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manded an eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth, so harmon-
ized with his conscience, as to secure its repose. As to death,
he had been taught to despise it, confiding in that heaven, that
spirit-land, where the game is always plenty—the forests al-
ways green—the waters always transparent, tranquil, and pure
—and where no evil thing is permitted to enter. He was there,
prepared to receive the blow that should consign his body to
the ground, and send his spirit to that blissful region, to min-
gle with his fathers who had gone before him.

“He and We-kau were told to sit down. Iis motions as
he seated himself, were no less graceful and capuvating, than
when he stood or walked. At this moment the band struck
up Pleyel’'s hymn. Everything was still. It was, indeed, a
moment of intense interest to all. The Red Bird turned his
eyes toward the band; the tones operated upon his feelings in
such a way as to produce in his countenance a corresponding
pensiveness. The music having ceased, he took up his pouch,
(which I forgot to say was a handsomely ornamented otter
skin, that hung on his left side,) and taking from it some kin-
nakinic and tobacco, cut the latter in the palm of his hand,
after the Indian fashion, then rubbing the two together, filled
the bowl of his calumet, struck fire into a bit of spunk with
kas flint and steel, and lighted it, and smoked. All the mo-
tions employed in this ceremony were no less harmonious and
appropriate, than had characterized his other movements. He
sat after the Turkish fashion, with his legs crossed.

“If you think there was anything of affectation in all this,
you are mistaken, There was just the manner, and appear-
ance, and look, you would expect to see in a nobly built man
of the highest order of intelligence, and who had been taught
all the graces of motion, and then escorted by his armies to a
throne, where the diadem was to be placed upon his head.

“There is but one opinion of the man, and that I have at-
tempted to convey to you. I could not refrain from specu-
lating on his dress. His white jacket, having upon it but a
single piece of red, appeared to indicate the purity of his past
life, which had been stained by only a single crime; for all



