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In "Old Bear-Paw, the Trapper King; or, The Love of a Blackfoot Queen," Henry M. Avery crafts a richly woven narrative set against the backdrop of the American frontier, where adventure, romantic intrigue, and cultural exchange intersect. The novel employs vivid descriptions and a third-person omniscient narrative style to depict the trials of Old Bear-Paw, a seasoned trapper, and his tumultuous love for a Blackfoot queen. Avery masterfully captures the nuances of indigenous life and the harsh realities of the 19th-century wilderness, blending historical accuracy with captivating storytelling that invites readers into a world of rugged landscapes and complex characters, reminiscent of traditional frontier tales yet infused with an awareness of cultural significance. Henry M. Avery was deeply influenced by his experiences as an adventurer and his fascination with Native American cultures, which are palpably reflected in his writing. His encounters with the diverse cultures of the West informed his characterizations and plot constructions, leading him to explore themes of love, loyalty, and the often-violent clash between Indigenous peoples and encroaching settlers. This background enables Avery to authentically portray the Indigenous experience, providing a corrective lens to a genre frequently dominated by Euro-American narratives. "Old Bear-Paw, the Trapper King" is a must-read for anyone interested in American frontier history, Indigenous cultures, or richly developed characters. Avery'Äôs work not only entertains but also educates, prompting reflection on cultural dynamics and the multifaceted nature of love. This novel stands as an essential contribution to the canon of American literature, worthy of attention from scholars and casual readers alike.
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In "Bonaventure: A Prose Pastoral of Acadian Louisiana," George Washington Cable crafts a rich tapestry of Southern life in the 19th century, blending lyrical prose with acute social commentary. The book explores the lives of Acadians in Louisiana, presenting a vivid portrayal of their culture, traditions, and struggles in a post-Civil War context. Cable's prose is imbued with a deep sense of place, utilizing regional dialect and natural imagery to evoke the lush landscapes and complex social dynamics of the bayou. Themes of identity, memory, and the juxtaposition of nature and civilization permeate the narrative, establishing the work not only as a piece of literature but also as a cultural document of its time. George Washington Cable, a native of New Orleans, developed a profound appreciation for the Acadian culture and its socio-historical context. His upbringing in Southern society, marked by racial and class tensions, influenced his commitment to social justice and authenticity in representation. Cable's experiences as a writer and reformer led him to adopt a unique voice that marries romanticism with realism, positioning him as a pivotal figure in Southern literature. Readers seeking a nuanced exploration of Acadian culture and the complexities of Southern identity will find "Bonaventure" both enlightening and evocative. Cable's masterful storytelling and keen observations render it a seminal work that invites reflection on the historical tapestry of Louisiana and the enduring power of place.
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In "Bones: Being Further Adventures in Mr. Commissioner Sanders' Country," Edgar Wallace presents a masterful blend of detective fiction and adventure, set against the richly textured backdrop of colonial Africa. The narrative follows Commissioner Sanders as he navigates the complexities of law enforcement amidst a tapestry of local customs, political intrigue, and criminal activity. Wallace'Äôs prose is characterized by its brisk pace and vivid descriptions, bringing to life the haunting landscapes and vibrant cultures of the continent. This book builds upon the author'Äôs earlier works, reflecting both the excitement of the era and the sociopolitical tensions inherent in colonial contexts, thus positioning itself within the larger framework of early 20th-century adventure literature. Edgar Wallace was a prolific British writer whose extensive career spanned multiple genres, including crime, thrillers, and journalism. His fascination with Africa, initially inspired by his travels, deeply informs the settings and characters in "Bones." Wallace's intimate knowledge of the region and its complexities allows him to craft a narrative that resonates with authenticity, while also exploring broader themes of justice, morality, and colonialism. This book is a compelling read for enthusiasts of classic adventure fiction and anyone interested in the interplay between colonial literature and historical context. Wallace's ability to weave together suspense and cultural commentary makes "Bones" an essential addition to the canon of early 20th-century literature, as well as a reflection on the enduring complexities of human nature.
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James Fenimore Cooper'Äôs "The Chainbearer; Or, The Littlepage Manuscripts" is a masterful exploration of early American society, encapsulated within the larger framework of the frontier experience. Written in Cooper's characteristic eloquent prose, the novel blends realism with romanticism, showcasing the tension between civilization and the wilderness. Through the narrative of the Littlepage family, Cooper examines themes of land ownership, justice, and moral integrity against the backdrop of a transforming nation, interlacing richly detailed dialogue and vivid descriptions that evoke the American landscape of the 19th century. Cooper, a pioneer of American literature and the first major novelist of the United States, was deeply influenced by his upbringing in a frontier town and his extensive travels. His experiences during a period of significant social and political change informed his depiction of the American character. "The Chainbearer" serves as both a reflection and critique of contemporary society, illustrating Cooper'Äôs engagement with issues of land, power, and the emergent American identity, which were vital to his time. This book is an essential read for anyone interested in early American literature or the complex interplay between society and nature. It invites readers to consider the implications of growth and morality in a rapidly changing world, making it a timeless piece that resonates with ongoing discussions about land and identity.
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In "The Eagle's Wing," B. M. Bower crafts a captivating narrative set against the majestic backdrop of the American West, deftly intertwining themes of adventure, self-discovery, and the intricacies of human relationships. Bower's prose is characterized by vivid descriptions and a keen attention to detail, allowing readers to immerse themselves in the rugged landscapes and the spirited lives of the characters. This work not only reflects the stylistic hallmarks of early 20th-century American literature but also balances romanticism with a realistic portrayal of frontier life, firmly situating it within the broader context of Western fiction that explores both mythic heroism and the pitfalls of idealism. B. M. Bower, an influential figure in the realm of Western literature, was profoundly influenced by her experiences in the West, which shaped her understanding of the regional culture and landscapes. Her passion for storytelling flourished as she drew upon her own adventures and observations, bringing authenticity to her characters and narratives. Bower'Äôs commitment to portraying the spirit of the West, infused with her unique voice as a female author in a predominantly male genre, adds depth to her work and resonates with readers seeking representation beyond conventional narratives. I highly recommend "The Eagle's Wing" to those who appreciate richly woven tales that highlight the interplay between human nature and the challenges of untamed landscapes. This novel not only serves as a poignant exploration of personal growth and resilience but also as a nostalgic homage to the enduring allure of the American frontier. Readers will find themselves captivated by Bower's engaging storytelling and profound insights into the complexity of life in the West.
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  William A. Wallace was born in Lexington, Rockbridge, County, Virginia, in the year 1816. He went to Texas in 1836, a few months after the battle of San Jacinto, for the purpose, he says of taking pay out of the Mexicans for the murder of his brother and his cousin, Major Wallace, who both fell at “Fannin’s Massacre.” He says he believes accounts with them are now about square.




