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From Burton’s Marazine.

PON'TIAC, THE OTTATA. |
AN INDIAN TALE.

=

CHAPTER L

“Cunse the pale faces!’ exclaimed a tall Indian
who stood upon a ledge of rocks which jutted over a
dark ravine, down which the mountain current whirl-
ed with the rapidity of an arrow, soundine like the
deep and dull-rambling of distant thunder, and throw-
Ing up thespray inhazy wreaths which almost reach-
ed the ledge upon whieh the Indians steod.

“Curse the pale faces! dost thou think Ican be
subdued by the cubs whose dams [ prostrated 4t my
feell’ He who epoke was a 1ail Indian of a hereus-
lean mould, with a hizh and expansive lorehead, and
a pair ol dark eyes, which glistened like the moun-
His leatures were sharp &
sternly set,'while his shagoy eyebrows were natural-

tain tiger's as he spoke.

‘ ® L rl
ly drawn down over his eves, which gave to his lea-
tures an ascelic expreesion not very propossesging,
The Indian to whow he addressed the expression,

wius a small man, with a narrow receding forehead,
dark fiery eyes; and a countenance the unnatural dis-
tortiene of which when he spoke, would'lead o phy-
plognomist inte. the indubitable beliel’ that this delec.
table individual wight be one of that number whose
qualme of conscience for evil deeds might be too fre-
quent. The large Indian eritted his teeth as he fin-
ighed. speaking, and brandighed his tomahawk to-
wards fort Duquesne  withsa fearful vigor, with the
dark scowl upon his face; eaused the smaller Indian
to recotl with fear.

*“’Tis even =0, at length spoke the latter, ina dry
guttural voice. “The cubs huave grown in strength,
till they have rizen to sweep us from the earth; alrea-
dy have they encroached into our hunting erounds,
and our game is daily becoming less beneuth their
fiery weapons.

‘“Let them grow! the taller the tree growe, the eu-
gier “tis blown down by the wind,” eaid Pontiae, (lor

it was he,) who gazed so intently in the direction of
fort Duquesne, as not to observe the countenance “l"
the dwarl Pishairo, which assumed = sinister smile,
while his small bright eyes glittered like the enraged
enake when he watches in the grass for his prey.—
‘“’Tis said the pale warrior would wed the dauuhter |
of Puntiac; has the news yet reuched the ear ol our
eachem?”

“The sachem glared tipon the dwarl as it he would
fathom his inmost throughits, while the bitter smile

which had spread over hus features suddenly pussed
off, and a demure um%qmsum was the only expressien
observitble. ‘it thou been among the pale [aces
contrary to my wighes! il'so, better hadst thou be a
snake than Pishairo,”” #aid the chielsternly through
his clenched tecth, as he eontinued gazing upon the
countenance of the dwarll “Speak! how comest

thou by this idle talk, which would better become one

of thy own kind than me?” |
“Ihave sought thee, Pontiae, [ir my breast is hus-

dened with news. Listen! As the sun was sinkine
behind the mountain, and ere the birds had ceased
their warbling, I beheld the pale face in hig canoe,
which he plied silently, secarcely disturbing the dark
shadows in the wate s as he passed; he landed, and |
with the stealthiness of the wild cat, when he crawls
upon L s prey, he mounted the green bank which ri-
ses by thy mountain ‘wigwaw; he enined the top—a |
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the eyes ol the pale face with those of the dove, and
her voice was as soft as the nightingale when he
sings to his love,'ns she whispered in a low voice,
which reached my ear, “Thy canoe did not darken the
waters lasl setling sun; no ripp'e eame to the ghore
irom thy paddle; has the dauehter of the Otfatva sa-
¢hem grown eold in thifie eye?” Then spoke the pale
fuced chief, and hig"Voice was like utito the silvery
toneg ol the dark eyed maiden. “The pale face loves
the Ouawa maiden, but not for her lande—tis the

maiden he wants, and he would take her from this
dreary forest to the bright land of hise people—would

the red maiden follow Lier pale lover?” and he placed

around her neck a ehain made Irom the bricht met-
al, as he drank from her glowing eyes the conlission

that ghe would be his own. In amellow voice he
bade her meet him at the next settine sun, and then
his canoe went its noiseless way and soon disappear-

ed; these are not forked words.”

