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DEAR SIR:

HAVING heard of you as one ever ready to promote the literature of
your Country, and to develope its history, I have determined to forward
you the accompanying, with a request that you will commit it to the
press, if, according to your judgment, it possesses sufficient
merits.

In writing this manuscript I cannot claim to rank as an Author, having
merely thrown together, with very little embellishment, facts that I have
been enabled to collect from a variety of scattered sources.

A few years ago I was a traveller through the western part of North
Carolina, and having stopped early in the evening at a small village, on
the southwestern side of the Tennessee River, in the indulgence of a
curiosity common to myself, with most travellers, I inquired if the
neighborhood furnished anything to gratify an admirer of the works either
of nature or of art. My host, who was, by the way, an amiable and
intelligent man, promptly answered, that there was within the limits of
the village itself, an “Indian mound,” and that the Falls of
the Sugar Town Fork, a few miles distant, were esteemed quite an
interesting spectacle to such as loved to see nature in wildness and
grandeur. Moved by no love of gain, which might seek to prolong, as much
as possible, the stay of a guest where the visits of travellers were like
those of angels, he kindly offered to accompany me the next day as far on
the way to the Falls as the residence of Mr. McDonald, who was, he
informed me, the clerk of the court—a scholar, a gentleman, and one
deeply versed in the legendary lore of the country, which he took great
pleasure in imparting whenever it was his fortune to meet with an
intelligent and interested listener.

My host excused himself from accompanying me farther, by assuring me
that I should find in Mr. McDonald a willing and much more able guide
than himself, in my progress up the Sugar Town Fork, and that the
pressure of his own business would require his immediate return to the
village.

Accordingly, the next morning, I proceeded with my worthy host in
quest of adventures, and would have crossed the Tennessee River at a new
and convenient bridge, but was assured by him I should save half a dollar
in going and returning by fording the stream, which, although quite
rapid, was scarcely deep enough to swim my horse. I was but little
practised as a highland traveller, and did not, I confess, feel very
comfortable in looking upon the stream gliding swiftly beneath me; and
although my horse did not actually swim, my head did, and I was heartily
glad when I touched terra firma on the opposite side. But I did
not trouble my friend with any voluntary exhibitions of alarm; but, on
the contrary, flattered myself with the hope that I had succeeded in
impressing him very favorably with both my courage and experience.

We had not progressed far before I perceived that fifty cents for
crossing the bridge at the village would have been a very idle
expenditure of money, for as we advanced we had to cross and recross the
stream every hundred or two yards, where it was very little narrower or
shallower than where we first encountered it. It is true, as our general
course was up the stream, both its width and depth did somewhat diminish
at each successive ford, but it was very gradually, and before we reached
Mr. McDonald's, my brain had become quite steady, and my confidence
perfectly established.

When I entered the house of Mr. McDonald it was not with the feelings
of a stranger; his first salutation being sufficient to satisfy me that
he was a man after my own heart. Had he lived in a city, he would have
been a book-worm, and wasted all his means in acts of benevolence; but in
his present situation, with a scanty library, he was forced to read the
book of nature, or, at least, many of its most striking pages; and the
demands upon his generous feelings were few, and never such as to tax the
pocket.

Should these pages ever find their way back to the region of which
they treat, Mrs. McDonald will pardon the introduction of her name, as a
most sincere and respectful offering of gratitude. She is a lady in the
most significant sense of that term; and I was almost compelled to doubt
the evidence of my own senses when my eye glanced from the wild scenery
around me, to the interesting woman, who, had she been bred in courts,
would not have been half so successful in throwing an air of elegance
over the rustic comforts by which she was surrounded.

