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  Near the confluence of the Wisconsin with the great father of American rivers, and at no great distance from the Painted Rock and Fox village on Turkey river, the French, in 1783, formed a settlement, and, from a family of Reynard Indians known as the »Dogs«, called it the village of Prairie du Chien. In the present day, the place is famous as a station for the voyager on the Mississippi; but at the date of which we write, it was a distant and little-frequented outpost, in the very heart of the Indian country. The prairie on which the village is built is bounded in the rear by high bald hills, at the foot of which then dwelt a band of Reynard or Fox Indians. The principal settlers in the Prairie du Chien were the Giards, the Antayas, and the Dubuques, while the post was commanded by a middle-aged officer, by name Joseph Rienville. This Joseph Rienville had recently heard of the arrival of his wife and only child at Natchez, whence they were every day expected by a boat which made periodical journeys to the young settlement.


  It was early dawn, and Captain Rienville, with a rifle on his shoulder, left the village, accompanied only by two favourite dogs, with a view, it appeared, of hunting in the neighbouring forest. His object, however, was very different; it was one which for some time he had had at heart, and which the approaching arrival of his family made him still more anxious than ever to carry out. About half a mile from the village, commodiously situated on the borders of a limpid rivulet, and surrounded on three sides by the sycamore, cedar, and pine, was a lovely prairie, that sloped down in a gentle declivity to the water's edge. It was truly an exquisite spot, and one which the eye of any lover of nature would have immediately selected as suitable for a residence. Its soil, too, was most fertile, as the luxuriant and rank vegetation, the bursting and odorous flowers, abundantly testified. On this spot Rienville had set his heart, and had long been determined to build a house thereon, and to turn its natural meadows into productive fields. The stumbling-block which had ever stood in his path had been the presence of a small band of friendly Indians, whose wigwams gracefully dotted the surface, commanded by the renowned Raven of the Reynards, a young chief, whose valour and energy had raised him from a simple brave to the command of a select band of warriors. After a walk, during which the captain turned over in his mind every conceivable mode of obtaining possession, without coming to any satisfactory conclusion, save that force might be necessary, a sudden bend in the trail brought him in full view of the Indian hamlet.


  Within twenty yards of the forest stood a wigwam of somewhat stately proportions, in front of which a group at once attracted the captain's attention. Near to him, leaning on a musket, was the erect form of the Raven of the Reynards. About thirty, his proportions, gracefully set off by his scanty dress, were singularly perfect. His limbs were round, and seemingly full of vigour and agility. A string of black bears’ claws was round his neck, a shaggy cloak from the same animal covered his shoulders, while a tunic and moccasins of deer-skin completed his attire. His face was striking, though high cheek-bones, and a low retreating fore head, rendered it less attractive than it otherwise might have been. On a huge felled tree near at hand, his back turned to the captain, and engaged in conversation with an Indian lad, was a white man. Bustling in and out of the tent was a young squaw, the Petit Gris of the Reynards, and wife to the Raven.


  Advancing a few steps, the captain addressed the Indian chief in friendly tones; and, without touching on the topic which he had principally at heart, spoke of the probable arrival of his family, of the excellence of the hunting season, and various other matters, to which the chief politely responded. At length, emboldened by the Reynard’s quiet and unassuming manner, he said, rather more loudly than he had hitherto spoken, »Well, Raven, I am sorry to make you move on so short a notice, but I intend building on this prairie, and starting a farm; so, if you would provide yourself with a fresh camp as soon as possible, I shall be obliged.« Without moving a muscle, and appearing not to understand, the Indian chief grunted out an expressive »Ugh!« Captain Rienville then more plainly expressed his meaning. »The Raven, as soon as he fully comprehended what the other meant, allowed a slightly sarcastic smile to play over his features, and then added he was sorry to disoblige his great scalped father (Rienville was bald), but the camp was good, and he was not at all inclined for a change, »The Frenchman's face flushed as he made answer—‘ But, Indian, I tell you that it must be, and that I will hearken to none of your excuses. I require the land, and have it I must.«


