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 Between the spot tenanted by the great Mandan village on the Missouri, some years since, and that occupied by the Riccarees, is a stream of considerable volume, known as Cannon-ball River. This body of water, partaking of the general features which distinguish the tributaries of the Missouri, is slow, muddy, and deep, with high, and in general precipitous banks. Not far from its confluence with the above branch of the famed Mississippi, is a diminutive valley surrounded on all sides by low bushes, save where it faces the river. A few trees—cotton-wood and willow, for the most part-grow here and there around it, while its centre is a perfectly green and level lawn of young prairie grass. Illumined by the first ray of morning, which came quivering across the vast sublimity of endless plains stretching east and west to the frontiers of the states and the Rocky Mountains, it appeared, but for one circumstance, as still and lone as it probably did at the creation. Though the silence of the place was unbroken, twelve men were congregated in the open sward in the centre of the vale. A fire, composed of some half dozen smull sticks, the ends being kept carefully together, was in the centre of the group. The bodies of the men were naked, save the cloth round the middle, and their skins curiously bedaubed with red and white paint, as if to render themselves as hideous as possible. In their heads were stuck feathers, and the long unshorn locks sufficiently designated them as Indians, distinct from the races ordinarily met with on the frontiers and outlying military and commercial ports of the Americans. There was an exception to the general rule in the person of one who, evidently the chief of the party, had his appropriate mark of distinction in the shape of a head-dress, or mane of war-eagle quills and ermine, while the buffalo robe on which he sat, in common with his followers, was more richly ornamented. Behind each man, on the ground, lay the buffalo-hide shield, the short bow with its sinew strings, the well-supplied quiver, and the flat club or tomahawk, as well as the spear, so deadly in the hands of the North American Indian. The chiefs arms were staked in the ground within reach of his hand. Any one accustomed to the wilds, and who had looked upon them for an instant, would have had no hesitation in pronouncing them a war-party of the distinct and extraordinary tribe known by the name of Mandans. A personal friend of the race would have designated the head warrior, who sat in anxious thought, as Mah-to-toh-pa, the Four Bears, who, though second in command in the nation, was by far its most distinguished brave, and whose painted buffalo robe, with rude representations of his most famous warlike feats, was held in equal respect with the armorial bearings and achievements of any earl or duke amongst the civilised nations of the earth.


 After a brief pause the chief rose, and, assuming his arms, led the way towards the waters edge. All save one followed; and two canoes were drawn from their concealment in the bushes, into which the whole party, amid short questions and answers, entered, and took their way across the stream in the direction of the Riccaree village. The warrior who remained was the younger and favourite brother of Mah-to-toh-pa, whom a wound in the leg totally disabled for walking. On ordinary occasions, they would not have parted without affectionate words; but they were now on the war-path, when nought save the prosecution of their fierce designs of revenge and hatred could be permitted to enter into their thoughts, or, at all events, into the expression of them. The wounded warrior, a fine noble-looking young fellow, rose after some ten minutes, and standing upright, his wound rendering his motions slow, peered cautiously around in every direction. His glance was at first careless, and as if he looked about more from habit than from any necessity for caution which could exist; but suddenly his eye rested on something which chained his attention for a second—it was, however, but for a second—and then, as if he had seen nothing, he kept turning round in his gradual survey. On rising, he had resumed his bow; and scarcely had he been startled by the object which had interrupted the even tenor of his examination, when an arrow was on its flight in the direction of a cluster of bushes on the western side of the valley. Another arrow crossed it on its way, and entered the side of the Mandan warrior, two Riccarees appearing at the same moment from the place whence it had proceeded. The brother of Mah-to-toh-pa grasped his lance, though scarcely able to stand, and a grim smile of satisfaction crossed his visage as he saw one of the enemy fall lifeless outside the bush from the effect of his arrow. Next instant, each giving the fearful war-whoop of their respective tribes, the Mandan and remaining Riccaree were in close engagement. The contest was of short duration, the young Mandan warrior being mortally wounded by the arrow. The Riccaree very soon plunged his spear into the body of his enemy. To scalp both friend and foe—lest the locks of the former should fall into the hands of his detested enemies—was the work of an instant, when, mounting a fieet horse which lay concealed in the thicket, the victor bounded at a headlong pace across the plain, well knowing that the war-whoop would bring Mah-to-toh-pa and his band upon him.


