
BLAC HÂWK.

There were no deer in the forest. The opossum and
beaver were fled; the springs were drying up, and our
squaws and papooses without victuals to keep them
from starving; we called a great council and built a
large fire. The spirit of our fathers arose and spoke
to us to avenge our wrongs or die. We all spoke
before the council fire. It was warm and pleasant.
We set up the war-whoop, and dug up the tomahawk;
our knives were ready, and the heart of Black Hawk
syelled high in his bosom when he led his warriors
to battle. He is satisfied. He will go to the world
of spirits contented. He has done his duty. His
father will meet him there, and comniend him.

" Black Hawk is a true Indian, and disdains to cry
like a woman. He feels for his wife, bis children
and friends. But he does not care for himself. He
cares for his nation and the Indians. They will
suffer. He laments their fate. The white men do
not scalp the head; but they do worse-they poison
the heart; it is not pure with them. His country.
men will not be scalped, but they will, in a few years,
become like the white men, so that you can't trust
them, and there must be, as in the white settlements,
nearly as many officers as men, to take care of them
and keep them in order.

" Farewell, my nation! Black Hawk tried to save
you, and avenge your wrongs. He drank the blood
of some of the whites. He has been taken prisoner,
and his plans are stopped. He can do no more. He
's near his end. His sun is setting, and he will ris
ro more. Farewell to Black Hawk."

The surrender of Black Hawk put an end to the

312


