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  The traveller, in the boundless lands,

  Where the fair West its stores expands,

  Oft marks with cheerful green unblent,

  High pil'd to Heaven the bleak ascent;

  But as along the vale he sweeps,

  More gently swell the fir clad steeps,

  Till all the sunny summit rise

  With golden crown amid the skies.

YAMOYDEN.

SLEEP has been aptly called “nature's grand restorative,”
and is at once a temporary refuge from distress, and one of the best
preparations for its endurance.—From the toils of the mind and of
the body, it is alike a relief, and embraces, without distinction, the
prince and the beggar.

In the enjoyment of this comfort did the various tenants of Mr.
Holland's mansion fit themselves for their respective duties on the day
following, and get rid of the effects of their different grievances on
the preceding. The lawyers, according to their wont, indulged themselves
in late morning sleep, with its accompanying visions of pleasure, until
the announcement of breakfast. But the earliest crowing of the cock
roused to their labors the busy family, and Gideon was prompt in
following their example. Taking leave of his kind entertainers, he
repaired to Waynesville, and found Eoneguski impatiently waiting his
arrival. The latter had been a good deal alarmed when first missing his
young friend, and, through the hands of Mercury, gathered together his
moveables, which Gideon's own disordered mind had forgotten, and to which
the attention of Mr. Holland had not been drawn. These the Indian
carefully preserved, to be replaced in the possession of their owner as
soon as they should meet again. Upon diligent inquiry, he learned whither
Gideon had gone, and all uneasiness was at an end when he traced him to
the keeping of Moses Holland.

Many of the Cherokees who were at Waynesville they day before had
already preceded them towards the Indian country, and others were
preparing to march in the same direction. Gideon was gratified to find
his property, about which he began to feel some uneasiness, in the hands
of his swarthy friend; but the buoyancy of spirits with which he had set
out upon his expedition was greatly diminished by the reduced weight of
his purse, and the recollection of the contemptible figure he must have
cut at Waynesville under the influence of spirits. Nor did it escape his
observation that Eoneguski was less cheerful than he had been previous to
their arrival, although he was entirely ignorant of the cause.

Nothing remarkable occurred on their journey, which now lay along an
Indian trail in a southwesterly direction, frequently crossing and
re-crossing Richland Creek, and failing this noisy attendant, they soon
found themselves pursuing, in the same way, the course of another stream
called Scott's Creek. Here the scenery became more wild—the Balsam
towered above them in dark majesty, generally throwing its shade upon the
stream, which, now and then escaping into bright sunshine, sparkled, as
in delight, to fell the genial warmth. But whether in sunshine or in
shade, Scott's Creek gushed along its rocky bed, furiously lashing those
huge hard impediments against which it incessantly smote, and ever
throwing up its spray as it recoiled from these rough encounters. With
renewed courage it glided past them, foaming and bubbling—here
making melody with a regular tinkling flash, and there hissing
continually, as in hot displeasure. But they chose not to follow Scott's
Creek through all the sinuosities by which it found its way to the
Tuckasege, but leaving it to quarrel and fret alone the remainder of its
rough journey, they struck across to that river by a nearer route.

Having passed the Tuckasege, they did not rely upon the guidance of
Savanna Creek from its very mouth, but cutting across another angle of
four or five miles, they encountered this stream some distance above, and
avoided an hour of unnecessary travelling. Having here fallen in with it,
however, they left it no more until it conducted them up the steep side
of the Cowee Mountain, the most easy and practicable route. On reaching
the summit of this mountain, a large section of what was then, and still
is, called the Tennessee Valley, was spread out before them. But Gideon
could not avoid an expression of astonishment at the apparent incongruity
of the name and the thing. To be sure, he found himself upon the summit
of a mountain, the side of which, when he looked down it westwardly,
seemed nearly perpendicular; and, in the distant haze of the horizon,
over against him, mountains still more lofty lifted up their heads, in
silvery brightness, borrowed from the snow with which they were crowned.
But in the intermediate space called the Valley, mountain beyond mountain
rose in thick array, apparently leaving not a spot of level ground for
the eye to rest upon. As they descended Gideon could not fail to remark a
considerable increase of temperature, and, upon closer observation, not
only a greater advance, by two or three weeks, of vegetation, but
numerous plants were discovered entirely unknown on the opposite side of
the mountain. A great change in the nature of the soil was also
perceptible; the light dark mould prevalent on the eastern side being
exchanged on the western for a compact hard clay, of a hue somewhat
resembling brick dust, with occasional veins of sand running through
it.

