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SUMMER RAMBLES

IN CANADA.

With keen eye’d hope, with memory at her side,
And the glad muse at liberty to note

All that to each is precious as we float

Gently along : regardless who shall chide—

If the heavens smile—
WoORDSWORTH.

July 18.
Thuis evening the Thomas Jefferson arrived in
the river from Buffalo, and starts early to-mor-
row morning for Chicago. I hastened to secure
, a passage as far as the island of Mackinaw:
when once there, I must trust to Providence for
some opportunity of going up Lake Huron to the
Sault Ste. Marie to visit my friends the MacMur-
VOL. 1L B
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2 SUMMER RAMBLES.

rays ; or down the lake to the Great Manitoolin
Island, where the annual distribution of presents
‘o the Indians is to take place under the auspiecs
of the governor. If both these plans — wild
plans they are, I am told—should fail, I have
only to retrace my way and come down the lake,
as I went up, in a steamer; but this were horridly
tedious and prosaic, and I hope better things.

So evviva la speranza ! and Westward Ho !

-

On board the Jefferson, River St. Clair, July 19.

This morning 1 came down early to the
steam-boat, attended by a cortége of amiable
people, who had heard of my sojourn at Detroit,
too late to be of any solace or service to me,
but had seized this last and only opportunity of
showing politeness and good-will. General
Schwarz and his family, the sister of the go-
vernor, two other ladies and a gentleman, came
on board with me at that early hour, and re-
mained on deck till the paddles were in motion.
The talk was so pleasant, I could not but regret




THE STEAM-BOAT. 3

that I had not seen some of these kind people
earlier, or might hope to see more of them ; but
it was too late. Time and steam wait neither
for man nor woman: all expressions of hope and
regret on both sides were cut short by the part-
ing signal, which the great bell swung out from
on high; all compliments and questions “fumbled
up into a loose adieu;” and these new friendly
faces—seen but for a moment, then to be lost, vet
not quite forgotten—were soon left far behind.

The morning was most lovely and auspicious;

blazing hot though, and scarce a breath of air;

and the magnificent machine, admirably ap-
pointéd in all respects, gaily painted and gilt,
with flags waving, glided over the dazzling
Waters with an easy, stately motion.

I had suffered so much at Detroit, that as it
disaﬁpeared and melted away in the bright
southern haze like a vision, I turned from it
with a sense of relief, put the past out of my
mind, and resigned myself to the present—like
a wise woman—or wiser child.

The captain told me that last season he had

B 2




4 SUMMER RAMBLES.

never gone up the lakes with less than four or
five hundred passengers. This year, fortunately
for my individual comfort, the case is greatly
altered : we have not more than one hundred and
eighty passengers, consequently an abundance
of accommodation, and air, and space—inesti-
mable blessings in this sultry weather, and in the
enjoyment of which I did not sympathise in the
lamentations of the good-natured captain as
much as I ought to have done.

We passed 'a large and beautifally green
island, formerly called Snake Island, from the
immense number of rattlesnakes which infested
it. These were destroyed by turning large herds
of swine upon it, and it is now, in compliment to
its last conquerors and possessors, the swinish
multitude, called Hog Island. This was the
scene of some most horrid Indian atrocities dur-
ing the Pontiac war, A large party of British
prisoners, surprised while they were coming up
to relieve Detroit, were brought over here, and,
almost within sight of their friends in the fort,
put to death with all the unutterable accom-
paniments of savage ferocity.



HOG ISLAND. 2

I have been told that since this war the cus-
tom of torturing persons to death has fallen
gradually into disuse among the Indian tribes
of these regions, and even along the whole
frontier of the States an instance has not been
known within these forty years.*

Leaving the channel of the river, and the .

cluster of islands at its entrance, we stretched
northwards across Lake St. Clair. This beau-
tiful lake, though three times the size of the
Lake of Geneva, is a mere pond compared with
the enormous seas in its neighbourhood. About
one o’clock we entered the river St. Clair,
(which, like the Detroit, is rather a strait or
channel than a river,) forming the communica-
tion between Lake St. Clair and Lake Huron.
Ascending this beautiful river, we had, on the
right, part of the western district of Upper
Canada, and on the left the Michigan territory.
The shores on either side, though low and
bounded always by the line of forest, were
broken into bays and little promontories, or

* This was subsequently confirmed by Mr. School-
craft.
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6 SUMMER RAMBLES.

diversified by islands, richly wooded, and of

"every variety of form. The bateaux of the Ca-

nadians, or the eanoes of the Indians, were per-
petually seen gliding among these ;vinding chan-
nels, or shooting across the river from side to -
side, as if playing at hide-and-seek among the
leafy recesses. Now and then a beautiful
schooner, with white sails relieved against the
green masses of foliage, passed us, gracefully
curtseying and sidling along. Innumerable
flocks of wild fowl were disporting among the
reedy ‘islets, and here and there the great black
loon was seen diving and dipping, or skimming
over the waters. As usual, the British coast is
here the most beadtiful and fertile, and the Ame-
rican coast the best settled and cleared. Along
the former I see a few isolated log-shanties,
and groups of Indian lodges; along the latter,
several extensive clearings, and some hamlets
and rising villages. The facility afforded by
the American steam-boats for the transport of
goods and sale of produce, &c., is one reason of
this. There is a boat, for instance, which leaves
Detroit every morning for Fort Gratiot, stop-




RIVER ST. CLAIR. 7

ping at the intermediate ¢ landings.” We are
now moored at a place called ¢ Palmer’s Land-
ing,” for the purpose of taking in wood for the
Lake voyage. This process has already occupied
two hours, and is to detain us two more, though
there are fourteen men employed in flinging
logs into the wood-hold. Meantime I have
been sketching and lounging about the little
hamlet, where there is a good grocery-store, a
sawing-mill worked by steam, and about twenty
houses. Now I rest, and scribble this for you.

I was amused at Detroit to find the phrase-
ology of the people imbued with metaphors
taken from the most familiar mode of locomo-
tion. <« Will you take in wood?” signifies, will
you take refreshment? ¢ Is your steam up?”
means, are you ready ? The common phrase,
« go ahead,” has, I suppose, the same deriva-
tion. A witty friend of mine once wrote to me
not to be lightly alarmed at the political and
social ferments in America, nor mistake the
whizzing of the safety-valves for the bursting of
the boilers !
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8 SUMMER RAMBLES.

But all this time I have not yet introduced
you to my companions on board; and ome of
these great American steamers is really a little
world, a little social system in itself, where a
near observer of faces and manners may find
endless subjects of observation, amusement, and
interest. At the other end of the vessel we
have about one fmndred emigrants on their way
to the i:lf nd the settlements to the west of
Lake Michigan. Among them I find a large
party of Germans and Norwegians, with their
wives and families, a very respectable, orderly
community, consisting of some farmers and some
artisans, having with them a large quantity of
stock and utensils—just the sort of people best
calculated to improve and enrich their adopted
country, wherever that may be. Then we have
twenty or thirty poor ragéed Irish emigrants,
with good-natured potato-faces, and strong arms
and willing hearts. Men are smoking, women
nursing, washing, sewing; children squalling
and rolling about.

The' ladies’ saloon and upper deck exhibit



THE STEAM-BOAT. 9

a very different scene: there are about twenty
ladies and children in the cabin and state-
rooms, which are beautifully furnished and
carpeted, with draperies of blue silk, &c. On
the upper deck, shaded by an awning, we have
sofas, rocking-chairs, and people lounging up
and down ; some reading, some chattering, some
sleeping ; there are missionaries and mission-
aries’ wives, and officers on their way to the gar-
risons on the Indian frontier; and settlers, and
traders, and some few nondescripts—like myself.

Also among the passengers I find the Bishop
of Michigan, whose preaching so delighted me
on Sunday last. The governor’s sister, Miss
Mason, introduced us at starting, and bespoke
his good offices for me. His conversation has
been a great resource and interest for me
during the long day. He is still a young man,
who began life as a lawyer, and afterwards from
a real vocation adopted his present profession:
his talents and popularity have placed him
in the rank he now holds. He is on his
way to visit the missions and churches in the
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10 SUMMER RAMBLES.

back settlements, and at Green Bay. His
diocese, he tells me, extends about eight hundred
miles in length and four hundred in breadth.
And then if you think of the scattered popu-
lation, the sort of population, the immensity of
this spiritual charge and the amount of labour
and responsibility it necessarily brings with it
are enough to astound one. The amount of
power is great in proportion; and the extensive
moral influence exercised by such a man as this

Bishop of Michigan struck me very much. In

conversing with him and the missionaries on the

spiritual and moral condition of his diocese, and
these newly settled regions in general, I learned
many things which interested me very much; and
there was one thing discussed which especially
surprised me. It was said that two thirds of the
misery which came under the immediate notice of
apopular clergyman, and to which he was called to
minister, arose from the infelicity of the conjugal
relations ; there was no question here of open
immorality and discord, but simply of infelicity
and unfitness. The same thing has been brought




MARRIAGE. 11

before me in ev:ery country, every society in
which I have been a sojourner and an observer;
but I did not look to find it so broadly placed
before me here in America, where the state of
morals, as regards the two sexes, is compara-
tively pure; where the marriages are early,
where conditions are equal, where the means of
subsistence are abundant, where the women are
much petted and considered by the men—too
much so.

For a result then so universal, there must be
a cause or causes as universal, not depending
on any particular customs, mapners,-or religion,
or political institutions. And what are these
causes? Many things do puzzle me in this
strange world of ours—many things in which the
new world and the old world are equally incom-
prebensible. I cannot understand why an evil
everywhere acknowledged and felt is not reme-
died somewhere, or discussed by some one, with
a view to a remedy;—but no, it is like putting
one’s hand into the fire, only to touch upon it;
it is tbe universal bruise, the putrefying sore,
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‘on which you must not lay a ﬁnge;', or your
patient (that is, society) cries out and resists,
and, like a sick baby, scratches and kicks its
physician.

Strange, and passing strange, that the relation
between the two sexes, the passiow df love in
short, should not be taken into deeper consider-
ation by our teachers and our legislators. Peo-
ple educate and legislate as if there was no
such thing in the world; but ask the priest,
ask the physician—Ilet them reveal the amount
of moral and physical results from this one
cause. Must love be always discussed in blank
verse, as if it were a thing to be played in tra-
gedies or sung in songs—a subject for pretty
poems and wicked novels, and had nothing to
do with the prosaic current of our every-day ex-
istence, our moral welfare and eternal salvation ?
Must love be ever treated with profaneness, as
a mere illusion? or with coarseness, as a mere
impulse ? or with fear, as a mere disease? or
with shame, as a mere weakness? or with levity,
as a mere accident? Whereas, it is a great mys-
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tery and a great necessity, lying at the founda-
tion of human existence, morality, and happiness;
mysterious, universal, inevitable as death. Why
then should love be treated less seriously than
death ? Itis as serious a thing. Love and Death,
the alpha and omega of humanlife, the author
and finisher of existence, the two points on
which God’s universe turns; which He, our
Father and Creator, has placed beyond our arbi-
tration—beyond the reach of that election and
free will which He has left us in all other
things!

Death must come, and love must come—but
the state in which thei?nd us ? — whether
blinded, astonished, and frightened, and igno-
rant, or, like reasonable creatures, guarded, pre-
pared, and fit to manage our own feelings ?—¢his,
I suppose, depends on ourselves; and for want
of such self-management and self-knowledge,
look at the evils that ensue '—hasty, improvident,
unsuitable marriages; repining, diseased, or
vicious celibacy ; irretrievable infamy ; cureless
insanity :— the death that comes early, and the

PN
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14 SUMMER RAMBLES.

love that comes late, reversing the primal laws
of our nature.

