
THE WHITE PANTHER-A LEGEND.

In a boggy spot on the margin of River Huron, in Mich-
igan, and not many miles from its confluence with Lake
Erie, was a sulphureous spring, in the form of a deep pool,
that discharged its surplus waters by an outlet into the
river. (The locality of this spring may not now be found,
as it was nearly a century and a half ago, or the pool itself
may have long since disappeared, and the bogs now entire-
ly overgrown with marsh grass and flags.)

Some of the Wyandotts then inhabiting the banks of the
Huron river, who were inclined to be superstitions, conclu-
ded that a mysterious spirit, or some kind of monster lay
hidden in this spring, from the strange action of the water.
It had been noticed by the passer-by, to rise and fall, as if
caused by the breathing of some animal bencath its surface.
Sometunes the water was seen bubbling or spouting up
about a foot and a half high-then suddenly the pool
would become calm, and as smooth as the surface of a bowl
of melted grease. Many of the Indians shunned it, as the
abode or haunt of some evil spirit.

A Wyandott was known to describe what he and his com-
panion once saw and heard there, whilst passing by, one
dark« and calm summer night, thus : Suddenly a great
light flashed over the spring, looking like the phosphores-
cent lights of a great number of fire-flies close together, and
all at once; then followed a rumbling, subterranean sound ;
feeling the earth trembling under their feet, "weet-se !"Il
they exclaimed, and started homeward with rapid strides,
as if the evil spirit was at their heels.

*An u#eance of alarm and horror.
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