In a short time Mr. McDonald and I were ready to pursue our way,
leaving my host of the village to return at his leisure. An hour's riding
brought us where Mr. McDonald informed me our horses could no longer be
useful; we accordingly tied them to a limb of a tree, and began, on foot,
to encounter the very steep ascent formed by the mountains so closing in
as to leave only a very narrow pass for the brawling stream. After
laborious climbing for another hour, we reached the Falls, which, I
confess, disappointed me, and I was even so impolite as to acknowledge it
to my guide. But the wild and picturesque scenery through which I had
passed, would have repaid me for my fatigue, had I found nothing more.
But the phrenologists say my organ of alimentiveness is a good deal
developed, and proves that I have an especial relish for good eating and
drinking; and I do not know that the aforesaid propensity of my nature
has ever been more highly treated than on my present visit.

As we turned to descend—“We must take a salmon home with
us for dinner,” said Mr. McDonald.

“A salmon?” said I, in unfeigned surprise.

“Yes,” replied my host, in his quiet way, “a
salmon.”

“You are jesting with me,” said I.

“Indeed I am not,” said Mr. McDonald, deliberately seating
himself by the side of the stream we had regained, and pulling off his
coat, shoes and stockings, and rolling up his pantaloons and shirt
sleeves.

In a moment more he was in the water, turning over the large rocks,
with as much earnestness as if he had expected to find a bag of gold
beneath each of them. I looked on, puzzled what to think of my new
acquaintance. At length he succeeded in slightly shaking a very large
rock, which defied all his efforts to turn it over, when instantly there
dashed from beneath it what, at first, appeared to me to be a perfect
monster. Mr. McDonald immediately rushed in pursuit, and a more amusing
spectacle I never witnessed for twelve or fifteen minutes. The water was
splashed about in every direction, so as to leave not a dry garment upon
the pursuer, as a large fish darted from one hiding place to another,
with fruitless efforts to avail himself of it. Sometimes the hand of the
extraordinary fisherman was fairly upon him, but the lubricity of his
scales would save him, and afford him another chance for escape. At
length, however, when nearly exhausted with his bootless exertions, Mr.
McDonald succeeded in dexterously thrusting his hand into the gills of
the fish, which now lashed the water into a perfect foam, and sent the
spray in every direction, like a shower of rain. But the relentless foe
held on, with tenacious grasp, and dragged him to the shore. My
assistance now seemed necessary to prevent the captive from regaining his
native element, so completely had the captor expended his strength in the
double labor of turning over the rocks to dislodge the game and securing
it afterwards.

As soon as Mr. McDonald had sufficiently recovered himself, we
repaired to our horses, with our prize, which he fastened behind his
saddle. We then proceeded to his house, where Mrs. McDonald prepared for
us a most sumptuous dinner, of which the captive fish constituted an
important part, and was, by far, the finest, both in looks and flavor, I
had ever tasted.

I am an admirer of good wine, and consequently have no great relish
for what is commonly called native wine, but that which my host furnished
on this occasion of his own vintage was to me uncommonly palatable.

After dinner my friend began to exhibit his propensity for legendary
recital, and, among other things, inquired of me if I had ever been at
Tesumtoe?

To this I replied in the negative. “Then,” said he,
“you have never seen the plain black cross which marks the head of
a grave in the village graveyard.”

“Of course not,” said I.

“Around that cross,” said he, “clusters some of the
most interesting incidents connected with this part of the
country.”

I encouraged the mood of my friend, and, with short intervals for
sleep, and our necessary meals, it was far into the next day when I was
compelled to break off, much against my will, leaving his recital
unfinished. I returned to the village that evening, and the next morning
resumed my journey.

In the following sheets I have thrown together parts of Mr. McDonald's
narrative, mingled with much I had gathered from other sources; and trust
they will not be found destitute of interest. They embody to some extent
the prevailing customs of one tribe, at least, of our aborigines, and
some effort is made to impart the interest of romance to a portion of its
transactions with the whites.

Since these pages were written, the removal of the Cherokees to the
west of the Mississippi has been completed. Only the few particularly
referred to in the latter part of the following story remain, and these,
I perceive, have recently attracted the notice of some contributor to the
newspapers. From this newspaper account, I should be led to infer they
must have multiplied considerably since my friend Mr. McDonald's
information respecting them. But it is possible he may not have meditated
in his conversations with me, the most perfect accuracy, little
suspecting I was “a chiel' amang them takin' notes.”