As they descended towards the valley the air became still more mild,
and Gideon remembered the promise of Eoneguski, that “here he would
find the game more plenty, and that the sun would shine more
brightly.” Part of it he found realized, and his doubts were
removed as to the remainder.

Continuing to descend, their way became less precipitous until they
reached the Tennessee River, on the near side of which an Indian hut or
two was scattered among fields almost level, presenting the appearance of
long use, and having suffered seriously from improvident culture. Similar
fields occupied the acclivity of the opposite bank, with a very narrow
slip of irregular low ground running along the margin of the stream. On
the farther side of these fields, about one-fourth of a mile from the
river, rose the village of Eonee. “There,” said the Indian,
pointing to it, with a rather melancholy smile, “is the home of
Eoneguski.”

While they were preparing to cross the Tennessee, a mound of earth,
about one hundred yards from its margin, in the direction they were
going, attracted the attention of Gideon. It was evidently not the work
of nature, but had been accumulated with great exertion of human toil.
Whether the earth of which it was composed had been gathered from the
ground immediately around it, or brought from a distance, could not be
determined with any certainty. It was situated on the most extensive
level which, in that vicinity, the low grounds of the Tennessee afforded.
On one side of it flowed that river, and on the other a small swampy
creek, which, so far as we have ever learned, is not honored with a name.
The mound was, at the base, about four hundred feet in circumference, and
that side of it which fronted the angle formed by the junction of the
river and creek, in a northerly direction, rose to the height of twenty
or twenty-five feet in a cone, forming an angle with the surface of the
earth of about seventy or seventy-five degrees. This was probably the
case with the whole circumference; but on the opposite side from the one
which fronted the junction of the creek and river, a projection sloped
off in a southerly direction about fifty feet in width, forming a gradual
and easy ascent from the level ground to the summit, where was a smooth
area about sixty-six feet in circumference, surrounded by an embankment
about two feet high.—Upon it, and around it, were scattered here
and there small fragments of what had evidently once been earthen vessels
of great antiquity; but how they had come there, or to what purposes been
applied, were matters for conjecture.

Gideon had frequently heard of what were called by those who spake,
“Indian mounts,” as well as various suppositions as to how
they were erected, and for what objects designed, but he had never seen
hem; and as their course now lay directly past one, Eoneguski could not
refuse so far to gratify his curiosity as to allow him a few moments to
examine it. All that he had heard about these mounds now flashed upon his
mind. One theory was, that, in compliance with a superstition among them,
the Indians within a certain district of country brought, each, a
spadefull of earth from the land he cultivated to an appointed place, by
which Heaven was propitiated, and fertility imparted to the soil, and the
seasons rendered fruitful; and that the earth thus collected, was thrown
up into a regular shaped “mount.” This theory seemed
to derive countenance from the fact, that the mound now before him, so
far as he could discover, was entirely composed of rich soil, and that no
portion of dead unfruitful matter entered into its formation. Besides,
there was but little appearance of the earth immediately around it having
been deprived of any of its original elevation.

Another theory was, that those “mounts” were places of
sepulture for the dead. But the only circumstance which seemed to have
any bearing upon this question was, that there were scattered around the
one under observation, very small fragments of what were once apparently
the bones of some animal, but whether they ever formed a portion of that
wonderful fabric “man,” he was compelled to leave to Cuvier,
or some other person better skilled than himself to decide.

He had heard, also, that these mounds were erected as trophies of
victory by the successful party, on the scenes of great battles
distinguished in the bloody traditionary annals of the warlike
aborigines. But to the truth or falsehood of this supposition he could
find no clue.

