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reached there but seldom. The troops under General Scott, who
were expected to enter the country through this point, engaged
most of the Upper Lake eraft, and instead of proceeding by way
of the Fox river, landed at Chicago. Under these circumstances
time passed slowly.

About the first of September, after procuring horses and equip-
ments, a stock of provisions, blankets, coffee, and liquor, a com-
pany of four took their departure for the Portage. The road since
constructed between Forts Howard and Winnebago, not being
then laid out, our route lay along the Fox river. The station we
had just left, though sufficiently endowed by nature, had nothing
in its then condition to cause regret on leaving it. Had the con-
trary been the case, the pleasant scenery of the river and the singu-
lar mixture of civilization and barbarism exhibited by the few
people we saw ; the unusual combination of valley and hill, of prai-
rie and woodland, that distinguished the country, would have ban-
ished all regret. During the second day, we passed some most
lovely sitnations on the banks of the river. The most romantic
boarding-school miss never imagined a more enchanting display
of nature. The country was elevated into rolling meadows fifty
or sixty feet from the bed of the stream, and covered with scat-
tered oaks, beneath which the coarse grass flourished in high lux-
uriance.

This river is obstructed by four considerable falls, beside rapids,
but the only communieation for goods, provisions, &e., to the milita-
ry and trading posts in that quarter, is by navigation on this stream.
At high water, a small river boat, of fifteen to twenty tons,is pushed
against the current, till it comes to a fall, or “chute;” the cargo
is here taken out until the “voyageurs” can force the craft up the
rapid by main strength. In low water, it is with difficulty a bark
canoe will swim. An Indian farm showed itself occasionally on
its banks, but our path generally lay through a wild pasture, well
stocked with the prairie hen. Near night we passed the “Little
Butte des Morts,” or Hill of the Dead, where the treaty of 1827