  A gleam of nearly ferocious meaning lighted up the eyes of the Reynard, and, standing erect, he said, »Let my father bring his warriors, and try to take the wigwams of the Raven.«


  »But, Captain Rienville«, said the white man, who had hitherto been a silent auditor, »do you intend to offer the chief no compensation for depriving him of this beautiful location?«


  »Antoine Giard«, replied the irate soldier, »I tell you land is to be found everywhere in the forest, and the Indian must find another camp.«


  »Not while I have a voice and a right arm«, replied the young Frenchman rising. »I will not stand by and see an act of such gross injustice perpetrated.«


  »And you talk to me this way, Antoine, do you?« exclaimed the captain, approaching him, and speaking low. »They say you aspire to my daughter's hand; another such word, and she is lost to you for ever.«


  »Captain Rienville«, said the youth, flushing crimson, and also speaking low, »I love your daughter, and she returns my affection, but never will I purchase your favour by countenancing oppression and cruclty. Pray, give the chief, who is my friend, some worthy compensation, and I will engage to talk him over.«


  »Never!« cried the soldier. »The land I will have, if I exterminate the Raven and his gang.«


  »White man better go home«, said the Raven quietly, »or perhaps Indian gun go off of itself.” The captain started, and at once moderated his tone, while Antoine Giard, after a brief colloquy with the Indian, who received his words coldly, took his future father-in-law by the arm, and led him away from a place in which might have proved somewhat dangerous for him to remain.


  No sooner were the two white men out of sight, than the Raven summoned one of his principal followers, with whom he held a conference on the measures to be taken to prevent the contingency threatened by Rienville. The Indian was an old, ugly, but experienced warrior, who had been engaged in many contests with the French, that had left no very pleasant recollections behind. He was, therefore, too ready to propose that the village of Prairie du Chien should be attacked, and every one exterminated. »The Raven for some time listened to his insidious councils with repugnance; but the artful old man brought to bear all his savage eloquence, magnified affronts, exaggerated neglects, painted the loss of their camp in glowing language, and wounded the pride of his chief as much as possible. At length up rose the Raven, and from his lips went forth the mandate that all the French should perish. This decided on, he gave rapid orders, sent couriers to summon assistance from neighbouring tribes, and acted altogether with a vigour and rapidity which was only equalled by the animation with which his directions were obeyed. As soon as everything was in train, the warrior turned to his wigwam, where the young and tawny beauty who called him lord awaited his coming. The Raven informed his wife that the hatchet had been dug up, and the warpath was about to be followed; and that from that hour he was to devote himself to the destruction of the whites. He bade her, with the other women and the old men, retire to the hills, whither he would soon come, decked with the rich trophies of victory. »There was an elation in his tones, assumed to conceal his sorrow at their parting; but his feelings were not hid from the keen eye of affection, and the Petit Gris was happy, for she knew that her husband loved her. They parted. The chief took his way alone along the trail leading to the village, and his squaw busied herself, aided by two Apache slaves, in taking down the tent, and in making other preparations for departure.


  Not many minutes had the Raven trod the beaten trail, when he heard, behind and before him, the heavy tramp of armed men. His sharp and keen ear detected that a party had reached his wigwams by a lower path, while another was advancing along the one he was himself following. To dart into the forest and conceal himself, to take up a position within a few yards of the road, was the work of an instant—the next, Captain Rienville appeared with some twenty followers, and accompanied by Antoine Giard, who lingered behind, as if disgusted with their errand, and yet anxious, by his presence, to check any excess. The leader headed his men with a sternness which foreboded no good, and crying to them to advance, quickly left Antoine alone in sight. He, too, was about to proceed, when the croaking of an antiquated raven made him pause, and next minute the Reynard and he stood side by side. The young French -man rapidly explained that Rienville had decided on at once attacking the wigwams, and thus deciding the disputed point.


  »Ugh!« said the Raven; »he will find squaws; with them he will be very brave.«


  »And your young men?« inquired Antoine.