  He landed first at Galveston, which consisted then of six groceries and an old stranded hulk of a steamboat, used as a hotel, and for a berth in which he paid at the rate of three dollars per day. From Galveston, Wallace went on to La Grange, then a frontier village, where he resided until the spring of 1839, when he moved up to Austin, just before the seat of government was established at that place. He remained at Austin until the spring of 1840, when finding that the country was settling up around him too fast to suit his notions, he went over to San Antonio, where he resided until he entered the service.




  He was at the battle of the Salado, in the fall of 1842, when General Woll came in and captured San Antonio. The fight began about eleven o’clock in the day, and lasted until night. General Woll had fourteen hundred men, and the Texans one hundred and ninety-seven, under Caldwell, (commonly known as “Old Paint.”) Between eighty and one hundred Mexicans were killed, while the Texans lost only one man, (Jett.) Forty men, however, from La Grange, under Captain Dawson, who were endeavoring to form a junction with them, were surrounded and captured by the Mexicans, who massacred them all as soon as they had surrendered their arms.




  In the fall of 1842, he volunteered in the “Mier Expedition,” an account of which appears in this volume. After his return from Mexico, he joined Colonel Jack Hays’s Ranging Company, the first ever regularly enlisted in the service of the “old Republic,” and was with it in many of those desperate encounters with the Comanches and other Indians, in which Hays, Walker, McCulloch, and Chevalier gained their reputation as successful Indian-fighters.




  When the Mexican war broke out in 1846, Wallace joined Colonel Hays’s regiment of mounted volunteers, and was with it at the storming of Monterey, where he says he took “full toll” out of the Mexicans for killing his brother and cousin at Goliad in 1836.




