PREFACE!!

TrE red race of North America is fast disappearing
before the onward resistless tread of the Anglo-Saxon.
Once the vast tract of country lying between the Atlantic
sea-board and the broad Mississippi, where a century since
roamed numerous tribes of the wild sons of Nature, but a
few—a very few, remnants now exist. Their former do-
mains are now covered with the teeming towns and
villages of the « pale face” and millions of happy free-men
now enjoy the former home of these unhappy and fated
people.

The few tribes and remnants of tribes who still exist on
our western frontiers, truly deserve the sympathy and at-
tention of the American people. We owe it to them as a
duty, for are we not now the possessors of their former in-
heritance ? Are not the bones of their ancestors sprinkled
through the soil on which are now erected our happy
homesteads? The red man has no powerful friends (such
as the enslaved negro can boast), to rightly represent his
miserable, sorrowing condition, his many wrongs, his
wants and wishes. 1In fact, so feebly is the voice of philan- -
thropy raised in his favor, that his existence appears to be
hardly known to a large portion of the American people,
or his condition and character has been so misrepresented

1 Written in 1852, before the emancipation of negroes in the Southern States
of the Republic.—E. D. N.
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