  »Some are gone to call more warriors to defend my wigwams, some to take the boats in which are the scalped chief’s women!«


  »Heaven forbid!« cried Giard, turning pale; »surely they will not hurt the women?«


  »They have warriors in the boats, and my young men will fight; they will not see, when they fire, if they be men or women.«


  »Raven of the Reynards«, exclaimed the young man with an earnestness and solemnity which riveted the chief's attention, »in these boats is more than my life. One holds Marie Rienville, whom I love, and have loved long. We are friends; if she dies I hate you, and you are my enemy forever. I shall turn wolf, and neither you nor yours would I spare in my anger.«


  »Ugh?« said the Indian, deeply moved; »go and see that the Petit Gris is not hurt, and the girl shall be saved.« With these words the Raven of the Reynards plunged into the forest, while Antoine Giard hurried to the scene of conflict.


  Every wigwam was in flames, several of the old men and women were wounded, while two or three surrounded the Petit Gris, on whom Captain Rienville, as the wife of the Raven, was about to wreak his disappointment and revenge. To what extreme his violent feelings might have carried him can never be known, for just as he was about to give forth his orders, Antoine rushed forward, struck down the arms of those who held her, and cried, »Hold, madman; your own wife and child, and those of many around, are in the hands of the Raven!« »The captain and several of the armed colonists actually tottered with dismay, while to all rushed the fearful picture of what the retribution of the Indians might be. »They had attacked and destroyed a peaceful settlement, had shot and wounded old men and women, and now the boats which bore long absent families to their new home, and to their husbands and fathers, were in the hands of the man whom they had made an enemy. Captain Rienville stood like a convicted criminal awaiting sentence of death. He now saw, by reflection, the full enormity of his conduct, and, overwhelmed with shame and grief, requested Giard to explain. »The young man did so, and proposed that the picked youth of the party should at once embark and go to the relief of the boats Rienville, who made no effort to command, acquiesced, and the Indians were immediately, under an escort, marched to the village of Prairie du Chien. Antoine then, with a gallant band, embarked on the river, and, aided by the current, made rapid progress downwards, Antoine was not without hope that he might meet with the boats ere the Indians by land could reach them, and accordingly urged his willing oarsmen to the utmost. About three hours after sundown, however, they halted, and took a brief repose, but at the first glimpse of dawn prepared again to start. Just as the first stroke of the oars was given, a boat turned the corner of a bend and came in sight, as if hurrying for the life of its crew. They waited with intense anxiety the appearance of the second, its companion. There was, however, but one. Antoine felt a deadly sickness overcome him, as he saw that the one in view contained but men. As the rescue approached, the young men gave forth a loud cheer, but no answer came from the fugitives, who came alongside, pale, downcast, and with averted looks. They had been attacked on the previous evening, the second boat being close in-shore. At the first volley, its passengers, principally women, had risen in alarm, and in an instant it upset. They saw no more, being too much occupied in fighting their way up, and in preserving their own lives. »They were, however, quite sure that the whole had perished by the hands of the Indians, or by the waters of the river. Crushed by a sudden weight of sorrow, Antoine gave orders for the party to return, and bear the sad news to the settlement.


  It was late in the evening ere they reached the landing of Prairie du Chien. It was a lovely spot, shaded on each side by trees, a space having been cleared in order to reach the water. Drawing the boats up close in-shore, the melancholy band turned their steps towards the village, when, suddenly springing from his leafy concealment, an Indian, unarmed, and in sombre guise, stood before them—it was the Raven! Advancing towards Antoine, he laid his hand heavily on his shoulder, and said, »The waters of the father of rivers sigh over the grave of the white girl; she is drowned, but the Raven of the Reynards caused her death; he is here to give his life to his friend!« Struck by this infallible proof of the warrior’s grief at what he had done, the young man would have bid him fly; but it was too late; the men sternly closed around him, and bore him captive to the presence of Rienville.


