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Roretry.

(ORMGINALY)
or the Caniadian fllust ated Newe.

AN INDIAN LEGREND.

BY G, W, JOHNSON,

Tell me not of newest {ashions,

Yewest songs and books and stories,
Newest theories in science,
Newest gems of thought embodied,
Sparkling words of wit and wisdom,
"That bave scarcely cooled since uitered.

Let me hide from prying vision,

In some old neglected garret,

Filled with ancient books and stories,
Filled with manuseripts whose writers
Long have passed and been forgotten.

Let me hear in fairy fables,

How they conquored mighty giauts ;
That I still may love to hear them.
Give me back the days of childhood ;
Or at least, the spell that bound me,
Biud again, for lite is childhood,

We ave children growing older.

Let e hear the tales and storier,
Ballads, songs, and wild traditions,
And Canadian, Indisn legends,
Which are woven with our history ;
How they hunted in the forest,

When they did, as naturo taught them,
Careless, as of smile, of censure.

Dacem it not an idle fancy ;
Let it not appear a puzzle ;
That the song which first l’siug you,
fs about my native country,

Gather shells beside the ocean,
Listen to the tales they tell you :
Ia their mimic occan voices
They will sing thesea fovever.,
Gather reeds and river-rushes,
When the gentle winds are blowiny,
They will pipe you river-music,
QGather laurels from the mountain,
Fir and balsam from the forest ;
When, without, the tempest howletb,
Listen to their mimic voices,
While they sing & mimic tempest.
If you cannot bribe the flowers,
Neither can you bribe the apirit,
To forget its land and nation ;
"To forget the tones of childhood--
In the spirit’s penetralia.
\Where the tones of childhood linger,
There are chambers—there are echoes
That will ving them out forever.

Should you ask me where I heard it,
Heard this little simple story,
Heard this song of Canadansis,
I would answer, by the river,
In the forest, on the mountain,
Heard it, when the night-winds waken,
Heard i¢ in the ocean’s murmuar,
Heard it by the big-sea-waters,
Heard it from a thousand voices
In the.thunders of Niagara.
Should you ask me where it happened,
‘Tnis would he, my only answer,
At the home of Canadansis.
Should you ask me how it bappened
I would answer, read his story :

BONG OF COMA CANADANSIS,

Lights of many days and sumnmers
On the wings of time have faded,
Since the hunter of the mountain
And the hunter of the valley
Lived in peace, and feared no ovil ;
When the beaver and the otter

~Built their homes beside the rivor,
Lived and played among the waters ;
When the deer in herds around us,
White gazelles, that left the mountains,
Chose our children for their playmates ;
Wihien the year was always summer,
And the chilly winds of winter

Had not yet been breathed upon us ;
And the sunshine always lingcred,
‘Lill the full-orb’d moon, asceading
Joined the twilight on so closely,
That the eye could scarce discover,
When the light of day had faded ;
And the gentle zephyrs, blowing
Q’er the mighty big-sea-water,
Whafted toues and spirit voices

From the Jand, no mortal knoweth ;
And the sky was hanging downward,
That the hand might almost touch it.
On the sacred Manitoulin,

Jsland in the big-sea-water,

.Manitou, the mighty spirit,
Placed a white deer, sacra cerva—
Cerva white as foam of ocean,
When the tempest winds aro raging.
Yeors rolled on and still it lingered,
Gambotled in its home offlowers.

Coronora, from the southlend,
From & netion that we bated,
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Came by night to Mavitonlin—
Island in the big-sea-water,

Killed the white deer, sacra cerva,
Then departed for the mountains. .

All at once the big-sea-water,
Boiled and foamed and dashed in fury,
Maniton, Great Spirit, heard it.

First ho set the aky on fire

With his winged forked lightumgs ;
Then the night grew dark and dismal,
And a voice from out the darkness
Spake a4 Joud as loudest thunder,
When it ronrs among the mountains,

¢ Wicked people, 1 have kept you
Many thousand years in pleasure ;
All T asked, that you should reunder,
Was the white deer, sacra cerva,
Should be free 10 ronimn the mendows,
And should dwell among the flowera.
But my wishes were not leeded,
Therefore, I will smile uo longer,
L will frown, and clouds shall gather
Over all the face of nature,
And the halmy winds of summer
Shall be changed to dreary winter ;
(For till then the- winds of winter-
Had not blown on Manitoulin)
That your children may remember,
That their fathers once were happy,
That the land was as a garden,
As it might have bloomed, forever.
When the summer is declining,
And the sun has wandered southward,
Iwill give the Indian summer,
Such as used to smile upon you.
When the Indian summer cometh
Pleasant:scented myrrh and cedar
From the forest and the mouitain, '
Yo shall gather, burn beforo me.
Ye shall bring your fairest maideus,
And the faivest of the number
Ye shall place upon the waters ;
Place upon the big-sea-water,
In a white canoe shall place her ;
I will guide bher, I will take her
To the land of ixappy spirits-—
To the blooming fields Blysian.’