  After the Mexican war ended, he had command of a Ranging Company for some time, and did good service in protecting the frontiers of the State from the incursions of the savages. Subsequently he had charge of the mail from San Antonio to El Paso, and, though often waylaid and attacked by the Indians, he always brought it through in safety.




  He is now living upon his little ranch, thirty miles west of San Antonio, where, with true frontier hospitality, he is always ready to welcome the wayfarer to the best he has.




  WILLIAM WALLACE.




  BY DR. F. O. TICKNOR.




  His life is past the forties—


  His length is six foot two—


  And both his feet import he’s


  Not a fly to shoe!


  They dubbed him Big-Foot Wallace


  Down in Mexico,


  As Liliput would call his


  Brobdignag, you know.




  Straight as a rifle-rammer,


  And lightly too he stands,


  Though weighted with sledge-hammer


  In each of his great hands!


  Grave as his own gun-barrel,


  Yet gracious with the grim,


  And when we pick a quarrel


  We mustn’t pick at him!




  A plant of the “red ripper,”


  Whose level eye-light means


  A charge of Chili pepper


  Ballasted with “Beans.”


  A loyal soul! I’ll pound it


  As ever ruled the ranch;


  And so the Doodles found it,


  And also the Comanche!




  And so the little Greasers!


  They say he used to catch


  A score of their Mestizoes


  To grease his bullet-patch!


  May they be bothered wholly—


  In body and in soul!


  For the mills are grinding slowly


  And Wallace takes the toll.




  His features so resemble


  His sire’s, a cycle back,


  That curs and tyrants tremble


  To come upon his track!


  Here’s Hope’s un-Butlered chalice;


  Here’s loyalty’s last wine!


  And here’s—To William Wallace


  The Second, by his—“Sign!”
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  INTRODUCTORY.




  In 1867, while temporarily sojourning in the city of San Antonio, I had a severe attack of fever, from the effects of which I recovered but slowly. Thinking that fresh air and exercise would aid me in regaining my health and strength, I mounted my horse one fine morning in the latter part of October, and set out for the “ranch” of my quondam messmate and compadre, “Big-Foot Wallace,” who held an uncertain tenure upon a tract of pasture land, situated on the Chacon, one of the head-waters of the Altascoso. I say, uncertain, for his right to and possession of the same is constantly disputed and ignored by predatory bands of savages, and Mexicans, and horse-thieves of all colors, grades, and nations.




  Toward sundown, from the top of a considerable hill, I came in sight of Wallace’s little ranch, snugly ensconced at the bottom of a valley, near the margin of a small lake, and protected from the northern blasts by a beautiful grove of spreading live-oaks. As I rode up I discovered Wallace under one of these trees, engaged in the characteristic occupation of skinning a deer, which was hanging head downward, suspended from one of its lower branches. Wallace did not recognize me at first, for it was many years since we had last met; but, as soon as I made myself known to him, he gave me a cordial shake of the hand, and invited me into his ranch, where, in a short time, he prepared a supper, to which I sat down, “nothing loath,” for my appetite was sharpened by my long day’s ride.




  I staid with Wallace two weeks, or thereabouts, hunting, fishing, and riding around during the day, and entertained each night with “yarns” of his numerous “’scapes and scrapes, by flood and field.” Many years previously, when Wallace and I were messmates together, in the first Ranging Company, enlisted in the service of the “Old Republic,” under Colonel Jack Hays, I asked his consent to write out a narrative of his “adventures,” to be published for the benefit of the public generally. But he seemed so much opposed to my doing so, that I did not press the matter upon him. His reasons for refusing to accede to my request were characteristic of the man. “He did not think the public would be interested in the history of one so little known;” and, “even if he had vanity enough to believe otherwise, he had not the least desire to see himself figuring in print.” I determined once more to approach him on the subject, and this time I had better success than formerly, for finally (though evidently with reluctance) he consented that I should publish the following narrative of his adventures in Mexico and on the frontiers of Texas.
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  “There is,” I said to Wallace, “one difficulty in the way of writing out your ‘adventures,’ which I do not exactly know how to get over; and that is, you do not murder the king’s English with every other word you speak. Now, in all the books I have ever read, in which backwoodsmen or frontiersmen figure, they are always made to talk without the least regard to the rules of grammar.”




