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 CHAPTER I.
  THE PRAIRIE.


»The old landlord of America«-as a quaint and humorous divine denominates the Prince of Darkness—in selecting this peculiar region for the exercise of his sovereignty, proved himself, at all events, possessed of a very considerable amount of taste. It is the cradle of magnificence and grandeur; in some places, to change the figure, the stupendous ruined temple, as it were, of some unknown and gigantic race of beings. Its illimitable and endless plains; its rivers running a course of thousands and thousands of miles, now slow, sullen, and dreamy-witness the Mississippi, now a raging and boiling torrent, that, like the Amazons, is scarce to be stemmed in its upward course; its vast and gloomy forests; its gigantic hills stretching in one continuous vein from north to south; its horrid gaps, dark and deep; its mines within the bowels of the yawning earth, are the salient and grand features in its varied landscape. But narrowing the limits of our survey, and confining ourselves to what may be taken in by one glance of the eye, the wayfarer who seeks the picturesque upon its continent, will find in few parts of the world scenery so sweetly poetical.


 On the upper waters of the great Missouri river, in those parts where the whoop of the Sioux, the Riccaree, and the Mandan, with the howl of the white wolf, alone make themselves heard, and at no very considerable distance from the famed Pipe-stone quarry of the Indians, the lone traveller happens on a region, which, in the extra ordinary scenic effects it presents, is unsurpassed, even upon this continent of wonders. Some portion of its varied sublimity and sweetness we must endeavour to portray, in order fully to elucidate the events of the remarkable Indian legend, which, gathered from hear-say in Texas, it is now our province to relate.


 On an evening in autumn some six years ago, the red sun still paling the high-risen moon, and shedding its dying glories over universal nature, suffusing one-half of the sky in blood-red tints, prepared to sink to rest; the heavens were clear and lovely; a few fleecy clouds, black in their position between the spectator and the dying luminary, seemed about to follow it in its descent. The dim crepuscular glimmer which lasts so brief a space in the western world, lighted up one spot, to which we must for awhile grant our undivided attention. It was a vast grassy plain, a gently undulating prairie, at some distance from the western bank of the great Missouri, stretching away on all sides in apparently boundless and unbroken vastness-monotonous, mighty, sublime. Like all that lacks limit, its effect on the mind is of those things truly indescribable. Its utter sameness was, however, occasionally destroyed by a belt of small trees, fringing the bank of certain creeks and rivulets, that, after flowing tortuous and slowly along cool and shady courses, found an exit in the great river, the volume of which they served to swell. To the east, on the very verge of the horizon, a slight elevation-a gradual rise, ending in a series of lofty mounds and hills, marked the bed of the Missouri, distant thirty miles.


 The centre of the scene was formed by a murmuring streamlet, which, slightly expanding in one particular spot, formed a diminutive lake, in which grew certain almost branchless trees, that forcibly called to mind the eastern palm, stunted in its taper height. A waving grass grew down to the water's edge, in which a solitary white heron, standing on one leg, tall and erect, seemed the guardian spirit of the spot, while some half-dozen deer were leisurely slaking their thirst in the still waters of this secluded pond. A stately buck, several fat and sleek does, with a little fawn, formed an interesting group. At the southern extremity of the lake, the stream was narrow, and skirted by lofty and stout trees, which, while they in places left a greensward between their gnarled roots and the edge of the creek, in all instances met over head, their arching boughs forming a canopy of verdure. Wandering grape, and other vines, in the full weight of autumnal richness, crept up the tree trunks, and, following the direction of the branches, met in the midst, twining, wreathing, and amorously interlacing; thus making a delicious natural arbour, in which the heavy bunches of the wild grape were conspicuous ornaments. It was truly an enchanting scene of sylvan loveliness-quiet, lonely, like the vast plain around, it seemed one of the bowers of a new Eden, and wanted but some fair Eve to be complete in its every feature.