Again, it had been said they were designed as places of strength when
the country was assailed by an invading foe. If any thing gave the
slightest color to this supposition, it was that those spike-formed
stones, supposed to have been used by the Indians to head their arrows,
before they became acquainted with iron and fire-arms, and commonly
called “Indian arrows,” were found there in considerable
abundance; and that the position acquired strength from being flanked and
fronted by the river and the creek, the remaining side communicating
exclusively with the defenders, who, successively ascending in parties,
as their predecessors became weary, or expended their ammunition, might,
from the commanding elevation of the mount, more effectually annoy the
enemy, while their own force was placed by it in comparative safety. But
these circumstances were more than counterbalanced by its being evident
to the eye most unpractised in military affairs, that means of defence
much more simple, less costly, and incomparably better fitted for the
purpose, could not have escaped the attention of the rudest warrior.
Besides, the very small number of men which it was capable of receiving,
and the certainty that an enemy, the least gifted with craft, by making a
small circuit, might come upon their rear, or take some other route,
rendered such expensive labor of little utility.

The last supposition, and probably the most plausible he called to his
recollection, was, that they were erected for religious purposes. In
connection with this idea, he had heard the fragments of earthen vessels
spoken of as being the remains of those used on sacrificial occasions. He
also observed, what had at first escaped his notice, another mound, not
more than one-tenth the size of the larger, a few feet to the eastward of
it, with a plain oval summit; but this furnished no additional light to
the subject of his speculations.

Hastily leaving this novelty, out of deference to an impatience which
he concluded Eoneguski would feel to embrace his father after so long an
absence, Gideon, not without some sense of delicacy lest he might be
prying into matters which, from the uncertainty attending them, he
reasonably inferred were the subjects of profound secrecy among the
Indians, inquired of Eoneguski the origin and design of those mounts.

“Those mounts,” said the Indian, “have filled the
soul of Eoneguski with wonder no less than that of his white
brother.—The Oewoehee have not always peopled these hills and
valleys.—Many moons ago,” he continued, catching up a handful
of sand and shaking it, as he extended his hand toward Gideon, to signify
more than he could count, “before the white people came across the
great waters, the fathers of my people hunted their game on the hills
which lie far away yonder, (pointing towards the northeast,)—but
the Great Spirit was angry with his children, and sent the angel of death
to destroy them;—they fell thicker and faster than the vanquished
in battle—but they saw not the warrior by whose arm they were
smitten. Terror seized them—and they fled from the graves of their
fathers—from the unburied bodies of their kindred—whose flesh
was festering in the open air, and their bones bleaching in the sun and
wind;—for they had learnt that to touch them even for burial was
death. They fled from the breath of the destroyer, and, like the
wandering Iroquois, they travelled in search of another home, where the
wing of the angel of death might not overtake them. Long, long they
wandered, and passing by numerous tribes of their red brethren, who did
not offer them the pipe of peace, and crossing streams wide and deep, to
which the Tennessee is but as the papoose to the full grown
warrior—they came to this land, resolved to perish or make it their
place of rest. But the land was not empty—no, the Great Spirit hath
left no part of his beautiful creation where the eye of man is not to
enjoy it, and his heart to throb with gratitude to his Creator. But they
came, as I have heard come the waves of the mighty ocean, which roll on
and on, each forcing another from its place;—and thus did my
fathers chase from their abodes the ancient inhabitants of this land, to
yield it in their turn to the pale faces.” He paused —

He resumed—“Yes, Gideon, come it will, when the Oewoehee
must be swept from their homes by the children of thy people.—It
may be when Gideon and Eoneguski have passed away to the land of the
blessed;—but come it will.” This was uttered with an emotion
which somewhat disconcerted Gideon, but he made no answer.

Eoneguski paused again, and then with more firmness continued,
“The people whom my fathers found in this valley were taller and
more comely than either your people or mine—they were fairer than
we, but darker than you—they knew much, very much more than our
people, but were far less wise than yours. They called themselves the
children of the Sun, and worshipped fire as the Great Spirit. Our fathers
have told us that they erected these mounts, but for what purpose they
knew not. But they have passed away—far away—to the country
where, it is said, they behold their god when he sinks to rest in the
evening on the bosom of the great waters. They are gone.—The god
whom they worshipped yet shines upon the land—but his children are
not here to rejoice in his beams.—Not an echo is heard from the
mountains which once rung with their voices.—You look in vain for
one print of their footstep beside the mounts they erected.—They
stand alone—and tell, in a voice which the ear hears not—that
here they have been.”