 A few minutes sufficed to bring back the brother to the side of his relative, who, though death had almost overtaken him, detailed the occurrence, and called upon his friends for vengeance with his last breath. Mah-to-toh-pa, as soon as life had departed from his brother, drew forth the reeking spear, and carefully examined it, with an expression in which sorrow, fierce boiling revenge, and anxiety to discover the author of the deed, were strangely blended. The spear was of the tough mountain-ash, exquisitely rounded and carved; its long blade of polished steel was two-edged and jagged, and at intervals were attached, by way of ornament, tufts of war- -eagle plumes. That the young Mandan was not the first victim which had been slain with this instrument, was evident from various spots of blood carefully preserved upon it; and equally plain was it that so prized an article would not have been left, unless that the victor wished to make himself known. Mah-to-toh-pa felt the challenge thus expressed, and his burning wish to discover the owner was evident, in the fierce glance which he bent upon it. The warriors looked on for some time in silence, when, perceiving that their chief was at fault, an old brave, who had been some time a prisoner among the Riccarees, advanced, and laying his hand on the shoulder of Four Bears, uttered, in a deep guttural tone, one word of three syllables—Won-ga-tap!


 A loud shout burst from the party; and Mah-to-toh-pa, satisfied with this explanation, which marked a most celebrated Riccaree warrior as the murderer of his brother, sat down on his buffalo robe, while his companions proceeded to bury the brave according to the custom of the Mandan nation, a custom quite peculiar, and separate from those in use among the other tribes. Had they been near their own village, various strange and interesting ceremonies would have been practised; but in an enemys country, and with perhaps a fierce contest at hand, the mere letter of the traditional law was followed out—the rites being left for performance on their return to the wigwams “of the ereat Mandan village. His own buffalo robe, and that of several other warriors, was wrapped closely round the body, while another cut up into thongs, served to confine it tightly about his form, so as to exclude as much as possible the action of the air. Jour stakes, with forked summits, were then cut, about seven feet in height, and planted firmly in the ground. Two parallel poles were then placed upon the top by means of the forked summit, and willow rods laid across so as to form a platform. Upon this the body was placed, and by its side the spear, bow, arrows, pipe, and tobacco of the departed, with provisions for several days, were laid. A knife, flint, and steel, were further added to the store, which was to be used by the warrior in the happy hunting-grounds of his people, where once more the brave would hunt the buffalo, the elk, and even the enemies of his tribe. The body of the Riccaree, having been most inhumanly mutilated, was left a prey to the turkey-buzzards and prairie-wolves.


 The fact of the slayer of their companion being a mounted warrior, was instantly evident to the Mandans. Hence no pursuit had been attempted, but a scout despatched to follow his trail, and discover whither it led. The young Indian employed to execute this office now returned, and informed Mah-to-toh-pa that Won-ga-tap had crossed by the Cannon-ball ford, and was now doubtless half way on his journey to the Riccaree village. Mah-to-toh-pa immediately rose from his sitting posture, and turned his steps in the direction of the Mandan wigwams, where he and his party arrived after an interval of seven days. Great were the lamentations which now took place. The young wife of the deceased refused to be comforted, crying aloud for vengeance upon the murderer. Mah-to-toh-pa brandished the spear of Won-ga-tap aloft, and vowed that she should have revenge, and that speedily. Running through the village, he called upon his friends to aid him in his resolves.