 The crack of a rifle suddenly broke upon the hallowed stillness of the spot, as if some evil spirit, jealous of its retired gracefulness, had wrought sudden desolation. The heron, spreading its winnowing wings, flew lazily from his secret place, lopping and croaking in token of his displeasure; the deer pricked their ears, jumped high, and then scampered across the prairie, being in an instant lost to sight. Not all, however; for one, the fattest of the flock, lay for ever still, slain by the merciless bullet which flew from the engine of destruction that had alarmed the rest. An Indian, mounted on a small, but beautifully formed white horse, of quick, short stride, yet singularly powerful action, its nostrils breathing hot vapour, its black tail adorned with feathers, a lariette streaming from its neck, came coursing along the prairie. At the savage's back was a long lance that shook high in the air, a bow and quiver were beside it, while in his hand was poised a light rifle of elegant workmanship, profusely ornamented. Naked from the waist upwards, a girdle of leather, studded with porcupine quills and feathers, richly fringed leggings and mocassins, covered the lower part of his form, while his black tresses, decked with three eagles' plumes, waved, streamer-like, in the breeze, as he galloped madly up to the lake, and threw himself, apparently utterly exhausted, beside the deer. His wearied steed rushed to the water, and there drank with an eagerness which betokened long thirst.


 The Indian was young and handsome, tall and muscular withal, but appeared to have journeyed far that day. After a brief pause, he rose and proceeded to flay the deer-a delicate operation, which was per formed with all due care and nicety. He then advanced within the shelter of the natural arbour before described, and there hung up the meat. This done, he turned towards his horse, and uttering a hissing sound, the faithful animal came running towards him, and quietly suffered himself to be divested of its bridle and sheepskin saddle, as well as to be fastened by a long lariette to a tree, which gave it an ample range of food. The Indian then again betook himself to the green shelter of the vine-clad trees, and, lighting a fire, cooked certain slices of venison on the point of a sharpened stick. A hearty meal, washed down by a draught from the cool stream, having been followed by a pipe of kinnee-kinnee, the young warrior extinguished the tell-tale flames, and wrapping himself in the sheepskin that bad served for a saddle, was soon in a deep sleep. Darkness canopied the heavens, half illumined by the now triumphant moon, aided by the twinkle of myriad stars that spangled the ethereal vault.


 With the dawn of day the Indian rose, moved his steed to a fresh patch of grass, watered him, and then proceeded to cook his breakfast in a methodic and leisurely manner. This duty performed, he made no preparation for proceeding on his journey, but drawing forth his pipe, began again smoking. Hours passed, and the young warrior moved not, save to replenish his fire. At length, however, the sun rose high in the heavens, and appeared near its zenith, the Riccaree for such he was—then once more ate a hearty meal, which dispatched, he rose, and giving one long wistful look across the prairie, proceeded to saddle his horse. As he leaped upon the back of his neighing steed it was noon, and at that very instant a tall and gaunt savage, streaming at every pore, from his fearful exertion, wounded and bleeding, rushed through the thicket, leaped the dying embers, and stood by the younger warrior.


 »Wah!« exclaimed Eagle-plume, the Riccaree appellative. “ Quickeye is hungry: let him eat.«


 Quickeye snatched a huge lump of venison just as his horse, which he had abandoned on the other side of the thicket, came plunging into the lake, where it slaked its burning thirst. Quickeye greedily followed its example, and then mounting, signified that he was ready to proceed. Eagle-plume knew well that his follower—whom he had agreed to meet on this very spot some three weeks back—was pursued by the Sioux, both from his appearance and from his eagerness to be gone; he, therefore, made no inquiries, but leading the way, skirted the stream some short distance, and then, his eye fixed upon a particular mound, blue in the distance, struck right across the prairie. The grass was high, in some places towering above their heads as they rose in the saddle; pea-vines, and other creeping plants, too, impeding their progress, though the young warrior, mounted on his fresh and prancing steed, could have proceeded much more rapidly, but for his wounded comrade. Still, on they went, and had advanced above two miles ere Eagle-plume suffered his companion to narrate his adventures, in part from the fact of his assiduity in devouring the piece of venison which he had hastily snatched. Once or twice the wind, which blew keenly and directly in their rear, had brought the distant sound of pursuit upon its wings; but for some few minutes this had wholly ceased. Eagle-plume, however, kept his ears in continual play, and just as he was about to question the weary brave, a report like that of a thousand muskets, fired by a battalion at irregular intervals, reached him.