  The captain, who expected evil news, heard the detail of the events with savage composure; and when they had told all, smiled a bitter smile, exclaiming, »Ay, ay, he shall die fast enough, but not now; he shall have time to think over it. At early dawn he shall die, and with him his squaw: he has robbed me of wife and child—I will have no mercy on him.« The Indian for all reply gave a disdainful smile, and followed his guards to the hut provided for his reception. His wife, who had mingled with the crowd on his arrival, and who had heard all, was nowhere to be found. The Raven, when he heard this, bowed his head; for she, whom alone he wished to see in his last hours, had deserted and left him. A moody and miserable man, he seated himself on a log, stern and cold to all outward seeming, but inwardly grieving to the heart; for it is in sorrow and in danger that, most of all, we covet the affection and companionship of one who, like a beloved wife, is more unto us than ourselves. The night passed, and the morning came—the morning on which the French commandant had sentenced him to suffer the death of a murderer—and the Raven of the Reynards appeared at his wigwam door, erect, firm, collected, as if he had ended with the world.


  Before, however, any preparations could be made, before Antoine, half broken-hearted as he was, could commence his intended pleading for the Indian’s life, there rose from the forest a wailing cry, half of joy, half of anguish, and next minute the tawny Petit Gris came forth upon the prairie, half-carrying, half-dragging a female form. With garments saturated with mud and wet, with bare feet, with hair dishevelled and entangled, and her clothes torn to tatters, while her face, wan and begrimed, could scarcely be recognised, Marie Rienville stood before her father and lover, who received her fainting form in his arms.


  »My child!« cried the captain, deeply moved; »she is saved; but ot my wife!«


  »Squaw saved too!« said the Petit Gris hurriedly, lest the fact that his daughter alone was saved might not suffice to extricate her husband from the position into which, from friendly feeling to Antoine, he had voluntarily brought himself.


  The fact was, that when the boat upset, the Indians had been so busily engaged in saving the men, in order to secure the usual terrible and disgusting trophy, that they had not at first noticed the escape of most of the women, who had fallen in shallow water. When they would have turned to look for them, it was evening, and not one woman was in sight; and the Raven, out of breath, and terrible in his anger, stood upon the bank. Fearing to be blamed for not capturing all, the Indians represented the women as drowned, utterly unaware of the true state of their chief's feelings, When, however, the Raven of the Reynards was condemned to death, his young wife, persuaded that some might have escaped, had slipped away in the confusion, and hurrying towards the late scene of conflict, had fortunately met with the party of women, foot-sore and weary, making their way towards the Prairie du Chien.


  For what was passed there was no remedy. Captain Rienville, sobered by his reverses, agreed, at the earnest request of Antoine Giard, to conclude a solemn treaty of peace with the Raven of the Reynards, with a promise that he should never be molested in his location. This done, the Raven retreated to his home, which, with wonderful forbearance for an Indian, he reconstructed without a murmur. It was long before Marie, or indeed any of the women, recovered from the scene of the boat. The volley of the Indians, the leaping forth of hideously-painted warriors, the plunge into the river, the scrambling for shore, the night in the woods, wandering they knew not whither, in constant fear of being overtaken, were things not soon to be erased from their memories. At the end, however, of about six months, Antoine Giard persuaded Marie that she was as healthy, as lovely, and as charming as ever she had been in her life—indeed he rather thought more so; and that, accordingly, no better opportunity could offer for to make him happy. Marie suggested, that as she was so well as she was, she knew not why she should change; but ended by naming a day. They were married, and at their wedding were present the Indian and his wife. It was a merry wedding, and many and varied were the gifts of the friends around to the happy couple. In the afternoon, sports and pastimes were commenced, and the spot chosen was the Indian camp. Thither, then, hurried the whole village, while the captain, his family, and the new-imarried people followed. The plain was deserted; not a wigwam was to be seen; the Foxes had sought another home; and the long-cherished wish of Rienville was accomplished. What he had failed to obtain by violence and in enmity, had come to his daughter under the gentle influence of friendship. It was the wedding gift of the RAVEN OF THE REYNARDS.


   


  -THE END-
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