The eyes of the chiel’ flushed fire, he gritted his

teeth, and clenched his spear with the power of a vice,

but, with that tact peculiar to him, covered the fury
which raged within him under features which indica-

ted nothing more to an observer than their usual stern
and determined expression.
features of the dwarfl again assumed their usual cun-
ning and sinister expression.
sacliem had beheld with a jealous eye the daily en-
croachments of the white race upon the lands owned

He strode off, and the

The haughty Ottawa

by his tribe. His foresight told him that the power
which a while previously was unlimited among the
tribes, was daily becoming weaker—and he already
viewed, In anticipation the whites as masters of the
land o' his ancestors, unless he adopted vigorous
measnres to drive them from it ere they increansed to
such numbers as would render futile all his attempis
to expel them. Already had his name ceased to cre-
ate that electric effeet which it was wornt ere the
whites came to the country, and he determined, wiih
one sanguinary blow, to regain that mighty influ nee
which he had lost.  He was determined that his voicce
should again be heard with reverence atthe council
fire, and that, when in his absenee, his belt should
stimmon a host ol warriors to his standard, as it for
merly did inthe days ol his glory. [t is geldom we
see one possessing power once, when levelled to the
common slandard of a private individual, who is wil
ltng to remain =03 but with the never-liring and nev-
er-quieted pussion ambition continually spurring him
on, lie = never satisfied, neverat ease, but unceasing-
ly engaged in plotting and counterplotting for the
prize which can never be reached, till at Jast he ex-
pires, a victim to the pagsion which buros alike in the
breast of'the savage and the king.

Pontiae still possessed unlimited sway over his own
nation—yet the influence of' the whites was aleo felt
nmong his own tribe; they did not obey his wishes
with thie same nlaciity as previous to the appearance
of the whites on their soil.  The dwarl, who belong
ed to the Peoria nation, whom the warlike Oitawas
had conquered and reduced to slavery, was a soi dis-
tant chiely but the fate of war had not only reduced
him to a private individual, but also to aslave, in
which capacity lie served under the Otiawa sachem,
which, alter all, was more compatible with his talent
than his former station, whi'h was an here gitary

cift.  Love and jealousy are passions which rage in
a savage with more energy than in a refined hreast,
and these were at this time the two predominant pas-
sions of Pishairo.

He had scen Poniiae’s beautilul

daughter, and to see wus tolove; he had gazed upon
her till he was intoxicated with her charme; long and
ardently had he watched her expanding womi.nhood,
and, like the rose bud, so beautiful at first, now that
she had expanded to maturity, appeared more lovely

low ery, and thy dark-eyed daughter—-’

The fierce sachem sprang upen his feet, and fixing
his fiery. eyes upon the dwarl, drew back his long
#pear, as il in the act of hurling it, while the infor-
mant crouched closer to the rock beneath which he

fat.
“When the Otlawa sachem digcovers Pichairo’s

tongue forked like the subtle snake’s, then let him

_ 8trike the base blood from his heart,” and the “dwarl
Inid his hand upon his bosom, and gazed steadlustly |

upon the chief, who, afler scrutinizing his counte-

nance, which was as expressionless as the eold mar-
ble, exclaimed ina voice of passion, “None of the
pure blood of Pontiac shall mingle with the base
blood of the pale lace, unless it be in the strugele for
life and death. I havegaidii!  Cursethe white race!
“Were I the father of a thousand dauchters, whose
€yes were ais dark as the night, and whose hair were
as beautifu} as the raven's plumage, I would lay them
all upon the duet and mingle their blood with the dirt
ere it should mingle with that cursed race! 1 will
stand in their path, and stop ‘heir jourgey, or, upon
~the bones of my ferefathers, perish,”” und the chiefl

ehook his epear with vehemence towards the dwarf.
~ "“Thése were words of truth,” assented the small

ﬁ,_ hi“: who ..ﬁtiﬂ lay close Lo the rock,
L *-f-‘thﬁﬁoqiqa{.k,” said the sachem in a perempto-
Ty lone, which wus not to be disobeyed.