 The two Indians paused.


 The first half mile of their journey, after leaving the lake, had been through a »slash« of dry cane-brake, the reed being completely withered by the summer heat. It was thence the noise proceeded. The Sioux, it was evident, had fired the prairie in the hope of destroying the fugitives, and thus obtaining their scalps. A huge and dense volume of mingled black and white smoke rose in high cliffs against the heavens-a very thunder-cloud, curling, wreathing, rolling on nay, galloping over the ground with fearful rapidity. The flames, too, were plainly to be seen-swelling waves of liquid fire-bursting out at every instant in some fresh spot, and spreading, with a velocity truly appalling, both onward to the right and to the left. Report followed report, as the reeds crackled and caught the fire, while the sullen, wild, awful roar—the thunder-rumbling-of the vast rolling conflagration at times deadened every other sound. A lurid glow—a glare, as from the mouth of some tremendous volcano, caught the whole expanse of the heavens. On swept the blazing and devouring element, its vanguard of smoke and flying cinders already almost choking the paralysed fugitives.


 Neither spoke, but fetching both a long breath, away they rushed, tearing over the plain for dear life. Swift swept the fiery storm, belching forth its horrid blaze, rolling with its lightning glare, booming over the deep clad prairies, vomiting, as it were, columns of black vapour. Clouds upon clouds of smoke darkened the heavens; louder and louder grew the furious bellowing of this devastating fire-tempest-the awful roar of some mighty cataract of flame—and on sped the affrighted Indians. The very horses seemed to know their danger, straining as they did every nerve, and needing no whip or word of encouragement. Still the sweeping wind brought the fire-glow to their streaming haunches—the burning grass, wafted by the hurricane, fell thick around—the conflagration was gaining upon them. Eagle-plume, with his fresh steed, could easily, however, have made head; but not so with his companion, who, worn and fatigued, as was his horse, drove on doggedly, but at a pace by no means commensurate with the danger. The younger warrior sat his steed with stern eye, compressed lip, and a cheek glowing with exertion; but his hand restrained the animal's speed. He would not leave his wounded friend to the pitiless mercy of the furious flames.


 Suddenly Quickeye's horse stumbled and fell, just as the conflagration was within two hundred yards of the fugitives. Eagle-plume grasping the lariette, which secured his steed, leaped to the ground. The sight was awful. Close at hand were the rushing flames; above, a black, or, rather, grey, canopy of driving smoke, with a burning shower of grass, well-nigh choking the Riccaree as he faced it. The fire had almost divided a patch of stunted grass burning feebly in the midst. Here was a means of gaining a position in the rear of the burning monster; but the quick eye of the Indian caught a dim and hasty glance of certain shadowy figures, huge in the long vista of smoke, which he well knew were the murderous Sioux thirsting for his blood.


 Seizing his now almost helpless companion in his arms, Eagle-plume placed him before him on his horse, which, snorting and neighing beneath the double weight, plunged on. The other animal was quickly caught by the devastating element, and incapable of rising, was scorched to death. Quickeye neither groaned, nor uttered any sound, though his sufferings were truly awful. His bleeding wounds, irritated by the driving smoke and cinders, caused him to endure torments to be conceived but not described, while his weakness was greater every moment. Eagle-plume, to lighten his steed, cast away lance, bow, and, what he prized still more, a small barrel of powder, that had formed the object of his expedition, taking care, however, to draw the plug. A report, awful in its roar-a column of smoke more dense flame more lurid than ever, followed.


