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if you don't sleep with me,’’ said the ehuin, “ Hut you needn't he afraid of me, you 
know that I am a lot younger than yqjir old man.” ** Well, I don't en re.’* said the 
woman. She hurried to the lake shore and yelled to her husband, lie heard her 
yelling, ind went hack and found liis wife standing there crying. He asked her, 
"What is the matte-1 with you?” and she told him everything. “Well, when I 
get to the camp,” lie said. " I’ll go and kill him right away, where is my axe? ” 
When lie got to the camp his chum wasn’t there, hut before he (the chum) left 
he had burnt everything and told all the wild animals to go and kill the married 
couple, but the married Indian knew everything, it would take a lot t » kill him, 
and one bird told him that bis chum, before he left the camp, had put all the 
sharp things on the ground, so if the Indian and bis wife would walk on them they 
would die. but they didn’t go near where the camp was. Til -y left that pi tee for 
good. This is the end of these two Indians.
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This story I was told by my grandmother. She said, "When I first got 
married this place was a very wild place. I'd never go picking le.ries alone, but 
one day I happened to go alone. I heard someone coming unionz the hushes: 1 
had my dog with me and I set him on the person that wa< coming. I hid and 1 
saw a Mohawk coining, lie had leathers on the top of his head, hut he didn’t 
see me. I tell you my heart was beating like a clock. I hid under those bushes 
till lie was a long ways oil', then I called my little dog and hurried for home. T 
never went out picking berries alone after that. When I got horn* there was 
nobody home yet at my place, and I waited for my husbnn I. It kept getting later 
and Inter and I heard the dog barking. I got up and peek •«I through the window 
and saw two Mohawks ? g at the gate, and I could hear the stones falling 
on the ground that the Mohawks were g my little dog with. I was sitting 
in the house alone. Nobody near me, my husband was coming then, lie saw those 
two Mohawks running for the bushes, lie came in and we took the gun out, and 
watched for these two Mohawks all night. The next day I went to the place where 
the dog was barking and 1 found one of the feathers that the Mohawk had on 
the top of his head. I didn’t know why lie left it there. Maybe he left it s » 1 
might pick it up. I just set a match to it and burnt it up. We cleared all our 
land around the house. I worked like a man to help my man so as to keep the 
Mohawks away from my house, so I could see them a long ways off. I didn’t 
want them to he watching me during the day and come to my house at nights.
It kept getting better all the time. All the Mohawks were chased away from our 
reserve, and we were safe then.’* This ends this story that my grandmother told 
me.

Note by f«. K. L. In answer to the following queries, " Why did the Mohawk 
leave the feather there, and what would happen to your grandmother if she picked 
it up, and why did she burn the feather? ’* Mrs. Lottie Marsdcn replie : Letter 
of June tilth. 1918: “ The feather that the Mohawk left was a piece of one of 
the feathers which must have broken oil' when tie- Mohawks hid in tlv hushes. ï
That’s what granny thought, and the reason why she burnt it was, she thought )
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