 Several months, however, passed, during which certain engagements took place between the Mandans and Riccarees, generally with such results as to take all heart out of the former people. In vain did Mah-to-toh-pa strive to rouse the energies of his brethren, painting, in the most eloquent and glowing colours, the wrongs which the enemy had at various times inflicted on the Mandans; in yain did the widow of the young warrior call the young men squaws, and urge them to go forth and redeem themselves from the opprobrious epithet. They answered not, but sat moodily in the doorways of their large wigwams, smoking their pipes, and waiting for the Great Spirit to remove the cloud from before their eyes, in which case they declared themselves ready to proceed. Mah-to-toh-pa heard them with anger in his heart; and yet he at length declared that no open expedition could give him the opportunity for which he so ardently longed, seeing that Won-ga-tap, satisfied with the glory of having slain the brother of Mah-to-toh-pa, invariably went out since that day against the Blackfeet and Crows. A council was then called, and the warriors, after serious deliberation—that is, after smoking a most inordinate number of pipes—declared that war should be carried once more against the Riccarees after the green-corn feast. Mah-to-toh-pa yielded to the general feeling, though six months would elapse before the time specified would come round. Having, therefore, agreed to this, he rose and spoke, waving at the same time the fatal lance over his head: The heart of Mah-to-toh-pa is very sad; a cloud is before him. He looks round upon the wigwam tops, and his brother is not there; in the council-chamber, and he is not there. He sees the river, and his brother swims not in it; his tent is empty; the wife of his youth is alone. Only here (pointing to the bloody spots upon the lance) does Mah-to-toh-pa see his brother. Mah-to-toh-pa looks back many days, when he was a boy, and when no scalps hung in his wigwam; then he hunted, and his brother was with him; he danced, and he danced not alone. Mah-to-toh-pa and his brother were warriors. The Great Spirit called them to fight the Riccarees: they did so, and took many scalps. One day Four Bears left Little Bear in the fields; the sun was hot, and Little Bear lay down. A squaw shot him behind his back, and left his spear in him to show the deed. The spear is that of Won-ga-tap: he is a dog. No Mandan has seen his face; but Mah-to-toh-pa will see him. A loud murmur of applause saluted the speaker's ears; and then, saith his historian, he went on: Let every Mandan be silent, and let no one sound the name of Mah-to-toh-pa: let no one ask for him, nor where he has gone, until you hear him sound the war-cry in front of the village, when he will enter it, and show the blood of Won-ga-tap. The blade of this lance shall drink the heart's blood of Won-ga-tap, or Mah-to-toh-pa mingles his shadow with that of his brother.


 A silence deep as the grave followed this announcement; a whisper afar off might have been heard; and then, wild with excitement, the warriors rose as one man, and cried to Mah-to-toh-pa to lead them to the battle. The stern brave resolutely refused; showing, in his answering speech, the great chances of success offered by his own plan; and the Mandans were fain to be persuaded. A war-dance was proposed; but Four Bears declined the honour until his return, successful and revenged, should entitle him to it.


 Mah-to-toh-pa then turned his back on the councilhall, and walked towards the open prairie. In his hand was the fatal Riccaree lance, by his side his knife, his bow and quiver, which, with his pipe, tobacco-pouch, and a little bag of parched corn, constituted his whole apparel for the journey. The wives of Mah-to-toh-pa, four in number, saw him depart without a murmur: whatever might have been their feelings, they did not betray them. The widow of Little Bear, however, met Mah-to-toh-pa at his exit from the village, and begged him not to return without having sacrificed Won-ga-tap to the memory of her dear lord, since never could she know rest until this was done. Moreover, she had, she said, some notion of a second husband, though a new alliance was not to be thought of until Won-ga-tap was in the hunting-ground of all brave red-skins, where Little Bear would then deal with him on his own account. Mah-to-toh-pa listened with becoming gravity, and bowing his head in silence, sallied forth, and was soon lost to the sight of his companions, mingling, to all appearance, with the distant grassy bluffs.


 The Indian warrior, who knew his road well, travelled the whole of that day; not, however, without taking all those precautions which the deep cunning of his enemies rendered necessary. His way lay along the banks of the Missouri; and whenever, on walking up 2 hill, he reached the summit, he took care not to show himself until his keen eye had taken in every feature on the opposite slope, and in every direction, lest an enemy being secreted beyond, he might be fatally exposed, and his hopes of vengeance frustrated. Some hours after nightfall, the warrior halted, ate a handful of parched corn, lit his carefully-dried spunk, filled his pipe with an ample supply of kinnec-kinnec, and having smoked, laid his head on the ground, and was soon fast asleep beneath the clear canopy of a western sky. Ere the first gray of dawn had crept to the extreme verge of the eastern horizon, Mah-to-toh-pa was again stirring, spear in hand, and his eye glancing alternately in every direction. His mind was yet given up to those dark schemes of vengeance which had instigated him to attempt this long and perilous journey. For one warrior on foot, no path could have been chosen more exposed and dangerous, the banks of the Missouri being the continual hunting-ground of many tribes, which, like the Shiennes, Crows, and Sioux, were at deadly enmity with the Mandans. War-parties, too, were apt to camp upon its banks; but Mah-to-toh-pa trusted to the species of instinct which a life of constant doubt and difficulty engenders, to be able to avoid so unpleasant a vicinity, which could not fail to be made apparent to his practised senses by some indication, however trifling and minute.


