THE COMM ERCIAL—PANORAMIC SUPPLEMNENT.

Manitou, the greas evil spirit, and while they have no
form of regular worship of the former, they stiil vetain
their superstitious dread of the evil work and influences
of the lutter. In their own line of life they display
considerable industry, but in the pursuits of the white
man, like all uther Indians east of the Rocky mountains,
they are indolent, shiftless, and to a great extent help-
less. 'They are all wards of the Dominion Government
and reccive regular bounty in money and provisions
through the Indian Department.

Althongh the war dance and other pageants of the
barbarous days are discatded, it is astunishing how
these people cling-to some of the forms and ceremonies
handed down from their forefathers.

Quite & number of the social rights and cerecmonies
are observed about the time of treaty payment, when a
large gathering can be secured. Religious riglits or
ceremonies of 1 pagan nature are not to be seen, and
indeed it is difticult to discover any form of religion
amongst them, or anything more than their hazy
superstition about their good and evil Deity. Quite a
number nominally profess the Christian faith, but- none
have as yet proved enthusiasts. Awmong those who
have adopted the names of white people, it is noticéable
that the Scripture names such as John, James, David,
and so forth are the favorite cognomens.

The best course to follow in furnishing an idea of the
sccnic beauty of the Lake of the Woods, and at the sanie
time of the legendary lore of the Indians around, is to
quote the following article written last fall for a special
number of The Colonist by the writer. In that
journal it appedred under the heading of

ANOTHER ROUTP.

It was from Keewatin wo started, although Rat Portage could
sotve equally well as a starting point., The little tag ** Cruiser™
conveyed our small party ; and after clearing the narrows at the
entrance to Keowatin Bay, woshot away in a southerly diréction,
whilo a stiff westerly breeze lashed the white capped, short and
choppy swell against the broadside of our little cratt, causing her
to heel over aud pitch a little, biut only enough to give a veally
enjoyable motion. We had selected the most boisterous day for
weeks for our trip. One of thowe days made up of bright hights
aud severe shiades with -somewhat of a chill in the breeze when
clouds hid the sun, bat comfortable in temperature when the

t orb again shone clearly.

_ W had not crossed the channel lying between the long neck of
mainland on which Rat Portage, Norman and Keewatin are
located, and the maze of islands to the south, befors a squall with
a shower of rain struck us and fer a few minutes made us tighten
our wraps around our forms. Bat it was of short duration and
the sun soon dissipated all discomfort with his returning rays.

As already stated our course was southerly at first, but once
this channel was crossed to give in detail the courses steered in
our tortuous windings amid this archipelago would be a matter
impossible.  Once entered this maze of islands is alinost as be-
wildering as it is beautiful. Around you can see islands large
‘enough to be mistaken for portions of the mainland, others with
an area of a score of acres or less, and some mere dots on the sur-
face of the water: then some are covered with tall spruce, birch
and white cedar with dense brash hanging down into the waters
of the lake, others have been swept in past years by forest fires,
and the tall trunks of former giant trees, black and charred in
some instances, and bleached pale by exposure to storm in others,
with the deep green undergrowth of brush around their bases,
gave such islands a curious and somewhat weird appearance.
Among the smaller islands were some which rose abraptly from
tho lake, the timber upon them being tall and verdant, givinﬁ
themn the appearance of & huge pile of some green matter.  Loo
in any direction and islands met your view, all differing in the
details of their outline, and yet all blending into one expansive
view, as unique as it is beautitul, asenchanting as it is grand.

Wo have heard of fairyland in our childhood, the dream of the
morning of life and here in the afternoon of lifo thé reality is be-
fore us. It only requires the fairy queen wand in hand and her
light-footed following to. uppear and we havein reality scenes as
‘hazily beautiful as we ever feasted our eyes upon-in the trans-

-

" yot we wereonly a half dozen miles or so,

formation scenes of the pantomime of our childhood. We could
wish wo were children once more, that our impressions from the
sopne might be ns pure as they then were. :