  “I know,” said Wallace, “that my education is a very limited one, but do give me credit for the little I have. People are not such fools as to think that a man cannot be a good hunter or ranger, merely because he speaks his own language passably well.”




  And so, in compliance with Wallace’s request, in the following narrative of his “adventures,” I have ignored the time-honored rule of making him speak in slang and misspelt words, and tell the story “just as it was told to me.”




  CHAPTER II.
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  WALLACE’S INITIATION INTO THE MYSTERIES OF WOODCRAFT.




  Soon after I came out to Texas, in 1837, said Wallace, being out of employment, and having no inclination to loaf around the “groceries” of a little village, I looked about for something to do; but for several weeks no “opening” presented itself. At length a surveyor, who was preparing for an expedition to locate lands upon the frontier, made me an offer to go with him, which I gladly accepted. At that time, as an Irishman would say, I was “as green as a red blackberry,” and I frankly told the surveyor that I knew nothing about the woods, or how to get along in them. But he said that made no difference, as the rest of the party were all old frontiersmen, and it was well enough to have one “green-horn” along to make sport for the balance.




  It was a week or ten days before we were ready to start, and in the mean time I prepared myself for the “expedition” as well as I knew how. I had brought with me from Virginia a good rifle, a pair of Derringer pistols, and a bowie-knife, (that you know was before the days of six-shooters,) so that there was no necessity for my hunting up firearms. I bought a good stout Spanish pony, with saddle, bridle, etc., and laid in an ample supply of ammunition and tobacco; and when the surveying party were ready to start, I joined them “armed and equipped as the law directs.”




  Our party consisted of a guard of two men, well armed and mounted, together with the surveyor, two chainmen, a marker, a hunter, and a cook, making in ail sixteen men—a sufficient force to travel with safety, at that day, in the most dangerous part of the country. At that time, one American, well armed, was considered a match for eight or ten Indians, with their bows and arrows and miserable guns; but now, thanks to the traders, they are well furnished with good rifles and “six-shooters,” and can hold their own, man for man.




  The first day out, we travelled only a few miles, and encamped on a beautiful little clear stream, where I killed my first deer. I thought I had performed a wonderful feat, for I had never killed anything before larger than a squirrel or a ’possum, and I proudly returned to camp with the deer on my shoulders, trying all the time, though, to look as if the killing of a deer was no unusual thing with me. But the boys suspected me, and when I owned up that it was the first deer I had ever shot, two or three of them seized me, while as many more smeared my face and hands with the blood of the animal—a sort of ceremony, they said, by which I was “initiated” into the brotherhood of “mighty hunters.” I suppose I was “initiated,” as they called it, for I have killed many a hundred deer since that time, to say nothing of buffalo; bear, elk, wolves, panthers, Mexican lions, catamounts, and other “varmints” too numerous to mention.
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  ON THE ROUTE—THE OLD LADY AND THE TRUCK-PATCH.




  The next day we started just after sunrise, and travelled twenty-five miles over a beautiful rolling country, watered with clear streams, and encamped at night in a pecan grove near a fine spring. Just at dark, a large drove of turkeys flew up into the trees around, and we killed five or six of them, and spitted them before our fires. These, together with a fat doe killed by our hunter on the way, furnished us with an ample supply of provender, while an abundance of fine mesquit grass in the vicinity enabled our horses to fare as sumptuously as ourselves.




  The next morning, after an early breakfast, we saddled up and again took the road, or rather our course, for there was no road, and went about twelve miles to a water-hole, where there was good grass, and where we “nooned” for a couple of hours. The country passed over was all high rolling prairie, interspersed with “mots” of elm and hackberry. While all hands were taking a comfortable snooze here, we came near losing our horses. A wolf or some other wild animal gave them a scare, and they “stampeded,” and all broke their halter-ropes, except one, and ran off several miles. One of the men, however, mounted the horse that was left, and, after a chase of several hours, succeeded in bringing them all back. In consequence of the delay caused by this incident, we went only five miles farther this evening, and encamped in the edge of the bottom timber, on a small stream. The country we passed over was of the same character as that we had formerly seen. As soon as we had “staked” out our horses, I rigged up a fishing-line, and in half an hour caught a fine mess of perch, and several “Gaspar Goo,” a fish found, I believe, only in the streams of Texas, somewhat similar to the white perch of the “old States.” Great numbers of turkeys came at dark to roost in the trees in our vicinity, and they were so tame that we had no trouble in killing as many as we wanted.