It is of little consequence how unequal the
conventional difference of rank, as in Germany—
how equal the condition, station, and means, as
in America,—if there be inequality between the
sexes; and if the sentiment which attracts and
unites them to each other, and the contracts and
relations springing out of this sentiment, be not
equally well understood by both, equally sacred
with both, equally binding on both.

* * » *

Another of my deck companions is a son of
the celebrated Daniel Webster, with whom I
began an acquaintance over Philip van Arte-
veldlee He was reading that most charming
book for the first time—a pleasure that I half en-
vied bim : but as I have it well nigh by heart,
I could at least help him to admire. I know
nothing prettier than this sort of sympathy over
a favourite book—and then there was no end to
the talk it gave rise to, for Philip van Artevelde

is apropos to everything—war, love, politics,
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religion. Mr. Webster was naturally anxious
to know something of an author who had so
much interested him, and I was sorry I could
not better satisfy the curiosity and interest he
expressed.

There is yet another person on board who
has attracted my attention, and to whom I was
especially introduced. This is General Brady,
an officer of high distinction in the American
army. He has taken a conspicuous part in all
the Indian wars on the frontiers since Wayne’s
war in 1794, in which he served as licutenant;
and was not only present, but also a dis-
tinguished actor in most of the scenes I have
. alluded to. I did certainly long to ask him a
thousand things; and here was a good oppor-
tunity of setting myself right on doubtful points.
But General Brady, like many men who are
especially men of action and daring, and whose
lives have been passed amid scenes of terrific ad-
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16 SUMMER RAMBLES.

venture, seems of a silent and modest temper;
and I did not conceive that any longing or cu-
riosity on my part gave me a right to tax his
politeness, or engross his attention, or torment
him with intrusive questions. So, after admir-
ing for some time his fine military bearing, as
he paced up and down the deck alone, and as
if in deep thought,—I turned to my books, and
the corner of my sofa.

At Detroit I had purchased Miss Sedg-
wick’s tale of ¢« The Rich Poor Man and the
Poor Rich Man,” and this sent away two
hours delightfully, as we were gliding over the
expanse of Lake St. Clair. Those who glanced
on my book while I was reading always smiled
—a significant sympathising smile, very ex-
pressive of that unenvious, affectionate homage
and admiration which this genuine Ameri-
can writer inspires among her countrymen. - 1
do not think I ever mentioned her name to any
of them, that the countenance did not light up
with pleasure and gratified pride. I have alsoa
sensible little book, called «Three Experiments
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in Living,” attributed to Miss Sedgwick—
but I should think not hers*—it must be po-
pular, and ¢rue to life and nature, for the edition
I bought is the tenth. I have also another book
to which I must introduce you more particularly
—¢ The Travels and Adventures of Alexander
Henry.” Did you ever hear of such a man?
No. Listen then, and perpend.

This Mr. Henry was a fur-trader who journeyed
over these lake regions about seventy years ago,
and is quoted as first-rate authority in more
recent books of travels. His book, which was
lent to me at Toronto, struck me so much as to
have had some influence in directing the course
of my present tour. Plain, unaffected, telling
what he has to tell in few and simple words,
and without comment—the internal evidence of
truth—the natural sensibility and power of fancy,
betrayed rather than displayed—render not only
the narrative, but the man himself, his personal
character, unspeakably interesting. Wild as are
the tales of his hairbreadth escapes, I never

* It is written by Mrs. Lee of Boston.




o n o o ——————————t e g 4 88
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heard the slightest impeachment of his veracity.
He was living at Montreal so late as 1810 or
1811, when a friend of mine saw him, and
described him to me as a very old man past
eighty, with white hair, and still hale-looking
and cheerful, so that his hgd and adventurous
life, and the horrors he had witnessed and suffered
had in no respect impaired his spirits or his con-
stitution. His book has been long out of print.
I had the greatest difficulty in procuring the
loan of a copy, after sending to Montreal,
Quebec, and New York, in vain. Mr, Henry
is to be my travelling companion, or rather
our travelling companion, for I always fancy
you of the party. I do not know how he might
have figured as a squire of dames when living,
but I assure you that being dead he makes a
very respectable hero of epic or romance. fHe
is the Ulysses of these parts, and to cruise
among the shores, rocks, and islands of Lake
Huron without Henry’s travels, were like coast-
ing Calabria and Sicily without the Odyssey in
your head or hand,—only here you have the




BEAUTIFUL SCENE. 19

island of Mackinaw instead of the island of
Circe; the land of the Ottawas instead of the
shores of the Lotophagi; cannibal Chippewas,
instead of man-eating Laesttygons; Pontiac
figures as Polypbeme ; and Wa,wa,tam plays the
part of good king Alcinous. I can find no type
for the women, as Henry does not tell us his ad-
ventures among the squaws, but no doubt he
might have found both Calypsos and Nausicaas,
and even a Penelope, among them.

June 20.

Before I went down to my rest yesterday even-
ing, I beheld a strange and beautiful scene. The
night was coming on, the moon had risen round
and full like an enormous globe of fire, we were
still in the channel of the river, when to the
right I saw a crowd of Indians on a projecting
point of land—the very Hurons from near Am-
herstberg, already mentioned. They were en-
camping for the night, some hauling up their
canoes, some building up their wigwams ; there
were numerous fires blazing amid the thick
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20 SUMMER RAMBLES.

foliage, and the dusky figures of the Indians
were seen glancing to and fro, and I heard
loud laughs and shouts as our huge steamer
swept past them. In another moment we
turned a point, and all was dark ; the whole had
vanished like a scene in a melodrama. I rubbed
my ey'es, and began to think I was already
dreaming.

At the entrance of the river St. Clair the
Anmericans have a fort and garrison, (Fort Gra-
tiot,) and a lighthouse, which we passed in the
night. On the opposite side we have no station ;
so that, in case of any misunderstanding between
the two nations, it would be in the power of the
Americans to shut the entrance of Lake Huron
upon us. (Pray have a map before you when
your read all this!)

At seven this morning, when I went on deck,
we had advanced about one hundred miles into
Lake Huron ; we were coasting along the south
shore about four miles from the land, while, on
the other side, we had about two hundred miles
of open sea, and the same expanse before us:




SAGGINAW BAY. 21

soon after, we had to pass the entrance of
Sagginaw Bay. Here we lost sight of land for
the first time. Sagginaw Bay, I should suppose,
is as large as the Gulf of Gemnoa; it rums
seventy or eighty miles up into the land, and
is as famous for storms as the Bay of Biscay.
Here, if there be a capful of wind or a cupful
of sea, one is sure to bave the benefit of it,
for even in the finest weather there is a con-
siderable swell. We were about three hours
crossing from the Pointe Aux Barques to Cape
Thunder, and during this time a number of
my companions were put hors de combat. The
rest is silence. After a vain struggle against
the fates and the destinies I fainted away, and
was consigned to my berth—a very wretch.

All this part of Michigan is unsettled, and is
said to be sandy and barren. Along the whole
horizon was nothing visible but the dark omni-
present pine-forest. = The Sagginaw Indians,
whose hunting-grounds extend along the shore,
are, I believe, a tribe of Ottawas. I should add,
that the Americans have built a lighthouse on
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22 SUMMER BRAMBLES.

a little island near Thunder Bay. A situation
mgre terrific in its solitude you cannot imagine
than that of the keeper of this lonely tower,
among rocks, tempests, and savages. All their
provisions come from a distance of at least one
hundred miles, and a long course of stormy
weather, which sometimes occurs, would place
them in danger of starvation.
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Doth the bright sun from the high arch of heaven,
In all his beauteous robes of flecker’d clouds,

And ruddy vapours, and deep glowing flames,
And softly varied shades, look gloriously ?

Do the green woods dance to the wind ? the lakes
Cast up their sparkling waters to the light ?

JoaNNA BAILLIE.

THE next morning, at earliest dawn, I was
wakened by an unusual noise and movement on

board, and putting out my head to inquire the

cause, was informed that we were arrived at the "

island of Mackinaw, and that the captain being i r
most anxious to proceed on his voyage, only it
half an hour was allowed to make all my ar- 3

rangements, take out my luggage, and so forth.

-
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24 SUMMER RAMBLES.

I dressed in all haste and ran up to the deck,
and there a scene burst at once on my enchanted
gaze, such as I never had imagined, such as I
wish I could place before you in words,—but I
despair, unless words were of light, and lustrous
hues, and breathing music. However, here is
the picture as well as I can paint it. We were
lying in a tiny bay, crescent-shaped, of which
the two horns or extremities were formed by
long narrow promontories projecting into the
lake. On the east, the whole sky was flushed
with a deep amber glow, fleckered with softest
shades of rose-colour—the same intense splen-
dour being reflected in tl_\gg lake ; and upon the
extremity of the point, between the glory above
and the glory below, stood the little Missionary
church, its light spire and belfry defined against
the sky.  On the opposite side of the heavens
hung the moon, waxing paler and paler, and
melting away, as it seemed, before the splendour
of the rising day. Immediately in front rose the
abrupt and picturesque heights’of the island,
robed in richest foliage, and crowned by the lines
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of the little fortress, snow-white, and gleaming
in the morning light. At the base of these cliffs,
all along the shore, immediately on the edge
of the lake, which, transparenf: and unruffled,
reflected every form as in a mirror, an encamp-
ment of Indian wigwams extended far as my
eye could reach on either side. Even while I
looked, the inmates were beginning to bestir
themselves, and dusky figures were seen emerg-
ing into sight from their picturesque dormitories,
and stood gazing on us with folded arms, or
were busied about their canoes, of which some
hundreds lay along the beach.

There was not a breath of air; and while
heaven and earth were glowing with light, and
colour, and life, an elysian stillness—a delicious
balmy serenity, wrapt and interfused the whole.
O how passing lovely it was! bow wondrously
beautiful and strange! I cannot tell how long
I may have stood, lost—absolutely lost, and
fearing even to wink my eyes, lest the spell
should dissolve, and all should vanish away like
some air-wrought phantasy, some dream out of

VOL. III c
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fairy land,—when the good Bishop of Michigan
came up to me, and with a smiling benevolence
waked me out of my ecstatic trance; and re-
minding me that I had but two minutes left,
seized upon some of my packages himself, and
hurried me on to the little wooden pier just
in time. We were then conducted to a little
inn, or boarding-house, kept by a very fat half-
cast Indian woman, who spoke Indian, bad
French, and worse English, and who was ad-
dressed a8 Madame. Here I was able to ar-
range my hasty toilette, and we, that is, General
Brady, his aide-de-camp, the bishop, two Indian
traders, myself, and some others, sat down to
an excellent breakfast of white-fish, eggs, tea
and coffee, for which the charge was twice what
1 should have given at the first hotel in the
United States, and yet not unreasonable, con-
sidering that European luxuries were placed
before us in this remote spot. By the time
breakfast was discussed it was past six o’clock,
and taking my sketch-book in my hand, I saun-
tered forth alone to the beach till it should be a
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fitting hour to present myself at the door of the
American agent, Mr. Schoolcraft.

The first object which caught my eye was
the immense steamer gliding swiftly away to-
wards the straits of Michilimackinac, already far,
far to the west. Suddenly the thought of my
extreme loneliness came over me—a momentary
wonder and alarm to find myself so far from any
human being who took the least interest about
my fate. I bhad no letter to Mr. Schoolcraft,
and if Mr. and Mrs. MacMurray bad not passed
this way, or had forgotten to mention me, what
would be my reception? what should I do?
Here I must stay for some days at least. Al
the accommodation that could be afforded by
the half French, half Indian ¢ Madame,” had
been already secured, and, without turning out
the bishop, there was not even a room for
me. These thoughts and many others, some
natural doubts, and fears, came across my
mind, but I cannot say that they remained there
long, or that they had the effect of rendering
~me uneasy and anxious for more than half a
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minute. With a sense of enjoyment keen and
unanticipative as that of a child—looking nei-
ther before nor after—I soon abandoned myself
to the present, and all its delicious exciting
novelty, leaving the future to take care of itself,
—which I am more and more convinced is the
truest wisdom, the most real philosophy, after
all.

