











in your office —and the peaked ends are continually
catching in over-hanging  branches and projecting
limbs, oftentimes nearly overturning Le Gros, pack and
all — who recovers himself with a sacré, and goes on
again.

Noon comes — a rest of an hour, and we munch hard
bread right heartily, and drink from the cool stream at
our feet, and then off again, tramp, tramp. The sun,
scarcely seen during the day, no longer shows his rays
upon the tree tops even. We stop by a small stream; our
fire is soon kindled. I mount a fly, or a string and a pole,
and try to catch some little fish, Le Gros sneaks along
the edge of a little lake close by, intent on shooting
some unsuspecting duck. Oscar has already put some
hard biscuit in water, preparatory to making “soft
Tommy,” and the frying pan is on the fire, to make,
with fat bacon, hard bread, and duck (if we get him),
a species of “lobscouse,” both of which sea dishes seem
to have won an eternal respect in the eyes of my voya- = R
geurs, who, the savages, seem not to have known that
things were to be eaten any other way than au natu-
ral [sic].1®

Oh! how that supper is enjoyed, seated around the
frying pan, T with a spoon, they each with a broad

bladed jack-knife! finishing with a cup of good coffee — g}/y— i v
commend me to the essence as imported, it makes as QA
(commend. " {0

good coffee as the Cafés in Paris can afford).

“And now, Le Gros, cut some branches of the Balsam,
for my bed, and as it looks like rain, make a frame for
my tent cloth; then pile up my baggage and cover that
up!”

How useful is India Rupper [sic]! Tent, and every-
thing, down to a water proof suit, are made of it. "Now,
then, to vour blankets and to sleep.”

It is dark — stretched on my blankets beneath my
tent-cloth, I can look out on the open lee side upon the
fire —see my men each in his blanket, with leet to
the fire, already asleep — hear the low muttering of the
thunder in the distance, or see the faint flash of light-
ning playing among the dark clouds on the horizon.
Something seems moving among the leaves near by;
the ear is strained, and footsteps are distinctly heard,
patting along. They are of some wolf, perhaps Bruin
himself prowling around, and occasionally the wailing
howl of one may be heard far off. The wind sighs among
the tree tops, and some of the branches groan in con-

1< Tommy,” in military slang and English or Scottish dialect,
means a loaf or hunk of bread. “Lobscouse™ is a combination of
meat with vegetables, usually stewed.
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cert. Presently, pattering drops give evidence of rain—
the smouldering fire is almost out, and the dense dark-
ness is only illumined by the lightning, which has
become sharper and more frequent. The rain now de-
scends rapidly — hisses among the fire embers, soaks
into the blankets of Le Gros and Oscar, who stop snor-
ing tor a minute, turn over again, and go on as before.
And I remain snug under my cover, wakeful and con-
tented, watching and listening.

And now the storm has commenced — the rain pours,
sharp flashes of lightning run zigzag along the heavens,
and the thunder rattles and crashes —roars, and is lost
in mutterings. One sharp flash, brilliantly lighting up
the surrounding forest, and almost blinding the eyes —
a startling clap of thunder —and see! a tall pine near
is shivered by the stroke, and burning splinters throw
a dismal light around the dismantled tree. They are
extinguished, and all is darkness and rain again.

Up in the morning at daybreak, and off — another
trotting for a few miles, and a pretty Lake reflects the
fire which is cooking our breakfast. Many a pretty Lake
we pass, set, mirror-like, in a frame of dense forest, and
fish and duck are in all of them, and help to furnish
food for hungry voyageurs. Beautiful groves of pine
there are, more tall or stately than such the world can-
not afford — shooting up branchless to a great height,
and tufted at top by a few branches, palm-like. What
gallant masts would some of these make! The wind agi-
tates the tops, and the trunks move slowly from side to
sidc—giving a singular appearance — s0 many of
them, all silently moving and receding to and from each
other, as if holding intercourse in some mysterious
manner.,

There is one singular spot we passed. It is what is
called a prairie or barren, being about four miles across,
covered with a stunted growth of grass, and a few
stunted shrubs. It reminds one of the moors in Scot-
land; it is a succession of hills, and I almost imagined
myself on the Cheviot Hills. To help the resemblance,
whirr! goes a grouse, and then another! They are
marked down — the repeater, which has three charges
left in it, is unslung, and presently, bang! bang! we have
two grouse for supper, and these, with a pheasant shot
by Le Gros, make a beautiful meal, and we feast at
night.

Four days from La Point[e] finds us at the end of the
Portage, and in a bark canoe, commencing the descent
of the St. Croix, wmdmg along its circuitous course
among Lakes and rice fields, where the Indians are now
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commencing tying it, preparatory to gathering — which
consists in gathering and tying together as many of
the tops as will bind to each other, to prevent the grains
from shelling out while ripening. ™!

Here, too, are ducks in abundance, and very delicious
are they now, fattened on the young rice.

An occasional wigwam is passed, and the usual “igh!
igh!” exchanged —1I wish 1 could transfer an Indian
yelp to letter paper. Pretty islands, deep forests, bound-
ing rapids, are passed; deer are plenty, and we feast on
wild rice and venison. In shooting some of the rapids,
our canoe grazes a rock, and of course is split. We hurry
on, then empty her, patch up, launch, and are off again,
with a draft, when all are on board, of but four inches
water. The men for the first day are out half the time,
wading and lifting the bark over the shallow places.
But presently the river receives additions from other
streams, and we go on smoothly — the river occasion-
ally being compressed among rocks, forms a tearing
rapid, full of stones, among which the water rushes
furiously; but our canoe twists and worms its way
along, and darts safely over into still water — carrying
us safely, save an occasional wetting as she dives a little
too deep, in her plunge downwards. Verily these voya-
geurs are never more at home than when in a canoe,
and on the river or lake,

Three days more saw us at the Falls of St. Croix, and
from thence (where commences the saw mills that sup-
ply St. Louis with lumber,) there is little of interest

" Rambler probably refers here to the St. Croix Flowage, lo-
cated just below the village of Gordon, Wisconsin, Dunn, The
St. Croix, 268.
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save some hold scenery. The route from Still-water, at
the head of Lake St. Croix, to St. Peter [ Mendotal], is
through a beautiful Prairie, interspersed with oak trees.
Here in a grove, there scattered singly, and with occa-
sionally one of those curious mounds that has attracted
so much speculation; from the top of one of them which
T ascended, was one of the prettiest views imaginable —
1 have never seen more beautiful Park scenes.!?

The Falls [of] St. Anthony are interesting. They re-
semble Niagara in a measure, though the fall is but 24
feet perpendicular, having a “good Island” &c., in a
similar manner.

Fine black bass are caught here in abundance, and
delicious fish they are. Grouse — both kinds — are here
in quantities, What think you of a Pike the Indians say
they caught a short time since eleven feet in length? 1
shall enquire into this.

I start immediately for the Prairie. My horses are
procured and my guide engaged.

In haste yours, Rambler.

¥ In addition to the early saw mill at St. Croix Falls were
those at Marine Mills and Stillwater.

THE VIEW of La Pointe on page 137 is taken from David Dale
Owen, Report of a Geological Survey of Wisconsin, lowa and
Minnesota (1852), the voyageurs in the drawings on pages 140
and 141 are from Samuel H. Scudder, The Winnipeg Country
(1886), and the falls shown below are from Harper's New
Monthly Magazine, July, 1853

The Falls of St. Anthony as they looked about 1850
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