
We left he buffalo-camp about eight o’clock, and had a toilsome and harassing march of two hours over ridges of hills, covered with a ragged meager forest of scrub-oaks, and broken by deep gullies.  The whole of the Cross Timber, in fact, abounds with mast.  There is a pine-oak, which produces an acorn pleasant to the taste, and ripening early in the season.


As we cast our eyes over this fresh and delightful valley, we beheld a group of wild horses, quietly grazing on a green lawn, at nearly the same distance, were several buffaloes,--some feeding, others reposing and ruminating among the high rich herbage under the shade of clump of cotton-wood trees. 


It was determined to profit by the present favorable opportunity, and try our hand at the grand hunting maneuver, which is called ringing the mounted.  They extend themselves in each direction, singly, at certain distances apart, and gradually form a ring of two or three miles in circumference, so as to surround the game.  this has to be done with extreme care, for the wild horse is the most readily alarmed inhabitant of the prairie, and can scent a hunter at a great distance, if to windward.  


Whenever they approach the bounds of the ring, however, a huntsman presents himself and turns them from their course.  In this way they are checked and driven back at every point; and kept galloping round and round the magic circle, until, being completely tied down, it is easy for the hunters to ride up beside them and throw the lariat over their heads. 


Resuming our march, we forded the North Fork, a rapid stream, and of a purity seldom to be found in the rivers of the prairies.  After crossing the river, we again ascended among hills, from one of which we had an extensive view over this belt of “cross timber,” and a cheerless prospect it was, --hill beyond hill, forest beyond forest.  A procession of buffaloes, moving slowly up the profile of one of those distant hills.  The left, a prairie about ten miles off.  It was like looking from among rocks and breakers upon a distant tract of tranquil ocean.  Unluckily, our route did not lie in that direction; we still had a traverse many a weary mile of the cross timber.


We encamped towards evening in a valley, beside a scanty pool.  In the course of the night, the wild colt whinnied repeatedly; and about two hours before day there was a sudden stampedo, or rush of horses; along the purlieus of the camp, with a snorting and neighing, and clattering of hoofs, that started most of the rangers from their sleep.  As usual, the noise was a first attributed to some party of maurauding Indians, but as the day dawned, a couple of wild horses were seen in a neighboring meadow.


We had a ruddy daybreak.  We resumed our march silently and seriously, through a rough and cheerless country.


After traveling for two or three hours, we beheld seven Osage warriors approaching at a distance.  The sight of any human being in this lonely wilderness was interesting.  One of the Indians took the lead of his companions, and advanced towards us, with head erect, and a free and nobel men.  He was a fine-looking fellow, dressed in scarlet frock and fringed leggings of deer-skin.  His head was decorated with a white tuft.  We held some conversation with him through our interpreter, and found that he and his companions had been with the main part of their tribe hunting the buffalow, and had met with great success.  He added, that, he and his comrades had set out on a war party, to waylay and hover about some Pawnee camp, in hopes of carrying off scalps or horses.


The worthy Commissioner made a speech, exhorting them to abstain from all offensive acts against the Pawnees, informing them of the plan of their Father at Washington, to put an end to all war among his red children.  He told them to return quietly to their homes.


The Indians listened to the speech with their customary silence, exchanging a few words among themselves, they bade us farewell, and pursued their way across the prairie. 


I saw a lurking smile in the countenance of our interpreter.  I privately inquired what the Indians had said to each other after hearing the speech.  The leader, he said, had observed to his companions, that as their Great Father intended so soon to put an end to all warfare, it behooved them to make the most of the little time that was left them.
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