From the tradition thus communicated by Eoneguski, and from many
vestiges of a higher degree of civilization than that known to the
Indians, being discovered in various parts of the country now
constituting the United States of America, it seems probable that the
same race of people which were found in Mexico and South America,
originally made their way from some part of the old world to the northern
portion of the continent of North America. In the regular spread of
population, or attracted by a more genial clime, they were driven, like
the precedent wave by its successor, by arrivals from the overcharged
fountains of the trans-marine world, and gradually progressed
southwardly. This idea is greatly confirmed by the heliotrophic habits,
common to the Mexicans, with the people mentioned by Eoneguski. If this
much be true, it is not unlikely that these mounds were erected for
depositories of the sacred fire, whose light, from that elevated
position, might at night be seen from a great distance, to cheer the
hearts of the Ghebers. The water at hand, and the smaller mound were, it
is probable, not without their use on sacrificial occasions. The wide and
easy ascent on the one side was, probably, for the priests, while the
uninitiated were gathered around the other sides of this huge altar.
Perhaps even human victims were there offered up, and furnished the bones
which have led so many to what we must think an erroneous conclusion,
that these mounds were places of sepulture.
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  The chief his old bewilder'd head withdrew,

  And clasped him by the arm, and looked him
through and through.

CAMPBELL.

FILIAL duty is dignified in the divine law with the first place among
the relative obligations of mankind, and the voice of nature echoes the
celestial proclamation. Even among the inferior animals, love towards the
authors of their being exists to some extent, and in the human family its
greater or less development is one of the most distinctive marks by which
the advance of an individual or class in moral excellence may be known.
The total absence of it characterizes the monster only, while its highest
exhibitions touch the hearts of the beholders with the most delightful
sense of moral beauty. It differs from parental love in being more of a
sentiment and less of an instinct, although both these may partake, in
some degree, of either quality. It is the first affection the heart can
know, and is probably the root from whence the others spring, and in
proportion to its strength so is apt to be that of all succeeding it. An
affectionate son seldom fails to fulfil with propriety the subsequent
relations of life.

It was with no small share of this benevolent sentiment that Eoneguski
approached the hut of his father, filled at the same time with anxiety
respecting his condition. The subject of the mound had beguiled the way
between it and the wigwam of Eonah, where Gideon and Eoneguski found
themselves ere they were aware. The aged chief did not advance to meet
his son and his scarcely less welcome companion, but, bound by disease to
his couch, could only in a recumbent posture express his satisfaction at
beholding them. He caused Gideon to stand up before him and place himself
in every light and position, while he carefully studied his form,
countenance, and manner. At length, shaking his head mournfully,
“The eyes of Eonah are dim,” he said, “and they look in
vain for the form and features of his pale brother.—But why should
I wonder?” he added, with a bitter smile, “is any thing now
as it was in the days that have long passed by?—and if Aymor
himself now stood before me—how unlike would he be to that Aymor,
who, more than three hundred moons ago, was a captive to the bow of
Eonah? Is not Eonah himself changed?—Where is the fleetness of his
foot?—where the strength of his arm?—Never more will he join
in the dance, either for peace or war.”

Eoneguski perceived with sorrow that the apprehensions conveyed to his
mind by Mercury were the shadows of a sad reality, and that although
Eonah might possibly linger for a season, he was lying on that couch from
whence he was never more to rise in his own strength.

With the delicate politeness which one would scarcely have looked for
in a savage, he had another wigwam arranged for Gideon, that he might not
be disturbed by the infirmities of the aged chief. It was not long in
being prepared, and Eoneguski, having seen Gideon comfortably fixed,
according to his own ideas of comfort, returned to the wigwam of
Eonah.

“The spirit of Eoneguski is sad,” he said, addressing the
old chief, “to see the hand of the Great Spirit laid in anger on
his father.”

“Is the Great Spirit angry with all whom he afflicts!”
inquired Eonah, in a faint voice.

“Do the red men ever torture their friends?” said
Eoneguski. “Is it not their enemies only, whom they have taken in
battle?”

“Are all his creatures, then, the enemies of the Great
Spirit?” said the old chief; “for who is there that breathes,
and is a stranger to affliction?”

“The Great Spirit himself only knows,” replied the son;
“yet, surely, he never afflicts his children, but when they
displease him. Has the Saga visited my father?”

