
wliere the foot treads soft and light—whose steep sides, and lofty head, rear

me to the skies, overlooking yonder pictured vale of beauty—this solitary

cedar-post, which tells a tale of grief-—grief that was keenly felt, and tenderly,

but long since softened in tlie march of time and lost. Oh, sad and tear-

starting contemplation ! sole tenant of this stately mound, how solitary thy

habitation ! here Heaven wrested from thee thy ambition, and made thee

sleeping monarch of this land of silence.

Stranger ! oh, how the mystic web of sympathy links my soul to thee and

thy afflictions ! I knew thee not, but it was enough ; thy tale was told, and I

a solitary wanderer through thy land, have stopped to drop familiar tears

upon thy grave. Pardon this gush from a stranger's eyes, for they are all

that thou canst have in this strange land, where friends and dear relations

are not allowed to pluck a flower, and drop a tear to freshen recollections of

endearments past.

Stranger ! adieu. With streaming eyes I leave tliee again, and thy fairy

land, to peaceful solitude. My pencil has faithfully traced thy beautiful

habitatiuii ; and long shall live in the world, and familiar, the name of
" Floyd's Grave."

Readers, pardon this digression. I have seated myself down, not on a
prairie, but at my table, by a warm and cheering fire, with my journal before

me to cull from it a few pages, for your entertainment ; and if there are

spots of loveliness and beauty, over which I have passed, and whose images

are occasionally beckoning me into digressions, you must forgive me.

Such is the spot I have just named, and some others, on to which I am
instantly transferred when I cast my eyes back upon the enamelled and

beautiful shores of the Upper Missouri ; and I am constrained to step aside

and give ear to their breathings, when their soft images, and cherished asso-

ciations, so earnestly prompt me. " Floyd's Grave" is a name given to one

of the most lovely and imposing mounds or bluffs on the Missouri River,

about twelve hundred miles above St. Louis, from the melancholy fate of

Serjeant Floyd, who was of Lewis and Clark's expedition, in 1806; who
died on the way, and whose body was taken to this beautiful hill, and buried

in its top, where now stands a cedar post, bearing the initials of his name
(plate 118).

I landed my canoe in front of this grass-covered mound, and all h'ands

being fatigued, we encamped a couple of days at its base. I several

times ascended it and sat upon his grave, over^'own with grass and the

most delicate wild flowers, where 1 sat and contemplated the solitude

and stillness of this tenanted mound ; and beheld from its top, the

windings infinite of the Missouri, and its thousand hills and domes of green,

vanishing into blue in distance, when nought but the soft-breathing winds

were heard, to break the stillness and quietude of the scene. Where not the

chirping of bird or sound of cricket, noi soaring eagle's scream, were inter-

nosed 'tween God anu man ; nor aught to check man's whole surrender of