The sun had now risen in cloudless glory—all
was life and movement. I strayed and loitered for
full three hours along the shore, I hardly knew
whither, sitting down occasionally under the sha-
dow of a cliff or cedar fence to r)e;st, and watch-
ing the operations of the Indian families. It
were endless to tell you of each individual group
or picture as successively presented before me.
But there were some general features of the
scene which struck me at once. There were
more than one hundred wigwams, and round
each of these lurked several ill-looking, half-
starved, yelping dogs. The women were busied
about their children, or making fires and cook-

ing, or pounding Indian corn, in a primitive sort
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of mortar, formed of part of a tree hollowed out,
with a heavy rude pestle which they moved up and

lﬁ'{:!!

down as if churning. The dress of the men was Y
very various—the cotton shirt, blue or scarlet leg- l ;i
gings, and deer-skin moccasins and blanket coat, :St
were most general; but many had no shirt nor . ik
vest, merely the cloth leggings, and a blanket ;?k
thrown round them as drapery: the faces of se- ' 1!{ ﬁ;
veral being most grotesquely painted. The dress g &
of the women was more uniform ; a cotton shirt, ‘ 3 "is
and cloth leggings and moccasing, and a dark . ;f :;?
blue blanket. Necklaces, silver “armlets, silver 4 L.
earrings, and circular plates of silver fastened on . g %
the breast, were -the usual ornaments of both 1

sexes. There may be a general equality of rank
among the Indians; but there is evidently all
that inequality of condition which difference of
character and intellect might naturally produce;
there were rich wigwams and poor wigwams;
whole families ragged, meagre, and squalid, and
others gay with dress and ornaments, fat and
well-favoured : on the whole, these were beings




_‘, .
-

TR I T IR T L ST e e

R

ey —— 5

30 SUMMER RAMBLES.

quite distinct from any Indians I had yet seen,
and realised all my ideas of the wild and lordly
savage. I remember I came upon a family
group, consisting of a fine tall young man and
two squaws ; one had a child swaddled in one of
their curious bark cradles, which she composedly
hung up against the side of the wigwam. They
were then busied launching a canoe, and in a
moment it was dancing upon the rippling waves:
one woman guided the canoe, the other paddled;
the young man stood in the prow in a striking
and graceful attitude, poising his fish-spear in
his hand. When they were about a hundred
vards from the shore, suddenly I saw the fish-
spear darted down into the water, and disappear
beneath it; as it sprang up again to the surface,
it was rapidly seized, and a large fish was stick-
ing to the prongs; the same process was repeated
with unerring success, and then the canoe was
paddled back to the land. The young man flung
his spear into the bottom of the canoe, and,

drawing his blanket round him, leapt on shore,
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and lounged away without troubling himself
farther; the women drew up the canoe, kindled
1 fire, and suspended the fish over it, to be
ooked @ la mode Indienne.

There was another group which amused me
exceedingly : it was alarge family, and, compared
with some others, they were" certainly people of
distinction and substance, rich in beads, blan
kets and brass kettles, with ¢ all things hand-
some about them;” they had two wigwams and
two canoes. But I must begin by making you
understand the construction of a wigwam,—such,
at least, as those which now crowded the shore.

Eight or twelve long poles are stuck in the
ground in a circle, meeting at a point at the
top, where they are all fastened together. The
skeleton thus erected is covered over, thatched
in some sort with mats, or large pieces of birch
bark, beginning at the bottom, and leaving an
opening at top for the emission of smoke: there
is a door about four feet high, before which a
skin or blanket is suspended ; and as it is sum-
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mer time, they do not seem particular about
closing the chinks and apertures.* As to the
canoes, they are uniformly of birch bark, ex-
ceedingly light, flat-bottomed, and most elegant
in shape, varying in size from eighteen to thirty-
six feet in length, and from a foot and a half to
four feet in width. The family I have men-
tioned were preparing to embark, and were dis-
mantling their wigwams, and packing up their
goods, not at all discomposed by my vicinity, as
I sat on a bank watching the whole process with
no little interest. The most striking personage
in this group was a very old man, seated on a
log of wood, close upon the edge of the water ;

® 1 learned subsequently, that the cone-like form of
the wigwam is proper to the Ottawas and Potto-
wottomies, and that the oblong form, in which the
branches or poles are bent ©over at top in an arch, is
proper to the Chippewa Aribe.” But as this latter is
more troublesome to erect, the former con&mction is
usually adopted by the Chippewas also in their tem-
porary encampments.
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his head was quite bald, excepting a few gray
hairs which were gathered in a tuft at the
top, and decorated with a single feather—I
think an eagle’s feather; his blanket of scar-
let cloth was so arranged as to fall round his
limbs in graceful folds, leaving his chest and
shoulders exposed; he held a green umbrella
over his head, (a gift or purchase from some
white trader,) and in the other band a long pipe
—and he smoked away, never stirring, nor taking
the slightest interest in anything which was
going on. Then there were two fine young men,
and three women, one old and . hideous, with
matted grizzled hair, the youngest really a beau-
tiful 'girl “about fifteen. There were also three
children ; the eldest had on a cotton shirt, the
breast of which was covered with silver orna-
ments. The men were examining the canoes,
and preparing to launch them; the women were
taking down their wigwams, and as they
uncovered them, I had an opportunity of ob-
serving the whole interior economy of their

dwellings.
cs5
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The ground within was spread over with
mats, two or three deep, and skins and blankets,
0 as to form a general couch: then all around
the internal circle of the wigwam were ranged
their goods and chattels in very tidy order; I
observed wooden chests, of Europea/n make,
bags of woven grass, baskets and cases of birch
bark (called mokkuks,) also brass kettles, pans,
and, to my surprise, a large coffee-pot of queen’s
metal.

When all was arranged, and the canoes afloat,
the poles of the wigwams were first placed at
the bottom, then the mats and bundles, which
served appareuntly to sit on, and the kettles and
chests were stowed in the middle; the old man
was assisted by the others into the largest
canoe ; women, children, and dogs followed ; the
young men stood in the stern with their paddles
as steersmen; the women and boys squatted
down, each with a paddle ;—with all this weight,
the elegant buoyant little canoes scarcely sank
an inch deeper in the water—and in this guise

away they glided with surprising swiftness over
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the sparkling waves, directing their course east-
wards for the Manitoolin Islands, where I hope
" to see them again. The whole process of pre-
paration and embarkation did not occupy an
hour.

About ten o’clock I ventured to call on Mr.
Schoolcraft, and was received by him with grave
and quiet polibeﬁess. They were prepared, he
said, for my arrival, and then he apologised for
whatever bmight be deficient in my reception,
and for the absence of his wife, by informing me
that she was ill, and had not left her room for
some days.

I leave you to imagine how much I was dis-
composed—how shocked to find myself an in-
truder under such circumstances. I said so,
and begged that they would not think of me—
that I could easily provide for myself—and so I

could and would I would have laid myself

down in one of the Indian lodges rather than
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have been de frop. But Mr. Schoolcraft said,
with much kindness, that they knew already of
my arrival by one of my fellow-passengers—
that a room was prepared for me, a servant
already sent down for my goods, and Mrs.

Schoolcraft, who was a little better that morning,
; i hoped to see me. Here, then, I am instilled for
' the next few days—and I know not how many

ST SRS

more—so completely am I at the merey of “fates,
' destinies, and such branches of learning I”  «

I am charmed with Mrs. Schoolcraft. When
| able to appear, she received me with true lady-
‘ like simplicity. The damp, tremulous hand, the
soft, plaintive voice, the touching expression of
her countenance, told too painfully of resigned
and habitual suffering. Mrs. Schoolcraft’s fea-
tures are more decidedly Indian than those of
her sister Mrs. MacMurray. Her accent is
slightly foreign—her choice of language pure
and remarkably elegant. In the course of an
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hour’s talk, all my sympathies were enlisted in
her behalf, and I thought that I perceived that
she, on her part, was inclined to return these be-
nignant feelings. I promised myself to repay ber
hospitality by all the attention and gratitude in
my power. I am here a lonely stranger, thrown
upon her sufferance ; but she is good, gentle, and
in most delicate health, and there are a thou-
sand quiet ways in which woman may be kind
and useful to her sister woman. Then she has
two sweet children about eight or nine years old
—no fear, you see, that we shall soon be the
best friends in the world !

This day, however, I took care not to be @
charge, so I ran about along the lovely shore,
and among the Indians, inexpressibly amused,
and occupied, and excited by all I saw and
heard. At last I returned—O so wearied out—
so spent in body and mind ! 1 was fain to go to
rest soon after sunset. A nice little room had
been prepared for me, and a wide comfortable
bed, into which I sank with such a feeling of
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peace, security, and thankfulness, as could only
be conceived by one who had been living in
comfortless inns and close steam-boats for the
last fortnight.




MACKINAW,

“ Cu pezzo del cielo caduto in terra.” \/

On a little platform not quite half way up the
wooded height which overlooks the bay, em-
bowered in foliage, and sheltered from the tyran-
nous breathing of the north by the precipitous
cliff, rising almost perpendicularly behind, stands
the house in which I find myself at present a
grateful and contented inmate. The ground in
front sloping down to the shore, is laid out in a
garden, with an avenue of fruit trees, the gate
at the end opening on the very edge of the lake.
From the porch I look down upon the scene I
. have endeavoured—how inadequately !—to de-
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scribe to you: the little crescent bay ; the vil-
lage of Mackinaw; the beach thickly studded
with Indian lodges; canoes, fishing, or darting
hither and thither, light and buoyant as sea-
birds; a tall graceful schooner swinging at an-
chor. Opposite rises the Island of Bois-blanc,
with its tufted and most luxuriant foliage. To the
east we see the open lake, and in the far western
distance the promontory of Michilimackinac,
and the strait of that name, the portal of Lake
Michigan. The exceeding beauty of this little
paradise of an island, the attention which has
been excited by its enchanting scenery, and the
salubrity of its summer climate, the facility of
communication lately afforded by the lake
steamers, and its situation half-way between De-
troit and the newly-settled regions of the west,
are likely to render Mackinaw a sort of water-
ing-place for the Michigan and Wisconsin
fashionables, or, as the bishop expressed it, the
“ Rockaway of the west;” so at least it is
anticipated.

How far such an accession of fashion and re-
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putation may be desirable, I know not; I am only
glad it has not yet taken place, and that I have
beheld this lovely island in all its wild beauty.
I am told that last year there were several
strangers staying here, in spite of the want of
all endurable accommodation. This year there
is only one permanent visiter—if I may so ex-
press myself —a most agreeable little Irish-
woman, with all the Irish warmth of heart and
ease of manner, who emigrated with her hus-
band some years ago, and settled near St.
Joseph’s, in Michigan. She has brought her
children here for the summer, and has her piano,
her music, her French and Italian books, and we
have begun an acquaintance which is likely to
prove very pleasant.

