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¥ A TALE OF WHITES AND INDIANS. 

Masoz Romivy, the commandant of Fort 

Lille, looked perplexed and disappointed as 
he swept the expanse of the Prairie dua Chien: 
with bis prospect, or steadily gazed wpon the 
Mississippi, where its bend first allowed of a 
view of the voyagers from the Wisconsin. It 
was only in the major’s eye, however, and in 
an almost inperceptible motion of the muscles 
of his grave’ face, that you could discover any 
emotion; for he was commandant of a lonely 
frontier Fort, and he knew thatthe preserva- 
tion. of the confidence and discipline of the 
troops depended much upon his own apparent 
confidence, and sc hg subdued the expression 
of his feelings. He was porplexed, however; 
and those weil acquainted with his habits and 
character could aiso discover he was uneasy. 

“Major Romily’s fear wus not of a personal 
dhiaracter, nor did they refer ia” any way to 
the situation of his command, fir hunters clad 
in their half civilised, half Indian costume, 
and soldiers 1a. their light easy undress, loun- 
ged within and around the stockade of the 
fort, in the perfect indifference and listlessness 
of safety, which, had there been danger, would 

have been exch nged for the marked and re- 
gulated! ‘movoments of courageous caution. 
Beside the Major were clustered the fow offi- 
cers of the fort and a -peculiarly: graceful 
and handsome-lodian, who, as the old man 
turned ever and anon to him, answered him 
with a few expressive words and graceful un- 
stedied gestures; and then gazed with his burn- 
ing black eyes upoa the river and the prairie. 
«You brought this missive from Fart Win- 

Rrabiagoe, and are certain that the delegation 

promised to be in Fort Lille at yesterday's sun- 
down?’ said the commandant anxiously fo the 
native. 

« Weekau saw the canoes ready to dance on 
the waters and the chiefs shaking hands, two 
days ago,” 'saud the redskan. 

< “f'hen can’st thou tell me why they tarry?! 
«The Chippewa and Ragin men 

are ont looking for scalps,’ ¥ the native, 
coldly; © perhaps they have begn so blind that 
they did po: see the difference between a 
Longkoif’s and a Paunt’s.’ 

« [he old chief of the Nacotahs, and the 
Whitebear of the Ojibewas, who smokes his - 
pipe by the waters of tke Great_Lake, shall 
cut their haic and send their squaws to weep, 
if such is the case,” said the major, warmly, 
betrayed iato a momentary forgetfulness by 
his feelings. : 

¢ But Weekan knows that his Indian bro- 
thers love Dr. Wilman. They will not take 
his sealpy’ he continued, checking himself, 
and smiling at his own vehemence. 

< The Green Maple is good,” said Weekau, 
gravely, * he drives away.the sick spirit from 

the redskin, and the redskin loves him; bat 
he sits in the canoe with Whiteblanket, and 
Whiteblanket 1s a liar’ 

“fhere was no extraordinary vehemence ob- 
servable in the tones or gestures of the native 
ay he delivered the last words, but the vivid 
and marked expression and contempt that 
overspread his beautiful and maniy face struck 
Major Rewmily and his officers with awe. 
«Then you consider the Doctor to be in 

dangers from: his companionship with this 
Whiteblanket?® said the Major, gravely. 

« There is a village upon the banks of the 
Wisconsin,” said Weekau, ina. low impres- 
sive tone, © where flowers and rocks and tall 
green trees wuve over the wigwams of a 
tribé. Whieblanket will. visit it as he did 
seventeen suns since, snd Redbird is neither 
blind nor weak yet.” As he spoke, the native 
seated himself, and drew his buffalo robe over 
his head as a sign that he did not wish to be 
interrogated any farther. There was some 
recollection of the past over which he wished 
to brood, and the white officers were not slow 
to uhserve that his ruminations had some refe- 
rence to Whiteblan ket. 

Mujor Romily did not feel exsily under the 
ciwedmetances which his conversation with 

© Weekau bad elicited. The fact of Chippe. 
was and Nacotahs beiag on the war pdth was 
sufficiently embarrassing without the equivocal 
rompanionskip: of a man © who ‘was evidently ° 
an object of dislike to the 'Winnebugoes and 
Sioux, and he counscquently determined 10 
make an’effort to rescue the government com- 

missioner on Indian affiurs, Dr. Wilman, from 
hid perilous situation. 

