ing to our encampment with our horses loaded with meat, we discovered at a
distance, a huge bull, encitcled with a gang of white wolves; we rode
up asnear as we could without dnvmg them away, and being within pistol
shot, we had a remarkably good view, where 1 sat for a few moments and
made a sketch in my note-book (prLATE 114); after Wwhich, we rode up and
gave the signal for them to disperse, which they instantly did, withdrawing
themselves to the distance of fifty or sixty rods, when we found, to oufgreat _
surprise, that the animal had made desperate resistance, until his eyes were.”
entirely eaten out of his head—the grizzle of his nose was mostly gone—his
tongue was half eaten off, and the skin and flesh of his legs torn almost
literally into strings. In-this tattered and torn condition, the poor/ old
veteran stood bracing up in the midst of his devourers, who had ceased
hostilities for a few minutes, to enjoy a sort of parley, recovering strength,
and preparing to resume the attack in a few moments again. In this group,
some were reclining, to ga.m breath, whilst others were sneaking about and
licking their chaps in anxiety for a renewal of the attack ; and others, léss
lucky, had been crushed to death by the feet or the horns of the bull, I
rode nearer to the pitiable object as he stood bleeding and trembling before
me, and said to him, ¢ Now is your time, old fellow, and you had better be
off.” Though blind and nearly destroyed, there seemed evidently to be a
recoguition of a friend in me, as he straightened up, and, trembling with
excitement, dashed off at full speed upon the prairie, in a straight line.
We turned our horses and resumed our march, and when we had advanced
a mile or more, we looked back, and on our left, where we saw again the
ill-fated animal surrounded by his tormentors, to whose insatiable voracity
he unquestionably soon fell a victim.

Thus much I wrote of the buffaloes, and of the accidents that befall them,
as well as of the fate that awaits them; and before I closed my book, I -
strolled out one day to.the shade of a plum-tree, where I laid in the grass
on a favourite bluff, and wrote thus :—

¢« It is generally supposed, and familiarly said, that a man ¢ fells’ into a
réverie ; but I seated myself in the shade a few minutes since, resolved to
Jforce myself into one ; and for this purpose I laid open a small pocket-map
of North America, and excluding my thoughts from every other object in
the world, I soon succeeded in producing the desired illusion. This little
chart, over which I bent, was seen in all its parts, as nothing but the green
and vivid reality. I was lifted up upon an imaginary pair of wings, which
easily raised and held me floating in the open air, from whence I could be-
hold beneath me the Pacific and the Atlantic Oceans—the great cities of
the East, and the mighty rivers. I could see the blue chain of the great
lakes at the North—the Rocky Mountains, and beneath them and near
their base, the vast, and almost houndless plains of grass, whlch were
. speckled with the bands of grazing buffaloes!

““The world turned gently around, and I examined its surface ; contment
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