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THE LOON ; 1Y OJJIBBEWAY LEGEND.

Travelling correspondents” letters, immigration
pamphlets, and tourists’ books, huve already given
the world 5o much information about tho North-
West, that the task would bie almost an impessiblo
one, to write anything new of the present con-
dition this country.

I will leave the beaten track, and wander away
into the trackless recesses of the wilds, where ouly
the Indian, the hunter and the prospector break
the seremity of nature.

The sun was setting, burnishing the already
autumn tinted. folinge with 2 richer hue, as my
canoe sped like a gull across the calm waters of
an island-dotted lake. Long vistas stretched
between the islands on every side.  Away to the
west the sky and water met in a rich ocean of
flame, and golden, blue, and purple islands with
fretted tops lined the narrowing avenues up to the
sun.

In the decp crescent of an island bay nestled
an Indian dwelling, a ha-ban-doan, towards which
our canoe sped swifely, propelled by its cedar wings.
Aly guide and I were weleomed by the words ¢ Bo-
jhou! bo-jhou® bojhou:l!” from half a dozen
dusky forms that came down to the shore to meet
ws, and by the yelping of numberless fox-lihe curs

that kept ata respectiul distance frum our paddles.
" That night while reclining on a rush matting,
smoking a pipe of peace, and surrounded by dusky
faces itlmmined by the fitful glare of the camp
fire, an old clueftmn, or medicmeaman, related
the following legend of Naun-bojhou and the
Loon of which 1 give a free traushation in my
own words. As the education of meny of your
readers has been, 1 fear, sadly neglected in the
original language of their own land, it may be
well to explain that a sha-ban-doan is alarge, long
wigwam with an cntrance at each end ; also,
that Nana-bo-jhor was a great mythological chicf,
a sort of Hiawatha of the North.

Nana.bojheu,
If the story bo true
That is told of this wonderful Indisa chief,
Tas a breve 1n the far mi~ty dass of the past,
Whose toils and adventures would stagger belief,
If told by an ordinary lawyer or thicl;
But nevertheless they are true, and, :n bref,
The labours of Hercules quite overcast,
And bigh on the list of canouized »ants
In the Indian calendar, Nana.bo.jbon
Is found all decked out in his belucse paints;
In fact, bo's quite near to the Great Manitou.
His wondertul scrapes
Aud bis terntle dolngs,
His ugile evcapes
And is fortunate worings,
His walking and talkiogs
(Ho was great 1o orations,

- Just as great on the ** stump " as o other occasions),
And, better than all, his transmogrifications,
woald fill an cctavo, and then uot the Lalf
Would be fuund, tLough got up at $2.50 in calf.

Ho could turn bimself into whatever ho chose—
A chief or a squaw, a fox or a mink,
Anad did he live now, I undoubiedly thing
His genius {ur tarning would place lam with those
Who aro toe-total talkers, but tipplers in drink.
1t was Jate in the Fall—1 can't tel just the year,
Bus: so far in the past that it does not appear

An adjunct cseentisl,

Or the least conzgaential
To the troth of thie tale—Lat I think it was near
The time when Confucius, that =on of tho Sun,
Singed tho ba:r off bis head ~uh a pin-wheel, o fun—
But let the date pass: the locality, late 1o
Tho untracked North-West, is known as Keewatin 5
Or, as Norquay and M:ller stall better may know it,
Tho lard that was Iately awarded to Mowat.

It was late in the day, and far down in tho west
The sun was just siwking beneath the calm breast
Of a rock-bordered lake, whero stood Nana-bo-jhoa
Thinking what in tho dence he was going to do;
For he had n't touched fcod aince that morning at two.
He was just un the pont
0! dissolving a joint,
And changiog himself to the form of a deer,
So that grasses and weeds
\Would suffice for his nceds.
Vhen a musical scund atruck the drum of his ear.
As 2 matter of fact "twas not musical, thoagh
To his car at the timo it was touckingly so0;
Just the ssmo as dry kread and cold water aro swoet
To a man who for days has had nothing to eat.
The sound tbat he heard was the cry of a goose.
Tu logs time than I tell it, tho joint that was looso

