
NOTES ON AMERICA.

I were
>r them
loune-

, called

•r the last fatal combat fonght there, which was
with pistols, breast to breast. Both combatants

fell dead upon the growid ; and possibly some
rational people may think of them, as of the

gloomy madmen on the Monks' Mound, that

ley were no great loss to the community.

CHAPTER XIV.

BSTCRN
FROM

TO CINCINNATI.
THAT CITT TO

A STAQE-COACB RIDB
COLDBIBUS, ANDTHENCK

TO SANDUSKT. 80, BT LAKE ERIE, TO THE
FALLS OF NIAOARA.

As I had a desire to travel through the interior

of the state of Ohio, and to " strike the lakes," as
the phrase is, at a small town called Sandusky,
to wnich that route would conduct us on our way
to Niagara, we had to return from St. Louis by
the way we had come, and to retrace our former
track as far as Cincinnati.

The day on which we were to take leave of
St. Louis being very fine ; and the steamboat,

which was to nave started I don't know how
early in the morning, postponing, for the third or
fourth time, her departure until the afternoon

;

we rode forward to an old French village on the

river, called properly Carondelet, and nicknamed
Vide Poche, and an'anged that the packet should
call for us there.

The place consisted of a few poor cottages,

and two or three public-houses; the state of
whose larders certainly seemed to justify the

second designation of the village, for there was
nothing to eat in any of them. At length, how-
ever, by going back some half mile or so, we
found a solitary house where ham and coffee

were procurable ; and there we tarried to await
the advent of the boat, which would come in-

sight from the green beiore the door, a long way
of.

It was a neat, unpretending village tavern,

and we took our repast in a quaint little room
with a bed in it, decorated with some old oil

paintings, which in their time had probably done
duty in a Catholic chapel or monastery. The
fare was very good, and served with great clean-

liness. The house was kept bv a characteristic

old couple, with whom we had a long talk, and
who were perhaps a very good sample of that

Idnd of people in the West
The landlord was a dry, tough, hard-faced old

fellow (not so very old either, for he was but just
turned sixty, I should think), who had been out
with the militia in the last war with Elngland,

and had seen all kinds of service—except a bat-

tle; and he had been very near seeing that, he
added ; very near. He had all his life been rest-

less and locomotive, with an irresistible desire

of change; and was still the son of his old self;

for if he had nothing to keep him at home, he
said (slightly jerking his hat and his thumb to-

wards the window of the room in which the old

lady sat, as we stood talking in front of the

house) he would clean up his musket, and be off

to Texas to-morrow morning. He was one of
the very many descendants of Cain proper to

this continent, who seemed destined from their

birth to serve as pioneers in the great human
army ; who gladly go on from year to year ex-
tending its outposst, and leaving home after

home behind them ; and die at last, utterly re-

gardless of their graves being left thousands of
miles behind, by the wandering generation who
succeed.

His wife was a domesticated, kind-hearted oM
soul, who had come with him " from the QVMR
city of the world." which, it seemed, was Phila-

delphia ; but had no love for this Western couo-
try, and indeed had little reason to bear it any;
having seen her children, one by one^ die here oC
fever in the full prime and beauty of^theiryouth.
Her heart was sore, she said, to think of them

;

and to talk on this theme, even to strangers, ia
that blighted place, so far fh>m her old home,
eased it somewhat, and became a melancholy
pleasure.

The boat appearing towards evening, we bade
adieu to the poor old lady and her vagrant
spouse, and makirg for the nearest landing-j^ace,

were soon on hoirl The Messenger agam, in

our old cabin, and steaming down the Mini*.
sippi.

If the coming up this river, slowly makin|r
head against the stream, be an irksome journey,
the shooting down it with the turbid current u
almost worse ; for then the boat, proceeding at

the rate of twelve or fifteen miles an hour, has
to force its passa^ through a labyrinth of floaU
ing logs, wnich, m the dark, it is often impossi-
ble to see before-hand or avoid. All that nigh^
the bell was never eilent for five minutes at a
time; and after every ring the vessel reeled

again, sometimes beneath a single blow, some<-

times beneath a dozen dealt in quick succession,

the lightest of which seemed more than enough
to beat in her frail keel, as though it had been
pie-crust. Looking down upon the filthy river

after dark, it seemed to be alive with monsters,
as these black masses rolled upon the surface, or
came starting up again, head first, when the

boat, in ploughmg her way among a shoal of
such obstructions, drove a few among them for

I
the moment under water. Sometimes, the engine
stopped during a long interval, and then before

her and behind, and gathering close about her on
all sides, were so manv of these ill favoured ob-
stacles that she was fairly hemm' i in ; the centre
of a floating island ; and w*" constrained t»
pause until they parted somewhere, as -'.ark

clouds will do before the wind, and opened by
degrees a channel out.

In good time next morning, however, we came
again in sight of the detestable morass calleil

Cairo; and stopping there to take in wood, lajr

alongside a ba-^je, whose starting timben scarce-

ly held together. It was moored to the bank, and
on its side was painted, "Cofiee House;" thaft

being, I suppose, the floating paradise to whiok
the people fly for shelter when they lose their

houses for a month or two beneath the hideoue
waters of the Mississippi. But looking south-
ward fVom this point, we had the satisfaction of
seeing that intolerable river dra^ng its slimy
length and ugly freight abruptly on towards New
Orleans ; and passing a yellow line which stretch-

ed across the current, were again upon the clear

Ohio, never, I trust, to see the Mississippi more,
saving in troubled dreams and nightmares. I.>eav-

ing it for the company of its sparkling neigh-
bour, was like the transition from pain to ease,

or the awakening fVom a horrible vision to cheer-
ful realities.

We arrived at Louisville on the fourth night,

and gladly availed ourselves of its excellent

hotel. Next day, we went on in the Ben Frank-
lin, a beautiful mail steamboat, and reached Cin-
cinnati shortly after midnight. Being by this

time nearly tired of sleeping upon shelves, we
had ntmained awake, to go ashore straightwayj