 Away, away went the gallant little steed, with exertions which were tremendous, and that, had not the wind lulled, would have been speedily terminated. A slight falling off in the breeze, however, shortly ensued; but with this falling off, the horse's power also proportionably decreased. There were yet many miles of country to be traversed, and night was coming on. Eagle-plume drove on, with the fire not a hundred feet in his rear, casting every moment a glance behind. Before, the scene had been grand; the sun went down, and it was magnificent-sublime! The western sky wore a colour like ochre, and what, during the day, had been but a dull flame, was now a long line of blazing grass, that illumined heaven and earth with a more dazzling radiance than that of the sun itself. Before, pitchy night reigned-behind, a lurid day. An awful canopy of clouds rolled on high, while, with evening, the deafening roar of the living tornado increased in loudness. The breeze, too, again rose—the young man felt the scorching flames thick upon his back-his horse stumbled at every step—the wind increased to a gale—the hideous conflagration rushed madly upon him; he felt himself within the power of the fire the smoke half choked him-his face and hands were singed-his horse plunged and reared, casting the helpless body of Quickeye from his back, and then, as if endued with new energy, rushed madly on. Eagle-plume groaned: it seemed that his hour was come. The blaze compassed him about; he felt sick, faint, dying, just as, leaping furiously, his steed brought him to a spot where the young warrior felt that the ground rose. With a wild cry of delight he urged his faithful beast a few yards further, and then fell senseless upon the bare summit of a bluff that offered not a blade of grass to the devouring maw of the fire.


 CHAPTER II.
 THE INDIAN WIGWAM.


 Many hours passed ere the bewildered young brave returned to consciousness, how many he could not tell, but when at length his mind in some measure recovered its tone, when his eyes were opened and he could look around him, the return to life was attended by pain so exquisite, that he again sank involuntarily into oblivion. It was, how ever, no deadly sensation of faintness, but a soft gentle trance which now overcame him. His wounds were painful, and yet to so slight a degree after the first moment, as to rather tingle with faint pleasure throes than acute suffering;


 »A dreamy, oblivious and delicious torpor
 Was creeping softly as the breathing of an infant; «


 and it required but little stretch of the imagination on the part of the young Ricarree, to induce the fancy that he was in the happy hunting grounds of his people. This conviction was presently heightened by the murmuring sound of a sweet voice singing low and close at hand, though the warbler was invisible; and Eagle-Plume sighed as a brave man would sigh at the consciousness of death, whispering to himself-.


 »I am gone to the green hunting-fields of my ancestors, my soul is with the Great Spirit.«


 With these thoughts he sank into a dreamy half slumber, in which his eyes fed on many sweet visions of the past, as the lay was warbled forth from the nightingale throat of the singer--


 »The doe flies swiftly from the hunter's dart,
 The eagle stoops beneath the lightning's glare,
 The wild horse snorts and gallops from the hunter,
 The maiden trembles at the voice she loves not.
 The doe finds peace beneath the brave's quick arrow,
 The eagle seeks shelter in his rocky eyrie,
 The mustang 'scapes fast flying o'er the plain,
 The maiden rests within the hated wigwam.«


 These lines, evidently an improvised recitation, were uttered so plaintively as to move deeply the heart of the bold Ricarree, and as the voice ceased, perfectly entranced, he moved slowly on his couch and spoke-.


 » Where sits the singing bird? Is it the spirit of the happy hunting grounds, or am I in the white man's paradise? «


 »A young hemlock was stricken by fire, the ash was bent by the wind, but there is life at its heart, it lives.«


 Eagle-Plume widely opened his eyes, as he heard these words, and saw plainly that he was within the walls of a most elegant and tasteful wigwam. It was small and completely lined with skins, the insides of which were painted of various colours, while wild honeysuckle, the feathers of several gay plumed birds, and other savage ornaments, were scattered over the slender wainscoting. One thing, however, stood alone within which cast all else into the shade, and this was a woman.