‘He'd » sha-ban-doan built, with rush-mats on
And then in 2 i,

Or in anytlung olse that will <ignify hurry,

But without the least effort or bother or flurry,

He was changed to goose, und was quictly standing
On a rock, like u man with a “bus* at a landing,
\Who cries through his nose, with a sink and a swell,
* This way for tho bus to the City Ho-tel! "

So stood the bravo Nana-bo-jhou on the rock;
With ono eye on thoe lnke, aud ono on the flock.
Then, lifting his head,
With well-feigued surpriso,
Ho harriedly said,
s“Hello! bless my eyes!”
Or words that a gander would uge in that wise,
“Who ¢'er would have dreamt to meet with friends horo?
Slacken sail and como dowa, if you'll join in my cheer ;
I'm alwsays delighted to meet friends by chance,
What say you, sweot gceso, to a supper and danco?™

His tones woroe g0 puro in the language in use,

That they took him at once for a blue-blooded gooso;

So that without further parley they stopped in their travel,

And with lh-iemlly bon jours, flopped right-down on the
gravel.

"Twas bat for & momcnt that Nana-bo-jhon

Seemed buried in thought—-geese are n't wont so to do—

\Which the same might have caused a suspicion or two;

But, without a demur, they agreed when heo stated

Tlat the :lanco should come first, whilo for supper thoy
waited.

1 may mention just here, there is matter for doubi—
For tradition, you know, batters legends about,

And leaves the cdd bits with historical tinkers,

Who go by the name of original thinkers;

Who, finding the pieces aro not quite entiro,

Call the story a lio and tho teller a liar,

Who would share all the past of its beautiful mystery,
And present to our gaze a vilo, bald.beaded history.
Thero is matter for doubt, or at least for conjecture—
Some scholara assert there's a theme for & lecture.

1 wag told °t was a dance, which for me was enoagh,
Though some others maintain 1t was blind-goose s-baff.
Whichever it was, at least this much is true,

The geeso were blindfolded by Nana-bo-jhon,

Aund armanged in a linoe nt tho ska.ban.doen door,
Whero the danco was to bo on the rush-matted floor.

Now tho form of tho dance was quite simple ; they merely
Were to chase about in a circlo as nearly
As blindfold geeso could, which really was qucerly.
There were laughable jumbles,
And aumerous stumbles,
That conded, of conrse, in a series of ftumbles ;
While each ridge-poie and rafter
Echoed feminine laughter,
And not a few masculine grumbles.

At the end of the sha-ban-doan just next the door,

Stood the host, while his oyo scanned each gander and
goose.

Hey! Presto!! he changed to a cLieftain onco more,

With an appetite good far a wholo roasted moose.

Ho smiled as ho Jooked at the Sock at his feet,

With a smite of deep mesaning, though not at all sweat ;

*Twas half mingled with pity, at least so I'm told,

Arnd vet "twas enough to make hot blood run cold 3

Just the same kind of smile, though girls say “tis {alse,

Thkat the dovil puts on when be's waiching a waltz.

Yes, he smiled, and ountstretehing his hand caught the neck
Of a matronly goose, then a second and third,
And continued this practico without any check,
Till the flcck was depleted of many a bird.
With grim chuckes, and twists
Of his muscular wrists,
Hoe had half a good meal lying desd just besido him,
When the bandags fell loso
From tho eyes of 8 goose,
And while twistiog the neck of a gander she spied him.
With a flutter and scream, liko the rest of her sex,
She cried, ** Nana-bo-jhou is wringing your necks!™
With beartrending screams for tho dear deed departed,
And lastier ones {or the lives yet at stake,
Yet with unbroken necks, though with grief broken-hearted,
Tho sorTy remainder fled over tho lake.