“1'do not like this delay in a man who is 
proverbially punctual, nor these’ hints from an 
Indian who is also proverbially eautions and 
taciturn,” said Major Romily, ‘turning to a 
manly-leoking vouth, who with folded arms 

and grave face had listened to the preceding 
conversation 

¢ Nor 1. major,’ said the young man, quiet- 
Iv. De. Wilmap knows the temperand cha- 
racter of the natiyes to well tev provoke their 
passions knowl v3 but this Whiteblanket 
seems to have purchased backwood outlawry 
long ago. 1 feel for. the good old man through 
this voyager, not from any personalcanse.’ 

¢ We must try and protect his person, then, 

Mr. Parkes,’ said the inajor, ewphatically; 
and as | know nose so. competent as, you are 
to undertake. the missisn, I contemplate 1 
shall feel obliged by your acceptance of the ha- 
zardous duty,’ 

Charles Parkes bowed atthe conclusion of 
the majors complimentary request, and under- 
ok the commission of anything likely to coy- 

duce to Dr. Wilman’s safety. In a short 
time, accompamed by Weekau and an old 
weather-beaten wiry Canadian named Bon- 
bouche, the young adventurer skimmed over 
the waters of the Mississippi, and, reaching 
the confluence of the Wisconsin, began 
to pull along the margin of its dark brown 
waters. 
The scenery on the Wisconsin is extremely 

irregular—sometimes stretching up into high 
green bluffs, sometimes towering into broken 
rocky tree-clad promontories, and sometimes 
sloping away in undulating low sandy banks. 
Boubouzhe and Weekau were both adepts at 
the use of the paddles, and Charles Parkes 
was second to none in Indian accomplishments. 
As they danced along the waters with a soft 
and measured motion, the young man took 
every opportunity of making himself familiar 
with the Indian, and the free and open ad- 
vances of one so warm and earnest in his na- 
iare soon preduced a corresponding sympathy 
in Weakau. Weakan was a perfect Apollo in 
form and feature; the syrametry and beauty 
of his porson was so s'riking that natare seem- 
ed to bave formed him for an Indian chief. 
All his movements were regulated by a per- 
fection of easy dignity that long study in king- 
ly palace and lurdly hall could never have at- 
tained, and his beautiful and handsome gar- 
ments were arranged with an elegant negli- 
gence that would have defied Parisian comipe- 
tition. He was nearly forty years ofage, dnd 
yet he would have passed for quite a youth 
bad it net been for the matured dignity that en- 
shrined his thoughtful, handsome face. It was 
said amongst the Nacoaths who brought pel- 
tries to Fort Lillie, that he was head chief of 
the. Howchungerahs, or Winunebagoes, who 
dwelt by the waters of Fox River; that he had 
rascued a white man seventeen suns ago from 
their young men, who had caught him trap- 
ping ox their hznting-grounds, und that the 
white man had stung him like an ingrate viper, 
and that a cloud had passed over his brow 
since that time.  1t is true that Weekau was 
an-anomaly as aa Indian chief—he had no 
Squaw, no wigwam, ne ties that bound him to 
his tribe beyond those which had existed in- 
dependent of himself. He was constantly 
roaming from fort: to fort, manifesting a mar- 
ked preference for the hauvats of white men, 
yet exhibiting a taciturn, calm demeanour, and 
at the same time restlesness of scrutiny in his 
observation of strangers, that it was hard to 
reconcile in one character. “In his youth he 
had often visited the village of Redbird, and | 
it was whispered that Wah-to-wah, Redbird’s | 
daughter, was the star thai attracted him to | 
the chief's wigwam. But years had passed | 
since then, Wah—to-wah was dead, and it was ! 
observed that Weekau would rather ride for a | 
long summer’s day over the arid prairie than 
pass her father’s village on the river, until” 
now, when tis repugnance at once seemed to 
have vanished. t 
The bark canoe skimmed over the water ' 

like an aquatic bird, as the regular strokes of 
Bonbouche and Weekau tell simultaneously on 
the * dark river, and flocks of fowls rose 
screaming in the" silent solitude as it swept 
along. Charles Parkes was young and hope- 
ful, and his heart was open to every beautiful 
impression in nature —tie trees and balmy air, 
the rippling waters, and the silence, only bro- 
ken by the scream of the startled birds, sub- 
dued his spirit to that species of repose which 
tropical luxury and associations cause to fall on 
a sensitive temperament; he floated over the 
face of the Wisconsin unconscious of his mis- 
sion, forgetfui of caution or its ministrant 
danger, and alive to nothing save a sease of 
undefinable felicity, when the shrill boding 
scream of Indian womea startled him from his 
reverie. Ina mowent the young man had 
aroused himself to a consciousness of his posi- 
tion and a recollection of the responsibility in- 
volved in his conduct, and commanding Bon- 

bouche 1o resume his fear-suspended paddles, 
he urged him to pull for his life. 