It may be, therefore, that should you see fit to usher to the light my
humble labors, many other errors and inaccuracies may be detected by
persons more knowing than myself. Should this be the case, I pray such to
understand, that I do not hold myself accountable for accuracy in a
single particular—that all that is therein set forth is endorsed
without recourse—that Mr. McDonald and the rest who have furnished
me with materials are alone responsible for their being genuine—and
that so far from holding myself liable to the imputation of the shameful
vices of wilful lying, or imprudently repeating things without regard to
their truth or falsehood, I do not admit that it would be just and
proper, even to ascribe to me the amiable weakness of—credulity. I
was myself entertained, without inquiring, or greatly caring, whether
what I heard was true or false, and I am perfectly willing to afford to
others a like opportunity.

Should I fail in amusing and instructing those who may favor these
pages with a perusal, contempt will shield them from any severe scrutiny
upon the point of truth and accuracy. On the other hand, if where the
former are afforded, the latter were also required, Homer and Milton
would never have insinuated the beauteous fabrications of their
respective fancies into the texture of the religious creeds of their
several ages, nor have become the standards of taste and models of poetic
excellence for all generations.

As in this age of utilitarianism no story can be considered worth
perusing, from which no instructive moral can be drawn, I should be sorry
to believe my labors deficient in this particular. From the uniform
success attendant in my story on the white man, in every species of
contest with the savage, whether in love or war, and whether single
handed or in numbers, we may learn to set a just value upon the
advantages of civilization. From thence nothing can be more natural than
for us to advance another step, and feel our hearts warmed with gratitude
to Providence, who has cast our own lot in the fortunate class.

But I will not anticipate further, leaving to every reader to select
for himself from the moral and intellectual repast we set before him, and
if he rises from it unamused and uninstructed, I must indulge my vanity
so far as to attribute the fault to him, rather than myself.

Should the Public, however, that just arbiter from whose judgment
there is no appeal, give to my production any decided mark of approval,
it is more than probable you may hear again from one who is,

Very respectfully,

 Your obedient servant,

AN AMERICAN.

TO PETER FORCE, ESQ.
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  —Above me are the Alps,

  Those palaces of Nature, whose vast walls

  Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy
scalps.

 * * * * * * * * *

  But ere these matchless heights I dare to
scan,

  There is a spot should not be pass'd in
vain.

BYRON.

THE spirit of adventure and a love of freedom, rather than ease, have
been prominent characteristics of the Anglo-Americans, from the very
beginning of their existence as a people. Indeed, if the origin of this
race could be traced to the age of Fable, these principles would be found
personified by the poets; and superstitious Americans might claim a
mythological descent from a demigod called Enterprise, by the Genius of
Liberty, whom he accidentally encountered in the wilds of Briton. But no
clouds of uncertainty hover over the origin of our Heaven-favored nation,
and, without a figure, its existence may be traced to the joint effect of
a bold love of enterprise, and an intolerance of oppression. These moved
our ancestors to forsake the home of their fathers, and seek for fortune
and freedom in an untrodden wilderness. Though no civilized man had
preceded them thither, the savage was there, claiming the lordship of the
soil by Nature's charter—possession—authenticated by her
law—superior force. Yet, it was the will of Heaven that this
physical law should be superseded, and that the Red men should yield
their homes to greatly inferior numbers of the Whites, receding before
their rapidly increasing masses, ceaselessly, as the roll of the billows
of the ocean, until checked by the voice of Him who hath set for the sea
her appointed boundaries.

Many years ago, Robert Aymor removed to that region of country which
lies immediately to the westward of the Blue Ridge, within the chartered
limits of the State of North Carolina. His father before him had been one
of those who constituted portions of the vanguard of the white settlers,
who, planting their feet successively on each spot of earth while yet
warm with the departing footstep of the Aboriginal possessor, traced him
closely in his retreat towards the setting sun. This mode of life had
become endeared to Robert, by the sacred influence of paternal example,
and was followed as the one for which he was best fitted, both by habit
and disposition.

