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IN THE ACADIAN LAND.

By Eura J. HUsTER.

In the olden days there were no grassy weadows in Acadin. Great
forests of hemlock, spruce and pine covered the land, The rugged moun-
tains were not yet shorn of their strength ard made to yicld up their hidden
stores of mineral wealth, ‘The rivers and lakes were teeming with salmon,
while gay, spzckled trout fonud their homes in the countless brcoks, whose
babbling was the music of the Acadian wood. By day the birds' notes
joined the forest song ; by night, there was only the rush and murmur of the
water over the slippery pebbles, or the hoot of the great white owl to break
the dusky silence,

The Micmacs rosmed through this wide world, happy in the pursuit of
deer. 1Ifere and there, log huts in a tiny clearing betokened a eettlement ot
venturcsome French or Eoglish felk. Sometimes the palisade cuclosed
nothing but a heap of ashes, dyed crimson perhaps with blood, telling but
too plainly a tale of Indian ciuelty ond revenge. Such attacks as these
were seidom unprovoked, and cre we rebuke our aberigioal friends, we
should remember our indebtedness to them for the siaple hospitality and
lofty courtesy with which they treated our firat setilere, until, following the
example set them, they, too, resorted to deccit and treachery.

It was the nigat of thc 24th of December. The ground was thickly
covered with suow. The wind howl2d through the forest, makiog the atout
branches creak and groan. The ravers and cros were half numbed with
the piercing cold. The little white rabbits skipped ovey the snowy waste
as if their one hops of salvavion lay in coostant inotion, The squirrel
cracked the hazsl nuts so thriftly laid by in autumn, and viewed the out-
side world with the snug ind:fference of a landed prep:istor.

At the little Engli-h settlement at Roasigool the men heaped the yule-
logs on the blazing hearth, and sweet memotizs of the disiant motherland
came {0 the hearts of the chill creatures who shivered even in the ruddy
glow. The settlers had gathered from the outlying farms to spend the mor-
row together. For them, no ckesry church Dbells woull ring the joyful
news of Chiist's birth; ivstcad, there might bs the war-whoop of the
Indisns—another sight-fall asd their homss might be dscolate.

Tae firalight falls on the sad face of a woman, as shz turns from the
hearth to pecr out through the gioom of the thick-growing trees. A shadow
falls on the face of the wan at her side as he watches her loviagly.

It is cold for our boy te-night, Mark," she whispzrs.

At their fect, half sat, half reclined, an Indian boy, Trom his lowly
p'ace he scazned the faces of the group, : ven when with stolid indifference
to his surroundings his eyes seems=d b2nt on the fire. At tho woman's mur-
mur, he lifted his scarred emaciated faca,

s He will again come,” he said simply.
again to her who cares for the sick."”

The woman seemed not hear him. ¢ They wight beat my boy, Mark,
my own litle bady-boy. The wind will chill him to-night, for the weods
sre so cold.”

The 1ad's eyes were still fixed on her. * Whitehands,' he said, sofily,
4 the Spirit will again bring your p:poose.”

This times Martha heard.  Mark's face was averted, bat great tears wel-
led down his bronzad checks a3 he drew the woman closer to his sica.
Somswhere, out in the great forast-world, their babs might bs straying. It
was thought that the Indians had found him in the wood bayond the clear-
icg. Wheo last seen he had beea streichiag his tiny height to peer into the
Red-man’s soup pot.  Tuis was the hollowed butt of a bzech tree. In it,
according to Iadian castom, the forest soup had oficn bzen wade. The
banes or stock had bzen thrown in the great hollow, two or three buckets
of water addzd, 2ad the whole broughrtoa biil by dropping i3 rzd-hot
stones. It was a fivorite h:unt of the setiless’ children, and when, alarmagd
by an Icdian hunting call, they had fl.d within the palisade, oo one had
thought of little Mark.

Martha refused to bz comforted. The baby-boy was atl she had. Ier
wind, even, seemed slightly affscted, for thouzh her hands were ever full of
lovicg work for others, her thoughts were with the litils waodzrer. The
older Mark was hearisore. [z acemed to have lost both wife snd child,
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The deerakin wigwams of the Micmacs swayed in the night wiad. The
Todians alone were indiffzrent 10 wind or weather ; rain, snow, cr sunshine
they regarded alike with equanimity. There was no great baauty for them
in that vast shadowy forest, hal{ revealed by the crescent moon. Thae chief,
Owmatigs, pointed towards the distant fort acd shook Lis head ominously.
The faces of his braves were dark and grim, their gestures stern and forbid-
ding. Still pointing towards the ascending column of smcke, iie haif
indicated, balf spoke bis intenticns.

To stesl into the fort at widuight, lo burn the log houass, to kill or, per-
haps, torture the settlers, to carry off the children.

Some of the savages frowned at this. Their anger was aroussd atiboze
white men who had so treacherously stolen yoang Pine-tree, their chief's
son. A spy bad brought the report that the lad had wasted away to a
skelelon, 20d was dying. ) .

