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brothers also wished to see her. They could not because they were
bad men ; they ran after me and tried to kill me. No bad man can
try to kill me and see the queen and live. That was why they all
disappeared so mysteriously. By trying t6 put'me out of the way,
they all met the same fate. Now, come follow me, and I will show
you the queen and her palace.” .

The mouse led and our hero followed, through long grass bushes
and timber, until they reached a beautiful country, where everything
was fair and young. After travelling across this region for some
time, they came to the palace. Anything so beautiful Scanna gan
Nuncug, never saw, nor ever could picture in his imagination.

"« Néw,” said the mouse, “let us go inside, and I will introduce
you to the queen of the Cowgans.” This.it did, telling her that.he
was a good and kindly man who, unlike his brothers, did not run
after it to kill it.

When they found the queen, she was sitting spinning w1th a wheel.

_ She was so pretty and fair to look on that our hero nearly forgot

himself. The queen made him welcome, left her spinning, and came °
and sat beside him, telling him that as he was a good man he should
be always welcome to her palace, and whenever he decided to visit
her he had only to come to the log, and he would find her servant, the
mouse, who would show him the way. How long he stayed with her
I have as yet been unable to learn. Thus much I can say, that his
grandmother asked him where he had lived so long He réghed i
that while absent he had been where few or none had ‘ever bégn
before ;" he had visited the queen of the Cowgan;
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After closing this paper, I find it necessarynfor the proper under‘i
standing of a few points mentioned therein, to shy a few words drawn&
from my own observation and research, and from the report of Prof.t
G. M. Dawson of the Canadian Geological Survey, who spent a’ part‘

_of the summer of 1878 among these islands. I wish particularly t(h«:
.call the attention of thinking men and women to our hero’s en- }

counter with the ice.

Who was the author of the story, or when it was adopted by the
Scannas, I cannot say. Doubtless a traditiun of ice coming down
the valley of the Hunnah was current at the time when the Scannas
chose that .fish as their crest. This event happened very early in
the settlement of these islands, for tradition says that at that time
onty one or two families lived on th southeast side of these islands, -
and that, excepting our hero and his grandmother who lived at Quil- -
cah, all the others dwelt@h a small village on Mand Island, a mile
and a half away.

. The Hunnah is a stream flowing eastward and southwavd ‘until it
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