When I left my room this morning, I re-
mained for some time in the parlour, looking
over the Wisconsin Gazette, a good sized, well
printed newspaper, published on the west shore
of Lake Michigan. I was reading a most pa-
thetic and serious address from the new settlers

in Wisconsin to the down-east girls, (i.e. the
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women of the eastern states,) who are invited
to go to the relief of these hapless hard-working
bachelors in the backwoods. They are promised
affluence and love,—the ¢ picking and choosing
among a set of the finest young fellows in the
world,” who were ready to fall at their feet, and
make the most adoring’and the most obedient of
husbands ! Can you fancy what a pretty thing
a Wisconsin pastoral might be? Only imagine
one of these despairing backwoodsmen inditing
an Ovidian epistle to his unknown mistress—
“ down east,"—wooing her to come and be
wooed! Well, I was enjoying this comical
effusion, and thinking that women must certainly
be at a premium in these parts, when suddenly
the windows were darkened, and looking up,
I bebeld a crowd of faces, dusky, painted, wild,
grotesque—with flashing eyes and white teeth,
staring in upon me. I quickly threw down the
paper and hastened out. The porch, the little
lawn, the garden walks, were crowded with
Indians, the elder chiefs and warriors sitting

on the ground, or leaning silently against the
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pihars; the young men, women, and boys .

lounging and peeping about, with eager and
animated looks, but all perfectly well conducted,
and their voices low and pleasing to the ear.
They were chiefly Ottawas and Pottowottomies,
two tribes which “call brother,” that is, claim
relationship, and are usually in alliance, but
widely different. The Ottawas are the most
civilised, the Pottowottomies the least so of all
the lake tribes. The Ottawa I soon distin-
guished by the decency of his dress, and the
handkerchief knotted round the head—a custom
borrowed from the early French settlers, with
whom they have had much intercourse: the
Pottowattomie by the more savage finery of his
costume, his tall figure, and a sort of swagger
in his gait. The dandyism of some of these
Pottowottomie warriors is inexpressibly amus-
ing and grotesque; I defy all Regent Street
and Bond Street to go beyond them in the ex-
hibition of self-decoration and self-complacency.
One of these exquisites, whom I distinguished
as Beau Brummel, was not indeed much indebted
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to a tailor, seeing he had neither a coat nor any
thing else that gentlemen are accustomed to
wear; but then his face was most artistically
painted, the upper half of it being vermilion, with
a black circle round one eye, and a white circle
round the other; the lower half of a bright
green, except the tip of his nose, which was
also vermilion. His leggings of scarlet cloth
were embroidered down the sides, and de-
corated with tufts of hair. The band, or gar-
ter, which confines the leggings, is always an
especial bit of finery ; and his were gorgeous,
all embroidered with gay beads, and strings '
and tassels of the liveliest colours hanging
down to his ankle. His moccasins were also
beautifully worked with porcupine quills; he
had armlets and bracelets of silver, and round
his head a silver band stuck with tufts of moose-
hair, died blue and red; and conspicuous above
all, the eagle feather in his hair, showing he
was a warrior, and had taken a scalp—i.e.
killed his man.

Over his shoulders hung a blanket of scarlet

o
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cloth, very long and ample, which he had
thrown back a little, so as to display his chest,
on which a large outspread hand was painted
in white. It is impossible to describe the air of
perfect self-complacency with which this youth
strutted about. Seeing my attention fixed upon
him, he came up and shcok hands with me,
repeating “ Bojou! bojou!”* Others immedi-
ately pressed forward also to shake hands, or
rather take my hand, for they do not shake it;
and I was soon in the midst of a crowd of per-
haps thirty or forty Indians, all holding out
their hands to me, or snatching mine, and re-
peating “bojou” with every expression of de-
light and good-humour.

This must suffice in the way of description,
for I cannot further particularise dresses; they
were very various, and few so fine as my young
Pottowottomie. I remember another young man,
who had a common black beaver hat, all round
which, in several silver bands, he had stuck a

* This universal Indian salutation is merely a cor-
ruption of bon jour.
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profusion of feathers, and long tufts of dyed hair,
so that it formed a most gorgeous helmet.
Some wore the hair hanging loose and wild in
elf-locks, but others again had combed and ar-
ranged it with much care and pains.

The men seemed to engross the finery; none
of the women that I saw were painted. Their

blankets were mostly dark blue; some had -

strings of beads round their necks, and silver
armlets. The hair of some of the young wo-
men was very prettily arranged, being parted
smooth upon the forehead, and twisted in a
knet behind, very much a la Grecque. Thereis,
I imagine, a very general and hearty aversion to

- cold water.

This morning there was a “talk” held in
Mr. Schoolcraft’s office, and he kindly invited
me to witness the proceedings. About twenty
of their principal men, including a venerable
old chief, were present; the rest stood outside,

crowding the doors and windows, but never at- >

-
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tempting to enter, nor causing the slightest in-
terruption. The old chief wore a quantity of
wampum, but was otherwise undistinguished,
except by his fine head and acute features. His
gray hair was drawn back, and tied on the top
of his head with a single feather. All, as they
entered, took me by the hand with a quiet
smile and a ¢ bojou,” to which I }eplied, as I had
been instructed, ¢ Bojou, neeje!” (good-day,
friend!) They then sat down upon the floor,
all round the room. Mr. Johnston, Mrs. School-
craft’s brother, acted as interpreter, and the busi-
ness proceeded with the utmost gravity.

After some whispering among themselves, an
orator of the party adgressed Mr. Schoolcraft
with great emphasis. Extending his hand and
raising his voice, he began: ¢ Father, I am
come to tell you a piece of my mind.” But
when he had uttered a few sentences, Mr.
Schoolcraft desired the interpreter to tell him
that it was useless to speak farther on zhat sub-
ject, (I understood it to relate to some land-
payments.) The orator stopped immediately,

1~
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and then, after a pause, he went up and took
Mr. Schoolcraft's hand with a friendly air, as if
to show he was not offended. Another orator
then arose, and proceeded to the object of the
visit, which was to ask an allowance of corn,
salt, and tobacco, while they remained on the
island—a request which I presume was granted,
as they departed with much apparent satis-
faction.

There was not a figure among them that was
not a study for a painter; and how I wished
that my hand had been readier with the pencil
to snatch some of those picturesque heads and
attitudes! But it was all so new—1I was so
lost in gazing, listening, observing, and trying
to comprebend, that I could not make a single
sketch for you, except the above, in most poor
and inadequate words.

The Indians here—and fresh parties are con-
stantly arriving—are chiefly Ottawas, from Arbre

Croche, on the east of Lake Michigan; Potto-
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wottomies; and Winnebagos from the west of
the lake; a few Menomonies and Chippewas
from the shores north-west of us;—the occa-
sion of this assemblage being the same with all.
They are on the way to the Manitoolin Islands,
to receive the presents annually distributed by
the British government to all those Indian tribes
who were friendly to us during the wars with
America, and call themselves our allies and our
children, though living within the bounds of
another state. Some of them make a voyage of
five hundred miles to receive a few blankets and
kettles ; coasting along the shores, encamping
at night, and paddling all day from sunrise to
sunset, living on the fish or game they may
meet, and the little provision they can carry
with them, which consists chiefly of parched
- Indian corn and bear’s fat. Some are out on
this excursion during six weeks, or more, every
year ; returning to their hunting-grounds by the
end of September, when the great hunting sea-
son begins, which continues through October and
November; they then return to their villages
VOL. Il D
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and wintering-grounds. This applies generally
to the tribes I find here, except the Ottawas of
Arbre Croche, who have a good deal of land in
cultivation, and are more stationary and civilised
than the other Lake Indians. They have been for
nearly a century under the care of the French
jesuit missions, but do not seem to have made
much advance since Henry’s time, and the days
when they were organised under Pontiac; they
were even then considered superior in humanity
and intelligence to the Chippewas and Potto-
wottomies, and more incl}ned to agriculture.

After some most sultry weather, we have had
a grand storm. The wind shifted to the north-
east, and rose to a hurricane. I was then sit-
ting with my Irish friend in the mission-bouse;
wfid while the little bay lay almost tranquil,
gleam and shadow floating over its bosom,’
the expanse of the main lake was like the
ocean lashed to fury. On the east side of the
island the billows came ¢ rollin.‘g with might,”
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flinging themselves in wrath and foam far up
the land. It was a magnificent spectacle.
Returning home, I was anxious to see how
the wigwam establishments had stood out the
storm, and was surprised to find that little
or no damage had been done. I peeped into
several, with a nod and a bojou, and found the
inmates very snug. Here and there a mat was
blown away, but none of the poles were dis-
placed or blown down, which I had firmly ex-
pected.

Though all these lodges seem nearly alike to
a casual observer, I was soon aware of differ-
ences and gradations in the particular arrange-
ments, which are amusingly characteristic of
the various inhabitants. There is one lodge, a
little to the east of us, which I call the Chateau.
It is rather larger and loftier than the others: the
mats which cover it are whiter and of a neater
texture than usual. The blanket which hangs
before the opening is new and clean. The in-
mates, ten in number, are well and handsomely
dressed; even the women and children have
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32 SUMMER RAMBLES.

abundance ‘of ornaments; and as for the gay
cradle of the baby, I quite covet it—it is so
gorgeously elegant. I supposed at first that
this must be the lodge of a chief; but I have
since understood that the chief is seldom either
so well lodged or so well dressed as the others,
it being a part of his policy to avoid everything
like ostentation, or rather to be ostentatiously
poor and plain in his apparel and possessions.
This wigwam belongs to an Ottawa, remarkable
for his skill in hunting, and for his babitual
abstinence from the ¢ fire-water.” He is a
baptized Roman Catholic, belonging to the
mission at Arbre Croche, and is reputed a rich
man.

Not far from this, and almost immediately in
front of our house, stands another wigwam, a
most wretched concern. The owners have not
mats enough to screen them from the weather ;
and the bare poles are exposed through the
“]ooped and windowed raggedness” on every side.
The woman, with her long neglected hair, is
always seen cowering despondingly over the
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embers of her fire, as if lost in sad reveries.
Two naked children are scrambling among the
pebbles on the shore. The man wrapt in a
dirty ragged blanket, without a single ornament,
looks the image of savage inebriety and ferocity.
Observe that these are the two extremes, and
that between them are many gradations of com-
fort, o;'der, and respectability. An Indian is
respectable in his own community, in proportion
as his wife and children look fat and well fed;
this being a proof of his prowess and success as
a hunter, and his consequent riches.

I was loitering by the garden gate this even-
ing, about sunset, looking at the beautiful effects
which the storm of the morning had left in the
sky and on the lake. I heard the sound of the
Indian drum, mingled with the shouts and yells
and shrieks of the intoxicated savages, who
were drinking in front of the village whisky-
store ; — when at this moment a man came
slowly up, whom I recognised as one of the
Ottawa chiefs, who had often attracted my at-

tention. His name is Kim,e,wun, which sig-
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24 SUMMER RAMBLES.

nifies the Rain, or rather it rains.” He now
stood before me, one of the noblest figures I
ever beheld, above six feet high, erect as a
forest pine. A red and green handkerchief was
twined round his head with much elegance, and
knotted in front, with the two ends projecting ;
his black hair fell from beneath it, and his small
black piercing eyes glittered from améng its
masses, like stars glancing through the thunder
clouds. His ample blanket was thrown over
his left shoulder, and brought under his right

arm, so as to leave it free and exposed; and a

.sculptor might have envied the disposition of

the whole drapery—it was so felicitous, so richly
graceful.* He stood in a contemplative atti-

* While among the Indians, I often had o&qion to
observe that what we call the antique and the ideal
are merely free, unstudied nature. Since my return from
Canada, I have seen some sketches made by Mr. Har- -
vey when in Ireland—figures of the Cork and Kerry
girls, folded in their large blue cloaks ; and I remem-
ber, on opening the book, I took them for drawings
after the antique—figures brought from Herculaneum
or Pompeii, or some newly-discovered Greek temple.
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tude, evidently undecided whether he should
join his drunken companions in their night
revel, or return, like a wise man, to his lodge
and his mat. He advanced a few steps, then
turned; then paused and listened—then turned
back again. I retired a little within the gate,
to watch, unseen, the issue of the conflict.
Alas! it was soon decided—the fatal temptation
prevailed over better thoughts. He suddenly
drew his blanket round him, and strided on-
wards in the direction of the village, treading
the earth with an air of defiance, and a step
which would have become a prince. !