’l‘hmu;ﬁn this cluster of islands we stenmed for the greator part of
an hour, tarning points, and in and ont of narrow cﬁumwli in the
mast tortious manner, sometimes a wido bay would bo opened up,
where a two milestreteh across unbrokent water met the view, then
a sadden tarn to right or left would shoot us into some narrow
sound between two islands whose abrypt banks crowned by lofty
spruce and other trees made our water channel dark and shadowy.
Following this tortuous course we at longth enteved the Na-
Mangoos-a-cawaing, or, a3 it is ealled in English, I'rout Sound.
Hore we passed throngh a loug, narrow aud svmewhat winding
channel, with unusually high land on eitherzide surmoanted by
tall treos and with dense n brash down to tho water’s edgo
in many places. About tho middle of the course through this
sound, the limited view shaded as wo were from the sun's rays,
was sombre, yet beautiful, while the feeling of isolation or loneli-
ness would soon prove oppressive, had we to linger there, so
thoroughly shut ont did we seem from overything of life. And
by the crow’s course
from the busy town of Rat Portage, and -the great Canadian
Rajlway which links the Atlantic and Pacific coasts. )

Travellers differ widely in the impretsions made upon them by
scenery of different kinds., There are some sordid people, whn
could gaze on the great Ningara, and have in theirnindsonly
calculations as to how many turbine wheéls, and how many horse:
power conld be harnowed down to indastrinl work by the waters
of the great cataract. Others again can view such scenes only
with romantic_spectacles and seo only inspiration for the poet. or
the painter. Bat it would be difficult to find man or women s
sorded dnd practical as to view Lake of the Woods scenery and
think only of how many millions of feet of lumber could be sawn
out of its forest cov islands, or how .nuch precious metal
could be crushod out of its gold-bearing rocks. “These are caleu-
ations not to be cverlooked centirely, but tv almestany mind they
must be matters for secondary consideratiori, when the lairy-like
beauty of the ever changing scenery i3 viewed.

Some minds cannot view beautiful ‘sconery such a3 this lake
presents without hunting for historic associations, or, if the re
liable chronicler hias not given anythipg to the world, 2 hunt for
legendary asociations, This weaknedn the writer must confess,
aud in looking for historic matter around the Lake of the
Woands the work is comparatively & fpuitless ono. The history
of the lake and its thousands of 1slandy is a blank until the past
quarter of & century, which furiishes some common-place events
scarcely worth recording. Even the actounts of the old voyageurs
of the cighteenth centary, so far as they ¢an bereached are only
records of the petty squabbles of rival fur traders of the. Hudson's
Bay Company and the Northwest Fur Company, before the in-
terests of these two great pioneer corporations were united in 1826,

Even the Indians on the'lake seem to have but few of the ofd
legends of their tribe to furnish to the enquirer, and this seems
strange, for the Indiais are pure decendants of the Ojibewas, as
they were at one time named, which name has been modernized
into Chippewa, to suit the tongue of the white invader.

Any person who has read backwoods Indian tales in his or her
teens, would naturally Jook for records of strife between the white
invader and the red man, or between the tribes of the latter. As
stated, even the legends of the Indians are few and not always
romantic. There are some handed down, however, and the visitor
will not.be astonished, after visiting th Na-mangoos-a-cawaing, to
know that it was the scene of one massacre of Sioux Indians by
their horeditary encemies the Chippewas,

.

AN INDIAN TALLE,
After the Chippewas had driven all opponents out of the lake

-country, and away into the yellow Jand of the western plains
they enjoyed comparative peace in this land of their adoption and
fished and hunted with impunity westward to the borders of the
prairic land, into which bands of their tribe made occasimal
forays, plundering and murdering their old enemies the Sioux and
the Sac and Fox tribes, .Seldom did the Sioux vonturo into the
lake country, as they were even .ess able to cope-with the Clippe-
was through lake and brush, “than the latter were to mevt them
openly on the plains, whero the horses of the Sioux told so uch
to their advantage.

On the town site of Kcewatin, quite close to the lumber m s of
Measrs. Dick & Banning is the site of an old Chippewa . amp,
where a powerful chief ruled over some two hundred au! filty
warriors with their squaws and papooses.

Inzawash, as the chief was named, had gone through » wya
fierce fight with the Sioux, and had brought home from his many
forays scores of scalps of his enemies.  He was advancing in . cars,
and whilo his forays into the yellow plains had been fow .f Iate