 Not more than sixteen, tall, slender, with well-turned and pro portioned limbs


 »Her years were new and tender as her heart.«


 Her ruddy complexion was clear, revealing the quick coursing of the tell-tale blood, as it galloped through her veins, while the quick heaving of her rounded bosom and the kindling of her eye told of deep emotion.


 Curiously gazed Eagle-Plume upon her, scarcely daring to believe that aught so fair and lovely could be of earth, and yet fervently hoping, that if he were still a denizen of the world, this gentle being should prove to be as little heavenly as himself. Gradually he learned the truth. Some ten days previous to that on which he had woke to consciousness, Neaoma, the White Tulip, was wandering alone near the brink of one of the huge cliffs which raise their crests above the Mississippi, when she perceived far on the plain a warrior flying before the ruthless prairie fire. All a woman's sympathies were instantly roused, despite the severe lessons of the green American desert, and she stood upon the barren summit of the rock watching the Indian's flight. Swift as an arrow he flew before the spirit of fire, whose bow was in the clouds, the avenging flames galloped madly and swiftly in the rear. The brave tottered, he was within a hundred yards of the spot where the fair girl stood, a dense cloud of vapour concealed him from her sight. Next minute he fell senseless and his horse dead at her feet. With infinite presence of mind the girl flew to the camp, from which a dozen warriors issued in search of the bruised and wounded stranger, in fact, of an enemy. Indian hospitality, however, was here tested, and the sacred feeling triumphed over all.


 It was with feelings of deep gratitude that Eagle-Plume heard this narrative. His illness had temporarily tamed the savage fires of war and rapine in his bosom, leaving ample room for more gentle emotions. It is therefore scarcely necessary to relate, how from gratitude sprang feelings of a warmer nature, until at length the young Ricarree was seriously in love.


 All this happened not in an hour, nor even in a day, for weeks passed ere the gallant young brave was even partially recovered from the terrible burns which covered his body. At length however he rose from his couch, and then only did his nurse retire from attendance on him. So deeply smitten was the young Indian, that he would gladly have feigned illness longer, in order to enjoy the luxury of being tended by so fair a being, but the sterner feelings of a warrior, and a sense of the ridicule which would be showered on him did his emotions transpire, restrained Eagle-Plume from giving way to so womanly an impulse.


 The camp of the branch of Sioux on which our young brave had happened, was situate near the summit of a bold and projecting rock rising about seven hundred feet above the beautiful waters of the lake, known as the Prairie du Chien. This lovely oasis of waters is perhaps one of the beauty-spots of the American wilderness. Far up the wild Mississippi, amid towering bluffs, each of which forms a sublime subject for meditation in its startling grandeur, while the eye every moment finds new matter for admiration—its pebbly beach is strewed with agates, cornelians, jaspers, and porphyry, while from the very edge of the water, in places, rise mounds clothed in a deep green coat of verdure—this lake is the gem of the surrounding deserts.


 At the summit, we have said, of one of the above-mentioned bluffs stood the Indian camp, through the many hundred scattered tents of which our hero wandered on the first day of his convalescence. Nearing the centre, where the tents of the old warriors were ranged in crescent order round a green plot of grass, Eagle-Plume remarked an unusual commotion, besides noticing the presence of many strangely apparelled warriors, whom, at a glance, the Ricarree recognized as his hereditary enemies, the Mandans.


 Gliding amid the throng, Eagle-Plume carelessly inquired if peace had been proclaimed between the two tribes. The question was ad dressed to a grizzly old warrior.