Now can it bo wondered, if, jnst at tho moment .
\Vhen be thooght all sccare, yet lost one-balf his meal,
That, like something resembling 2 steam.ram, bis too went
In the wake of the bird that mado tho first squcal.
Yes, ho struck it fall with his moccasined tocs,
Inthat cpicurcan part of the bird
That goes by the namo of His Boliness'Nose.
For & mement the fowl scarco knew what bad ocenrred.
You may smilo whea I state
That the forco was so great
That its body shot forward in front of its toes,
While 1t barely cscaped
In this mzuner misshaped,
And flopped off alone to Jament o'er its woes,
'Twas called ** Cripplo™ at first
Awmobg geese, as they curzod
Their reckloss adventare that mild afternoon;
But when all its cggs
Batched out with tho legs
Near the tip of thetail, they ro-christened it ¢ Loon.”

Now, in Europo and Asia, whero fables are plenty,
Each talo has & moral, and somo of them twenty.
Bat tho Indian Brave doesn't cars for such stufl;

Ho Iaughs o'er the tale, and tho tale is enough.

Hoe doos't go in for the doep analyti
Was back in its place, and in one moment moro sullle g P e
gl [Mul

Axd discover what never was thers, like ths critis.
€No, he hiunts 'nesth the sun, and he xloo%:&th themoon,
:And whenere= he can, sakes a shot at & . o

MR. WISEMAN'S CONFESSION.

I always thought my wife a very careless little
woman, and I used to tell her so. Sho was very
good humoured, and did not miud ; and on that
day when shio went to Rutherford to receive the
little legacy her uncle left ber, and had it paid
over in crisp bank wotes, which she putb in her
pocket-book, I said to ber, as we went out :

** Now, Anna Maria, wmy dear, you'll put that
in your pocket and have it picked, or you'll carry
it in your hand and have it snatched away. So
let me take charge of it ; three thousand dollars
is too big a sum to us, too valuable, to run any
risks with.”

“ Woll, ves, that's true, Solomon,” said she.
“ So it is, but I've got the pocket-book in my
bag and my bag on my arm, and I think it is
very safe.” B

¢ So safe that some ono may cut the strings,”
said L

«“ So Anna Maria stopped and undid the bag
and took out the pocket-book, which I put in the
bottom of the inside pocket of my overcoat ; and
wo walked on together arm-in-arm, and talked
about the things we'd do with the money, until
we got hungry, and I proposed lunch at Stuffem’s
before we took the cars for home. Anna Maria
liked the idea, and we proceeded to carry if out.

That was & very good lunch, and well spread.
Aunna Maria took off her cloak, and I my over-
coat, and wo did justice toit. I paid, of course,
out of my own purse for it, and put on my over-
coat with a comfortable sigh. I bhelped Anna
Mariz on with bers, and we left the restaurant ;
but just outside Anna Maria cried, *“Oh! " and
dropped my arm and ran back.

She came out again in a moment smiling.

¢ What was the matter” I asked. ¢« Didyoun
leave anything ? ™

She held up her handkerchief which she had
in her hand, and answered :

¢ T've found it.”

And I laughed.

-+ You see what a careless little sonl you axe,”
Isaid. “ Not to be trusted at all.”

She nodded.

“ Aud you are so careful, Solomon,” she said.

Of course—of course,” I said. “ A man has so
many things to think of ho's obliged to be more
business-like. I don’t blame you, little woman.
Donw’t think that.”

And she giggled, she was so pleased.

That brought us to the station, where we took
tho cars, and I think 1 dozed a little on the way
up.

pOur own house secemed warm and cheerfal
alter the long journey. A bit of supper awaited
us, and all looked brightt. Children in bed, and
servant anxions to go. So wo sent her away and
set down. I just threw back my overcoat.

« Before we do anything else I'll put the money
in the safe,” I said—* your moncy. Now don’t
take airs becaueo you are wealtby.”

With this jest I dived into my right-hand in-
per pocket. X mever shall forget the dreadfal
cold chill that ran through me as I found if
enmply.

« Pghaw ! " I said to mysclf. “ What folly ! It’s
the left pocket, of course.”

1 dipped into that. There was nothing there
either.

Trembling and in & cold perspiration, I began
to rummage every pocket in my coat. I tore it
off., I shook it. I felt it. I felt my other
pockets. I seized the Jamp and rushed abont the
room searching the ficor; then, with a groan,
sank into & chair.

My wife ran towards ma.

«'What is the matier ?” she cried.
J me, Bolowont . _ .

“ Do tell

;zf

. N