Robert Aymor was an illiterate man, in the more proper acceptation of
the term, although he was not ignorant of the rudiments of reading,
writing, and arithmetic, and was accounted no bad practical surveyor. But
he was a man of strong natural sense, had been a shrewd observer of men
and things, and had carefully treasured up the traditionary lore of his
ancestors. His inward man was, therefore, far above the contempt of the
most pretending, and could rather look down from its own elevation upon
most with whom it was its fortune to encounter. In personal advantages he
had no cause to complain of nature. She had given him a strong athletic
frame, about six feet two inches in height when standing in his
moccasins, although this height was rendered less striking from that
peculiar stoop, which is generally described by the term
round-shouldered. Locks, which were in early life as black as the raven's
wing, now intermingled here and there with hair rivalling the snow in
whiteness, clustered around a high broad forehead. Long shaggy brows
overhung small clear grey eyes, deep buried in their sockets. His nose
was long, thin, and sharp, such as is usually selected to grace the face
of a miser; and, as is generally the case with one of that description,
continually threatened approach to a chin, projecting beneath it, and
seeming, in its turn, ambitiously aspiring to the place of its rival. But
these doughty champions were kept apart by a mouth on which an expression
of soft benevolence sat continually. Whatever might be said in
disparagement of particular features in the face of Robert Aymor, his
mouth imparted to the whole countenance a winning expression, which
disarmed at once the purpose of scrutiny, and subdued any prejudice with
which a stranger might have approached him. No people upon earth are
usually so soon obedient to the promptings of nature, to select for
themselves an helpmate, as the settlers of a new country; yet Robert
Aymor was rather an exception to this general rule, for reasons which
will appear in the course of the story. But his case formed no exception
to the haste with which this important act is generally performed, at
whatever period of life convenience may dictate it:—the choice
commonly devolving upon the first good looking object on which the eyes
of the swain may fall, after he has resolved to marry.

Dorothy Hays was a hearty buxom lass, fair, and round
featured—her father resided contiguous to the parent of Robert
Aymor; she crossed his path at the critical moment, and they became man
and wife. But it was not long after marriage that Aymor made a discovery,
which hung like a cloud over his prospects of happiness. His Dolly proved
to be one of those weak persons, whom unscrupulous rudeness might have
called a fool. From the moment that, what was at first suspicious
apprehension, became fixed conviction, Aymor felt, that respect for his
wife, the only fetter with which wayward love can effectually be bound,
was wanting, and that he must thenceforth pass through life the listless
slave of conjugal duty, and not the cheerful subject of connubial
affection. But he was, in his way, a conscientious man, and resolved that
Dolly should never know the distressing discovery he had made, nor find
any thing in his manner different from what she would have done had she
been all that, in the blindness of passion, he once imagined her. This
was a resolution not altogether in the power of human nature to keep,
and, when mortified by her follies, or wearied with her stupidity, hasty
expressions would escape his lips, which happily for herself she was
incapable of feeling in all their cutting severity. What a riddle is man!
And what cause for grateful admiration has he to the Author of all good,
that the root of some of his holiest feelings, and some of his highest
moral enjoyments, is found amid his very vices, his foibles, and his
griefs! And thus did Robert Aymor often experience an overflowing of
tenderness for his wife, and pleasure in offering her atoning kindnesses,
after one of those bursts of impatience, she possessed no other means of
calling forth or producing.