 "The daughter of' the Ottawd sachém gazed into

still.  This amiable lover had beheld the meeting ol

the preceding evening, and inflamed with jealousy,
he gought the chiel; whose irritable disposition he

knew could be easily fanned into a flame, particularly
when the subject was the white ngoressors.  His ob-
ject for communicating this intelligence was the re-
verse ol whatthe chiel'supposed it, who iniagined he
had read the countenauce of the dwarl.

CHAPTER II,

As the trees were gilded with the last rays ol the
| deelining sun, a cance silently glided towards the

bank upon which stood the wigwam of the Ottawa,
chiel. The person who sat n it, and noiselessly
plied the paddle, appeared to be aware of his proxim-
ity 1o the hunting ground of the Ottawas, by the ma-
ny anxious lnoks which he direc'ed o every tangled
coppice which he passed. Alier reviewing well the
woods from the middle of the stream, he turned the
prow towards the shore, and with one or two dips ol
his paddle, the eanoe bouudm_l to the land, hesprang
out, and drawing it farther upon the bank, stealthily
walked op the hill, obeerving to examine the priming
of his pistols, which he carried in his belt, prévious 1o
commencing the ascent.  He guined the top, aud
whistling rolily, beheld the Ouawa maiden advan-
cing from the direction of her futher’s wigwam. At
this moment an Indian stepped from behind a tree
near the white man.

“Ah, Pishairo, thou art here agreeably to thy
promise,’”” excluimed the white man, as he grasped
the Indian’s hand, “and thou hast talked with the
snchem’s davghter—how can I reward thee?”

“Reward!”” exclaimed the dwarf] as his features
assumed the sardonic expression peculiar to 1them
when he was over excited. *“Thinkest thou a Peo-
ria eachem asks reward? he takes it.”

“This language is enigmatical; explain thyself,
warrior,”’ said the white man, whuse face slightly red-
dened.  “How couldst thou fake thy reward unless |
chose to give 112"’ ‘

The dwar( burst out into a hysterical laugh. “Does
the eagle ack the hawk for his prey? No! lLe poun-
ces upon him and takes him’—and the dwarl’ walked
off laughing immoderately.

The white man gazed after him, but the Indian
maiden was in his ar.ns ere he could give vent to an
expression ol anger. e imprinted a kiss on her
lorehead, and his eyes immediately lost their ex pres-
ston of anger with which he gazed at the dwarf,

*“Is the Ottawa maiden ready to go to the land of

the white man’s peopled”

The girl hung her head, and then looking him in |

the fice with eyes beaming love, she answered, “I'he

Ottawa maiden is ready to leave her p&tzple, and fol- |

low her white warrior to his bright |

|
|

‘“Then we will hasten ere —-—”'mdtu\:nmg a- |
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round, the white man beheld himself surrounded with
Indians, who stood as many as the trees,
the maiden with the lelt hand, and with hLis right

drew a pistol, whiech he discharged at the nearest In-

diun! they reshed on him, but witk his knife, which
he brandished in the air with
kept the warriors at bay,
ards the boat;
he repel them;

and slowly. retreated 1ow-

tent, in which sat Pontine and all of hig oldest ¢hiefz.
A low guttural interjection from cach man ns he PARS

ed, indicated their knowledae of his capture; & then nll

The sa.
chem motioned with hiz hand. and the white man

were ar gillent and motionless as RIes,

was untied, and stood amongst thew., The chiel a-
roee 1o address him, and from & spark of joy which

appeared 10 Twinkle in his eyes, it was evident he

was striving to master feelings of exultation, whieh
were 80 intense ag almost te overcome hin .
white man fokded hiz arme, and looked steadlastly ip
the eves of Pontiac as he spoke; und from the fear.
less mdnner in which he hore himself] it was evident
that he could be ne uncommon person. The sachem
snoke slowly and distinetly, apd his words embodied
that sarcasm which strikes to the soul of the address-
ed.