 During three days Four Bears continued on his way without let or hindrance. By his side rolled the mighty wilderness of waters that percolates like a huge vein the vast expanse of the American desert. Green grassy mounds and knolls, battlements of pumice and basalt, high and precipitous bluffs, rocks of stupendous magnitude, a country altogether the most novel and extraordinary which man can conceive, was passed through, and Mah-to-toh-pa noticed it not. The time-worn banks of the great river, which, torn away by the action of the water, become daily more singular and picturesque, were to him a blank; so true is it, that when the passions are aroused for good or ill, inanimate nature becomes as nothing in the human mind. Mah-to-toh-pa had, during his journey, but one thought—to pass over the ground between the fortified village of the Mandans and the Riccarees in safety, and then, come what might, to wreak his vengeance on Won-ga-tap. It appeared, however, that his wishes were not easily to be fulfilled; for, just as the sun reached its full height on the fourth day, Mah-to-toh-pa caught sight of some object on the plain to his left, which caused him to sink into the grass in such a manner as still to command a view of the suspicious appearance, which was fast approaching in the direction of our hero. That what he saw was: herd of buffalo, and that their destination was a narrow gap in the bluff banks of the river, where ten thousand foot-marks proved how often it was used, was evident enough. But whether the infuriated animals were bounding along in obedience to a natural impulse, which, considering the season, was possible, or whether they were chased by a party of hunters, remained a matter of some doubt. In the former instance, a chance might occur for Mah-to-toh-pa to provide himself with fresh provisions; in the latter, considerable cireumspection would be required to prevent his being discovered. During the time that these thoughts were passing in his mind, the herd approached, and a vast body it was, led by ahuge bull of enormous size. As the last straggler seemed to tumble headlong down one of the rolling sides of the prairie, a party of mounted Indians dashed up a neighbouring hillock between the drove and the river, bent, Mah-to-toh-pa at once saw, upon turning a portion of the herd from their course. Upon the success of this manceuvre, the warrior felt, depended in a great measure his own fate, and accordingly it was watched with much interest. The Indians—Sioux and Shiennes—plunged desperately at the buffalo as soon as the greater portion were by, and succeeded in cutting off the retreat of some half dozen cows, in chase ot which they very shortly disappeared. To descend the hill, and plant himself close to the track which for ages, by some hereditary instinct, had been used by the migrating buffalo, was the work of a minute, and then Mah-to-toh-pa allowed the herd, in imitation of the hunting party, to pass him, until a fat little cow striking his fancy, one, two, three arrows were planted in her sides in less than as many instants. The rest of the herd rushed madly into the stream, and all reached the opposite side except a few, which, swept beneath the landing by the force of the current, and unable to climb the precipitous banks, were drowned. To kill the animal, and take some little portion of the meat, were rapid operations, and on went our hero once more until past nightfall, when, after a more hearty meal than usual, and an extra pipe to aid digestion, Mah-to-toh-pa went to sleep.