At the period when our story opens, Robert Aymor was more than fifty
years of age, and his wife some years younger, although a stranger might
have judged her the elder of the two. Time, which had rendered him more
gaunt, and thus, notwithstanding the slight increase in his natural
stoop, added to his apparent height, had greatly increased her natural
obesity, and she now moved with difficulty a mass of matter scarcely less
in circumference than in height. That attention to personal neatness, by
which so many efface for a season those traces by which Time is ever
striving to mark his transit, was in her case entirely wanting. Her broad
round face, through the texture of whose skin the multitudinous veins,
with their crimson currents, distinctly shewed, as if the latter were
ready to burst forth, was in perfect contrast with the meagre,
weather-beaten visage of her husband. Her sex, her age, and her
intellect, all conspired to render her garrulous, whilst the very
extravagance of her loquacity but served to increase that taciturnity so
natural to the situation of Aymor. The ordinary fruits of matrimony had
not been denied to this couple, and Dolly, as far as possible, had atoned
for mental barrenness, by an unusual fecundity of body. The young olive
plants encircled the table of Aymor—his quiver was full of those
arrows which are a blessing from the Lord—and if more than a dozen
children could save from that misfortune, he need not have been ashamed
when he met his enemy in the gates.

Gideon, the eldest of these mountain shoots, is the one with whom, in
the progress of our story, we shall have most to do, and was, at the
period we speak of, about the age when a man is said to be handsome, if
ever. A little more than a score of years were accomplished since his
birth, and had conferred upon him the honors of manhood. In person Gideon
was more upon the model of his mother, than his father. In height he did
not exceed five feet nine inches, and from her he had borrowed a full
black eye, snub nose, and plump sensual lips. But although his figure was
rather broad in proportion to his height, there was no superfluous flesh
about him, and he was, upon the whole, well formed, both for strength and
activity. His intellectual character was a combination of those of his
two parents. He possessed his father's shrewdness, though not to the full
extent, and was, perhaps, his equal in courage and enterprise, but was
quite deficient in his characteristic generosity and frankness of
disposition. Altogether he was well calculated to work his way through
the world, and especially in that mode of life which had been followed by
his family for several generations; he was bold, active, and
enterprising, and shrunk not from the labors incident to the rude
husbandry of the time and place, or the dangers and fatigues of
hunting.

From a small range of mountains, on the western side of French Broad
River, commonly called the Homony Hills, issues a clear rapid stream,
also called Homony Creek. This stream takes its rise near the very summit
of the ridge, and winding its way for seven or eight miles, serves like
the thread of Ariadne, to guide the wanderer through the mazes of a
labyrinth, to the only practicable passage across this barrier of
nature's own erection. In various places along its course through the
mountain hollow, small and narrow, but beautiful and fertile pieces of
land spread themselves out in a perfect level, presenting a pleasing
contrast with the wild and precipitous hills in which they are embosomed.
These delightful spots of ground become more numerous and extensive as
the stream progresses on its rapid and irriguous way, until, where it
finally emerges from the gorge of the mountain, it meanders through a
rich plain, containing many acres, and at last loses itself in French
Broad River.

This plain, at the time we speak of, was in part occupied by the farm
of Robert Aymor, lying around the point, which like a promontory, of no
great extent, stretched itself out from the foot of the mountain into the
plain. Upon this elevation Aymor had erected his comfortable log
dwelling. The abrupt and rocky edges of this hill were concealed by a
thick evergreen growth of mountain ivy and laurel, while the level on its
summit, shorn of all brush and underwood, was crowned with a magnificent
growth of mountain ash, chestnut and poplar, which, in the summer heat,
lent their refreshing shade to the cottage they surrounded. Yet their
branches were not now stretching out their leafy canopy, to shelter from
solstitial heat the panting sufferer, but, stript of their verdant
honors, were rudely torn and shaken by the wintry blasts, or hung, as in
mockery, with the gathering snow wreath. Night had come down upon the
earth, with a darkness unmitigated, save by the phosphoric light emitted
from the snow, which had been for hours falling fast and thickly. The
wind howled piteously through the hollows of the Hommony, while the dash
of its stream could scarcely be heard in its feeble efforts to escape
from the icy prison in which stern nature was hastening to confine it.
The family of Robert Aymor, in this inclement night, was gathered around,
or rather, partly within and partly around a fire-place but little
inferior in size to a small bed room, from the centre of which a large
pile of wood was sending up a lively blaze, roaring as it ascended, as if
in defiance, or in imitative mockery of the storm without.