“No,” replied Eonah; “the chief of Eonee has seen
too many moons, to believe that Susquanannacunahata is wiser than
others—or that he is a favorite of the Great Spirit.
Susquanannacunahata is a bad man.”

“Let not my father say so,” replied Eoneguski; “our
people reverence the words of Susquanannacunahata. He is a Great
Medicine, and will renew strength in the limbs of the chief of Eonee. He
is a great Prophet, and will turn away from him the wrath of the Great
Spirit.”

“When strength was in the bones of Eonah,” said the chief,
“he listened to the words of Susquanannacunahata, and pretended to
believe them; but he laughed at them in his heart, for he knew that
Susquanannacunahata was a villain.”

“And why,” said Eoneguski, with a sarcastic bitterness he
could not repress, “should my father listen to words he did not
believe, and pretend to respect him whom he knew to be a
villain?”

“Eoneguski,” said the old chief, “listen to your
father. A few days more and I must follow my ancestors to that country
where there is no more age nor sickness;—whose streams are clearer
than the drops of dew;—whose fruits are more luscious than the
melon or peach;—whose valleys rejoice at the same moment, in the
sweet roasting-ear and the fully ripe corn;—and over whose hills
the uncounted game is forever bounding. Then must Eoneguski become the
chief of the Eonee;—and he must shew himself valiant in fight, and
wise in council.—Such has been thy father, Eonah.—He knew the
people of Eonee believed that the Great Spirit sometimes spoke to one of
his children, and made him a Prophet and a Great Medicine. He knew that
the voice of the Prophet and Medicine was louder in the ears of the
people than that of their chief.—What was Eonah to do?—Must
he tell the people that the Saga was an impostor, and a villian; and
cause himself to be hated and despised among them?—A wiser counsel
directed the course of thy father; and by the hands of the Saga he turned
about the hearts of his people, according to his pleasure; and answers
which they foolishly thought were sent from Heaven, were dictated by
their chief. Susquanannacunahata has been to me a spy upon Chuheluh; and
through him have I been able to defeat the schemes of that wily Fox. In
the meantime Chuheluh has believed that the Saga was plotting with him
for the accomplishment of his purposes; and has been looking forward to
the moment when success should repay him for his many defeats.—But
every plan he has formed has been communicated to me by the Saga, and by
his assistance it has been counteracted.—Yet, think not it is
because the Saga loves Eonah that he hath preferred his service to that
of Chuheluh. No—it is because he knows that I know him; and he
fears me.—But Chuheluh, wise as he is, hath superstition, like the
rest of the Oewoehee; and although Susquanannacunahata hath presumed so
far upon his credulity as to let him see too much, so that he at length
begins to doubt the inspiration of the Saga, yet he hath not altogether
burst those cords of superstition his mother twined around his heart, in
his father's wigwam.—But time hath made Susquanannacunahata
acquainted with the properties of many herbs, and he may alleviate pangs
beyond his art to cure. I have, therefore, thought of sending for
him—yet it is chiefly for thy sake, my son, that I wish him to
come—he holds the keys of the hearts of the people of Eonee, and he
must open them to Eoneguski: and the power which the father has exercised
over the Saga, we must transfer to the son.”

He paused—then suddenly starting, as if some new thought had
flashed upon his mind—

“Why,” he exclaimed, “Why was Eoneguski so long in
overtaking the victim of his vengeance? I know that my son is swift in
the chase; and the game escapes not upon which he fixes the aim of his
rifle. Why was the young warrior so long absent?”

Eoneguski was silent, for he knew that, should he tell the whole
truth, his answer must fall upon the heart of his dying father with a
weight sufficient to crush it: and, to speak at all, and to speak the
truth, were, with Eoneguski, one.

The old chief turned his dim eyes inquisitively on his son.

“Show me,” he continued, impatiently, “Show me the
scalp of John Welch—bring it near, for the eyes of Eonah are dim;
and he would look upon the first scalp his son has wrenched from the head
of a pale face.”

“I have no scalp,” said Eoneguski, calmly.

“Hah!” said the chief: “And what will Eoneguski say,
when they shall ask him, 'Where is the blood of the Leech?'—If he
shall answer, 'Eoneguski is not a woman—he hath avenged the blood
of the Leech'—then will they tauntingly ask, 'and where is the
scalp of the murderer?' What will Eoneguski say?—The red men boast
not their deeds of valor, unless they can show the scalps of their
enemies.”