  [Here we quote from Wallace’s journal:]




  October 17th.—Made an early start again, and went fifteen miles, when we halted to rest on a little creek, called by the hunters “Burnt Boot.” The country passed over high and rolling, and about “half-and-half” prairie and woodland. Here is the last white settlement, I am told, we shall see for many a long day. A man by the name of Benson lives here, and supports himself and family by hunting and trapping, and cultivating a small patch of land. I went up to his house to see if anything in the way of vegetables could be had. Benson was out hunting, but his wife, a tall, raw-boned, hard-favored woman, as soon as she saw me coming, stepped to the door with a gun in her hand, and told me to “stand”—and I stood! A half-dozen little cotton-headed children, who were playing in the yard, discovered me at this moment, and they “squandered,” and squatted in the bushes like a gang of partridges!




  “Who are you?” asked Mrs. Benson, pointing her gun right at me, “and what do you want here?”




  “I am from the settlements below, ma’am,” said I, as polite as possible, but keeping a tree between the good lady and myself all the time; for women, you know, are very awkward about handling firearms; “and,” I continued, “I want to buy some vegetables, if you have any to sell.”




  “Well,” she answered, “come in. We hain’t no vegetables left now,” she continued, as I walked into the cabin and took a seat on a bench, “except cowcumbers and mushmillions, and, maybe so, a few ‘collards,’ the dratted ‘varmints’ are so uncommon bad on ’em; but if you want any of them, you can go in the ‘truck-patch,’ and help yourself.”




  “You seem,” I ventured to remark, “from the way you handled your gun, to be a little suspicious of strangers in these parts.”




  “Yes,” she said, “I am, and good reason to be so, too! Only last Saturday was a week ago, some Tonk Ingens, dressed up like white folks, walked into Squire Henry’s house, not more than two miles from here, and killed and sculped the whole family; but, as luck would have it, there was nobody at home, except the baby and an old nigger woman that nussed it. And which way are you travelling to?” she asked.




  I told her we were going up on the head-waters of the Brazos to survey lands.




  “Well,” says she, “you’ll be luckier than ’most everybody else that has gone up there, if you’ll need more than six feet apiece before you get back. If I was your mammy, young man, you shouldn’t go one foot on sich a wild-goose chase,”—and she looked so determined, I do believe, if she had been my mammy, I should never have got nearer than “Burnt Boot” to the head of the Brazos.




  After some further questioning on the part of the old lady, she showed me the way into the “truck-patch,” and filled my wallet with “mushmillions” and “caw-cumbers,” for which I thanked her, as she would take no pay, and started back to camp.




  “Good-by, young man!” she called after me; “I feel mighty sorry for your poor mammy, for you’ll never see her again.”




  “Well,” I answered, “if I don’t, and you do, you must be sure and give her my kindest regards.”




  “You oudacious young scamp,” she replied, “put out from here fast. I’ll insure you against everything but hanging, which you are certain to come to.”




  The “mushmillions and cowcumbers” were a treat to the boys, as well as the account I gave them of the way in which the old lady had made me dodge behind the tree, when she levelled her gun at me.




  After dinner, we mounted our horses again, and leaving the last settlement behind us, we rode on ten miles farther into the “wilderness,” keeping a bright lookout all the time for “Mr. John;” for we were liable to meet up with him, now, at any moment. The country was more broken and rocky than any we had yet seen. We camped at the foot of a high hill near a little spring of cold water. Our hunter killed an antelope to-day, on which we made a hearty supper. The flesh of the antelope is somewhat coarser than that of the deer, but I think sweeter and more juicy. They are much shyer than deer, and it is consequently more difficult to get in gunshot of them. Some of the boys found a “bee-tree” just before dark, which we cut down, and got four or five gallons of honey out of it, and from this time the boys said we shall have no trouble in supplying ourselves with honey, whenever we have time to look for the “trees.” “Bear-meat and honey” is the frontiersman’s choicest dish, and I would dislike to say how much of them I have seen an old ranger “worry down,” after a hard day’s ride, for fear people might think I had no respect for the truth: no one but an old hunter or a starved wolf would credit my story.