“White man, listen! The red man and the white
man were [riends: they sat at the same couneil fire,
and they slept upon the same blanket: they walked
the same path, and they smoked together the same
pipe; they ate of the same venison, and there was
peace! White man, listen! Ye grew in strength,
(for then ye were weak) till, like the 1all oak, ye [ain
would spread your branches over the other irees, 1o
guard them from the stormy; ye are now grown high,
but beware!l—none but the tallest tr-es ure stricken
by the fire of the clouds. (Every warrior crunted a
commendation.) Ye grew in etrenzth till the land
which you hunted upon grew small in your eyes, and
then ve would have ours.  Ye taneht our young wiur-
riors to drink the fire water, which drove them mad,
and they were no longer warriors. Is this all? N
Not content with our lands, ve would steal upon our
huntine grounds to carry off our daughter; what does
the pale face merit?”  The sachem’s eves tivinkled
like two stars ag he gazed
Warriorg,

“Curse the wild cat! he would prey upon his red
brothers,’” eaid a clear eyed old warrior, whose scalp
lock was blanched with years. |

“And merite burnine at the stake,” said another,
whose Jocks were no ‘ess white.

“And his bones cast to the dogs—curse im!? ex-
claimed a third.

“Curse him!” reiterated the rest in a low lone, as
they inveluntarily tightened their arasps around their
tomahawk handles—‘“can the white chief find his
longuel’’

The prisoner already knew of the mighty scheme
against the whites which the sachem was projecting
by his dutiful glave Pishairo, and he feli that his only
chanece for life would be 1t obtain, if possible, a pro-
tract.on ol his execution. He epoke firm!y andtrank.
ly, and admitted what they already suspected. There

was no cringing beneath the stern and eteady oaze of

Pmning,_hul he threw it hack by one equally stern
and deiying; he spoke with powerful, energy, lor he

| was pleading for lile; he deacribed in glowine colors

the impression the first sicht of his danghter had up-
on him, and that he wag resolved to wed her in order

to cement the bonds ol friendship firmer between the
white and red men.

A demoniacal smile spread over the features of the sachem

when the white man had finished speaking; he drew himself
| up to his full height, and fie reely demanded the war club—
should be passed around, which was soon done; and it was
decided that the prisoner should be burned at the stake the
following morning. He was taken to a wigwam and firmly

bound, and four lynx-eyed warriors were stationed over him,

who had mingled their blood, and swore to take the life of

any one of their number who should be so unfortunate as io
fall asleep.

The prisoner was the young commander of Fort Duquesne,
who had a short time previous left his native country, buoy-
ant with hope, but in an unlucky moment beheld the pretty
Indian maiden, whose native charms captivated him. None
of the Indians were aware of the rank of their prisoner save
Pontiac, and a very few of the veteran chiefs and warriors,
who were all anxious for his death. more that the news might

intimidate the soldiers of the fort, than for the heinousness of

the cfime of striving to steal a girl,

About midnight, a messenger stood before the lodge of Pish-
airo, who was tossing about on his blanket, a prey to the
burning thoughts which tortured his brain. The Indian tore
away the rude screen from before the place of entrance, and
bade the dwarf arise and proceed to the couneil house, whith-
er he repaired instantly. Pontiac sat at the farther end of
the house, and at each side of him four chiefs, whose hair
were snowy with age, and like all grave ¢ounsellors, when on
duty, they sat stern and motionles, with the exception of their
lips, which slightly moved as the smoke from them curled in
thick wreaths over their heads.

“Pishairo!?” The dwarf stood motionless, in a listeniﬁg at-
titude.

“Pishairo has his ears sharpened,” said he, in a firm tone.

“Listen,” said the sachem; “travel with the wings of the

dove to fort Duquesne, and bear its commanding chief this
belt; look upon it! *tis a broad one! the wampum is reo. It
speaks of war! "T'ell him the red wen would have him leave

He seized

herculenn strength, he

thrice did they rush up, and 1hrice did
but finally he was overpowered by the
savages, thrown upon the ground, and bound. The

maiden was led to her lodge, and the white man borne
to the densest part of the woode, where were erected
the tents of the warriors,  He was taken to a Bpucious |

surrounding tribes poured in
till the woods were filled with them.
council house was occupied by

the white aggressors, and tales of thesr own chival-

tous feats. At the council, the Otftawa sachem
exerted his talents with the most skilful success.
With a profound knowledge of the character of
the members of the several tribes who sal before
tim, he spoke words which, to them, were as
fire; nothing was leTt unsaid to arouse their passions
With oratorical powers, which
could not be commanded by a white man, and an
energyof gesture, which was natural, lie panted

imaginations. the Usurpa-

againstthe whites.