“Atha! my dear,” said Aymor, as he drew near the fire, and
gave it a punch with the poking stick, “put the children to bed:
Lucy and Sylvia are asleep already, and the rest are not far behind
them.”

“For God's sake, Bob Aymor,” said his wife, “let the
children alone, if they're a mind to sleep by the fire I can't see why it
ain't just as good as putting them to bed.”

“Mother!” replied Atha, modestly, “I think father is
right, the poor little things can't be comfortable in the way they are
fixed, and, besides, there is danger of their taking cold.”

“I hav'nt another word to say about it, Atha; I know you'll
always side with your father, so just fix it your own way.”

Atha, a pretty country girl, a year or two younger than her brother
Gideon, proceeded to fulfil the command of her father, and, for a time,
the sounds of “harmony not understood,” filled the cottage,
as she successively stripped the members of the juvenile multitude, and
consigned them to their respective places of repose. At length, all was
again quiet within the cottage, and the storm, as if to make up for the
time in which its clamor had been drowned by the noise of the children,
raged more loudly without.

“It is a fearful night,” said Atha, shivering, as she
returned towards the cheerful hearth, “and God knows I pity from my
heart the many poor creatures who are exposed to it, without a house to
shelter, or a fire to warm them.”

“You are thinking of John Welch, now,” said her mother.
“I don't care the peeling of a 'tater where he is; and, if I was
you, I wouldn't be such a fool, as to have him always in my
head.”

“It isn't kind in you, mother, to take me up in this way,”
replied Atha, sorrowfully; “I am sure I did not say a word about
John Welch, and even if a thought of him had come across my mind, when I
heard the wind howl so dismally, it is no wonder, when you know, mother,
we have been playmates ever since I can remember anything, and that I may
have been the cause of his exposure to this dreadful storm, and, gracious
knows, how many other troubles and dangers.” An unbidden tear
gathered in the eye of the innocent girl, which she hastened to wipe away
with the corner of her apron.

“You know it wa'nt my fau't, Atha,” continued her mother,
in a softened tone of voice, “I always thought John Welch good
enough for anybody, but Bob Aymor must always carry a high head, and I
look for the day to come when he'll wish he had carried it
lower.”

“Don't blame father,” said Atha, sobbing, “I know he
acted for the best, and is now as sorry as any of us that he treated the
poor fellow so harshly.”

“You are right, Atha, my dear,” said her father, pulling
her head gently down upon his bosom, “Welch was a noble fellow,
although my pride revolted at the Indian blood in his veins; but it
wasn't much after all,—and you love him Atha.—Cheer up, my
girl, he will return to us again, and all shall yet be well. Who knows
but he may come back to us this night, as stormy as it is?”

Atha shook her head with mournful incredulity, but the words of her
father, accompanied by the kind expression of his countenance, had fallen
with balsamic influence upon her wounded feelings, and, to use a
hackneyed figure of the poets, a tranquil smile lighted up her
countenance as she wiped away her tears, like a rainbow painted on a
departing cloud.

“Now, I wonder, Bob Aymor,” cried Dolly, at the very pitch
of her voice, “if you do really ever expect to see John Welch
again? For my part, I'd as soon look for cranberries in the
cornfield;—and to night too? why you might as well expect an angel
from Heaven!”