Eoneguski was still silent; yet it was not on his own account he
desired to conceal the truth, but feared its effects upon the prejudiced
and proud heart of his father.

Eonah again turned his face towards him:—“Will not
Eoneguski tell me,” he resumed “why he hath left it in the
power of Chuheluh to bring the body of John Welch, and deny that your
hand is red with his blood.”

“Another time,” said Eoneguski, “and the son of
Eonah will tell his father all that hath passed since he left him. When
the Saga shall have come, and restored health to the chief of Eonee, he
will be able to hear it.—But his strength is not now
sufficient.”

“The chief of Eonee will soon be no more,” said the old
man, solemnly; “and it will cheer him on the bed of death to listen
while his son rehearses his deeds of valor.—Let the young warrior
begin,” he added, impatiently, “for the heart of Eonah longs
for the feast of vengeance, when he shall hear how the murderer of the
Leech fell beneath the arm of Eoneguski.—But he is sad to learn
that the young warrior knows not the use of the
scalping-knife.”

Finding there was no hope of parrying the subject—

“John Welch yet lives,” said Eoneguski, with that dogged
composure which always accompanies, in a resolute man, the doing an act
whose consequences he knows will be deeply painful to himself, but from
the performance of which there is no escape with honor.

A yell, such as is uttered by a stricken hound, burst from Eonah, and
startled even Gideon in the neighboring wigwam. The old chief writhed in
agony, like a wounded serpent; and Eoneguski even feared that it was the
final struggle between life and death, which had been, according to his
fears, thus prematurely brought on by himself. He hesitated whether or
not to call for assistance, but deemed it would be unavailing. He was
also restrained by a shame and apprehension which ought only to have
accompanied the consciousness of guilt, of which he was entirely
clear.

It may be here remarked, that it not unfrequently happens that persons
are placed in circumstances, where a consciousness that there is ground
of suspicion against them, produces an effect upon their conduct and
manner very similar to that of actual guilt; and what is only their
apprehension of what will be the determination of other minds as things
appear, is mistaken for their own conviction of the fact by those who
behold them. Such was the situation of Eoneguski, who, struck with the
embarrassment he must experience in making any witness of his father's
situation, acquainted with its immediate cause, was in this way held in
indecision until the violent paroxysm, into which the old chief had been
thrown, began to subside, and he saw that it was not mortal. As soon as
he perceived that his father was sufficiently recovered to comprehend
what he should say to him; and aware that any act of officiousness on his
part, would not be well received without the previous approval of the
chief, he thus addressed him—

“What can Eoneguski do for his afflicted father—shall he
send for the Saga, to Sugar Town?”

“No!” he replied, with astonishing power of voice.
“Begone, and leave me!—Eonah will perish like the decaying
oak, which time and the wind have shorn of its branches.—The last
bough has fallen in dishonor from the aged trunk.—Eonah has no
son!—and never again shall his ear be mocked with the cry of
'Father.'—Begone—I say begone and leave me!”

Eoneguski knelt beside the couch of his father, and feelings too
powerful for even the stoicism in which he had been brought up to
control, forced the tears in rapid succession down his cheeks, while
sobs, frequent and violent, heaved his bosom.

“Is Eonah already dead?” said the almost frantic chief,
“that no obedience is rendered to his voice. Once more I say,
begone!” and with an arm so palsied by disease that an infant's
would have overmatched it in force, he dealt his son a blow as he knelt
beside him—“Coward, I say, begone!”

Unconsciously the hand of Eoneguski was upon his scalping-knife.

“A blow,” he muttered to himself—“A
blow;” and the scalping-knife was partially withdrawn from the belt
in which it was suspended;—“But it is he,” he said,
rising to his feet, “and it is enough.”

He walked moodily out of the hut, and entered that of Gideon, where
Mercury had already furnished a repast, which awaited only his
arrival.

“The Skiagusta requires Mercury in his wigwam,” said he to
that sable attendant, “as soon as he has completed his attendance
upon Gideon, and spread for him his couch. Eoneguski is heavy, and
desires not to eat,” he added, turning to Gideon; “but Gideon
is in the house of his father.” He threw himself down in the corner
of the wigwam, but it was not to sleep.