On returning home, I mentioned this scene
to Mr. and Mrs. Schooleraft, as I do earything
which strikes me, that I may profit by their
remarks and explanations. Mr. S. told me a
laughable anecdote.

A distinguished Pottowottomie warrior pre-
sented himself to the Indian agent at Chi-
cago, and observing that he was a very good
man, very good indeed—and a good friend to
the Long-kuives, (the Americans,) requested a
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56 SUMMER RAMBLES,

dram of whisky. The agent replied, that he
never gave whisky to good men,—good men
never asked for whisky; and never drank it.
It was only bad Indians who asked for whisky,
or liked to drink it. ¢Then,’ replied the Indian

quickly in his broken English, ‘me damn
rascal !’

The revel continued far through the night,
for I heard the wild yelling and whooping of the
savages long after I had gone to rest. I can
now conceive what it must be to hear that shrill
prolonged cry (unlike any sound I ever heard
in my life before) in the solitude of the forest,
and when it is the certain harbinger of death.

It is surprising to me, considering the number
of savages congregated together, and the ex-
cess of drunkenness, that no mischief is done;
that there has been no fighting, no robberies
committed, and that there is a feeling of perfect
security around me. The women, they tell me,
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have taken away their husband’s knives and
tomahawks, and hidden them—wisely enough.
At this time there are about twelve hundred
Indians here. The fort is empty—the garrison
having been withdrawn as useless; and perhaps
there are not a hundred white men in the island,
—rather unequal odds! And then that fearful
Michilimackinac in full view, with all its horrid,
murderous associations! * But do not for a
moment imagine that I feel fear, or the slightest
doubt of security; only a sort of thrill which
enhances the enjoyment 1 have in these wild
scenes—a thrill such as one feels in the pre-
sence of danger when most safe from it—such
as 1 felt when bending over the rapids of
Niagara.

* Michilimachinac was one of the forts surprised
by the Indians at the breaking out of the Pontiac war,
when seventy British soldiers with their officers were
murdered and scalped. Heury gives a most vivid de-
scription of this scene of horror in few words. He
was present, and escaped through the friendship of
an Indian (Wa,wa,tam) who, in consequence of a
dream in early youth, had adopted him as his brother.
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The Indians, apparently, have no idea of
correcting or restraining their children; per-
sonal chastisement is unheard of They say
that before a child has any understanding there
1s no use in correcting it; and when old enough
to understand, no one has a right to correct it.
Thus the fixed, inherent sentiment of personal
independence grows up with the Indians from
earliest infancy. The will of an Indian child
is not forced ; he has nothing to learn but what
he sees done around him, and he learns by imi-
tation. I hear no scolding, no tones of command
or reproof; but I see no evil results from this
mild system, for the general reverence and affec-
tion of children for parents is delightful: where
there is no obedience exacted, there can be no
rebellion; they dream not of either, and all live
in peace tnder the same wigwam.

I observe, while loitering among them, that
they seldom raise their voices, and they pro-
nounce several words much more softly than we .
write them. Wigwam, a house, they pronounce
wee-ga-wawm ; moccasin, a shoe, muck-a-

ween ; manito, spirit, mo-nee-do, — lengthening
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the vowels, and softening the aspirates. Chippe-
wa is properly O.jib,way ; abbinygo.jeeis a little
child. The accent of the women is particularly
soft, with a sort of plaintive modulation, remind-
ing me of recitative. Their low laugh is quite
musical, and has something infantine in it. I
.sometimes hear them sing, and the strain is
generally in a minor key; butI cannot succeed
in detecting or retaininganentire or distinet tune.
1 am, however, bent on bringing -you an Indian

song, if I can catch one.

There was a mission established on this
island in 1823, for the conversion of the In-
dians, and the education of the Indian and half-
breed children.* A large mission and school

house was erected, and a neat little church.

* In 1828, Major Anderson, our Indian agent, com-
puted the number of Canadians and mixed breed married
to Indian women, and residing on the north shores of
Lake Huron, and in the neighbourhood of Michilli-

mackinac, at nine hundred. This he called the lowest
estimate.
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Those who were interested about the Indians
entertained the most sanguine expectations of the
success of the undertaking. But at present the
extensive buildings of the mission-house are
used merely as storehouses, or as lodgings;
and if Mackinaw should become a place of re-
sort, they will probably be converted into a
fashionable hotel.* The mission itself is esta-

* I have before me a copy of certain queries pro-
posed by Bishop M‘Donell (of Upper Canada)in 1828,
with the answers of our Indian agent, Major Ander-
son, who has been employed in the Indian deparfment
for many years, and passed the last thirty years of his
life in communication with the tribes round Lake
Huron. Speaking of this missionary establishment at
Mackinaw, he says, that ¢ it has caused great excite-
ment in the minds of the Indians, that one hundred
and twenty half breeds and Indians are actually re.
ceiving mstructlon and that if a similar establish-
ment were promoted at Drummond’s Island,” (then in
possession of the English,)  he believes the Indians
would swarm to it.” He adds, ¢ that the mission-
house built at Mackinaw was supposed to be of suffi-
cient space to contain all that would present them-
selves for instruction for many years to come; but
such is the thirst for knowledge that the house is full
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blished farther west, somewhere near Green
Bay, on Lake Michigan; and when overtaken
by the advancing stream of white civilisation,
and the contagion which it carries with it, no
doubt it must retire yet farther.

As for the little missionary church, it has
been for some time disused, the French Ca-
nadians and half-breeds on the island being
mostly Roman Catholics. To-day, however,
divine service was performed in it by the
Bishop of Michigan, to a congregation of about
twenty persons. Around the open doors of the
church, a crowd of Indians, principally women,
had assembled, and a few came in, and stood
leaning against the pews, with their blankets
folded round them, mute and still, and respect-
fully attentive.

Immediately before me sat a man who at

once attracted my attention. He was an Indian,

and at least fifty from Prairie du Chien, Green Bay,
and Lake Superior, have prayed for admittance this
season, without being able to obtain it from want of
room.” The house thus described is now empty. .
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62 SUMMER RAMBLES.

evidently of unmixed blood, though wearing
a long blanket coat and a decent but worn hat.
His eyes, during the whole service, were fixed
on those of the Bishop with a passionate, eager
gaze; not for a moment were they withdrawn:
he seemed to devour every word both of the office
and the sermon, and, by the working of his fea-
tures, I supposed him to be strongly impressed
—it was the very enthusiasm of devotion: and
yet, strange to say, not one word did he under-
stand. When I inquired how it was that his atten-
tion was so fixed, and that he seemed thus moved
by what he could not possibly comprehend,
I was told, it was by the power of faith,” 1
have the story of this man (whom I see fre-
quently) from Mr. Schooleraft. His name is
Chusco. He was formerly a distinguished man
in his tribe as professor of the Meta and the
Wabeno,—that is, physician and conjuror; and
no less as a professor of whisky-drinking. His
wife, who had been converted by one of the
missionaries, converted her husband. He had
long resisted her preaching and persuasion, but
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at last one day, as they were making maple
sugar together on an island, “he was suddenly
thrown into an agony as if an evil spirit haunted
him, and from that moment had no peace till
he had been baptized and received into the
christian church.” From this time he avoided
drunkenness, and surrendered his medicine bag,
manitos, and implements of sorcery, into the
hands of Mr. Schooleraft. Subsequently he
showed no indisposition to speak of the
power and arts he had exercised. He would
not allow that it was all mere trick and decep-
tion, but insisted that he had been enabled to
perform certain cures, or extraordinary magical
operations, by the direct agency of the evil
spirit, i. e. the devil, who, now that he was
become a Christian, had forsaken him, and left
him in peace. I was a little surprised to find,
in the course of this explanation, that there
were educated and intelligent people who had
no more doubt of this direct satanic agency than
the poor Indian himself.

Chusco has not touched ardent spirits for the

oo S M R

o
H
Y

13
&
7 ;:E




64 SUMMER RAMBLES.

last seven years, and, ever since his conversion
in the sugar-camp, be has firmly adhered to his
christian profession. He is now between sixty
and seventy years old, with a countenance indi-
cating more of mildness and simplicity than in-
tellect.  Generally speaking, the men who
practise medicine among the Indians make a
great mystery of their art, and of the herbs and
nostrums they are in the habit of using; and it
were to be wished that one of these converted
mediciife-men could be prevailed on to disclose
some of their medical arcana; for of the effi-
cacy of some of their prescriptions, apart from
the mummery with which they are accompanied,
there can be no doubt.

We have taken several delicious drives over
this lovely little island, and traversed it in differ-
ent directions. It is not more than three miles
in length, and wonderfully beautiful. There is
no large or lofty timber upon it, but a perpetual

A



MACKINAW. 65

succession of low, rich groves, ¢ alleys green,
dingles, and bosky dells.” There is on the
eastern coast a natural arch or bridge, where
the waters of the Lake have undermined the
rock, and left a fragment thrown across a chasm
two hundred feet high. Strawberries, raspber-
ries, whortleberries, and cherries, were growing
everywhere wild, and in abundance. The whole
island, when seen from a distance, has the form
of a turtle sleeping on the water: hence its In-
dian appellation, Michilimackinac, which sig-
nifies the great turtle. The same name is
given to a spirit of great power and might, “a
spirit who never lies, "whom the Indians invoke
and consult before undertakiné any important
or dangerous enterprise;* and this island, as I
apprehend, has been peculiarly dedicated to
him; at all events, it has been from time imme-
morial a place of note and sanctity among the
Indians. Its history, as far as the Europeans
are connected with it, may be told in few words.

After the destruction of the fort at Michili-

* See Henry’s Travels, p. 117.
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66 SUMMER RAMBLES.

mackinac, and the massacre of the garrison in
1763, the English removed the fort and the
trading post to this island, and it continued for
along time a station of great importance. In
1796 it was ceded, with the whole of the Michi-
gan territory, to the United States. The fort
was then strengthened, and garrisoned by a de-
tachment of General Wayne’s army.,

In the war of 1813 it was taken and garri-
soned by the British, who added to the strength
of the fortifications. The Americans were so
sensible of its importance, that they fitted out
an expensive expedition in 1814 for the purpose
of retaking it, but were repulsed with the loss
of one of their bravest commanders and a great
number of men, and forced to retreat to their
vessels. After this, Michilimackinac remained
in possession of the British, till at the peace
it was again quietly ceded, one hardly knows
why, to the Americans, and in their possession

" it now remains. The garrison, not being re-
quired in time of profound peace, has been
withdrawn. The pretty little fort remains.
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We drove to-day to visit a spot of romantic
interest in the life of Henry; the cave in which
he was secreted after the massacre at Michili-
mackinac by his adopted brother, Wa,wa,tam,
lest he should be made into a *mess of English
broth,” like some of his hapless companions.
He describes the manner in which he was
brought here at eventide; how he crept into
its farthest recesses and fell asleep;—and waking
in the morning, found himself lying upon a heap
of human skulls! Henry’s opinion is, that the
cave was an ancient receptacle for the bones of
prisoners, sacrificed and devoured at war-feasts.
“ I have always observed,” he adds, *that the
Indians pay particular attention to the bones of
sacrifices, preserving them unbroken, and de-
positing them in some place kept exclusively
for the purpose.” The cave is admirably con-
trived for a place of concealment, the opening
being in the rock, high above the level of the
ground, and almost entirely concealed by the
rich foliage of bushes and underwood. It is
still called the “ cave of skulls,” but all the
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bones have been removed and interred in a de-
solate, picturesque little cemetery hard by. This
rock is upon the highest point of the island,
from which the view over the neighbouring
islands, the main land, the two capes of Mi-
oo chilimackinac and St. Ignace, and the straits

L

y i between them, as seen beneath the glow of an ~\
vy evening sun, formed a panorama of surpassing
f ﬁ : beauty.