 »The young chief of the Mandans wears a petticoat, he is tired of seeing blood, and asks a squaw of the Sioux. «


 »And will my brothers give one of their daughters to the son of an enemy? «


 »Tu-tu-a, the great Sioux brave, has said it, and the young men applaud his words.«


 »And what fair Sioux flower will wither in the wigwams of the Mandans? «


 »Neaoma, the White Tulip.«


 »It is good«, replied the Ricarree, without moving a muscle, as he wrapped his blanket round him and glided from the still increasing throng. Once alone amid the now deserted tents, he walked erect, no thunder-cloud was ever darker than his frown, a new life seemed in fused into his system, something of his old vigour seemed to rush back to his frame, as he muttered—»The White Tulip shall mate with the Eagle, or the Eagle will leave his bones on the banks of the Soft Lake« ( Prairie du Chien ).


 The young chief spoke boldly and resolutely, and as he seemed to clench his tomahawk, the frown passed away, and a smile settled on his countenance. As yet, however, he was ignorant of a very important circumstance.


 Was the heart of the fair Neaoma free?


 CHAPTER III.
 THE LEAP.


 It was some short time after sun-rise, the morning's dew lay heavy on the grass, while the feathered choristers, which throng the groves of the American wilds, were pouring forth rich music, that the Sioux tribe in full force marched out upon the table surface of the rock overlooking Lake Pepin. The grim warriors were painted in the most elaborate manner, while their long spears, their short fusils, and gaily apparel-ed shields, looked bright and resplendent in the morning air. Their small horses, with long tails whisking restlessly, pranced and showed their anxiety to be on the move, their practised senses for once deceiving them. Despite the warlike appearance of the tribe, it was no bloody foray which was on foot, but the giving away of Neaoma in marriage to the young brave of the Mandans.


 A knot of twenty warriors of the latter tribe were ranged to the left, in all the brilliance of their native costume. A rich tunic, formed from two mountain sheep or deer skins, profusely ornamented with scalp locks, beads, and ermine, fell half way over the form, while from be. neath appeared leggings of the same material, tightly fitting the leg, embroidered with porcupine quills, and fringed with the horrid ornament of scalp-locks. Buckskin mocassins, tastefully ornamented with porcupine quills, covered their feet, while a robe of buffalo's hide, worn in the fashion of a short Spanish cloak, was slung over one shoulder and under the other. Their head dresses were striking and remarkable; some had eagle plumes, or raven quills, with ermine, others wore horns curiously fastened to a slight mat of ermine skins and tails.


 The young chief, however, was simply attired, and stood leaning on a handsome rifle, surveying with complacency the rich display of presents which were to be exchanged for Neaoma, or glancing his eye down the dizzy height of the rock, and gazing on the still waters of the lake below. The cliff was nearly perpendicular.


 The lake stretched away to some considerable distance, until it be came blended with the celebrated Prairie du Chien, the river wending its way above and below, in all the stately grandeur of a great stream.


 A solitary canoe lay near the foot of the rock, motionless, and apparently unguided by any mortal hand, though what preserved it in its position was a mystery. The Mandan warrior several times fixed his eyes upon it, but interests of a more absorbing nature prevented its exciting any womanly curiosity within his breast.


 The presents consisted of the usual savage valuables. Twelve hand some black horses, a pile of skins and furs which would have made the fortune of a speculator, two guns and a canister of powder, was the price which the Mandan chief had resolved to pay for the fairest maiden of the Sioux tribe.


 The grim Sioux warriors ranged themselves in a half crescent, in the midst of which stood Neaoma and her father. The maiden wore a tunic reaching to her knees, and deer-skin leggings, while her long black hair hung in plaits over her shoulders.


 Her expression was that of calm resignation to a bitter fate, while now and then a smile of scorn illumined her dusky features.


 The Mandan chief now advanced, and gracefully raising his arm, stood a model for a statuary before the maiden's father. He suffered one glance of admiration to rest, half involuntarily, upon the girl, and then spoke.


