you many apologies for my rudeness, but the affair I am on brooks no ceremony. Donna Xeres, murder has been done—foul murder. Padre Andrew was assassinated last night, and the assassin was a Chitimachas.«


 Donna Xeres, pale and trembling, turned towards the Indian with a look of horror, Reole stood motionless, while his ear drank every sound; and when the death of the priest was mentioned, his whole form dilated, his eyes flashed fire, and he spoke, »Padre Andrew was a cold-hearted man, Reole loved him not; but if a Chitimachas has slain him, he is dog, and shall die the death of a traitor!«


 »You own, Indian, that you liked him not,« continued the governor, »and offer us no proof that you are not his assassin.«


 »Death will come,« replied the Indian, coldly, »and always comes out of season. But Reole is a chief, and soils not his hands with an old man’s blood.«


 »I would fain hope so,« said the governor, »but you must remain a prisoner until your innocence is proved. You had a grudge against the padre — you half quarrelled with him last night, and a few hours after he is found dead. Again I say you must remain my prisoner.«


 »My lord governor,« exclaimed Donna Xeres, warmly, »my life will answer for his. Reole is innocent.«


 The governor would have replied, but Reole spoke:


 »The voice of a red skin is forked always in the eyes of a pale face. I will go; I am innocent; but a pale face will not take an Indian’s word. They may kill me, lady, but not make me guilty. I shall be sorry, because then, instead of a noble grave, and a grand procession, the rolling music, and the thundering cannon, with a flag waving over my head, as a friend of the pale faces would be buried, I shall be wrapped in a robe, an old robe perhaps, and hoisted on a slender scaffold to the whistling winds, to be blown soon to the earth, when the wolves will eat my flesh, and my bones rattle on the plain. But, lady,« continued Reole, in his rich musical tones, »not death will make me other than I am—innocent.«


 With these words the young Indian warrior made a sudden and unexpected plunge towards the window, struck down the two sentries, and with one bound reached the lake. The astonished governor, regaining his presence of mind, turned to one of the boats which had accompanied him, and, attended by his soldiers, started in pursuit. But Reole was too quick for him, and in a moment was at the head of the bayou. The young chief lost to time in landing, when he was astounded find himself surrounded by the élite of his warriors. To fight was the last wish of the half-civilised Indian, but a volley from the boats left him no alternative. Posting men in the best position they could Occupy under the circumstances, he seized the arms offered him, and repelled the advancing enemy by a discharge of firearms which told with fatal effect. The contest ended for the night with these mutual acts of violence, and the governor retreated to the house of Donna Xeres, who remained a prey to the most intense anxiety. One glance at Reole had convinced her that he was innocent, and yet there was little doubt under the circumstances he would be without trial looked upon as guilty, especially as he now with his tribe was in arms against the whites. That night she slept not, and next day saw the soldiery depart to attack the Chitimachas village with feelings of the deepest anxiety and grief.


 To record the scene of that day's conflict is not my wish. Many as are the tales of extermination and slaughter which my acquaintance with Indian life and history have placed before me, the attack on the Chitimachas is perhaps one of the most awful. The Spanish and French soldiers were victorious, and had no mercy; and, like many another race, the Chitimachas became a people that were. A hundred and fifty souls, men, women, and children, went to the nappy hunting grounds of their people, and the governor called it a glorious victory. War is ever horrid in its features; but when it ends in the utter destruction of a people, it is an awful picture, such as f have too often had occasion to reflect on and contemplate. But the prisoners remained—Reole, and a warrior who had shielded him from death at the peril of his own life. Both were wounded, and were carried to the house where so much desolation was now a tenant.


 Donna Xeres, pale, broken-hearted, and weeping, received her wounded lover and his dying friend into her home. They were placed in the room which had witnessed so much happiness. The governor, still elated with his victory, was about to return to New Orleans, leaving the prisoners under a strong guard, when the Indian requested to be heard, and in a few moments the whole secret was explained. The dying man was a half-brother of Reole, and a most devoted and attached friend. Every night when the young man aid his visits to the fair widow, he followed and watched him, lest harm should accrue to the chief. He knew that the padre endeavoured to stand between Reole and his happiness, and, acting under a wrong impression, had committed the barbarous murder which had caused so much misery. The governor heard the explanation with ill-disguised uneasiness; and when the Indian explained that it was he who had placed the ambush at the mouth of the bayou, eagerly endeavoured to make his own peace with the young man. But Reole was too deeply engaged in ministering to his dying friend words of pardon not unmixed with blame. He felt most keenly the crime which the half-brother had committed, but he felt too that death was fast wiping away the very consciousness of the deed. With Reole chaunted a melancholy song of their nation, the devoted Indian died, and the chief stood before his mistress the Last of the Chitimachas.


 The governor had departed, and when again alone, the lovers once more renewed their vows. But Reole’s heart was sad, and he could not bear the thought of living amid those who had exterminated his race. According!y they were wed, the property of the fair donna was sold, and they sailed at an early period for Mexico, where hey became lost amidst the various races which inhabit that distracted country. Thus perished a harmless and quiet people, as many did before, and many will after. The progress of civilisation 1s mowing them down like grass. This perhaps is inevitable; it is the massacres that touch our hearts, and excite painful emotions. As we have said elsewhere, »the rock will stand firm, its insensate and useless heap will be to all eternity, but the joyous voices of those who may sojourn near will pass away, and their Pace shall know them no more; for alas! the dav is fast coming when the Indians of that vast ‘continent shall be a memory, the shadow of a name. Not one soul of the millions who have lived, and loved, and fought beneath the western sun, will remain a century hence: to mourn the fate of his fellows.«

  


 -THE END-
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