’I ! In short, this is a bijou of an island !—a
“: d little bit of fairy ground, just such a thing as
. b some of our amateur travellers would like to
a { . pocket and run away with (if they could)—and
5; : set down in the midst of one of their fish-ponds
;1 i —cave of skulls, wigwams, Indians, and all.

Z} It might indeed be an objection to some
a ) people, that several luxuries, and some things
§ ' 5§ / usually considered as necessaries of life, seldom
é ' ( find their way here ; meat is very scarce, not often

seen; but poultry, wild-fowl, the most exquisite
‘ fish—as the white-fisH, bass, sturgeon, lake trout
' l —abound. These, dressed in different ways,

o : with corn-cakes and buck-wheat cakes, form the
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usual food ; no better can be desired. As to the
white-fish, I have never tasted anything like it,
either for delicacy or flavour.

The most delightful as well as most profit-
able hours I spend here, are those passed in
the society of Mrs. Schoolcraft. Her genuine
refinement and simplicity, and native taste for
literature, are charming; and the exceeding de-
licacy of her health, and the trials to which it is
exposed, interest all my womanly sympatbhies.
While in conversation with her, new ideas of
the Indian character suggest themselves ; new
sources of information are opened to me, such
as are granted to few, and such as I gratefully
appreciate. She is proud of her Indian origin;
she takes an enthusiastic and enlightened in-
terest in the welfare of her people, and in their
conversion to Christianity, being herself most
unaffectedly pious. But there-is a melancholy
and pity in her voice, when speaking of them.
as if she did indeed consider them a doomed
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race. We were conversing to-day of her grand-
father, Waub-Ojeeg, (the . White-fisher,) a dis-
tinguished Chippewa chief and warrior, of whose
life and exploits she has promised to give me
some connected particulars. Of her mother,
O,shah, gush,ko,da,wa,qua, she speaks with
fond and even longing affection, as if the very
sight of this beloved mother would be sufficient to
restore her to health and strength. < I should
be well if I could see my mother,” seems the
predominant feeling. Nowhere is the instinc-
tive affection between parent and child so strong,
8o deep, so sacred, as among these people.

I recollect, some years ago, meeting with a
strange story of a north-west Indian hunter,
who, on the sudden death of his wife in child-
birth, bad suckled his surviving infant. I asked
Mrs. Schooleraft if this could possibly be true?
She said that the man belonged to her people,
and that the fact was not doubted among them.
Her mother recollects to have seen the man
some years after the circumstance occurred. At
that time his bosom retained something of the
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full feminine form. This is very curious evidence.
I cannot remember by whom the anecdote
was first brought to Europe, but it excited so
much attention and disputation among our sci-
entific and medical people, that you will probably
recollect it.

Celibacy in either sex is almost unknown
among the Indians; equally rare is all profligate
excess. One instance I heard of a woman who
had remained unmarried from choice, not from
accident or necessity. In consequence of a
dream in early youth, (the Indians are great
dreamers,) she not only regarded the sun as her
manito or tutelary spirit, (this had been a com-
mon case,) but considered herself especially de-
dicated, or in fact married, to the luminary.
She lived alone; she had built a wigwam for
herself, which was remarkably neat and com-
modious ; she could use a rifle, hunt, and pro-
vided herself with food and clothing. She had
carved a rude image of the sun, and set it up
in her lodge ; the husband’s place, the best mat,
and a portion of food, were always appropriated
to this image. She lived to a great age, and
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no one ever interfered with her mode of life, for

that would have been contrary to all their ideas of

TR MRS T

individual freedom. Suppose that, according to
our most approved European notions, the poor
woman had been burnt at the stake, corporeally

UCAPOUIS ST - s

or metaphorically, or hunted beyond the pale of
oo ' the village, for deviating from the law of custom,
. no doubt there would have been directly a new
: female sect in the nation of the Chippewas, an
{ order of wives of the sun, and Chippewa vestal

virgins : but these wise people trusted to nature

 ER s .

and common sense. The vocation apparently was
not enerally admired, and found no imitators.
_Their laws, or rather their customs, command
certain virtues and practices, as truth, absti-
nence, courage, hospitality; but they bave
no prohibitory laws whatever that I could
Ii ' hear of. In this respect their moral code

has _something of the spirit of Christianity,
as contrasted with thé Hebrew dispensation.

Polygamy is allowed, but it is not common ; the
second wife is considered as subject to the first,

who remains mistress of the household, even
though the younger wife should be the favourite.

-
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Jealousy, however, is a strong passion among
them : not only has a man been known to murder
a woman whose fidelity he suspected, but Mr.
Schoolcraft mentioned to me an instance of a wo-
man, who, in a transport of jealousy, had stabbed
her busband. But these extremes are Very rare.

Some time ago, a young Chippewa girl con-

ceived a violent passion for a hunter of a dif- -

ferent tribe, and followed him from his winter
hunting-ground to his own village. He was
already married, and the wife, not being inclined
to admit a rival, drove this love-sick damsel
away, and treated her with the utmost indignity.
The girl, in desperation, offered herself as a
slave to the wife, to carry wood and water, and
lié at her feet—anything to be admitted within
the same lodge and only look upon the object of
her affection. She prevailed at length. Now,
the mere circumstance of her residing within
the same wigwam made her also the wife of the
man, according to the Indian custom ; but appa-
rently she was content to forego all the privileges

and honours of a wife. She endured, for several
VOL. 111, E
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months, with uncomplaining resignation, every
species of ill usage and cruelty on the part of
the first wife, till at length this woman, unable
any longer to suffer even the presence of a
rival, watched an opportunity as the other
entered the wigwamn with a load of fire-wood,
and cleft her skull with the husband’s tomahawk.

« And did the man permit all this?” was the
natural question.

The answer was remarkable. < What could
he do? he could not help it: a woman is always
absolute mistress in her own wigwam !”

In the end, the murder Was not punished.
The poor victim having fled from a distant tribe,
there were no relatives to take vengeance, or do
justice, and it concerned no one else. She lies
buried at a short distance from the Sault Ste
Marie, where the murderess and her husband
yet live.

Women sometimes perish of grief for

of a husband or a child, and me,
known to starve themselves on t#€ grave iof a

beloved wife. Men have also been known to
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give up their wives to the traders for goods and
whisky; but this, though forbidden by no law,
is considered disreputable, or, as.my informant
expressed it, only bad Indians do so.”

I should doubt, from all I see and hear, that
the Indian squaw is that absolute slave, drudge,
and non-entity in the community, which she has
been described. She is despotic in her lodge,
and everything it contains is hers; even of the
game her husband kills, she has the uncon-
trolled disposal. If her husband does not please
her, she scolds and even cuffs him; and it is in
the highest degree unmanly to answer or strike
her. I have seen here a woman scolding and
quarrelling with her husband, seize him by the
hair, in a style that might have become civilised
Billingsgate, or christian St. Giles’s, and the next

_day I have beheld the same couple sit lovingly
together on the sunny side of the wigwam, she
kneeling behind him, and combing and arranging
the hair she had been pulling from his head the
day before; just such a group as I-remember
to have seen about Naples, or the Campagna di

E 2

GF ey ee

e



76 SUMMER RAMBLES.

Roma, with very little obvious difference either
in costume or complexion.

There is no law against marrying near rela-
tions, but it is always avoided; it is contrary to
their customs: even first cousins do not marry.
The tie of blood seems considered as stronger
than that of marriage. A woman considers that
she belonéc more to her own relatives than to
her husband or his relatives ; yet, notwithstand-
ing this and the facility of divorce, separations
between husband and wife are very rare. A
couple will go on ““squabbling and making it
up” all their lives, without having recourse to
this expedient. If from displeasure, satiety, or
any other cause, a man sends his wife away, she
goes back to her relations, and invariably takes
her children with her. The indefeasible right
of the mother to her offspring is Indian law, or
rather, the contrary notion does not seem to
have entered their minds. A widow remains
subject to her husband’s relations for two years
after his death; this is the decent "period of
mourning. At the end of two years, she returns
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some of the presents made to her by her late
husband, goes back to her own relatives, and
may marry again.

You will understand that these particulars,
and others which may follow, apply to the Chip-
pewas and the Ottawas around me; other tribes
have other customs. I speak merely of those
things which are brought under my own imme-
diate observation and attention.

During the last American war of 13813, the
young widow of a chief who had been killed in
battle, assumed his arms, ornaments, wampum,
medal, and went out with several war parties,
in which she distinguished herself by her -ex-
ploits. Mrs. Schoolcraft, when a girl of eleven
or twelve years old, saw this woman, who was
brought into the Fort at Mackinaw and intro-
duced to the commanding officer; and retains
a lively recollection of her appearance, and the
interest .and curiosity she excited. She was
rather kélow the middle size, slight and delicate
in figure, like most of the squaws;—covered

with rich ornaments, silver armlets, with the
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scalping-knife, pouch, medals, tomahawk—all the
insignia, in short, of an Indian warrior, except
the war-paint and feathers. In the room hpng

" L
SRS e R ART TR -

S RPN L

a large mirror, in which she surveyed elf

with evident admiration and delight, turning

round and round before it, and laughing tri-

umphantly. She was invited to dine at the
' officers’ mess, perhaps as a joke, but conducted
herself with so much intuitive propriety and
decorum, that she was dismissed with all
honour and respect, and with handsome pre-
sents. I could not learn what became of her
afterwards.

iSSP Sy

——
i ARSIV

Heroic women are not rare among the Indians,

RO

women who can bravely suffer—bravely die; but
Amazonian women, female amateur warriors,
are very extraordinary; I mever heard but
of this one instance. Generally, the squaws

o around me give me the impression of exceeding
feminine delicacy and modesty, and of the most
submissive gentleness. Female chiefs, however,

P are not unknown in Indian history. There was
a famous Squaw Sachem, or chief, in the time

T
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of the early settlers. The present head chief
of the Ottawas, a very fine old man, succeeded
a female, who, it is further said, abdicated in
his favour.*

Even the standing rule or custom that women
are never admitted to councils has been eva-
ded. At the treaty of Butte des Morts, in 1827,+
an old Chippewa woman, the wife of a super-
annuated chief, appeared in place of her hus-
band, wearing his medal, and to all intents and
purposes representing him. The American
commissioners treated her with studied respect
istinction, and made her rich presents in
cloth, ornaments, tobacco, &e. On her return
to her own village, she was way-laid and mur-
dered by a party of Menomonies. The next
year two Menomonie women were taken and

* Major Anderson.

+ This was a treaty arranged by the American go-
vernment, for settling the boundary line between the
territories of the Menomonies and Chippewas, who

had previously disturbed the frontiers by their mutual
animosities. ’
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3 " , . put to death by the Chippewas: such is the
?é t i Indian law of retaliation.
|
"; v The language spoken around me is the Chip-
| pewa . tongue, which, with little variation, is
; H spoken also by the Ottawas, Pottowottomies and
A Missasaguas, and diffused all over the country
i b of the lakes, and through a population of about
! l seventy thousand. It is in these countries what
‘I{' i the French is in Europe, the language of trade
; and diplomacy, understood and spoken by
é ‘ those tribes, with whom it is not vernacular.
1 In this language Mrs. Schoolcraft generally
: >§ speaks to her children and Indian domestics.
%‘, It is not only very sweet and musical to the ear,
i with its soft inflections and lengthened vowels,
: % but very complex and artificial in its construc-
i | tion, and subject to strict grammatical rules;
i‘ , this, for an unwritten language—for they have
3 no alphabet—appears to me very curious. The
! i ‘ particulars which follow I have from Mr. School-
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craft, who has deeply studied the Chippewa
language, and what he terms, not without rea-
son, the philosophy of its syntax.

