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WOLLESTOOK GAZETTE. 19
THE INDIAN NAME OF THIE ST. JOHN. YaRiETIES.

To the Lditors of the WOLLESTOOR GAZETTE :

There scems to he considerable difference of opinion
rogarding the proper Indian name of the St. John River.
but tho evidence, so far ag gathered, appears to favor an en-
dorsement of the statemont, made in tho September number
of the Gazerre, that Wollestook was the name, though 1
differ from that mode of spelling the word, as I think the
pronunciation would be more correctly represcnted by
Woolahstukw, The peculiar final sound, as the word falls
from the lips of an Indian, and which frequently occwmrs in
several Algonquin dinlects, is not oxactly that of Jve Iinglish
1V, but this letter will convey a better idea of it than any
other sign or combination our alphabet affords.

It is probably well known that so excellent an authotity as
Mr. Hannay has given * Ouygoudy,” or * Wigoudi,” as the
correct namo ; and also that Dr. Chandler in his poem, «The
gtory of Sylvalla,” records o similar opinion, though he spells
the word * Ouangonda.” ‘The same name in various forms
is to be found elsewhere. Dut opposed to this we find that
the Rev. Silas Rand, for many years a missionary among the
Micmacs, and who speaks and writes their language with
fluency, in his “Micmae Reading Dook” gives the name of
the St. John River as ¢ Oolastook,” and this opinion is sup-
poried by the fact that when a Mahleeseet is asked, “ What
is the name of your tribe in your language?” his reply in-
variably is, ¢ Woolahstukweeyuk.” And if questioned fur-
thor as to tho reazon why the tribe was called by that name,
he will answor that it was bocause they lived on the
Woolahstukw, because their home was on the banks of the
river bearing that name, their chiof settlements and head-
quarters boing there, proving clearly, it Mr. Rand’s record of
the Micinac namo is correct, and there can be no reasonable
doubt thereon upen its correctness, that the evidence of both
tribes is in favor of “ Woolahstukw,” for the different modes
of spelling is of no importance in the argument, being purely
a question of the writer's ear,

Mr. Rand fianslates tho word as “the beautiful river”;
possibly a moroe correet rendering would be #Ze river—the
river pur cxcellence.

The word “ Mahleeseet” (which when thus spelled repre-
sents correctly the Indisn pronunciation) is the singular
form of “Mahleesectchoek,” the hroken talkers, or the prople
who speak i a broken fongue, n nickname given them by
the Micmacs. Another nicknamo given them by the same
tribe was ¢ Kohusweskeeteheenoouk,” a free translation of
whick: is the muskrat people, given them from their habitnal
pursuit of that animal which the Miemacs looked upon as
“yery small game—a most unhuuter-like proceeding. The
Mahleesocts retorted by dubbing the Micmacs “ Mahtawes-

weskeeteheonoouk,” the porcupine people, from their con-
stant use of the quills in ornamentation.

Tho length of these Indian words would be reduced some-
what if the letters used woare given the value accorded to
them in the alphabet prepared by Professor Whitney, of
Yale, for the Bureau of Etnology of the Smithsonian Insti-
tution, and which is now being very gemerally used by
American Etnologists. When thus written Woolahstukw
becomes Wulastiakw, and Mahleescet is reduced to Malisit,
retaining the samo pronunciation as when written in the
oxtended forin. In both of these words the accent is on the
last syllablo,

M, ClAMDERLAIN.

Always do your best and every timo you will do better.

Wo understand death for the first time when he puts his
hand upon one whem wo lovo.—JMme. de Stuel,

A handsome woman pleases the eye, but a good woman
pleases the heart, The one is a jewel and tho ether a
treasure.

“Do you know,” said a cunning Yankee to a Jow, ¢ that
they hang Jows and donkeys together in ’oland i Indced!
then it is well that you and I are not there.

To think kindly of each other is well, to speak kindly of
each other is Lettor, but toact kindly towards each other is
best of all,

A boy will fight like fury for his place at the first tablo;
but when it comes to turning the grindstone, he's harder to
find than five aces in a pack of cards.

“When I am reading a book,” says Swift, ¢ whethor wiso
or silly it scems to mo to bealive and talking to me.” Such
is tho feeling of evory student who appreciates the author he
reads.

Two Paisley weavers went down to Greenock with their
wives and took a house for a week or two. Defore the mon
left they cautioned their better-halves to bo sure and go out
a good deal and also to drink lots of the sea water (supposed
to bo good for the stomach.) At this timeo the tide was full,
and on the mext visit tho men wero astonished to sco the
water so far out. Said one of them, “Hecle Rab, but Meg
and Jenny hae ta’en an awfu’ sowp o' tho saut water; my
fegs, but they’ve dune weel.”

There is a well known story of the ruin of a Iondon
luncheon-shop by a spiteful and envious rival. Tho latter
hired a boy to enter the successful shop exactly at the timo
when it was most crowded, and to lay on thoe cownter bLefore
the oyes of all tho wondering and horrified guests ndead cat.
«‘That makes nine ma'am,” said the brazen-faced urchin, as
he deposited his burden and loft the shop. What avail were
protestations of innocence from the indignant president of
the counter? The plot had been carefully laid, and it
resulted, as was expected, in a stampede of the diners, to
return no more.—From Temple Bar.

Pat avp ™HE Doc.—A poor Irishman passing a butcher
shop one day observed some liver for sale. Not knowing
what it was he enquired of the butcher, and whethor it was
cheap and good to eat, recoiving an answer in the affirmative.
Ife said he would buy but his old woman knew only how to
boil praties, whereupon the butcher good-naturedly offered
to write him a receipt for preparing the savoury dish. 'With
this and his purchase dangling conspicuously in his hand,
Pat sallied forth in triumph., He had not procceded far,
however, before a lean aud hungry cur of a dog, which had
been prowling around, snatched the tasty morsel in his jaws,
and made tracks as fast as his logs could carry him. DPat, in
no wise disconcorted, turned round with a broad grin on his
countenance, and, shaking his fist at the canine thief, who
was fast disappearing in the distance, said. ‘‘ Arrah, yo
dirty blackguard! yer sowld this time, you've got the liver,
but you cant cook ijt, for I've got the resatein me pocket."