in vivid colors to their

The

around vwpon the rows of

commander who had lost

his fort, and march his men fromour soil ere to-morrow’s sun
climbs the sky, or their great chief, who is our prisoner, shall
be burned at the stake. Listen! tell him the red warriors a.
wait his answer, in numbers as many as the leaves upon the
trees—hasten.” - - |

The aged chiefs granted an assent; the dwarf received the
belt and departed. Ere he had proceeded half a mile, a wes-
senger overtook him, with oiders from the sapient council to
return, The dwarf measured the distance to the eounecil
house, and then turned back, and his eyes assumed a diabol-
ical expression, and his eyes rolled with rage. The chiefs
still eccupied their seats, and appeared to take no farther
notice of his return than by puffing larger volumes of smoke
from therr lips. Pontiac fixed his eyes upon the dwarf’s
countenance, and the gaze appeared to -read the inmost
thoughts which worked so wildly and energetically in his
breast; his own countenance was as unmoved and expression-
less as if' he slept.

“Will the panther degrade himself and be & fox ?* atlength
the sachem thundered out,

The dwarf laid his hand on his heart, and then throwing
out his arms, exclaimed, “Uf the Ottawa sachem thinks the
panther could be a fox, let him treat him as one.”

“Fidelity lurks not in the fox, yet it is with the Peoria
warrior, said an old counsellor. _

‘“Methinks Pishairo is no snake,” grambled another, -

- A writhing smile played upon the sachem’s face, as he res-
pﬁﬁtf;ﬁll; po@ded to the old men who- spékp: and bade the
dwarf depart, wor tarry on his way.

. - CHAPTER 11l
- By day-brake next morning,
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the warriors of the

tions of the white race
soil; how they had taken possession of their hunt

ing grounds, and destoyed their game, and finally

tried to steal away their children to make them
slaves. He-appealed to their prejudices and to
their passions; and to render them more sanguine
of success, promised them the assistance of the
Great Spinit, who, he smid, had visited him in a
dream, and declared he would assist their catse,
which was the holy one of freedom. The old
warriors grasped their weapons, and, with sup-
pressed interjections of rage, shook them in the
air.  During this excitement a small man entered,
and took his way through the rows of warliors, till
he stood before the orator.
bore on the point of a long pole the war belt
which he had received of Pontiac the previous

form all directions,

since their arrival on the

_ contempt.”™
It was Pishairo; he | he was

rock just above him. They ga

the camps, the Ottawa sachem took
strode up the mountain side. He
there wasno human being to whom
municate his secret project, for there
man whose mind appeared to
to share his ambitious schemes.

13 spear,

He strode up

the mountain, looking upon either side, a3 he held

bis spear ready lo strike into any of the wild anis

mals, which, at tha! time, _
tainous countries in great mumbers. - The sun
was now sinking behind a bed of clouds at the
far west the birds were singing |
songs; the wind was lulled to

the stern sachem’s breast was influenced by the

repose around him; his fierce spirit was calmed,
and as he sat on a high rock; overlooking the

whole country, he reasoned dispassionately on the

sign of driving the whites from his
‘“Then again,” said he, “will T be
of this broad and blooming hunting ground: the

will be no white men to teach our warriors cow-

probable chance of his succeeding in his bold de-

ardice, nor 1o create dissatisfaction among our
All will be as it were in the olden

young n.en,
limes ere the pale faces visited our shore ; and
when the sachem’s runners were not treate: with

so absorbed in his ambitious thoughts, as
not to observe two individuals who stood ¢

0 stood upon a

evening; il was stripped of all its wampum, and | him, and then spokd earnestly but in a tone suffi-

was bare! The sachem snatched it from the pole,
and heid it before the exeited members of {he
council, while his countenance was distored with
passion. The effect was instantaneous; the whole
council arouse witl one burst of rage, and rushed
out ofthe door, followed by Pontiac, who tore the
belt to a thousand pieces, as he strode after them.
The young warriors deserted the painted pole a-
round which thev danced, and with a wild yell
crowded forward at the heels of the host which
rushed forward with the irresitible impetus of the
mountain torrent. They arrived at the wigwam
where the prisoner lay, which they tore to preces,
and anbinding hin, they bore him 10 the stake a-
mid the deafening yells of the young warriors,
while hundreds crowded in with arms full of dry
faggots. The white man tried to speak, but his
voice was drowned amid the loud curses of his
enemies, whose fists and spear handles were as
busy as their tungues. His clothes were instantly
torn from him in rags, and his body was painted
black, a buffalo thong was tied around his neck,
and fastened to the stake, leavinz a line long -e-
nough for him to move freely. The faggots were
piled around at the distance of six feet, and a war-
rior stood with a torch to light them, when a shrill