  There is something singular about the movements of bees. They are never found a great way from the settlements, but usually precede them fifty, sixty, or a hundred miles, so that whenever they make their appearance among the Indians, they know that the white people are coming soon—and yet, they do not remain long in their wild state after the country becomes thickly settled. In many places where “bee-trees” were numerous when I first came to Texas, they are now seldom if ever found.
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  A RATTLESNAKE BITE—SINGULAR SPRING—WILD ARTICHOKES—INDIAN ART GALLERY—WALLACE’S FIRST BEAR.




  October 18th.—We were up “by times,” and ready to “roll out” at sunrise. Saw some Indian “signs,” but they were all old, except one camp, which appeared to have been recently occupied. In going through a thick chaparral to-day, my pony was bitten on the leg by a rattlesnake. An old hunter told me to chew up some tobacco, and tie it on the wound, which I did, and, except a slight swelling, no bad results followed from the bite. (I have seen tobacco used frequently since as a remedy for the bite of a rattlesnake; and there is no doubt it is a good one, but not equal to whisky or brandy taken in large quantities.)




  Passed over a great deal of broken, rocky country to-day, watered by little streams that were as clear as crystal, and filled with trout, perch, and other kinds of fish. We “nooned” for a couple of hours on one of these streams, in one of the pools of which we all took a refreshing bath.




  In the evening, went on perhaps ten miles farther, and pitched camp on one of the head-waters of Cowhouse Creek. The country passed over is very broken and rocky, with occasional cedar-brakes and “mots” of wild cherry and plum trees.




  We passed a very remarkable spring to-day. It breaks out at the extreme point of a high tongue of land that runs down into the bend of a large creek. The water boils up out of a basin the size of a hogshead, which, running over, falls in a beautiful cascade into the creek below. It looked more like an artificial fountain than a natural spring. We saw some fresh Indian signs, but no Indians.




  Our camp to-night is under a large, projecting rock, and very fortunate for us it was; for a heavy rainstorm came up about 12 o’clock, which would have “ducked” us thoroughly if it had not been for our stone roof. As it was, we slept dry and comfortably, notwithstanding the heavy rain that fell.




  October 19th, Sunday.—Every little creek and gully is swimming this morning, and, as it is Sunday, we have concluded to lay over a day and rest ourselves and animals. After breakfast, one of the boys went out exploring, and in an hour or two came back, bringing with him a large quantity of a vegetable which he called the artichoke. We cooked some for dinner, and found them excellent. It is, I believe, a species of bear-grass; at least, it resembles it very much, except that its leaves or spires are notched like a saw. It grows abundantly everywhere in the hilly and rocky country. The root is the part eaten, and is roasted in the ashes like a potato. Since then I have frequently lived solely on them for days at a time, when out on expeditions, and I can recommend them as a wholesome and nutritious vegetable to all “wayworn wanderers of the Western wilds.”




  Near our camp there is a perpendicular wall of rock, ten or twelve feet high, with a smooth, even face, on which the Indians have painted, with some sort of red earth, the likenesses of men and animals. Some of the animals are well drawn, particularly a buffalo; others are imaginary beings, unlike anything that was ever seen. One picture represents a fight between the Indians and the whites, and, of course, the Indians are giving the white men a terrible flogging. One white man is represented kneeling down, with his hands lifted up, as if begging for his life, while an Indian warrior stands over him, with tomahawk raised above his head, in the act of dashing out the poor fellow’s brains.




  Near this place I picked up some small pieces of quartz rock, with shining particles scattered about through them, which I put in my shot-pouch. I afterward had them examined at San Antonio, and the shining particles were said to be gold.




  In the evening we all went out “berrying,” and gathered quantities of haws, red and black, and a sort of berry that I don’t know the name of, which grows upon a little thorny shrub, and is very good to eat, though rather sour.




  The weather faired off in the evening, and the night was clear and pleasant. Slept again under our “rock house.”




