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evemng ; and they are called the Iroquoi, or
five nations. Then come the Alonquins, on
the other side of that great river, by the frost;
they were once glorious hunters, they werethe
masters of the carth ! Bevond them stopped
the tribe of the Huron, about the lake that
bears their name.  These were no hunters, but
wlers of the ground, and their hearts were
weak a8 water—yea, they had a womnan for
therr Sagamou!  Further on, were the Foxes,
the Quters, the Canzas; warlike people whose
war-crie filled the woods by the nvers that
fowed to the sunset; whose hatchet was
nevlr buried. They eat the flesh of their ene-
mes. they hunted the buffalo on wide plains of
meny days journey, they werc fierce—they
were without hearts!

“But of all the nations thy father saw, the
Troquoi were the bravest and most wise.  With
them he first learned to fling a tomahawk, and
how & warrior should die.

“Hehas heard theblack-caldron hiss likean
angry snake, he has seen the war-danceof the
linked tribes: he has shouted their bautle cry.
The club is red—the cagles are drunken with
tlood—the bright knife is stained—the wolves
howl with joy.

“Come back, O, days of my youth! for my
lmbs are beavy and my heart very sad.

#Listen, my son, to the strange things that
thy father beheld, in the times that are gone.
He has seen the worm from which the shells
a1¢ got to wenve the wampum belts, so precious
amongst nations. He has secn them clinging
wthe body of a drowned man, in the rivers of
that land.

“The bird what mocks he has seen, and lis-
tned to his song in the night, by the watersof
the Wabash. By the dim Ohio—by the salt-
teks he has scen the great bones of that ani-
‘mal whom no man has beheld alive or hunted
~whom the Great Spirit slew,

“He has looked upon the strong Niagara, in
the country of the Iroquoi; where Erie, likean
overfull gourd, pours its waters into Ontario—
where the rocks are like a wall, and the lake
wlls over like the hollow of your hand, so that
you can walk underneath, and be alive; though
usvoice is louder than the thunder,and it makes
tman’s heart leap, and moves the hair upon his
bead with fear.

“There the winds skiia the foam from their
war-caldron, by the beat cf the torrent’s drum,
2d the Storm-slayer hangsin the waveciouds
ks many-coloured bow. Ugh! The wonder
Wthe Iroqaoi is a great warrior. He is stron-
gr than the north wind—he canaot take his

scalp. He shakes his grey locks at him ond
laughs ; ke cannot bind him with his ice-chain.
1is lick burneth the frost's cold hand, and
melts lng sharp knifeaway. Ay, more mighty
is he than the winter or the whirlwind, for he
never grows weary. Ttis Kesoulk’s playihing !
1t is the Water-spirit’s home!

“ But after many moons word came that the
nations by the summer had taken up the hat-
chet with the Wennooch, against the blue-eyed
Anglasheou. So I joined a war-party of the
Abenaci, and crossed the hills and the forests
till -ve reached the shoreof the salt watet ; and
I felt glad when I tasted its green waves, and
saw them rushing on, with a Jeap and a song,
to the country of my childhood’s home. We
met many of my own people there, and I laugh-
ed! for they looked all the same like the chil-
drenof the pale-faces. The Micmacs are smal-
ler and less red than the tribes of the sunset.
The salt mist has washed their faces white—
the cold water winds have stunted their growth
like the pines on their rocky sheres.

“Roll back, O moons of my youth ! for the
night is dark, and mine cyes are growing dim.

“There wasagathering of many tribes from
the Pascataqua and its streams—the Penobscot
and the rivers by the setting sun. ‘They were
like the branches of a tree, they sprung from
one trunk, one root—they were the tribes of
the Abenaci. N

“Numerous as the fire-flies in spring, were
tie fires of their wigwams, and more bright
than many stars, they shone inz the calm Ken-
nebis.  On it1s banks were they encamped, un-
der Castine their Bashaba—the son of the Wen-~
nooch sachem, whor the red men loved. In
peace were they come to hear the Great Foice
speak—the wisest among men.

Q! it was a pleasant place—the Norridge-
woack—where they buiit a forr, and sat under
the trees, or in thg big chapel, and listened to
the good word.

“There the Great Voice of the Wennooch
dwelt among the hunters, and talked in *he
languages of the tribes. He told them how
the world first was,and called the Great-spirit
Gop. He said that men wers very wicked and
unjust, and thata great flood came—higher
than the highest mountains—and swept away
the animals and the nations from the whole
carth, all but oneman and his family—for Ke-
soulk saw lie was good, and told him to make
a big canoe, and put into it an animal, male
and female of every sort, of the carth and air;

* Great-Spirit—God.