cry was heard, and the daughter of Pontiac sprang
wood, and threw herself upon the

over the dry
breast of her lover, which she clung to as a drown-
ing man to astraw. The warriors looked upon
‘his sight, which was so suddenly and unexpect-
edly presented them, with astonishment: but there
was no gaze of pity mingled with those looks—

no compassion for her distress; they curled their
lips with rage, which soon broke out in yells of

impatience. Pontiac drew back a moment with

surprise, and then, with the fury of a demon, he

grashed his tomahawk, and rushed upon his

daughter to dash out herbrains, when his arm was
caught by Pishairo, the violent and feecret lover

of the maiden. With a thunderine exclamation
of contempt, the sachem seized the dwarf, as if he

had been the smallest infant, and hurled him far

The Indian sprang
upon his feet, and stung with rage, rushed at

over the heads of the warriors.

Pontiac, whom he reached in time to suspend a
second blow, when a famous chief of another tribe
interfered, and saved the life of the maiden. She
was torn from the prisoner, and borne back {o her
wigwam, the faggols were fired, and the dreadful
work commenced. At this moment, a discharge
of rifles burst upon the astonizshed warriors, and
many of them were laid low with the dead:; but
the rest, who were excited to phrenzy, fought
like lions. Before the English could load their
guns, the Indians, led by Pontiac, were among
them with the dreadful tomahawk, which they
wielded with their usuall force and success. The
battle was now hand, and each man' was engaged
in a struggle which was for life or death. During
this time, the Indian maiden rushed through the

burning faggots and cut the cord which bound her

lover, who joined his people, now losing ground
beneath the desperation of the Indians. ~ Long
and deadly was the contest, but finally the whites
were forced to give way before the fury of the
savages. They retreated with tolerable order, un-
der the example of their naked and blackened
none of his bra-
with his clothes. They rerained their boast,

ciently
chief. The smaller warrior, who was the dwarf
Pishairo. stealthily disappointed behind the rock;
the other, who was the Chip

to the rock upon which sat the Otlawa.

these approbious epi'thets,

low as not ro reach the ear of lhB' dreaded

pewa sachem Mina-

vana, made a noise which attracted the attention
of Pontiac, and then appeared to be looking in
another direction, apparently unconscious

proximity to the Ottawa. - L -
“The Chippewa sachem 1s a panther in the

fight,” said Pontiac, in a tone of commenda-

[iﬂn- ¥

The Chippewa turned around, and,

marked respect. | S
“Would the sapient Pontiac practice his spear

upon the heart of the bloody panther ere he plgu,
with'

it in the white man’s?" said the Chippewa,
a deferential inclination of the head, as he stro
“I have
sought thee eagerly; the pale face warriors are ug
on our grounds, and our young warriors pa_!ntt
baltle—they want Pontiac.” |

The Ottawa sprang to his feet, and followed
Minavana. They would their way around huge
rocks—now upon the edge of a frowning preci-
pice, where one false step would hurl them to

atoms, and then at the
above fh?lﬂ*r like the towsrs

castle, but they trod their way with a precision
which could not be learned but by one who had
speit years among the mountains. They finally
reached a deep ravine, half way to the encamp-
ment of the Indian army. The rocks rose high on
each side, leaving a space between them of buta
few feet. The Otlawa walked some distance be-
fore, wholly occupied in anticipating the battle, 1n
which he hoped to be a formidable participator,
while walking, he heard a voice, and turning a~
round, the Chippewa chief was no where to be
seen; but in the gloom of the evening, he beheld
a party of his warriors, armed alone with knives;
they slowly advanced, dispersing, apparently with
a view oftaking him alive. = The Ottawa hurled
his spear in the breast of one, and, with his war
cry, attacked them with a fury which was irresige
tible; he broke through them, and leaving four of
their number dead, bouncded down the mountzin
side; ashrill yell before him, by its peculiar tone,
informed him a Chippewa was near; he drew his
knife, and bounded forward—the sachem. Mina-
vana stood before him. :
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went alone—
be could com- -
was no red