The latch of the outer door was now heard to move, and as every eye
involuntarily turned in that direction, the thought flashed through every
mind “It is he!” The heart of Atha throbbed
violently—she gasped for breath, and was constrained to cling to
her father's chair for support. The door opened, and a figure
entered—“My God!” exclaimed Atha, as the light fell
upon straight black locks, and was reflected from piercing black eyes,
which gave expression to a bright copper-colored countenance. But, with
the quickness of thought, she perceived that her eager hope had mislead
her, and that no drop of the white man's blood animated the being who now
approached the fire. He had upon his entrance shaken from his hat and the
blanket wrapped about his shoulders, the masses of snow which had
gathered upon them, as well as from his moccasins of tanned deer-skin, of
one piece with the leggins encasing his lower extremities. The leggins
and moccasins were laced up with strings of horse hair, composed of
mingled strains of red, blue, and yellow, of a very bright dye. The
eyelet holes, through which the strings passed, were inwrought with the
quill part of the feathers of birds, dyed in the same variety of colors
with the horse hair. Breeches of the same material with his leggins, and
a hunting shirt of coarse cotton, completed the habiliments of the
stranger. His wrists were ornamented with bracelets, formed of beads, and
his ears with large rings suspended from their tips. At his back hung a
bow and quiver, and on his right side, beneath his blanket, a shot pouch
and powder horn. In his right hand he bore a rifle, the breech of which
he brought down upon the floor, as he advanced.

This apparition, who, when they discovered that it was a full blooded
Indian, ceased to interest the hopes or apprehensions of the family
circle, upon which he had obtruded himself, (for they were no strangers
to such visiters,) was about the middle stature, of a graceful active
form, with the proverbial straightness of his race. With a measured and
stately pace he advanced towards the fire, without deigning to address
himself to any one, and silently changed his position from time to time,
so as most advantageously to diffuse the genial glow through his chilled
members. Those in whose presence he stood, were too well acquainted with
the habits of his race to feel any surprise, or sense of rude treatment,
from the unceremonious entrance, or silent freedom of the savage. A
significant “umph!” announced, at length, that the process of
warming himself had been so far accomplished, as, according to his own
ideas of propriety, to render silence no longer becoming.

“The white man,” he said, addressing Aymor, “has
often found food and shelter in the wigwams of the Cherokees. In my
father's hut the white man is welcome to warm by the blaze of his fire,
and to satisfy his hunger from the pot of *Connehany,



* Connehany, a kind of sour homony.


 which stands ready on his hearth.” 



“You are welcome,” said Aymor, laconically. A significant
glance from her father was sufficient and Atha proceeded to set before
the famished son of the forest the remnants of their evening meal. Having
satisfied the cravings of hunger, by availing himself, in moderation, of
what was set before him, the Indian, wrapped in his blanket, laid down to
repose beside the fire. His host and family soon sought their respective
places of rest, and sepulchral stillness reigned through the mansion,
whose inmates had undergone the change so typical of that at which our
nature shudders.
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  In shape, mein, manners, prowess, solid
parts,

  A man complete.

B. F. B.

THERE is a wide difference in the habits of various portions of the
great family of man, in their distribution of the twenty-four hours,
which constitute the day. By some, the order of nature is entirely
reversed, and the gratuitous brightness of Heaven is shut out from their
dwellings, while they press the bed of untimely slumber, and are,
consequently, driven to purchase from art much of the light by which
their labors are performed, and their revelry enjoyed. Such were not the
habits in which Robert Aymor had been trained; and he, in his turn, both
by precept and example, enforced upon his household the custom of early
rising.

But on the morning succeeding the evening mentioned in our last
chapter, the family of Aymor did not find themselves intruders upon the
unfinished slumbers of their guest. He had left the cottage, at what hour
none of them could tell, for his departure had been as noiseless as the
fall of the flakes of snow, with which all nature was covered. Some
little gossip there was among them, who he could be; but his
unceremonious departure was to them a matter of no more surprise than his
abrupt entrance, and, in a few moments, the thoughts of him were
completely dismissed from their minds. There was a suspension in the
storm,—and the day passed on, cold, cheerless, and cloudy, without
any actual fall of either snow, rain, or hail. Night quickly returned,
and with it the renewed storm, although with mitigated violence. Then
also returned to the cottage of Aymor, the visiter of the preceding
evening, in the same guise and accoutrements, and with the addition of a
heavy burden upon his shoulders, beneath which he staggered near to the
fire-place, and threw it upon a rude bench. “Aha!” said he,
as he gave it a slap with his hand, and regarded it with a smile of
satisfaction, which seemed to glance off from that object towards the
family circle, “*How-wih.”