¢ Pull pour la mori, dat is for the scalp- 
knife and temback,’ muttered the Canadian 
between his teeth. . Dem eafans du diable. | 
dat is then redskins, hold carnival at de stuke | 
jus now, and perhaps old Bonbouche be broil- | 
ed.’ 

* Yon would not make a very delightful 
bonbouche in that case,” said Charles with a 
smile, for he knew that the querulous. old 

i bad every confidence in his fidelity; < £0, if , 
man was as brave as General Jackson, and ! 

vou fear the torch and an angry squaw, we'll. 

push to the shore and you may take to the | 
woods, while Weekau and I push on for the 
village of Redbird.’ 
A vigorous stroke and a grunt was all the 

Canadian vouchsafed for answer, and in a few 

seconds after, the village, with its wigwams, 

shaded with pine and red beech, was before 
them. WWeckau land his paddle in the bottom 
of the: cance and drew, lis buffilo-robe over 
his head, while Charles, seizing some droop- | 
ing {estoons of sassafras, steadied he bark and 
leaped on shore. 

¢ Rémain in the canoe, Bonbouche.’ said the 
voung man, as he possessed himself ofa few | 
trinkets, and turned towards the village: ¢ If] 

the Indians are hostile and detain me, pall for 
Fort Winnebagoe, und rouse old Hickory—the | 
Redbird shall rue if ba is false.” The voyager 
nodded. his head, and Weekau smiled, as 
Charles walked bald)y up the slope from the 
river. # 

Charles Parkes was one whose warm imagi- 
nation, generous sympathies ind davntless cou- 
rage, conjoined with a vigorous and well-kait 
form, was peculiarly fiited for the lifa of ‘ad< 
ventire on which he had embarked: and his 
talents, which were of a high order, and his 
acquirements, whicl though comparatively un- 

seen, were ox{ansive, would have dome honor 
to any practitioner in the seitlements. ‘The 
young surgeon's dress was almost ‘as pictu- 
resque as an Indian’s; for his outer garments 
was a shirt of white linen ornamented with 
gay 'amboured work, his nether habiliments 
were of a clear beautifol blue, his brown 
moccasins were spangled with parti-coloured 
beads and whampuwm, and around his gay 
cap of crimson was circled a golden band. He 
knew that the natives set more account apon 
the toilet than civilized men would suppose, 
and he had never intermitted any oppertunity 
of ingratiating himselt with them, He was 
known for many miles round fort Lille, for he 
had been the means of curing some of the 
aborigines, by prescribing to them in defiance 
of the anger of the drum beatiug ¢ medicine 
men;’ and wherever he appeared he was res- 
pectfully treated, save by his impostor rivals. 

Charles Parkes walked up the slope with a 
beld confident step, and an elastic springy mo- 
tion, thai foretold a mind at ease or careless 
upon his own account, Before and around 
him were the wigwams of the village, and old 
women and children peered with their keen 
dark eyes at him from all quarters, bnt they 
turned away with a snort of recognition as he 
passed on. Beyond the village,on the prairie, 
Charles saw the dusky circle of warriors and 
squaws, which be knew formed the high 
council of the nation; but he turned to his 
right hand, and walked towards a solitary 
wigwam, which stood beneath a beautiful 
green spreading chestnut, he drew from his 
breast a flagelet, and began'to play a soft and 
gentle air. The young man looked impatient- 
ly towards the door of the dwelling when he 
had finished the air. It was evident that he 
was well acquainted with the locality where 
he now was, and that some of its inhabitants 
were not unknown to him; but that his mind 
wus not satisfied with the result of his musical 
effort was also apparent. ¢ Sunbeam was not 
wont to linger thus,” he muttered; © I will 
try again.’ Again the low mellifluous ca- 
dence of the clear toned instrument rose and 
fell as if it wailed in sorrow, and scarcely had 
the perfor.ner executed the first bar, when a 
girl of surpassing beauty walked with a light 
but timid motion towards the young man, and 
seated herself with her face turned away from 
him, on a flowery bank at his side. 

