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THE INSTRUCTOR.

LITARARY DRPARTMENT.

ASTONROG A,
AN INDIAN TALE,

$L.et us go on deck, Father.” said a spright-
ly yousg lady to an aged gentleman with
whom she was sitting in the cabin of a packet
hoat, bound eastward on the Eric Canal. Pass-
ing her arm thro’ his, they ascended. 1t was
« jovely day in the month of June, 1833.
‘I'he boar was then a short distance above the
upper lock at Little Falls.

*Kather, what a romantic village I’

1t is indeed a pleasant place.”

¢ Pleasant did you say ? ltis delightful !
\hat wild and farciful scenery ! How stri-
kingly these mountain ranges converge to the
east ! See to what a dizzy height this bluff
point rises on our right? What a beautiful
circufar sweep we have in view upon the op-
posite side of the Mohawk river 2 What is
this village called 2°

s Litde Falls ; it takes its nzme from the
rapids in the river.’ ¢f sce them here at the
left. [low the water chafes and foams along
its rocky chanpel.—But the buildings, how
finely they rise to view, stretching up yonder
uorthern ascont, and along the eastern slope ?
L.ovk, Father ! what is that queer shaped edi-
ficz upon that lofty hill away there at our
bt ?

"$F'hatis the old Octagon chureh.’

o1 wish the hoat wauld not move s3 fast.
How saeetly those dscllings clustee up that
fit'e ravine northwards and then along the
Braw of the first ascent eastw 1d !—ard then
the dense range of baiidings «tretching east
gud weot tituitzh the centre of the vidage ~
and s'ill neirer, there are coey tw o three new
churches 3 Father, wheseaze we goiug 2°
© eNut to church.’

Ba’ -

$There is no danger, child.*

sO! ‘This isa feurful place ! What huze
* masses of perpend.culir vock on either side!
* Ah. as we pass the ba .k in the Cinal the mys-
“féry is sotved - it is an istind upon our lefi.
“Here the branches of the Moha vk again unite.
t “ +Da you peresive that low issiated rock by~
3ng near the middle of the uorthiern chanue
Sand a few, vods above the conflueuce of the
¢ ‘waters ¥
* 1 can discover a dark mass apparently )ying
“Wh Sbe dirfachof the watert <. .

.-

“Phat is the rock named in Indian traditior
*Astonroga’— Anglice ‘the rock of thunder.’

¢And what of ity Father 2’

¢The passage through these rocks whi:h we
have just traverseds as well as the northern
channel of the Mohawk, and the one we are
ahout to enter, have undoubtedly been cleft
through and enlarged to their present dimen-
sions, by the action of the elements.’

But what has that to do with the Aston-

roga 2

*You shall hear.—the valley of the Mohawk
athousand years ago’—

¢A thousand years ago, father 2 Who can
tell us of the valley of the Mohawk a thousand
years ago ?°

¢ And why not ? Indian tradition furnishes
us with many interesting facts,’—

¢ But quite too unecertain for any rcliance as
matters of history.’

¢ Uncertain ? How much of ancient history
have we that is more veritable ? A single
instauce.—What know you in truth of ancient
Troy but from early traditions collected , fresh
ened and moulded into the exquisite verse of
the immortal Homer ¥ Again,” Who was it
that recently (after the lapse of eighteen cen-
turies) stood and waved his mavic wand over
the crumbling ruins of Mount Moriah, until
Jurusalem, that was, and her matchless tema
ple. refu'gent with gold and living sapphires,
stani's again before us 2 ~aye, and the dense
nmass of her mighty popatition is also revesled
madly rushing to and fro, under the impulse
of passions fizrcely sweeping *cound and rouud
their own flaming circ'e of fire? Ard yat
in after times. this crentian of fancy vy hee
2rme an aceradited portion of histwey e
ticve mewtradite n ‘s the roush material
Gerjus isthe Sutneey 5 doavinge birgely upon
probibihiies. he chise!s forth the de Propra
tions.and the mystic dragery of tisne oy 1-pletes
clie tout ensemble of oracutas history.?

* Proved to a demonsteativi—=ha, ha, -
Well, tradition is history, and dnd:an traditon
of all traditions the most veraable; T oyied
the point, for 1 am dying to her about
Astauroga.’®

slastea, then,  ludian trad'tion says that
1205 ago, the vallsy of the Mobhawk, from
Sacde Fals wostaard  was covered by one of
those heautiful yoland likesy so esnmon in
ourcouniry.. That to £ 1oy tnis lake a sotid

Darrien ok graniss sock was shvwn acruseibe