him gigantic enough
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inhabited the moun~

their evening
sleep, and even

the sole I:i::’g

zed eagerly upon

his

_‘ apparently
surprised, saluted the sachem with dignity and

bottom where rocks rose

‘mountain torrent, which, for ages, had rolled down
The large | the path. Here they encamped for the i,
the old men, while | after placing sentinels around the neighbor
the young warriors went through their war dance, ' :
and excited each other’s passions with songs of
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The sachem’s voice sank lower, but -

“Curse thy false heart, Chippewa, thou lﬁ a

squaw!’’ and with one jnmp, they stood facing
each other, theireyes gleaning hate; and their

lips curled with the scorn with which they pre- _

tended to view each other. gl i

“Thou art but a little girl, '
Chippewa sachem s’ands before thee,” and with
they fought with fury.
Their physical powers were well matched, but
the dread in which the Chippewa held Pontiac,
might have weakened his energies, and he appear-
ed {o quail beneath the glare of the Oltawa’s eye
but he fought with the desperation which his sit -
ation required. They were now locked in each
other’s firm embrace, and, after writhing awhile,
they fell from the rock upon which they fought,
upon a ledge a few feet below. They sprung up-

Ottawa, whﬁe.hn-tiie" “
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on their feet, and stood a moment to regain ener-

Ver)
andy after stiiving once more to gain an advantage,
without suceess, paddled off, followed by the cur-
sesof the warriors, whose rage was none appeas-
ed by being depiived of the consoling sight of a
prisaner ournt at the stake. Pontiac mounted a
log, and in a few moments succeded in fanning
their already excited passionsto a furious flame,
and then the whole savags host marched for Fort
Duquesne, as the exciting war song, fromn a thou-
sand voices, swelled upon the air.

among warriors,” cried the other, and with drawn
knives they again rushed at eat‘fh‘ other; and the -
Chippewa, who was the most excited by the

“The Ottawa squaw can't fight—his arms are

too weak,” panted the Chippewa in a contemptu~
| ous tone, while he knew he had been worﬂtedfﬂ‘
the skufile. '

“The Chippewa is a fox, he is unworthy to live

oths

gy for their laststruggle. They viewed Ea;?h oths E
er with gestares of scorn. > o=l |

CHAPTER IV. _
Anonc the warriors was a Chippewa chief,

named Minavana. gifted with a powerful elo-
quence, which, with an indomitable disposition,

er's taunting language, threw himselfoff |
which

and received the Ottawa's knife,

-

to his heart.  Pontiac tore from his head the scalp; =

and went his way to the camp. The

rang upon his ear, and the young wal
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rendered him a formidable nival of the Ottawa sa- | old men had already assembled in the council t i
chem. The Chippewas were at that time the | house, and with impatience awaited the presence
strongest with the single exception of the Ottawas, | of their sachems. Pontiac entered with the reek 4
ol the ftribes inhabiting that vast wilderness |ing scalp of Minavanain his hand; he took his o
stretching betwéen the lakes and the Ohio river. | tion at the head of the council house, an helc
This chief bebeld, with ajealous eyz, the ascend- | up belore them the scalp, &om'_wheh;” 1
ing influence of the Ottawa sachem, whose power | the warm blood.  The house was now fu %
he imagined was on the ebb, and witlh all the se- ~oyﬂﬂuw‘t::§, the young warriors i
cret intrigue which 5he_:-pn_sses§etl},_c§[‘{ﬁa_iljlgﬂ$, ainst { dance, and repaired t e council en “
Poutiac. But these intrigues did not escape the | hear of the next day’s operation; every wigwar
wily sachem’s notice, who, by ﬁaé’ﬁia&f some of | was deserted, and all the warrio SLHORAEND. S0k

| the Chippewa's own warriors eceived daily in- spacious yet gmmﬁm L CIRNALAE $ 0 J
| formation of the progres: ﬁ'i{h’iﬂd{ - |room for one more spe tator.  With his us e
host of warriors reached a fa o the listeni in which
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