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iii - Wheen Glaoscap Conzes.

THF, lordly Glooscap, brother and friend, has gone far
off to theu land of the setting sun-to Wasok, the

beautiful, theý 'Acadie' of the blessed; there he makes his

homei, at least su says tradition, until ail men shall learn to

hionor truth; then he cati returti, and hîs coming w'ill be

ii-hirud ini aiiidst wildest rejoicings; birds and beasts, the

staýtely forest trees, and every delicate shrub, xviii gaiiv

\vavc Iirni a wecm;ah, but that will be a glorious mil-

lcniumitii, mlben Giooscap cornes.
'lhle eryFrench traders liad bonnd hirn t,> carry

hlmii over theý- ocean, and show him in France as a

trophy, as they- had been doinig with others; but Glooscap

wvas more thian a modtal, his strength put to shame that of

Saison;- lie thwarted their treacherons purpose -and

wvarnied ail bis puple against them, against ail the thunder-

club) traders wh-lo brouglit here the deadly bookiawik, which

quickenis the(- brain for a moment to plunge it in muinous

stuipor. The generous Glooscap was faithfui, he chided

and warned his weak brothers tutîl they had f allen past

res1ctu, andl then in disgust lie had lef t tbem. [Giooscap is.

thieir ancient religion.]
Ilis dlogs are stili standing at Biomidon, transformed.

inito rocks as lie left them to sail out to sea on the ebb-tide,
%vithi bis face Iookîig into the sunset; his kettle lies there

stili iniverted where hie tossed it ini keen indignation. The

people mnourni over his absence, the kenap bas no more

ambition, the sakiimow sleeps in lis wigwam; the great

snowy owi cries 1 lkoo-koo-skoo,' which re-echoes through al

the dark archways, repeating: 'oh, I arn s0 sorry.' Hear


