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so I ordered my steersman to turn in instantly. The head of
the canoe was in a moment changed from its line down the
river, and headed towards the shore. This movement brought
all their rifles across the arms of the Indians, who, being sud-
denly struck by this prompt movement, were at a loss to com-
prehend its meaning, and seemed resolved to await its issue.
Our guns were concealed. On reaching the beach, I ordered
the men to be ready for any emergency; and so, buckling on
my sword, and putting a pair of pistols in my pockets, I
directed Ben, my steward, to fill his pockets with tobacco and
Indian jewelry, and follow me and the interpreter up the steep
ascent.

Ben’s color changed from its fine and glossy ebony to a sort
of lived paleness, and a trembling seized him. He had often
predicted, as well the year before, as now, that we should
never see home again; and this he verily believed was to be
the hour when his prophesy was to be fulfilled. This change
in his complexion was nothing new to me, having had occasion
t) observe it frequently, and, in my Tour to the Lakes, to re-
cord it.

On arriving at the summit of the hill, I stood a moment.
The Indians had all changed their positions, and were now fac-
ing me. Not a word was spoken, nor did a man of them stir.
After a short pause, I inquired, through the interpreter, if
their chief was present. He was. “Tell him to come and
shake hands with me. I am from where the sun rises, and
near his Great Father’s lodge, in the great village of Washing
ton, where I have often seen and shaken hands with many
of the great men of the Indian race. I have come a long
way to see them in their own country, that when I go back to
their Great Father, I may be able to tell him how his red
ckildren are—what are their wants—and before I go, if I can,
to make peace among them.” The moment this was interpreted,
the whole party gave a grunt of approbation, long, and loud
and emphatic; when a tall, aged, and good-looking Indian,
from his position on the extreme right, walked and shook
bands with me most cordially. I asked his name—and then