* How-wih, signifies in the Cherokee tongue, “Deer.”


 “That is a noble buck,” said Aymor, “but you must have
toiled hard for it in a country where deer is so plenty, if that is the
only fruit of a whole day's labor.” “It is yours,” said
the Indian, not appearing to notice Aymor's last remark. In a very short
time a portion of the skin of the deer was stripped aside, and a few
choice slices of his flesh laid upon the coals, were added to their
simple supper. The host shared with his provident guest his family meal,
but little seasoned with discourse, to which the latter seemed rather
averse; and, according to the custom of those who early shake off slumber
in the morning, they were all ready soon after supper to return to its
embraces. 



The next morning, like the preceding, did not find his Indian guest in
the cottage of Aymor, but his place was not empty in the evening at the
hospitable board, nor was his blanket wrapped form wanting at bed time to
repose beside the hearth. For several successive days and nights the
Indian came and went, in the same manner, always bringing with him some
piece of choice game for the table of his kind entertainer, of whom his
independent soul seemed to disdain the receipt of unrequited benefits.
When, however, the weather had somewhat moderated, he no longer
constituted a member of the evening circle around Aymor's hearth,
although he would occasionally drop in at irregular hours, sometimes to
apprize Aymor where he would find a fat buck which the Cherokee had
brought down with his rifle, too ponderous for convenient carriage by his
single strength, and sometimes to be himself the bearer of some lighter
present.

At length it became a matter of casual inquiry with Aymor, as well as
with other members of his family, what the object of the Indian could be,
in thus remaining so long in their neighborhood, where he was too often
seen, to allow the supposition that he ever left it far; and one less
bold and fearless than Aymor, might have suspected a motive fraught with
danger to himself. He was not ignorant of the craft of the savage, and
that with him an appearance of friendship, is not unfrequently the fair
cluster of flowers beneath which the deadliest malice lies coiled, like a
serpent, for a more fatal and effectual spring. But he knew, also, that
the savage, in common with other human beings, seldom acts without a
motive, and has too much sagacity to hazard, in the mere wantonness of
mischief, his own safety; and that between himself and the Cherokee
wanderer, now in his vicinity, there could be no just cause of feud. The
truth is, Aymor's bosom was almost a stranger to fear, and the only
sentiment excited in his mind in relation to the purpose of the savage,
was one of simple curiosity. Even this did not much trouble him, and he
permitted the Indian daily to cross his path unquestioned. Indeed, how
could he obtrude himself into the confidence of one who seemed so much to
shun conversation, and upon whose providence he was hourly feeding? Such
was the literal fact, for Aymor could not say that he had sat down to a
meal since this stranger had visited his house, that some article
supplied by him did not constitute its most attractive portion.

Gideon Aymor, as we have said, was active and enterprising, yet
something had prevented him from giving his wonted attention to forest
sports for some weeks previous to the arrival of the Indian, and for some
time afterwards. At length this cause of temporary suspension passed
away, and he began to resume his gun, and would frequently in his
wanderings fall in with this new acquaintance. Although he did not at
first find the Indian very communicative, similarity of pursuit would
carry them far and long together, until at length kindly feelings sprang
up between them. Gideon perceived, after a few days hunting with the
Indian, that he had greatly overrated his own skill in woodcraft, and
was, in that art, simple as it may seem, at an immeasurable distance
behind his companion, from whom he was hourly learning some new piece of
stratege—sometimes to steal, unawares, upon the unsuspecting
game—sometimes to attract it within reach of his treacherous
aim—at others to place himself in a situation to meet, in their
silly flight, victims who fancied they were leaving him far behind.
Besides these, he learnt from him much that he knew not before, in the
preparation, carriage, and use of his weapons, and the best methods of
butchering the larger game after he had brought it down, as well as the
habits and places of resort of the different animals, together with many
other things, manifesting profound sagacity in the teacher, and highly
convenient for an accomplished hunter to know.
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