If Weekau was a faultless specimen of 
manly Indian beauty, the girl who now sat 
motionless and silent beside the handsome 
young surgeon was as rare an example of fe- 
menine grace and loveliness. Her robes which 
were as much inclined to the fashion of those 
worn by Major Romuly’s: lady as Charles’s 
were to Weekau's, were of beautiful texture. 
Bracelets eccircled her finely rounded arms, 
long pendants of gold hung from her small ears 
and her luxuriant hair was braided with a 
silken band. It was beautiful ‘and smoothly 
braided hair that fell around the neck and 
shoulders, of ‘the. maiden; and that hair. and 
neck, were very fair. There was a tinge of 
warm rich red pervadipg the beautifully chis- 
elled face of the girl, and glowing in ber arms 
and neck,but ker locks floated like liquid gold, 
and her eyes were. blue. 

Charles Parkes gazed for a few moments in 
admiration upon her soft retiring form, then a 
serious expression passed over his fice, and he 
seated himself at her side.  ‘ Sunbeam ‘was 
wont to smile whea Bluebird played,’ he said 
gently; © to day she turns from Bluebird, and 
he is sad.’ 

< When Bluebird is sad,’ said the gid in 
soft musical tones, but without altering her 
position, * 1t is winter, there is a cloud over 
Sunbeam, and her heart ig cold.’ 

¢ Has Bluebird brought winter, or does the 
cloud pass from the dark eyes of Shonka?’ 
asked the youth eagerly. 

¢ Sunbeam loves to hear the voice of the 
Bluebird,” replied the maiden, with an almost 
imperceptible smile; ¢ and Shonka is a dog; 
but ther council has met, nnd a white man sits 
bound in the circle.’ 

Charles sprung to his feet, recalled to his 
duty by these words, and eagerly laying his 
hand open Swobeam's shoulder, while her 
large liquid eyes now met his ardent gaze, he 
said, * tell me my own desert queen, 1s it the 
Green Maple?’ 
The girl raised her eyes to the sun, which 

was now considerably below the zenith, and 
pointing to & bluff’ near the point, where it 
would set, answered, ¢ When the last streak 
of day lingered on the peak of yon bluff, Green 

Maple and tus people pulled up the river, he 
would not sleep in Redbird’s lodge, fir he 
was angry because Redbird had seized upon 
one of his Friends; he would not pull towards 
Fort Lille, because he wanted many warriors 
to punish Redbird; aod Suabeam’s gladness 
went away with him.’ 

‘But your grandfather will net slay this 
man?’ said Charles. * Redbird. has not a 
wolf’s heart?’ 

* But he hus a redman’s memory and a cou- 
gers courage,’ said the maiden, and a sigh 
stole from her as she spoke, 

Will Sunbeam listen to the voice of Bluebird 
when the stars are out’” asked the youth, as 
ke seized her hand. 

She bent her head as ii she was considering 
and beat for a few seconds wi h her little foot 
on the ground. then rising. and smiling, with- 

out uttering a word, she tripped towards the 
wigwam and left her white lover algae. 

Charles Parkes loved this fair young girl as 
fondly, purely, and exaltedly as if she had been 
bred in the most accomplished circles. From 
the day that be had visited ber grandfather, 
and had administered to him for a virulent di- 
sease, he had found the chain tightening that 
bound him to the Lively young Indian, and as 

he now hurried towards the conncil be felt 
that he must soon provide for her a home. 

Charles strode with a bold and easy carriage 
into the centre of the circle of dusky “warriors, 
and, walking towards the prisoner, he first 
bowed respectfully to the chiefs and aged 
braves, and then confronted the unfortunate 
man. 
The prisoner was a tail athletic white man, 

whose muscular strength, daring blue eye, and 
compressed lips, gave index of © prowpt and 
hardy hunter, his shirt and leggings of brown 
leather Bed Sl 10 his powerful frame,and 
his mocassins of untanned buffale hide, were 
bound by thongs above his uncles, his brown 
hair was streaked with grey, and curled round 
his massive head; and although his hands were 
tied behind his back, he maintained a daring 
and audacious look. He took no notice of the 
young surgeon further than a halt asionished 
stare; and confronted the old chief, Redbird. 
with n dauntless eye. «1 tell ye, chiefs and 
warriors of the Winnebagoes,” he said, with 
a curl on his lip that Redbird is loosing his, 
cunuing, I am not Whiteblanket. The red- 
skins on the lakes call me Bigbeaver, beeause 
I am industrious, and 1am cailed John among 
my people.’ 

* Redbird is not a mole,” said the old chief 
calmly; < I see Whiteblanket before me.’ 
This springald,” said the prisoner, nodding 

his head towards Charles. ¢ will tell you that 
one man's word is as good as another’s, and 
that )f Redbird will" not consent to let me go 
he is worse than a thieving Ojibewa.’ 

