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At the tinu! Mv. Perley visited ^Mcdiictic Point, in Jnly 1841, lie

found llicre but five incm, six women, nine; hoys and nine girls; lie adds:

'' I regret that I have to state that, with one or two exft'|<lions, the men

are drunkards and the women dclmucluHl, while the chihlron are naked

and starving; I respectfully recommend that the vahiable land they

occui)y shoidd be leased for the benefit of the Tribe and the settlement

broken up.
'

Such was the lamentable state of our historic Indian village fifty

years ago. The provincial government eventually granted the lands to

white settlers, and purchased of Peter Eraser, Es(j., the Indian lot which

adjoins the parish church, three miles below the town of Woodstock,

where a few of the descendants of the jNIeductic Indians still reside ;

among them the widow of Noel Paul, who, in lu r younger days, orna-

mented with Indian bead work the coat that Moses H. Perley wore

when he visited England in 1840 and was presented ' Queen Victoria

as Chief Sachem of tlie Maliseet tribe. In commemdration of this visit

Mr. Perley was presented with a silver medal, three inches in diameter,

dated 1840, and having on the edge this inscriptiorv " E. i. Her most-

Oracious Majesty to M. H. Perley, Chief Sauhem of the Malicetes, and

Wunjeet Sagamore of the Micmac nation." The medal is now in pos-

session of Henry E. Perley, Escj., of Ottawa.

We have now traced the history of INIedoctec down to modern'

days, and here for the present we must leave it, The writer has a very

pleasant recollection of a visit paid a few months ago to the site of the old

fort. It was a lovely summer afternoon and no faiier prospect could be

desired tlian that which ])resented itself. The sun, sinking toward the

west, flooded the old Indian C(unlields with golden light; the blue

waters of the St. John flowed cjuietly between the meadow lands on

either hand, except where here and there some gravel bed caused the

ripples to dance and play in the sunlight ; wild roses grew along the

banks, the sweet smell of the clover tilled the air, the drowsy hum of

bees was heard around. Back from the river I)eneath the reft'eshin"

shade of the steep hillside there piaitled the little streamlet that flows

from Gyles' spring among the rocks above. Not far away a busy party

of men were working at a neighbor's barn-raising. The occasion was

maked by all the zest and spirit cummonly called forth by such an event.

The ringing blows of the axes, intermingled with shouting and laughter,

were in startling contrast to the elsewhere (juiet scene. Soon the busy

workers were summoned to a bounteous repast prepared by the hands of

their wives and daughters.

Under the shade of the hillside the men bathed their heated faces in.