‘The Lunter's moon was full on the night they iost bim. 1le was wearied
with tho chase, for tha 7ed deer were plentiful, and, in parsuit, ke had
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strayed far from his fellow-hunters. The young chief had been flashed with
success, The rich blood had shone warmly through his dark skio, Mi,!
hunting cry was the most picrcing, his bow the trusst.  He sped before the !
others with feverish impatience, and he did not return, It was only througy”
the spy that they knew he still lived,

Of a surety there should b2 no mercy showa here.  Lven the littie chil.
dren must die |

Oamatigy listened impassively to their remonstrances. Throwiog back
a skin of his wigwaw, he pointed inside. Oa a bear skin, thrown ove
fresh fir boughs, lay a flaxen-hairzd bay, clad in Indisn fashion. His face
was rosy and smillng. His brown pudgy hands were claspsd around a tiny
bow. The arrows, vermilion-tiated, were at his sida. Cloae at his feet lyy
the chief's dog, growling impatiently at tho iotruders.

“No," s3id Owmatiga, gravely. “ We may bring him playmates, by
we will not kill.” The dark fices sofiened at the sight of the child. Taey
had foand him two moutbs azo, the very dvy the youag chief had bsen lnst-
asleep in an old camping-ground. llis blus eyes had widened with the
wonder of clnldhaod, as he wakened, to fiad thair dusky forms around hiw,
While thoy considered what ta do with their prize, he crept to Owmatig,,
laid his head confidingly agriast the chizf's yellow mocassio, an straight.
way journeyed to the land of dreams. .

«Lhe silver mooa rose higher, shining in faiat glory through the pige
needles, and lighticg up the tortuous forest paths, as the Micmics atole
silently under the trees. The wind hvd completely died. Such a stii,
white night. Oaly a faint cranch, perhaps, as the crust yielded to the suox.
shoe, or the crackle of a sparkling icicle, brushed from som=low bush.

A thin columa of smoke still rose from within the palisade. Mark ang
Martha still sat before the baining embers, while the Indian 1ad roved abog
like a troubled spirit. ~ Marti:'s whistful eyes were cloyed in sleep, and her
head had found a tender pill:w on Mark's breast, though his deep breath.
ing betrayed that he, too, was lost 10 consciousness. The embers gleamsd
fisfuily on the rough walls, plastered with mad and moss, oa the downcist
heads of the sleepers, on the scacred face of the Indian. ’

Hark, what was that?

Oaly the owletl’s heot, breaking the night watch.

Agsin, yet again, the call ! Sarely the owls ofthe whole forest must be
gatherisg about the fort,

The lad threw his head back, sniffiog ths air curiously. At the second
call he drew asidz the curtain and peep:d furtively out of the opening that
served for a window,

There, in the whito moonlight, stood a savage, his tomahawk glistening
in his hacd. Behivd ccch tree, beyond the clearing, lurked a foe. Oser
tho crisp snow they giided stealihily to the chief, who now and then uttered
the owl cry, in such pzrfect mockery, that the white rabbit scugried back to
his hole toavoid this keen-syzd foe.

Not a sound withia the fort. A wkispered parley among the Indians—
surely now the fatal war-cry wculd rouse the helpless sl=epers to captiviy,
torture or death.

Pine-iree’s face kindles with an almost savage joy as he glides to the
door ard noieelemly lets down the bars. The cold air stire for s momext
the dull fire, aod Martha murmurs in herdrzam, * Itis cold for my baby
bay, so cold.”’

The great door cloass tilently. Pine-tree bounds over the crackliy
saow tc the enemy. Oh ! the deafsniag sound that rises—the Indin war
whoop strangely mingled with ciizs of affectionate welcome, Oa they da
towards the fort. Flcotest of all is Pine-tree, who tears himself from bi
father’s embrace to lead the way. 1ls has gained the fort door | Will they
coter and slay ! The Iadian bload is up, tarilling in every vein with stroy
apimal emotion. Pinz-iree turns to the savages who crowd about him. Is
he treacherously telling them the weakness of thelittle ganison?  Listes,
the war cry i3 hushed as the lad speaks.

Him they found cold they cloth:sd. When the huoger cams, free wa
theirhand to give. When the scourge of the R2d-min would have alaiy,
gentle h2ads acd prayers to the Spirit did cure. Thep, with Indian iz
petuosity, out in the bitier cold, w :h the star-crowned sky banding dows
in silent Lipediction, hz told the old stery of the birthday of the King.

lcside all was confusion. Thaz=re was ©o attemp? at d:fencz. Eicwp:
was equally impossible. Bu? what meant this lull sfter ths opening war
whoopt Were the savages aircady ssttiog ths place on fire? Were b
settlers to be z01s5tcd alive on their own hearthstoae ?

Martha still sat by the fireplace. Shesszmed not to heed the tumulia
the frightened faces about her.  The door swuug slowlyopsa. The womts
shricked as the Indiaus filled the room.  Pine-iree knelt at Martha's fer
as the braves stood about, gazing at her with almost ravereatial awe, Tacs,
at his signal, they quictly withdrew. Owmatiga remained an fastant 4
carcss the whito hand, and then father and 500 set ous togsther for thex
own cccampmelt,

Oz the way Dinc-treo told his story, how, after strayingin the chass,s
dizzy blinduess had overtaken him, aud he had fallen to theground., Hor
long he lay there he did not kaow, bat, at last, Mark had found him half
insensible, smitten with the sanll-pox, so fatal to his race. Hz had aix
much 1o tell of his patient nuzse, aud her maoy midaight watches while b
delirium raged, nor did ke forget the wonderful stary of the God-man, wh
still lived to hear the prayers of His people. The atolid look had vanishd
from both faces, and, when the tale was again repeated around the o)
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