 Whether it was that the heavy meal of raw buffalo, after four days fasting on parched corn, did not agree with the warrior, or whether from some other cause, is not satisfactorily known, but the moon was shining brightly in the heavens when Mah-to-toh-pa awoke, some hours before his usual time. A slight noise caused him to turn his head on one side, and behold, a grizzly bear was devouring the rest of his prize within an inch or so of his head. Lying still, the namesake of this animal felt quite safe from his notice—' man lying down being medicine for grizzly bear; but our hero felt himself aggrieved, particularly as he felt that Bruin had been licking his face, and that most likely his war-paint was now anything but an ornament to his physiognomy. To overcome a bear, too, was considered a very glorious feat, none but those who had really killed one being allowed to wear a collar of his claws. Mah-to-toh-pa had several already, but twenty would be an agreeable addition to the expected scalp of Won-ga-tap. Next instant an arrow was sticking in the bear's side; and Bruin, enraged at so bad a return for his forbearance, rising on his hind legs, presented his breast to the chief as he advanced to the combat. Arrow after arrow sped on its way, and rendered the animal furious. His quiver quite exhausted, Mah-to-toh-pa closed with the beast, weakened by his wounds, and soon put an end to him. The skin, the claws, and a portion of the meat, were taken possession of, and. Mah-to-toh-pa, continuing on his way, arrived, after seven days, within sight of the Riccaree village.


 The interval between mid-day and sun-down was spent by Mah-to-toh-pa in a thicket within view of the wigwams. Here he deposited his bear-skin, his bow and arrows—in fact, all his arms, save the spear which had slain his brother, and which had led to the detection of the author of the deed. Scarcely did the twilight overshadow the earth, when the Mandan warrior arose, and walked straight towards the village. It was the hour at which most of the braves returned from the chase, preparatory to cating their evening meal. Mah-to-toh-pa had taken the precaution of painting himself as much like a Riccaree as possible, and in this manner, with steady mien and unfaltering gait, he mingled outside the tents with the throng of his mortal enemies, and entered the village in their company. To learn the position of Won-ga-tap's wigwam, to idle round it during the long evening, and calmly to demean himself while in this perilous crisis, became to the cunning Four Bears a matter of comparative ease; and when darkness com- pletely shrouded all, he stealthily concealed himself in i narrow gap between two tents, screened from sight by skins of newly-killed beasts thrown across poles to be cleaned in the morning. With his knife Mah-to-toh-pa cut a hole in the buffalo hide sufliciently large to enable him to see all that passed within, and then, his teeth clenched, his eyes fixed upon the narrow aperture, his ears sensitively alive to every sound, he sat awaiting the eagerly-desired opportunity for glutting his vengeance.


 Within the tent sat two children, while a woman, still young and comely, was standing by the fire preparing supper. Presently the skin at the entrance of the wigwam was raised, and the eyes of Mah-to-toh-pa glistened, and he ceased to breathe, as he recognised the form of Won-ga-tap. The famous Riccaree warrior advanced to the little fire, laid aside his lance, and seating himself without a word, intimated his readiness to partake of the evening meal. The young squaw immediately laid the platter before him, placed on it pemmican and marrow fat, adding a bowl of pudding made from the white apple, a delicious turnip of the prairie flavoured with buffalo berries, and a horn spoon of Indian manufacture. This done, the humble creature retreated from her masters side, and at a respectful distance stood awaiting his farther pleasure. Won-ga-tap, after glancing hastily at the door, repaid her attentions with a dignified smile of approbation, which she returned by a look of unbounded love and devotion, and then occupied herself, unconscious of the fierce retributory vengeance at hand, in placing the children in their accustomed position for the night. The warriors meal concluded, his wife followed his example, while he, loading his pipe with kinnec-kinnec, or red willow bark and tobacco, flavoured with a shaving of castor, prepared to smoke. Mah-to-toh-pa, it might be supposed, was moved at the sight of so much happiness and contentment. Not at all; his ideas flew back to the day when such scenes were in the wigwam of his favourite brother, whose scalp now hung before his eyes on the spear of the Riccaree, and Four Bears vowed vengeance in his heart. Raising his head from the contemplation of a scene on which he dwelt with an interest almost demoniacal, Mah-to-toh-pa listened to the sounds which were gradually decreasing within the camp. The voice of children was long since hushed; the warriors had all separated, and betaken themselves each to his lodge; the women were waiting on their lords; and if a step or a whispered conference was heard, it was that of some Indian maiden whom a lover was wooing under cover of the night. Presently even these sounds ceased, and the growl of the hungry dogs over a bone was all that could be distinguished. Mah-to-toh-pa then looked in upon the domestic scene within. The squaw had lain down on the luxurious pile of skins and furs which served herself and husband for a bed, and Won-ga-tap was taking his last whiff at the almost empty pipe: when, in fine, it gave forth no more smoke, the warrior turned and sought his couch.