‘I'ben the mighty hig-sea-water
Ceased to roll,.-and stilled ita thunder,
And the day bogan to brighten,
Batalaa! the winds of winter,

Cold and croelly were blowing,
And the sky had risen higher,

And the deer and birds and heavers
Sought the forest when they saw ua.
Manitou hed planted thistles,
Planted thorns and bitter apples,
Poison mellons by the river,

Sent the hungry wolf aud panther
Sent disease and desth among uns.

Coronore, hated stranger,
Sought the mountain aud the wildwood,
Hungered, thirsted, in the forest,
Wandered up and down the foreat,
Mapy miles from Manitoulin.

For the sound of rushing water
Lured him far, and called him farther,
Till at last an open desert

Spread itself away hefore him,
Spread itself hohind, heside him.
Far he wandered, weak, and weary,
In a desert land enchanted,

Over rocks, and reeds and rushes,
Tangled thorns, and hriar bushes ;
Not a single blossom blowing,

Not a single river flowing,

Buta noon-tide beat is glowiny,
And the sun in anger shining,
Burns into the brain a fever :

All the ground is‘parchedwuud arid,
And the thirsty one is'cheated,

By the sound of many waters,

For thia desert lapd, enclibtited,

By the singing sands is haiuited,
And the'singing sands can‘wimic
Anything the heart desires s .

If you're famishing for water,

They will sing it ; if you follow,
Straightway, they will sing of wauters
In o different divection;

If the noon-tide heat oppress you,
And you fain would feel the breezes
Sweetly fan your feveted temples,

Quick a3 thought, you hear a2 murmur,

As of gentle 2zephyrs blowing ;
Pollow thither, and it changes.
’Tis the singing sands that mock you,
With their sounds of: emply weaning ;
Do you hunger ? berry bushes,
Covered thi(ﬁ( with luscious berries,
At the wayside, seem to flourish ;
If you turn agide to pluck them,
They will vanish as a shadow,
Or appear u little onivard ;
- Follow thither, they retire.

‘Thus the hunger, famished pilgrim,
Never guessing of deception
Followe the euchanted berries,

.

Till the gloom of night surrounds him ;
Grasping after golden apples,

‘That are very fair and Jovely,

But when taken in the fingers,
Suddenly ave turned to aghes,

Thus the hated Corounora
Wandered up and down the desert,
Mocked and bruised in hidden ptt-falls,
Till at last his strength forsook him,
Aud his spirit, too, forsook him,
Buit the singing sands were present,
Lared his spirit to the regions
Of perpetual gloom and sorrow.

On the mighty big-sea-water,
On the Manitoufin island,

Lived Oranta, mighty hunter,
Laughed and never thought ol sorrow,
Every body loved his daughter—
Daughter to the great Oranta —

Lena fairer than the flowers,

That she used to train in suwer.,
Great Oranta danced the war dunee,
Made a feast to all the wattiors.

I bad seen the gentle Lena,

Saw her at her father's wigwiun,
Where I won the heart of Lena :
And Ovanta smiled upon us,

[For he knew we loved each other.
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Oh how sud the swinmer ended,
For my darling one was chosen;
All our hearts were full of sorrow,
But the white canoe was painted,
And our [Lena placed within it; =
OQut upon the big-sea-water,

Rode the white canoe and maiden ;
Not a paddle moved about it,
Searcely did it kiss the waters,
To the right hand vever turned it,
To the lett hand never turned 1t,
But it swiftly hurried onwavd ;

To the sunny soutuland rode it,
‘Till away upon the waters,

As a speck upon the ocean,

In the mighty distance seemed it.
Manitou was watching forit,

Ere the Indian summer faded,
Great Oranta had departed

To the happy land of spirits.
Muny days and nights 1 waited,
Many weary years I waited,

But the white canoe and maiden
Never came across the waters,
Back across the hig-sea-water,

To the heart of Canadansis.

You have heard it, you have read it,
Read thia strange aud wild tradition ;
Judge it at your heart's dictation,
Not with cold and cruel censure.

It's as my father told it,

As his father’s father told it,

Told this ancient, Indian legend,
Told of Coma Canadansis.

Binbrook, April 8th, 1863.
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SoME things come by odd names. The

.| most uncommon quality in & man is called

¢ common sense ;' & paper half & mile long
is a ‘brief,” and a welancholy ditty, ('le\'ou
of sense or meaning is called o ¢ glee.

84y, Pete Johmson, is swords "holished
in the army ?'

tOb course dey isn’t, Snowball; what
makes you ax setcfl a stoopid question, you

‘ignomant niggah '

¢O1 nufSn, only I heard todder day dat
five thousend sogers was goin’ 1o take the
field with Sickles.’

