
Margue?./i~.
ne, I will tell you a short story connecte(with myself, which I have not even told toOsborne, intimate as we have been. AIwe have been talking of the Indians a goocdeal, you will be somewhat interested irthe story, for it relates to them. Of coursyou have often heard me say that I passednany years of my boyhood in this country,although I was born in the fine old town olDurham, so famous for its historic memo.ries. My father was in the King's service,but about twenty years ago he was per-suaded to accept an appointment at Annapolis. In consequence, however, of somedisagreement with his superior officer andthe authorities at home, who supported theformer, he gave up his post, and havi ngformed a deep attachment for the countryhe decided to remain and cultivate anextensive tract of land which he had securedin the vicinity of the Annapolis or Equille-a beautiful river winding through a well-wooded and rich district, where many of

the old Acadians were settled, and at lastemptying into the Bay of Fundy, not farfrom the old fort of Port Royal, the earliestsettlement of the French in Acadia. A com-fortable dwelling had been built by a smailstream flowing into the large river, andthere was already a considerable tractunder cultivation, as he had purchased apart of the property from an old Acadian.
The land was good, the natural beauties af
the situation were exquisite, for my fatherhad a taste for the picturesque, and the onlydisadvantages of the situation were thosearising from. the visits of the Indians, whonever loved the English, and the absence
of familiar intercourse with people of liketastes and habits. Our nearest white neigh-bors were five miles off, and they were Aca-
dians, a quiet, civil people,who were alwaysWilling to assist us when we required theiraid. As to the commandant at the fort,there was a deadly feud between him andmy father, who considered himself deeply
wronged, and avoided all intercourse with
his countrymen for some years

" I shall pass by'severaî year-years ofhard struggling with the di-cuties of a
new country, always the-bone of contention
between the French and Engish. Fortu-
nately we had little to complain of as re-
spects the Indians, who paid. us many visits,

but neverinjured usinanyway. Ourgoodfortune in this respect was owing in sone
fimeasure to the tact and kindness displayed
by my mother whenever the Indians orhabitans came to our house; but it is ques-tionable if we would always, during those
years of earlier settlement, have got along
so pleasantly with those very unreliable
friends had it not been for circumstances
Which gave us a powerful ally among thetribe.

" One March day a party of Indians came
to our house on their way to the fort, toprocure provisions and clothing in ex-
change for furs. They had been caught in
one of those heavy snow-storms not unfre-
quent at the close of March, when winter
seems to summon all his energies for a last
burst of his tempestuous wrath. Accomn-
panying the party was a young man, tall,
finely-formed, and evidently highly esteem-
ed by the Indians. In passing a deep and
rapid stream, where the ice was but imnper-fectly formed and rapidly rotting in the
heat of the March days, he had fallern
through, and was only dragged out by his
Companions with a great deal of difficultY.
The wetting he then received, together with
the subsequent exposure he was obliged tO
suffer, brought on a violent cold, which had
settled into a fever by the time he had
reached our house. He was so weak and
ill that he was unable to continue his jour-
ney, and was forced to keep his bed for at
least a fortnight, by which time his cOm-'
panions had returned from the village.
My mother treated the young man with
much kindness, which he seemed to appre-
ciate, though he said but little. He Po-
sessed the Indian peculiarity, which forbids
any strong display of emotion or sentiment.

I may here state that I arn unable
to speak ·from personal knowledge of al
the circums.tances to which I arn about to
refer; for when I was in my fifteenth year
I was sent home to England at the urgent
request of an old uncle-a brother of my
father-whowas wifeless and childless, and
offered to look after my future prospects.
Such an offer could not well be refused by
my father, who had already a family of six
children growing up, and he therefore let
me go with many earnest exhortations tO
cling-he was a non-conformist, by the way
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