‘ Redbird nerer tells lies,” said Charles, 
sternly, for he was offended at the tone and 
manner of the prisoner; ¢ and if you have bro- 
ken Indian laws you are amenable to Indian 
Justice.” A grunt of approbatien from the rod- 
men, who understood him, followed the young 
man’s words, and he perceived that unless he 

could influence Redbird to let him be convey- 
; to fort Lille, the prisoner's doom was seal 
ed, 

“Redbird had once a child,” said. the oid 
chief, in a sad low tone, in answer to the 
young man’s appeals, ¢ and she was beautiful 
and her voice was so soft that her name was 
Wa-to-Wah. Redbird had a friend, a young 
and beautiful chief, whose lodge ie on Fox ri- 
ver, and he came again and again'to my lodge 
for the voice of Wah-to-Wih was sweeter to 
him than the west wind that blows over ‘the 
prairio in summer. One diy my young | 
men canght a whi'e man trapping upon ‘ou 
hun:ing grounds, and when they = wou'd have’ 
taken ie scalp he slew two of them, but ‘the ’ 
others brought him to our village n prigoner. * 
The kindred of Hawkeye and Antelope would * 
have slain him at the stake, but Weekau sut / 
his bonds and pointed to a canoe on the Ri~" 
ver. The white man went away, bat my 
lodge was no more glad, for he had stolen Wah- 
to wah, Twelve months after she came to me 
again, weak, and weary, for she t ad travelled 
across the prairie without ‘parched torn, dried 
flesh, or water, and she laid the little San-’ 
beam at my feet and died.  Whiteblanket 
killed Wah-to-wah, for he did not bring her 
back to Redbird,but sent her, without x gfde 
and trailworn, to be buried among her people; 
therefore Whiteblanket must die.’ 
The young man had listened with varions 

emotions to the words of the aged Indian, and ’ 
now, when the prisoner before him wus iden- 
tified as the ingrate white, he ‘orgot that ke 
was anything but the father of Swaheam.’ Ur-’ 
ging upon the chiefs the necessity of furttier in- 
vestigation, he could produce fo sommutation | 
save the delay necessary to prepare for White 
blanket’s immolatien, and accordingly the pri- 
soner was removed bound to a ‘solitary’ lodge. 

It was night, and the canoe ‘with Bon-’ 
bouche and Weekan, sitting hke Fstening sta- 
tues, lay close to the shoros of the Wisconsin. 
At the same time Charles Parkes and Sun- 
beam were conversing beneath the trysting) 
chestnut tree. He had apprised the gentie 
girl of rer relationship to the prisoner, and ur— 
ged the necessity of some means of rescue, and 
they were anxiously debating upon the proba- 
bility of saving him. Before the lodge where 
he was confined, Shonka, a reputed lover of 
Sunbeam, stood a watchful sentinel, the girl 
walked towards the young Indian with grace- 
ful steps, and speaking to him in her blandest , 
accents soon distracte i his thoughts from the . 
object of his guard. It was but the work of a , 
few minutes for Charles Parkes to cat a large 
opening in the bark wall of the lodge, towards 
which he had stealthily crawled, and to burst 
the prisoners bonds. "The white mun, whe 
seemed well acquainted with ‘ndian life and 
habits, silently followed his young deliverer. 
They reached the canoe; aud the young sur=" 
geon imitating the scream of a startled whip- 
poor-will as a signal to announce his safety i© 
Sunbeam, seated himself in the canoe llewed 

by Whiteblanket, They pulled with slew anc 
measured strokes down the-dark 'stréam, for 
the way was not so pliinagat. mid day, and’ 
the sun was just rising whea they leit the’ 
Wisconsin, and turned up the stream of the 
Mississippi. ) 

Weekan and Whiteblanket hnd neyer spe- 
ken a syllable during the night, but when the 
morning dawned they confronted’ each. other: « 

w 

and the involuntary start of the white man and { 
the deep gutteral * hugh’ of the redskin shew= | 
edthat this was nottheir first meeting. Scaroe- 
ly had the recognition taken place, when, by # 
sudden and powerful action, Weekaun threw th. 
canoe over, and clinging 10 the stranger, while 
Bonbouche and Charles stvam to ' this shere, 
detained Him in the strenm.’ Whiteblanket 
was courageous and powerful, and he struel at 
the ‘Indian with fearful force and ‘energy I 
the ‘water, but lio was unarmed and his fo2”’ 

was implacable. In a short time after the ca- 
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