Here, undisturbed by untimely questions, he cast in his mind the
distressing embarrassments by which he was beset, and deliberated on the
part it became him to act. He had been treated with an indignity which an
Indian is not wont to tolerate, even from a father, yet he cherished no
desire of revenge, and although the injured party would gladly have
exchanged pledges of forgiveness. But he knew it was vain, in the present
mental condition of the chief, to hope, by any advances or explanations,
to appease his anger, or sooth his offended pride. He would have
consulted the Saga, in his anxiety to act for the best, but the
confidence he once reposed in his counsels was destroyed—for Eonah
had denounced him as a villain. In the course of his reflections,
“Absence,” thought he, “may re-awaken the yearnings of
paternal love, which indignation will continue to stifle while kept alive
by my presence. But whither shall I go?” he said, in bitterness of
soul. “Where shall the son seek for shelter, against whom his
father hath closed his door in displeasure?—I will go to
Tesumtoe,” he said, at length, “the heart of the Little Deer
will be open to Eoneguski.—Her smiles will come upon him like the
warm sun upon one perishing with cold. He will tell her the story of his
griefs, and she will bid sorrow fly away, and say that the smiles of the
Great Spirit are on the actions of Eoneguski.”

These last reflections had so happy and soothing an effect upon the
troubled spirits of the Indian, that he fell into a quiet slumber,
visited by dreams of peace and happiness.

In the meantime, Gideon, rather disappointed in the manner of his
reception at Eonee, having, during Eoneguski's absence, gathered, from
the communication of Mercury, much useful information respecting Indian
habits, and the advantageous nature of the alliance which Eoneguski was
about to form with the Little Deer; with many other matters which, with
the gossipping disposition of a negro, Mercury thought proper to intrust
him with, was well prepared, by appetite, to profit by the intimation his
host gave him to proceed with his supper. Having despatched it, nothing
was left for him but to throw himself upon his couch, and ruminate upon
all he had seen and heard. He was annoyed by the apparent depression of
Eoneguski's spirits, at which he was not, however, much surprised,
naturally enough ascribing it to the severe illness of his father. Sleep
soon put an end to Gideon's speculations upon the affairs of real life,
and sent him to chase in dreams the shadows of fancy.

The next morning Eoneguski inquired of Mercury into the condition of
his father, and, learning that he was peevish and irritable, determined
to put in execution the plan conceived by him on the preceding night. As
soon, therefore, as they had finished their morning meal,
“Gideon,” said he, “has seen that the chief of Eonee is
not in a condition to treat the son of his friend as becomes him; in a
few days he will be better, and will desire to see Gideon, and talk with
him. You will not wonder that it is the purpose of Eoneguski to visit the
Little Deer at Tesumtoe. Gideon will go with him, for the Little Deer
will be glad when she sees the friend of Eoneguski.”

Having charged Mercury to be diligent in his attention to the old
chief during his absence, Eoneguski set out with his white companion for
Tesumtoe. On their way they passed by Sugar Town, and Eoneguski's
solicitude for his father prompted him to call upon the Saga and request
that he would visit him, charging him, at the same time, (lest he might,
on that account, reject his medical assistance,) not to let Eonah know
that he owed to himself the visit of the Saga.

They found the Saga neither in dishabille, as did Chuheluh, nor yet in
all the imposing apparel of savage conjuration, in which he wrought so
powerfully upon the mind of John Welch. Although Wissa admitted them with
some caution, yet he did not, as usual, close the door upon the first
visiter, but seemed quite delighted to see Eoneguski, and, (could he have
as well understood them,) as solicitous to obey his behests, as those of
his master. But before Eoneguski was allowed to communicate his wishes to
the Saga, Gideon was forced to retire. The latter was a good deal
impressed with the appearance of the Saga, and lost no time, after
Eoneguski rejoined him, in inquiring into his name and character, of
which he had not before heard any thing. The Indian had no difficulty in
communicating what was publicly known of the Saga, (being, indeed, the
extent of his own knowledge, except the few slight hints so recently
received from Eonah;) but that was not enough to satisfy the curiosity of
Gideon.—Speculations on the character and appearance of this
mysterious personage served to amuse him occasionally during the
remainder of their progress towards Tesumtoe, the way to which he
nevertheless found somewhat tedious.

CHAPTER III.
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