
NOTES ON AMERICA.
eett with the doctor, and laugh too, and look at

«ach other as much as to say, " A pretty bright

and first-rate sort of chap is Cfrocus r ' and unless

I am very much mistaken, a good many people
went to tne lecture that nightwho never thought
about phrenology, or about Doctor Crocus either,

in all their lives before.

From Belleville, wc went on through the same
desolate kind of waste, and constantly attended,

without the Interval of a moment, by the same
music, until, at three o'clock in the auemoon, we
baited once more at a village called Lebanon to

inflate the horses again, and give them some
com besides, of which they stood much in need.

Fending this ceremony, I walked into the village,

where I met a full-sized dwelling-house coming
down-hill at a round trot, drawn by a score or
more of oxen.

The public-house was so very clean and good
a one, that the managers of the jaunt resolved to

xetum to it, and put up there for the night, if pos-

•ible. This course aecided on, and the horses

feeing well refreshed, we again pushed forward,

and came upon the prairie at sunset.

It would be difficult to say why or how
ftough it was possibly from having heard and
read so much alxiut it—but the elTect on me was
disappointment. Looking towards the setting

sun,'there lay. stretched out before my view, a
Tast expanse of level ground, unbroken, save by
one thin line of irees, which scarcely amounted
to a scratch upon the great blank, until it met the

glowing sky, wherein it seemed to dip, mingling
With its rich colours, and mellowing in its distant

blue. There it lay, a tranquil sea or lake with-

out water, if such a simile be admissible, with
the day going down upon it ; a few birds wheel-
ing here and there: and solitude and silence

reigning paramount around. But the grass was
not yet high ; there were bare black patches on
the ground; and the few wild flowers tnat the eye
could see, were poor and scanty. Great as tne

picture was, its veiy flatness and extent, which
left nothing to the imagination, tamed it down
and cramped its interest. I felt little ofthat sense

«f freedom and (exhilaration which a Scottish

heaUi inspires, or even our English downs awa-
ken. It was lonely and vrild, but oppressive in

its barren monotony. I felt that in traversing

the prairies I could never abandon myself to the

scene, forgetful of all else, as I should do instinct-

ively, were the heather underneath my feet, or an
iron-bound coast beyond ; but should often glance
towards the distant and frequently-receding line

of the horiaon, and wished it gained and passed.

It is not a scene to be foiffotten, but it is scarce-

ly one, I think (at all events, as I saw lt\ to re-

member with much pleasure, or to covet tne look-

ing-on again, in after life.

We encamped near a solitary log-house, for

the sake of its water, and dined upon the plain.

The baskets contained roast fowls, buffalo's

tongtie (an exquisite dainty, by-the-way), ham,
bread, cheese, and butter; (>iscnits, Champagne,
»«herr>' ; lemons and sugar for punch ; nnrt abund-
ance of rough ice. The meal was delicious, pnd
the entertainers were the soul of kindness and
pood humour. I have often recalled thnt cheer-

nil party to my plensanl recollection since, pnd
shell not easily forget, in junketings nearor home
with friends of older date, my boon companions
on the prf^irie.

Reinmin»fo Lebanon thnt night, we lay at

the little inn nl which we had halted in the after-

voon. In point of cleanliness and comfort it

would have suffered by no comparison with ant
village ale-house, of a homely kind, in England.

Rising at five o'clock next morning, I took a
walk about the village ; none of the houses were
strolling about to-day, but it was early for them
yet, perhaps; and then amused myself by loung*
m? m a kmd of farm-yard behind the tavern, of
which the leading features were, a strange jumble
of rough sheds for stables ; a rude colonnade, built

as a cool place of summer resort ; a deep well;
a great earthen mound for keeping vegetables
in, in winter time ; and a pigeon-house, whose
little apertures looked, as they do in all pigeon<
houses, very much too small for the admission
of the plump and swelling-breasted birds who
were strutting about it, though they tried to get
in ever so hard. That interest exhausted. I took
a survey of the i • n's two parlours, which were
decorated with coloured prints of Washington
and President Madison, and of a white-faced
young lady (much speckled by the fliesj, who
held up her gold neck-chain for the admiration
of the spectator, and informed all admiring corn*
ers that she was " Just Seventeen ;" although I
should have thought her older. In the best room
were two oil portraits of the kit-cat size, repre-
senting the landlord and his infant son; both
looking as bold as lions, and staring out of the
canvass with an intensity that would have been
cheap at any price. They were painted, I think,

by the artist who had touched up the Belleville

doors with red and gold ; for I seemed to recog-
nise his style immediately.

After breakfast, we started to return by a dif-

ferent way from that which we had taken yester-

day, and coming up at ten o'clock with an
encampment ofGerman emigrants carrying their
goods m carts, who had made a rousing fire

which they were just quitting, stopped there to

refresh. And veiy pleasant the fire was; for,

hot though it had been yesterday, it was quite

cold to-day, and the wind blew keenly. Loom-
ing in the distance, as we rode along, was an-
other of the ancient Indian burial-places, called

The Monks' Mound; in memory of a body of
fanatics of the orderof La Trappe, who founded
a desolate convent there, m?uiy years ago, when
there were no settlers within a thousand miles,

and were all swept off by the pernicious climate;

in which lamentable fatality, few rational people
will suppose, perhaps, that society ezpeiieneed
any very severe deprivation.

The track of to-day had the same features as
the track of yesterday. There were the swamp,
the bush, the perpetual chorus of f^ogs, the rank
unseemly growtn, the unwholesome steaming
earth. Here and there, and frequently too, we
encountered a solitary broken-down wagon, full

of some new settler's goods. It was a pitiful

sight to see one of these vehicles deep in the

mire ; the axle-tree broken ; a wheel lying idly

by its de; the man gone miles away, to look
for rssistnnce ; the woman seated among their

wandering household gods with a baby at her
breast, a picture of forlorn, dejected patience; the

team of oxen crouching down mournfully in the

mud, and liroathing forth such clouds ol' vapour
from iheiv months and nostrils, that all the (lamp
mist find fog around seemed to have come direct

fnini then).

In (ine time we mustered once again before

the men hnnt tailor's, and havingdone so, crossed

over to the city in the ferry-boat
;
passing, on the

wny, a spot called Bloody Island, the duelling

ground of St. Louis, and so designated in honoiu