The great division of all words, and the per-
vading principle of the language, is the distinc-
tion into animate and inanimate objects: not
only nouns, but adjectives, verbs, pronouns, are
inflected in accordance with this principle. The
distinction, however, seems as arbitrary as that
between masculine and feminine nouns in some
European languages. Trees, for instance, are of
the animate gender. The sun, moon, thunder
and lightning, a canoe, a pipe, a water-fall, are
all animate. The verb is not only modified
to agree with the subject, it must be farther
modified to agree with the object spoken of,
whether animate or inanimate: an Indian can-
not say simply, I love, I eat; the word must
express by its inflection what he loves or eats,
whether it belong to the animate or inanimate
gender.

What is curious enough is, that the noun or
name‘can be conjugated like a verb: the word

ES




R L - -

gy O | T

o

T e Tl e

L C U
-

AL e o s -

[ Y]

=
~ mE mese e -

AR L i s

cvbengs nam e 4

=

.

-&:

82 SUMMER RAMBLES.

man, for instance, can be inflected to express, I
am a man, thou ar¢ a man, he is a man, I was a
man, I will be a man, and so forth; and the word
husband can be so inflected as to signify by a
change of syllables, 7 have a husband, and 7
have not a husband.

They bave three numbers, like the Greek,
but of different signification: they have the
singular, and two plurals, one indefinite and
general like outs, and one including the persons
or things present, and excluding those which are
absent ; and distinct inflections are required for
these two plurals.

There are distinct words to express certain
distinctions ;)f sex as with us; for instance, man,
woman, father, mother, sister, brother, are dis-
tinct words, but more commonly sex is distin-
guished by a masculine or feminine syllable or
termination. The word 'equay, a woman, is thus
used as a feminine termination where persons
are concerned. Ogima, is a chief, and Ogima-
quay, a female chief.

There are certain words and expressions
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which are in a manner masculine and feminine
by some prescriptive right, and cannot be used
indifferently by the two sexes. Thus, one man
addressing another says nichi, or neejee, my
friend. One woman addressing another woman
says, “ Nin,dong,quay,” (as nearly as I cax} imi-
tate the sound,) my friend, or rather, I believes
female relation; and it would be indelicacy in
one sex, and arrogance in the other, to exchange
these terms between man and woman. When a
woman is surprised at anything she sees or
hears, she exclaims, “ N’ya I” When a man is
surprised he cxclaims, “T’ya! and it would
be contrary to all Indian notions ‘of propriety
and decorum, if a man condescended to say
“N’ya !” or if a woman presumed to use the mas-
culine interjection «T’ya "—I could give you
other comical instances of the same kind. They
have different words for eldest brother, eldest
sister, 'and for brother and sister in general.
Brother is a common expression. of kindness,
Jather, of yespect ; and grandfather is a title of
very great respect.
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They have no form of imprecation or swear-
ing. Closing the hand, then throwing it forth
and opening it suddenly with a jerk, is the
strongest gesture of contempt; and the words
“bad dog,” the strongest expression of abuse
and vituperation: both are unpardonable insults,
and.used sparingly.

A mother’s term of endearment to her child is
“ My bird—my young one,” and sometimes play-
fully, “My old man.” When I asked what words
were used of reproach or menace, I was told
that Indian children were never scolded—never
menaced.

The form:of salutation in common use be-
tween the Indians and the whites is the bo-jou,
borrowed from the early French settlers, the
first Europeans with whom the North-west In-
dians were brought in contact. Among them-
selves there is no set form of salutation; when
two friends meet after a long absence, they take
hands, and exclaim, « We see each other !”
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I have been “ working like beaver,” to bor-
row an Indian phrase, and all for you !—this has
been a rich and busy day: what with listening,
learning, scribbling, transcribing, my wits as well
as my pen are well nigh worn to a stump. But
before I place before you my new acquisitions,
there are a few things I must premise. I am
not going to tell you here of well-known Indian
customs, and repeat anecdotes to be found in all
the popular books of travel. With the general
characteristics of Indian life and manners you
are already familiar, from reading the works of
Cooper, Washington Irving, Charles Hoffman,
and others. I can add nothing to these sources
of information; only bear testimony to the vigour,
and liveliness, and truth of the-—pictures they
have drawn. I am amused at every moment by
the coinecidence between what I see and what I
have read; but I must confess I never read any-
thing like the Indian fictions I have just been
transcribing for you from the first and highest au-
thority. You can imagine that among a people
whose objects in life are few and simple, that
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society; cannot be very brilliant, nor conversation
very amusing. The tacituimity of the Indians
does not arise from any ideas of gravity, decorum,
or personal dignity, but rather from the dearth
of ideas and of subjects of interest. Henry
mentions the dulness of the long winters, when
he was residing in the wigwam of his brother
Wa,wa,tam, whose family were yet benevolent
and intelligent: he had nothing to do but to
smoke. Among the Indians, he says, the topics
of conversation are few, and are limited to the
transactions of the day and the incidents of the
chase. The want of all variety in their lives, of
all intellectual amusement, is one cause of their
passion for gambling and for ardent spirits. The
chase is to them a severe toil, not a recreation—
the méans of existence, not the means of excite-
ment. They have, however, an amusement
which I do not remember to have seen noticed
anywhere. Like the Arabians, they have among
them story-tellers by profession, persons who go
about from lodge to lodge amusing the inmates
with traditional tales, histories of the wars and
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exploits of their ancestors, or inventions of their
own which are sometimes in the form of alle-
gories or parables, and are either intended to
teach some moral lesson, or are extravagant in-
ventions having no other aim or purpose but to
excite wonder or amazement. The story-tellers
are estimated according to their eloquence and
powers of invention, and are always welcome—
sure of the best place in the wigwam and the
choicest mess of food wherever they go. Some
individuals, not story-tellers by profession, pos-
sess and exercise these gifts of memory and in-
vention. Mrs. Schoolcraft mentioned an Indian
living at the Sault Ste Marie, who in this manner
amuses and instructs his family almost every
night before they go to rest. Her own mother
is also celebrated for her stock of traditional
lore, and her poetical and inventive faculties,
which she inherited from her father Waub-
Ojeeg, who was the greatest poet and story-
teller, as well as the greatest warrior, of his

tribe.

The stories I give you from Mrs. Schoolcraft’s
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translation have at least the merit of being
genuine. Their very wildness and childishness,
and dissimilarity to all other fictions, will recom-
mend them to you. The first story is evidently
intended to inculcate domestic union and bro-
therly love. It would be difficult to draw any
moral from the second, unless it be that courage,
and perseverance, and cunning, are sure at
length to triumph over even magical art; but it
is surely very picturesque, and peculiar, and

fanciful.

THE FORSAKEN BROTHER.

IT was a fine summer evening; the sun was
scarcely an hour high, its departing rays shone
through the leaves of the tall elms that skirted
a little green knoll, whereon stoed a solitary
Indian lodge. The deep, deep silence that
reigned around seemed to the dwellers in that

“lonely hut like the long sleep of death which
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was now about to close the eyes of the chief of
this poor family ; his low Breathing was answered
by the sighs and sobs of his wife and three chil-
dren: two of the children were almost grown up,
one was yet a mere child. ®These were the only
human beings near the dying man; the door of
the lodge* was thrown aside to admit the re-
freshing breeze of the lake on the banks of
which it st:)bd, and when the cool air visited
the brow of the poor man, he felt a momentary
return of strength. Raising himself a little, he
thus addressed his weeping family :—

«] leave ye—I leave ye ! thou who hast been
my partner in life, thou wilt not stay long behind
me, thou wilt soon join me in the pleasant land
of spirits ; therefore thou hast not long to suffer
in this world. But O my children, my poor
children, you have just commenced life, and
unkindness, and ingratitude, and all wickedness,
is in the scene before you. I have contented my-
self with the company of your mother and your-
selves for many years, and you will find that my

* The skin or blanket suspended before the opening
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motive for separating myself from other men

has been to preserve you from evil example.

PR Y e e
wh-w' -

But I die content, if you, my children, promise

o me to love each other, and on no account to for-
S sake your youngest brother. Of him I give you
both particular charge—love him and cherish

him.”

The father then became exhausted, and tak-
ing a hand of each of his elder children, he
v continued—* My daughter, never forsake your
little brother ! my son, never forsake vour little
brother ! —¢ Never! never!” they both exclaimed:

, —< Never! never!” repeated the father, and

P B iy e 3 e
a

expired.

The poor man died happy, because he thought
that his commands would be obeyed : the sun
sank down behind the trees and left behind a
golden sky, which the family were wont to behold
with pleasure; but now no one heededit. The
lodge, so still an hour before, was now filled with
loud cries and lamentations.
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the mother also died. In her last moments, she
pressed upon her children the fulfilment of their
promise to their departed father. They readily
renewed this promise, because they were as yet
free from any selfish motives to break it. The
winter passed away and spring came. The girl
being the eldest, directed her brothers, and
seemed to feel a more tender and sisterly affection
for the youngest, who was sickly and delicate.

" The other boy soon showed signs of selfishness,
and thus addressed his sister :—

“My sister, are we always to live as if there
were no other human beings in the world? Must
I be deprived of the pleasure of associating with
men? I go to seek the villages of my brothers
and my tribe. I have resolved, and you cannot
prevent me.”

The girl replied, ¢« My brother, I do not say
no to what you desire. We were not forbidden
to associate with men, but we were commanded
to cherish and never forsake each other—if we

separate to follow our own selfish déﬁres, will it
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not oblige us to forsake him, our brother,whom
we are both bound to support ?”

The young man made. no answer to this re-
monstrance, but taking up his bow and arrows,
he left the wigwam and returned no more.

Many moons had come and gone after the
young man's departure, and still the girl
ministered kindly and constantly to the wants of
her little brother. At length, however, she too
began to weary of solitude and her charge. Years

added to her strength and her power of provid- ., -

ing for the bousehold wants, but also brought
the desire of society, and made her solitude
more and more irksome. A% last she became
quite impatient ; she thought only of herself, and
cruelly resolved to abandon her little brother, as
her elder brother had done before.

One day, after having collected all the pro-
visions she had set apart for emergencies, and
brought a quantity of wood to the door, she said
to her little brother, ¢« My brother, you must rot
stray far from the lodge. I am going to seek our
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brother, I shall soon be back.” Then taking her
bundle, she set off in search of the habitations of
men. She soon found them, and became so
mucnh occupied with the pleasures of her new
life, that all affection and remembrance of her
brother were by degrees effaced from her heart.
At last she was married, and after that she never
more thought of her poor helpless little brother
whom she had abandoned in the woods.

In the mean time the eldest brother had also
settled on the shores of the same lake, near which
reposed the bones of his parents, and the abode
of his forsaken brother.

Now, as sooun as the little boy had eaten all
the provisions left by his sister, he was obliged
to pick berries and dig up roots for food.
Winter came on, and the poor child was ex-
posed to all its rigour; the snow covered the
earth ; he was forced to quit the lodge in search
of food, and strayed about without shelter or
home: sometimes he passed the night in the
clefts of old trees, and ate the fragments left by

the wolves, Soon he had no other resource ; and
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in seeking for food he became so fearless of
these animals, that he would sit close to them
while they devoured their prey, and the fierce
hungry wolves themselves seemed to pity his
condition, and would always leave something
for him. Thus he lived on the bounty of the
wolvés till the spring. As soon as the lake was
free from ice, he followed his new friends and
companions to the shore. Now it happened
that his brother was fishing in his canoe, out far
on the lake, when he thought he heard a cry as
of a child, and wondered how any one could
exist on the bleak shore. He listened again more
attentively, and heard the cry repeated, and he
paddled towards the shore as quickly as possible,
and there he beheld and recognised his litt]e bro-
ther,whom he heard singing in a plaintive voice,
Neesya, neesya, shyegwich gushuh !
Ween, ne myeeguniwh !
That is, “my brother, my brother, I am now
turning into a wolf, I am turning into a
wolf.” At the end of his song he howled like

a wolf, and his brother approaching, was dis-
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\ »

mayed to find him half a wolf and half a hu-
man being. He however leaped to the shore,
strove to catch him in his arms, and said,
soothingly, “ My brother, my brother, come to
me!” But the boy eluded his grasp and fled,
still singing as he fled, “1 am turbing igto a
wolf! I am turning into a_wolf!” and howling
frightfully at the end of hi% song.