 Up rose Mah-to-toh-pa on the instant, at first with the stealthy motion of a snake; and then, knowing well the universality of the custom which allows a hungry man to enter any wigwam at any hour, he stepped confidently across the threshold. The fire was nearly extinct; but it sent forth a glimmer sufficient to enable the Mandan to reach the pot containing the cooked meat, when he deliberately made up for the bad fare which he had submitted to during his Journey. Not a motion was made by the Riccaree, though his squaw whispered, in tones which caught the ear of Mah-to-toh-pa, Who is that man eating in the wigwam of Won-ga-tap?


 My brother is hungry no doubt, was the reply of the warrior.


 His meal ended, Four Bears took up the pouch, and filling the bowl, deliberately drew long whiffs from his enemys pipe, calculating all the time as to the best mode of effecting his purpose. The darkness was so great, as to render it impossible for Mah-to-toh-pa to distinguish any object in the wigwam; and besides, his back was towards his intended victim. Leaning back, as if to catch a moments rest, the Mandan appeared to stir the embers accidentally with his toes, by which manceuvre he succeeded in gaining a look at Won-ga- tap, whose dark piercing eye he saw was fixed curiously upon him.


 Is the man gone? inquired the wife.


 No; my brother is tired, and smokes. The buffalo meat was very hard; he wants to rest.


 The squaw appeared not to relish the insinuation against her cookery, for she pouted visibly; and Won-ga-tap, turning tochide her good-humouredly, received the fatal spear through his back.  Won-ga-tap goes to the happy hunting-ground where he sent the brother of Mah-to-toh-pa, whispered the Mandan warrior, while quietly taking the scalp of his victim. The poor squaw, who loved her husband tenderly, lay speechless with terror, affording time to Mah-to-toh-pa, who had caused the fire to blaze up, to take possession of both lances, the scalp of his brother, and that of the unfortunate Riccaree, who died at the first blow. At length, just as Mah-to-toh-pa was bounding through the doorway, she recovered her voice, and screamed with all the power of her lungs. The Mandan warrior turned upon her a look of scorn, and was about to plunge amid the mass of lodges, and endeavour to gain the outside of the camp, when his eye caught sight of one of the ornamental feathers of the spear hanging from the wound of his enemy. This being esteemed as medicine, Mah-to-toh-pa, despite the danger of delay, rushed back and secured it. The wife, infuriated at the sight of her dead husband, vainly strove to clutch the murderer, who, grasping his knife and the trophies of his victory, rushed forth into the village, now alive with warriors terrified and startled at the fearful cries. To thread the crowd as if in search of the cause of the uproar, was to Mah-to-toh-pa an easy matter; but, ere he had gained the thicket, the sound of his own name, re-echoed by a hundred voices, caused him to hurry on at double speed. Catching one of the hoppled horses which grazed round the village, awaiting the pleasure of their masters, he leapt upon it with his prizes, and plunged headlong over the prairie, followed by Riccarees, who had imitated his example. Luckily, Mah-to-toh-pa had selected a sturdy mustang, and as, without whip or spur, saddle or bridle, he hurried it over the plain, he experienced an excitement known only to those who, in the execution of some similar deed, have been surprised, and are running for their lives. Away dashed the Mandan, his bow bent ready for use, his spears lashed together, his arms all ready for the conflict. None, however, ensued. The night was tempestuous and dark, thunder rolled across the sky, and the Riccarees lost all trace of their hated foe. But as long as his beast could hold out, Mah-to-toh-pa sped on his way; and, after three days' hard riding, during which time he allowed little rest to himself or his steed, he arrived amid the deafening applause of his people at the upper Mandan village. Great were the rejoicings of that memorable day; dances were immediately begun, and carried on until a late hour: a feast was declared, and Mah-to-toh-pa was ever after held in high honour amid his people. Many were his warlike deeds, but none more celebrated than his surprise of the Riccaree.


 [The author has here done little more than give, in his own words, a celebrated record of the extraordinary Indian tribe of the Mandans. Those who seek more information concerning this strange people, should consult that enthusinstic and faithful historian of the North American aborigines, Mr Catlin.]


  


 -The End-
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