
Ins soul to his Creator. I could pot hunt upon this ground, but I roamed

trom hill-top to hill-top, and culled wild flowers, and looked into the valley

below me, both up the river and down, and contemplated the thousand hills

and dales that are now carpeted with green, streaked as they will be, with

the plough, and yellow with the harvest sheaf; spotted with lowing kine

—

with houses and fences, and groups of hamlets and villas—and these lovely

hill-tops ringing with the giddy din and maze, or secret earnest whispers of

lovesick swains—of pristine simplicity and virtue— wholesome and well-

earned contentment and abundance—and again, of wealth and refinements

—of idleness and luxury—of vice and it's deformities—of fire and sword, and

the venyieance of offended Heaven, wreaked in retributive destruction !

—

and peace, and quiet, and loveliness, and silence, dwelling again, over and

through these scenes, and blending them into futurity !

Many such scenes there are, and thousands, on the Missouri siiores. My
canoe has been stopped, and I have clambered up their grassy and flower-

decked sides ; and sighed all alone, as I have carefully traced and fastened

them in colours on my canvass.

This voyage in my little canoe, amid the thousand islands and grass-

covered bluffs that stud the shores of this mighty river, afforded me infinite

pleasure, mingled with pains and privations which I never shall wish to for-

get. Gliding along from day to day, and tiring our eyes on the varying

landscapes that "'ere continually opening to our view, my merry voyageurs

were continually .:haunting t' eir cheerful boat songs, and " every now and

then," taking up their unerring rifles to bring down the stately elks or ante-

lopes, which were often gazing at us from the shores of the river.

But a few miles from " Floyd's Bluff " we landed our canoe, and spent

a day in the vicmity of the " Black Bird's Grave." This is a celebrated

point on the Missouri, and a sort of telegraphic place, which all the travellers

in these realms, both white and red, are in the habit of visiting : the one to

pay respect to the bones of one of their distinguished leaders ; and the others,

to indulge their eyes on the lovely landscape that spreads out to an almost

illimitable extent in every direction about it. This elevated bluff, which may

be distinguished for several leagues in distance (plate 117), has received

e nam 3 of the " Black Bird's Grave," from the fact, that a famous chief

of the 0-ma-haws, by the name of the Black Bird, was buried on its top, at

his own peculiar request ; over whose grave a cedar post was erected by his

tribe some thirty years ago, which is still standing. The O -ma-haw village

was about sixty miles above this place ; and this very noted chief, who had

been on a visit to Washington City, in company with the Indian agent, died

of the small-pox, near this spot, on his return home. And, whilst dying,

enjoined on his warriors who were about him, this singular request, which

was literally complied with. He requested them to take his body down the

river to this his favourite haunt, and on the piniacie of this towering bluff,

to bury him on the back of his favourite war-horse, which was to be buried


