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water ran through and the sods which were carried away by the 
flood were lodged below. One is known to-day as Partridge island.1

Then he left his grandmother beside the dam with a spear to 
watch that none of the beavers came through. He himself went 
up stream in his canoe and came to the beaver’s house, which he 
penetrated, and drove the beavers out. This house is known to-day 
as “Long Island,” and is opposite Rothesay in Kennebecasis bay. 
Then he called his dogs and went to hunt for the beaver, which he 
finally found at Milhish bay, between Kennebecasis bay and St. 
John river, and killed them on a white granite rock. Even to this 
day you can see the red spots on the white granite where their 
blood dropped.

He knew that besides these beavers which he had killed there 
was a young one which had escaped. So again he went up Kenne
becasis bay to find it ; but seeing that a trap which he had set was 
not sprung, he returned to the beaver’s dam (Reversing falls) 
and asked his grandmother if the beaver had gotten through. She 
replied, “No. You know that when beaver wrant to go through a 
dam, they make the water muddy, so that you can’t see them. 
The water has been clear here all the time.” Gluskap said, “If I 
don’t kill that beaver, he will do a great deal of damage; so 1 must 
go and hunt him.” His grandmother replied, “No, wait for your 
brother; he will be here very soon and he will know which way the 
beaver went.” Gluskap said, “It is very strange that I didn’t know 
that 1 had a brother.” “Yes,” replied the old woman, “you don’t 
know, but I do.” A few days later his brother arrived; he was 
called Mikumwesu. And Gluskap’s grandmother had saved the 
beaver’s tail2 for him. She roasted it before the fire and gave it 
to Mikumwesu. While he was eating it, he asked Gluskap if he 
had killed the beavers. Then Gluskap said that he had killed the 
old ones but had lost a young beaver. Then Mikumwesu replied, 
“He has gone up river. Go down to the seashore and gather two 
stones to throw up river ahead of the beaver to scare him back.” 
So Gluskap did as his brother directed and threw stones up the 
river; so far did he throw them that they landed ahead of the beaver 
and scared him back. These stones are called today the “Tobique 
Rocks” and they are about 3 miles below Perth. The beaver 
was rather tired by this time and a few miles below the two

1 Malecites call it Kikw Mikhigin, which they translate as “The nod which broke away."
* The toil of the beaver is considered by the Indians as the choicest of all morsels.