I was once standing by the grave ol my
departed children, under a brillient sun and
elondless sky, when suddenly a light shadow
passed over the green turf. ~ Looking wp for

‘the ‘cause, I beheld o snow-white gull wing-
|ing her lofty flight through the air. The

thought immediately struck me—thus it is
with the dear objects of my mournful remem-
brance. Here, indeed, lies the shadow, but
above iy the. living principle.—Monaviay
Missrovawy 1IN Liasravog.

Ir was custowary years ago 10 publish
from the pulpit, in Connecticut, hanns of
matrimony. On one oceasion an old man
rose and 8aid, ¢Iforbid the banns’ On
being osked to state his objections, he re-
plied, ¢Ihad resarved Dinzh Curtis for my-
gelf.” .The ohjection was not deemed ‘good.”

Mus. Smikes snys the reason children ave
30 bad this generation is owing to the wear-
ing of the gaiter shoes, instead of the old
fashioned slippers. Mothers find it too much
trouble to uutie gaiters to whip children, so0
they go uapunished : but when she was o
child the way the slipper used ta do its duty
was & cantion !

_ . 41
refty; . Pretty ('Bm\'ﬁi

I burn my soul away,?
8o spalke the Rose, and smiled ; ¢ within my cup,
All day the sunbeams full in flame—nil dny
They drink my sweetness up!??

‘I sigh my soul away,’
The Lilly said ; ¢all night the moonbeaws pale
Steal round and round me, whispering in their play
Anall too tender 1ale!”

1 give my soul awuy,’

The Violet said; ¢ the west wind wandors on,

The north wind comes; 1 know not whatthoy 2oy,
Aud yel my sov).is gore !

Ob, Poct, burn uway,
‘Thy fervent soul ! fond Lover, ul the fepr
Ofher thou lovest, sigh! dear Christian, jray,
And let the \;'orld be sweel !

Lzt your promises be sincers, and 4o pru-
dently consideved as not to exceed the reach
of your ability ; he who promises more than
he can perform ig false o himself: he who
does not perform what he has promised i3
false to his friends.

A p1ad0¥D is a dismnond, though you put
it on the finger of a heggar—only that on
the finger of & beggar nobody would believe
it a diamond. Does not mendicant genius
every ‘day ‘oHer the precious jewelin its
head’ for sale, and yet, hecause the holder is
mendicant, docs not the world bheliovo the
jewel to be of 10 value?  Men' have died
with jewels in their brains, and not uutil the
men were dead were the goma owned to bz
trune water.—JERROLD.

Denixe o marriage ceremony performed
by one of the dissenting ministers ot the Eigin -
Preshytervy lately, the bride was sobbing im-
moderately while the knot was bheing tied.
‘What’s the matter, my young woman?
asked the official. ¢Oh, sir,’ replied the
hride, ¢it's becausa it's forever!” ¢No, no.’
vejoined the minister, ‘that’s a mistake—u
great mistake, it’s not forever, Death puty
an end to the engagement.” Onhearing this
the bride dried vp her tears and wa3 cot
soled.

Raixy WEeatuer, at the cad of May,
and in first week of June, 18063, i3 versified
as follows, by whom we cannot tell :—

We got oar summer panteloons
A weok ugo, on Monday,

And we have never had a chance
To wear them ou o Sunday.

11's Lime for all e pleasant thing
For walking, riding, training;

But there i nothing in the world
But raining, reining, raining.

‘The weather-cock has rosted suy,
The blue sky is forgotien,

‘I'he oarth is u saturated spongs,
And vegetation’s rollen.

\We hate 10 see the darkest side,
We hato to be complaining ;
But hang us if our temper standa
‘This raining, raining, raining.

1 nave sat upon the scashore and waited
for its gradual approaches, and have seen its
dancing waves and white surf, and admired
that he who measured it with His hand bad
given to it such life and motion ; and I have
lingered till its gentle waters grew into
mighty hillows, and well nigh swept me from
firmest footing. So I have seen a heedless
youth gazing with a too curious spirit upon
the sweet motions and gentle approaches of
inviting pleasure, till it has detained hig eye
and imprisoned his feet and swelled upon his
soul, snd swept him to a swift destruction.—
Basit. MoxTaGUE.

A Scoren proprietor seeing nn old gard
ener of his establishment with a very old
patehed, though not ragged, cozt, madesome
passing remark on his condition. ¢It's a
vera ghid coat,’ said the honest old man, ‘1
canna agree with you there,’ said his lord.
ship. “Ay, it's just a verra guid coat; it
covers 1 contented spirit and & body that
owes no man anything, and that's maiv thau
mony a man can say o’ their eont.

A Youxe man who applied at & reeruiting
station for enlistment was asked if he could
gleep on the point of a bayonet, when he
promptly replied by saying he conld do it, as
he had often slopt “on a pint of whisky, and
the kind they used where he came from
would kill farther than any shoating-iron he
ever saw,

A7 Bristol, England, a tavern-keeper, uni-
ting business with patriotism, hung out e
banner, on the Prince's marriage any in.
seribed ;—¢ A. eandwich and o glass ol beer
for 3d. Bless them both.’