  October 20th.—We took our course again, which was about due north, and, crossing-a range of mountains at a place called “Walker’s Pass,” we travelled over a rough, broken country to the South Leon Creek, a distance, I suppose, of fifteen or sixteen miles, where we “nooned.” We saw some fresh buffalo signs on the way, and our old hunters began to whet their bills for fat steaks, marrow-bones, and “humps;” but as yet we have seen none of the animals. We found the grass very fine on the bottoms of this creek, and have concluded to lay over until to-morrow, and give our horses a chance to recruit, as they have had but poor grazing for the last forty-eight hours.




  We had been in camp but a little while, when one of the boys found a “bee-tree,” which we cut down, and took from it at least five gallons of honey.




  In the evening I went out hunting, but saw no game to shoot at. On my way back to camp, I stopped to rest for a few minutes in a little cañon that lay between two rocky hills, covered with thick chaparral. After a while, my attention was attracted by a noise in the bushes, and, looking around, I saw a large bear coming directly toward me. I sat perfectly still, and he did not notice me, but came slowly along, now and then stopping to turn over a stick or a rock, in search, I suppose, of insects. When within twenty feet of me, I took sight of his fore-shoulder and fired, and he fell dead in his tracks. This was my first bear. He was very fat, and would have weighed, I suppose, three hundred pounds. I went back to camp, which was not more than half a mile off, and, returning with two of the men to assist me, we butchered him, and, packing the meat on a horse, we soon had some of it roasting before our fires. What a feast we had that night on “bear-meat and honey”! If the mess of pottage that Esau sold his birthright for, was as good as bear-meat and honey, and he had a good appetite, I believe the poor fellow was excusable.




  In the night we saw a long line of light to the west-ward of us, and supposed the Indians had fired the prairie. The night was pleasant and warm.
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  October 21st.—We left camp after breakfast, taking what was left of our bear-meat along with us, and steered our usual course, due north, and about twelve o’clock we struck the Leon River, opposite the mouth of Armstrong’s Creek. The country passed over to-day was very broken, and but little land on our route is fit for cultivation. We saw a small drove of buffalo, but our hunters did not get a shot at them, and the country where we found them was so broken we could not chase them on horseback. One of our men, who had stopped behind awhile for some purpose, when he came up, reported that he had seen an Indian following on our trail; but he was a “scary” sort of fellow, and we thought his story very doubtful.




  We passed a singular chain of high bald hills to-day. Looking at them from a distance, we almost fancied we were approaching a considerable city, so much did they resemble houses, steeples, etc. They were entirely destitute of timber.




  The Leon River, where we struck it, is a small, rapid stream, shut in on both sides by high, rocky hills. We crossed over to the northern side, and “nooned” in a grove of pecans. These trees are full of the finest nuts we had ever seen—very large, and their hulls so thin we could easily crack them with our fingers. Before we left, we gathered a wallet-full of them, and strapped it on one of our pack-mules.




  In the evening, we continued our route up Armstrong’s Creek, and struck camp a little after sundown near one of its head-springs. The valley along the creek is very beautiful, and the soil rich. Our hunter, to-day, killed a fat buffalo-cow on the way, and we butchered her, and packed the meat into camp. That was the first buffalo-meat I ever tasted, and I thought it better even than bear-meat. The flesh of an old bull, however, I have found out since, is coarse, tough, and stringy, but the “hump” is always good, and so are the “marrow-bones” and tongue.




  Just after we had encamped, one of our men, named Thompson, while staking out his horse, was bitten on the hand by a rattlesnake. It was a small one, however, and he suffered but little from the effects of the bite. We scarified the wound with a penknife, and applied some soda to it, and the next morning he was well enough to travel. I do not think the bite of the rattlesnake is as often fatal as people generally suppose. I have seen several men and a great many animals bitten by them, and have never known death to ensue, except on one or two occasions. Still, I have no doubt there is great danger, whenever the fangs of the snake strike a large vein or artery. I believe the bite of the tarantula1 is much more fatal. I have seen two or three persons bitten by them in Mexico, neither of whom recovered, although many remedies were used. The Mexicans say they will kill a horse in ten minutes.