 »Romanichin, the big wave, is the chief of his tribe; his hand is strong, his eye keen, his shot sure. Hundreds of grizzly bears have fallen beneath his arrows, the deer tremble at his name. His wigwam is warm and his board is plentiful. Four squaws already occupy his house, for a rich man should be the father of many warriors. But the heart of Romanichin is not yet full, and Neaoma is fair in his sight. Let her come, she shall be the first of his squaws. «


 The old warrior replied:


 »Romanichin speaks well: what he says is good. The Mandans and Sioux have long been enemies, let them now be brethren; let the hatchet be buried, and peace be between them. Yes! Neaoma shall be the squaw of Romanichin, and Romanichin shall be honoured among the Sioux.«


 Neaoma here stood erect, her eyes flashing, her nostrils dilated, her arm raised menacingly to heaven; her attitude, her air, was that of the Grecian Pythoness, cursing some unfortunate unblessed by the immortal gods.


 »No! Neaoma is no slave, no Comanche dog, to be handed over to the enemies of her people, like a strayed mustang. Neaoma is free, she is the daughter of a Sioux chief, and never will mate with a Mandan cur. Go!« said she, addressing the astounded young warrior, “ Go! and tell your squaws that the Sioux girls are men, that they hear a little singing bird in the woods, whose voice is sweet, and that death is better than life in the wigwam of an enemy. «


 With these words she bounded like a stricken deer from amid the throng, and in one minute stood upon the very edge of the precipice.


 Astonishment, rage, fury, had hitherto kept all the spectators silent. The Mandan had never moved a muscle, but the burning colour that overspread his dark cheeks told his boiling passion. The father stood speechless, transfixed with surprise and horror.


 »Farewell, adieu, my father, my people; I go to the dark waters of death and sleep.«


 Naomi at these words plunged headlong over the precipice.


 The whole concourse of men stood next moment on the edge of the cliff.


 The rock went sheer down perpendicular some hundred feet to the very edge of the water, which was profoundly deep at that particular spot. Romanichin and the father were side by side as Neaoma struck the water and disappeared. At that instant a warrior rose in the solitary canoe, and, with one vigorous stroke of his paddle, sent his little bark to where the girl's body came up lifeless, to all appearance, on the surface.


 To catch her in his arms, to raise her in the boat, was the work of an instant, and then, no mother ever bent over her child as did that stern warrior to listen for the signs which spoke of life or death. His actions were clearly understood above, and a silence deep as that of the grave prevailed amid the whole band. Romanichin and the father clutched one another convulsively.


 »Ugh! good!« at length exclaimed Eagle-Plume, as he wrapped his buffalo robe round the reviving girl. The words were distinctly heard above, and all breathed more freely. Their rejoicing was of short duration.


 The young suitor and the father fully expected the Ricarree to bear the girl to the usual landing about a mile below, but when they saw him urge his canoe in the opposite direction, the truth flashed with lightning speed upon them, and yells like that of a hundred demons let loose burst from their savage throats. Finding himself discovered, Eagle Plume waved his rifle triumphantly over his head, and then urged his canoe with the utmost rapidity over the still waters of the lake.


 Pursuit was vain, and the rage of the discomfited Sioux and Mandans can be better imagined than expressed, while the felicity and joy of the lovers would be equally a work of supererogation to detail.


 Every traveller who finds himself within the influence of the magnificent and sublime scenery of these wilds, must shudder with horror as he gazes upon the stupendous height of rock, known as the Lover's Leap. Pike's Tent raises its vast cone beside it; »La Montaigne qui tromps à l'eau« sweeps upwards its lovely green slopes, the delicious surface of Pepin's Lake charms the eye with its picturesque and romantic scenery, but to him whose heart is not blunted to native feeling, and kindly sympathies, the principal object of interest on the borders of the Prairie du Chien will be »the Lover's Leap.«
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