
CAPTIVITY OF JOHN GYLES.

flesh, or Indian corn, and beans boiled together; sometimes hasty pudding
made of pounded corn,-Wéhenever and as often as these are plenty. An
Indian boils four or fivë large *kettfes full, andsends a messenger to each
wigwam door, who exclaims, "Kuli mepcoo/ebah/" that is, "i come to con-
duct you to a feast." The nia1 within demànds whether he must take a spoon.
or a knife in his dish, which healways carries with him. They appoint two
or three young men to mess it out, to.each man his portion, according to the
number of his family at.hone. This is done with the utmost exactnès.
WVhen they have done eating .a -young fellow stands without the door, and
cries aloud, "Mensecommook,' "corne and fetch," immediatelv each squaw
goes to her husband and takes what he has-left, which she carries home and
eats with her children. For neither married women, nor any youth under
twenty, are allowed to be present; but old widow squaws and captive,ìmen
may sit by the doQr. The Indian.men continue in the wigwam; somèrge-
lating their warlike exploits, others something comical, others narrating their
hunting exploits. The seniors give maxims of prudence and grave counsel
to the young men; and though every one's speech be agreeable to the run of
his own fancy, yet they confine themselves to rule, and but one speaks at a
time. After every man has told his story, one rises up, sings a feast song.
and others succeed alternately as the company sees fit. t

Necessity is·the mother of invention. If an Indian loses his fire,hecan f
presently take two sticks, one harder than the. other, (the drier the better,) t
and in the softest one make a hollow, or socket'in which one end of the hard-
est stick being inserted, then holding the softest piece firm between the
knees, whirls it round like a drill, and fire will:indle in a few minutes.

If they have lost or left their kettle, it is but putting their victuals into a l'
birch dish, leaving a vacancy in the middle, filling it with water, and putting r
in hot stones alternitely; they will thus thoroughly hoil the toughest neck of
beef. c

CHAPTER VIII.

0F MY THREE YEARS CATIVITi WITH THE FRENCH.

When about six years of my doleful captivity had passed, my second f-
dian master died, whose squaw and my first Indian master disputed whose t
slave 1 should be. Some malicious persons advised them to end the quar-

rel by putting a period to my life; but honest father Simon, the priest of the
Miver, told them that it would be a heinous crine, and advised them to seli
me to the French. There came annually one or two men of war to supplv c
the fort, which was on the river about 34 leagues from the sea.* The Indians
having advice of the arrival of a man of war at the mouth of the river, theya
about thirty or forty in number, went on-board, for the gentlemen from e
France made a present to theni every year, and set forth the riches and vic-
tories of their mon1arch, &e. At:this time they presented the Indians with a 'iv

bag or two of flour with some prunes, at ingredients for a feast. I, who was M.

dressed up in an old greasy blanket, without cap, hat, or shirt, (for I had had Pc
no shirt for the six years, except the one I had on at the time I was made th

prisoner,) was invited into the great cabin, where many well-rigged gentlemen an
bel

*The fort spoken of here was Fort Nashwaak, which was occupied by Villebon, and was the head quarters · mo
of the government of Acadie fron 1692 to 1699. It stood on the eastern bank of the St.-John, at itsjunction M
with the Nashwaak River,.nearly opposite Fredericton,and on the northern side of the latter river. It was wif
an ordinary pallisaded fort with four bastions, and had eight cannon mounted. Some traces of it are stili act
visible. we
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