  Night clear and cool—cool enough to make it very pleasant to sleep by our fires. Toward midnight we had an alarm that roused all hands very suddenly. The sentry on post fired his gun off accidentally, and we supposed, of course, that the Indians were upon as. We were all up and ready with our guns by the time the sentinel came in and told us it was a false alarm. I was so completely roused up by the excitement and bustle that I did not get to sleep for more than an hour afterward. The little breeze, that rustled among the leaves and dead grass the early part of the night, had died away, and a dead silence had settled over all. Not a sound could be heard, except the howling of a solitary “cayote” far off among the hills, and the nipping of our animals as they cropped the rank grass that grew around us. The silence was oppressive, and when one of the men muttered in his sleep, or one of our animals coughed or snorted, it was actually a relief. I have frequently observed since, when camping out alone in the wilderness, the dead silence that sometimes prevails on a calm night. It is not so in the “settlements;” for there is almost always some sound to break in upon it—the lowing of cattle, the tinkling of cow-bells, or the barking of a dog.




  October 22d.—After an early breakfast, we saddled up, and travelled as fast as the broken and rocky state of the ground would permit. We intended to make a “forced march” to-day, as we expected by night to reach the locality where we were to commence our operations. Our horses had fared sumptuously the last two nights, and were in a condition to do a good day’s work, but the farther we went the rougher and more difficult the way became. Every now and then we would come to a space covered with “honey-comb rock,” where we were compelled to travel our horses at the slowest gait. Dense chaparrals, too, frequently obstructed the way, and we either had to turn off and avoid them altogether, or else hunt out a route through them along dim and crooked trails. These causes delayed us so much that by noon we supposed we had only made about fifteen miles. We halted for half an hour at a pool of brackish water, to breathe our horses. We then continued on through the same sort of country, only more rugged still, if possible, and at sundown we found ourselves still half a day’s journey from the Palo Pinto, where we expect to begin our work. Luckily, we found a pool of muddy water, on the edge of a small prairie in which there was excellent grass for our animals, where we unpacked and pitched camp for the night. If the night before had been unusually still and quiet, this one was just the opposite. If two or three “menageries” had been turned loose in the vicinity just before we came, monkeys and all, there could not have been a greater variety of sounds. First, a gang of wolves would serenade us for a minute or two, and then a catamount would come in on a high key, and, before he had fairly finished, a panther or a “lobo” would join in the chorus; and so they kept it up until the broad daylight.




  





  1. A species of spider.
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  October 23d.—We travelled, I suppose, fifteen or sixteen miles to-day, over a better and more open country, and about noon struck a branch of the Palo Pinto Creek, on which we intended to begin our work of locating and surveying land.




  We passed, on the way, several large Indian camps, but they were all old. In crossing a little sluggish stream of water to-day, one of our pack animals “bogged” down, and it took us a half-hour’s hard work to get him out again on firm ground.




  Where we struck the south prong of the Palo Pinto, we found a little valley, surrounded on all sides by high, rocky hills, in the southern extremity of which we determined to build a permanent camp, as a sort of base from which to carry on our work. Game was abundant in the vicinity, and the large pools along the creek were literally swarming with fish. We selected a position for our camp in a bend of the creek, the only entrance to which was by a narrow neck that could easily be guarded and defended against the approach of an enemy. Approach at all other points was almost impossible, on account of the high and perpendicular banks of the creek.




  In the evening we hobbled our horses, and all hands went to work to build a camp that would afford us some protection in bad weather. By sundown we had it finished and covered in with a double layer of dry grass. We then covered the floor with a quantity of the same, on which we spread our blankets, and slept like “tops” till morning.




  October 24th.—It was thought best that all hands should rest to-day, after our fatiguing journey; so we had nothing to do but to amuse ourselves as we chose. Some “lolled” about camp, passing the time in eating and sleeping. Some rigged up their “tackle” and went off fishing; while others gathered pecans, of which there was an abundance in the vicinity. For my part, I soon got tired of all these things, and determined that I would explore a little of the country around our camp. Taking my gun and hunting equipments, I strolled off in the direction of a pass that seemed to penetrate the hills toward the northern extremity of the valley. At the entrance of the pass, there was a solitary hill, in the shape of a sugar-loaf, which I climbed up, and from the top of which I had a full view of the little valley in which our camp lay, and of the camp itself, about a mile and a quarter off. I could see the smoke rising from it, and our animals grazing round. Little did I think this was the last sight I should ever have of it; but so it was, for I never saw it again. I descended the hill, and took my way up the pass, and, after following it perhaps half a mile, it widened out into a small valley, in which there was a grove of pecan-trees, full of the finest nuts I had yet seen.
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