His elder brother, conscience-struck, and
feeling all his love return, exclaimed in anguish,
« My brother, O my brother, come to me '” but
the nearer he approached the child the more ra-
pidly the transformation proceeded. Still hesung,
and howling called upon his brother and sister
alternately in his song, till the change was com-
plete, and be fled towards the wood a perfect
wolf. At last he cried, “ I am-a wolf!” and
bounded out of sight.

The young man felt the bitterness of remorse
all his days; and the sister, when she heard the
fate of her little brother whom she had promised
to protect and cherish, wept many tears, and
never ceased to meurn him till she died.
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§i P Ix an early age of the world, when there were
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He ; fewer inhabitants on the earth than there are
" ! ! ’ . . .
! { now, there lived an Indian man, who had a wife
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[ that he saw any one out of the circle of his own
family. Such a situation wag favourable to his
pursuits of hunting and fishing, and his life
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passed on in uninterrupted happiness, until he
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found reason to suspect the affection and fidelity
of his wife.

This woman secretly cherished a passion for a
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' i young hunter whom she accidentally met in the
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forest, and she lost no opportunity of inviting
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his approaches; she even planned the death of
her husband, whom she justly concluded would
certainly kilg her, should he discover her infide-
lity. But this design was frustrated by the
alertness of her husband, who, having cause to
sus;)ect her, resolved to watch her narrowly, to
ascertain the truth before he should determine
haw to act. Ome day he followed her stealthily
at a distance, and hid himself behind a tree.
He soon beheld a tall, handsome man approach
his wife, and le=< her away into the depth of the
wood.

The husband, now convinced of her crime,
thought of killing her the moment she returned.
In the mean time he went home, and pondered
on his situation. At last, after many struggles
with himself, he came to the determination of
leaving her for ever, thinking that her own con-
science would in the end punish her sufficiently;
and he relied on her maternal feeling, to take
due care of his two boys, whom he left behind.

When the wife returned she was disappointed
not to find her husband in the lodge, having

VOL. I1L. F
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formed a plan to murder him. When she saw
that day after day he returned not, she guessed
the true reason of his absence. She then re-
turned to her lover, and left her two helpless
boys behind, telling them she was only going a
short distance, and would soon return; but she
was secretly resolved never to see them more.
The children, thus abandoned, had consumed
the food that was left in the lodge, and were com-
pelled to quit it in search of more. The eldest
boy possessed great intrepidity, as well as much
affection for his little brother, frequently carry-
ing him when he became weary, and gathering
for him all the wild fruit he saw. Thus they -
plunged deeper and deeper into the forest,
soon losing all traces of their former habitation,
till they were completely lost in the wilderness.
The elder boy fortunately had with him a knife,
with which he made a bow and arrows, and was
thus enabled to kill a few birds for himself and
his brother. In this manner they lived some
time, still pressing on, they knew not whither.
At last they saw an opening through the woods,
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and soon were delighted to find themselves on
the margin of a broad lake. Here the elder
boy busied himself to pluck some of the pods of
the wild rose for his brother, who in the mean
time amused himself with shooting arrows into
thesand. One of them happened to fall into
the lake; the elder brother, not willing to lose
his time in making others, waded into the
water to reach it. Just as he was about to
grasp the arrow, a canoe passed him with the
swiftness of lightning. An old man sitting in
the canoe seized the affrighted youth, and
placed him in the canoe. In vain the boy sup-
plicated him, saying, ¢ My grandfather,” (a ge-
neral term of respect for old people,) « pray
take my little brother also: alone I cannot go
with you, he will die if I leave him.” The old
magician, for such was his real character, only
laughed at him. Then giving his canoe a slap,
and commanding it to go, it glided through the
water with inconceivable rapidity. In a few
minutes they reached the habitation of Mishosha,
standing on an island in the centre of the lake.
F 2
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Here he lived with his two daughters, and was
the terror of the surrounding coumry. Lead-
ing the youth up to the lodge, « Here, my
eldest ' daughter,” said he, I have brought
you a young man who shall become your
husband.” The youth beheld surprise in the
countenance of the girl, but she made no re-
ply, seeming thereby to acquiesce in the com-
. mand of her father. In the evening the youth
{ overheard the two daughters conversing.  There
i . again I” said the eldest daughter, “our father
‘; has brought another victim under the pretence
§ _of giving me a husband; when will his enmity
to the human race cease? How long shall
i we be forced ( witness such sights of horror
[ ‘i and wickedness as we are daily condemned to
behold
When the old magician was asleep, the youth
told the eldest daughter how he had been car-
ried off, and forced to leave his helpless brother on
the shore. She advised him to get up and take her
father’s canoe, and using thespell he had observed
the magician use, it would carry him quickly to
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his brother; that he could carry him food, pre-
pare a lodge for him, and return before morning.
He followed her directions in all respects; and
after providing for the subsistence and shelter
of his brother, told him that in a short time he
should come to take him away; then returning
to the enchanted island, resumed his place in
the lodge before the magician was awake. Once
during the night Mishosha awoke, and not see-
ing his son-in-law, asked bis eldest daughter
what had become of him.  She replied, that he
had merely stepped out, and would return soon ;
and this answer satisfied him. In the morning,
finding the young man in the lodge, his sus-
picions were completely lulled, and he said,
« ] see, my daughter, that you have told me
the truth.”

As soon as the sun arose, Mishosha thus ad-
dressed the young man: «Come, my son, I
have a mind to gather gulls’ eggs. I know an
island where there are great quantities, and I
wish you to help me to gather them.”

The young man, who saw no reasonable
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excuse for refusing, got into the canoe. The
magician gave it a slap as before, and bidding
it to go, in an instant they were at the island.
They found the shore covered with gulls’ eggs,
and the island surrounded with those birds.
“ Go, my son,” said the old man, “go and
gather them while I remain in the cance.” But
the young man was no sooner ashore than
Mishosha pushed his canoe a little from land,
and exclaimed, “ Listen, ye gulls! you have
long expected something from me, I now give
you an offering. Fly down and devour him !”
Then striking the canoe, he darted off, and left
the young man to his fate.

The birds immediately came in clouds around
their victim, darkening all the air with their
numbers. But the youth, seizing the first gull
that came near him, and' drawing his knife, cut
off its head. In another moment he had flayed
the bird, and hung the skin and feathers as a
trophy on his breast. ¢ Thus,” he exclaimed,
“will I treat every one of you that approaches
me! Forbear, therefore, and listen to my
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words. It is mot for you to eat human flesh;
you have been given by the Great Spirit as
food for men. Neither is it in the power of
that old magician to do you any good. Take
me on your backs and carry me to his lodge,
and you shall see that 1 am not ungrateful.”

The gulls obeyed; collecting in a cloud for
him to rest upon, they quickly bore him to the
lodge, where they arrived even before the ma-
gician. The daughters were surprised at his
return, but Mishosha behaved as though nothing
extraordinary had happened

On the following day he again addressed the
youth, «“Come, my son,” said he, « I will take you
to an island covered’ with the most beautiful
pebbles, looking like silver. I wish you to assist
me in gathering some of them; they will make
haudsome ornaments, and are possessed of great
virtues.” Entering the canoe, the magician
made use of his charm, and they were carried
in a few moments to a solitary bay in an island,
where there was a smooth sandy beach. The
young man went ashore as usual. A little
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farther, a little farther,” cried the old man; “up
on that rock you will get some fine omes.”
‘ Then pushing his canoe from the land, he ex-
s ' claimed, *“ Come, thou great king of fishes, thou
i bast long expected an offering from me! come
' P and eat up the stranger I have put ashore
\ on your island.” So saying, he commanded his
canoe to return, and was soom out of sight.
Immediately a monstrous fish poked his long
snout from the lake, and moving towards the

e -

beach, he opened wide his jaws to receive his
vietim.

« When,” exclaimed the young man, drawing
his knife and placing himself in a threatening
attitude, “when did yom ever taste buman

e e 2 W e st FEAT . @ at y e

l flesh? have a care of yourself! you fishes were
.' given by the Great Spirit for food to man, and
3 if you or any of your tribes, taste man’s flesh,
; you will surely fall sick and die. Listen not to
the words of that wicked old magician, but carry
me back to his island ; in return for which I will
give you a piece of red cloth.”

The fish complied, raising his back out of the
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water for the youth to get on it; then taking
his way through the lake, he landed his burthen
safely at the island before the return of the
magician.

The daughters were still more surprised to
see him thus escaped a second time from the
gnares of their father, but the old man main-
tained his usual silence; he could not, however,
help saying to himself, “ What manner of boy is
this, who thus ever baffles my power? his good
spirit shall not however always save him; I will
entrap him to-morrow.” Aund then he laughed
aloud, ha! ha! ha! .

The next day the magician addressed the
young man thus; “Come my son, you must go
with me to procure some young eagles, I wish
to tame them; I have discovered an island on
which they dwell in great numbers.”

When they had reached the island, Mishosha
led the youth inland, till they came to the foot
of a tall pine upon which the nests were.

« Now, my son,” said he, “climb up this tree
and bring down the birds.” The young man

F5
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‘| ' obeyed, and when he had with great effort got
ﬂ up near the nests, “ Now,” exclaimed the magi-
cian, addressing the tree, ¢stretch forth yourself
to heaven, and become very tall!” and the tree
rose up at his command. Then ‘the old man
continued, "“ Listen, ye eagles! you have long
expected a gift from me; I present you this boy,
who has the presumption to molest your young:
stretch forth your claws and seize him!™ So
saying, he left the young wman to his fate, and
returned home. But the intrepid youth, drawing
his knife, instantly cut off the head of the first
eagle who menaced him, and raising "his voice, he
cried, ¢ Thus will I deal with all who come near
me ! What right have ye, ye ravenous birds, to
eat human flesh? Is it because that old cow-
ardly magician has bid you do so? He is an
, : old woman! See! I have already slain one of
your number : respect my bravery, and carry me
back to the lodge of the old man, that I may
show you how I shall treat him!”

The eagles, pleased with the spirit of the
young man, assented ; and clustering round him,
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formed a seat with their backs, and flew towards

" the enchanted island. As they crossed the lake
they passed over the old magician, lying half
asleep in the bottom of his canoe, and treated
him with peculiar indignity.

The return of the young man was hailed with
joy by the daughters, but excited the anger of
the magician, glo taxed his wits for some new

mode of ridding himself of a youth so powerfully
aided by his good spirit. He therefore invited
him to go a hunting. Taking his canoe, they
proceeded to an island, and built a lodge to
shelter themselves during the night. In the
mean time, the magician caused a deep fall of
snow, and a storm of wind with severe cold.
According to custom, the young man pulled off
his moccasins and his metasses (leggings,) and
hung them before the fire. After he had gone
to sleep, the magician, watching his opportunity,
got up, and taking one moccasin and one
legging, threw them into the fire. He then
went to sleep. In the morning, stretching him-
self out, he arose, and uttering an exclamation

;
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of surprise, he exclaimed, ‘“ My som, what has
become of your moccasin and legging? I be-
lieve this is the moon in which fire attracts,
and I fear they have been drawn in and con-
sumed ! ” \ *

The young man suspected the true cause
of his loss, and attributed it rightly to a design
of the old magician to freeze him to death dur-
ing their hunt, but he maintained the strictest
silence; and drawing his blanket over his head,
he said within himself, ¢ I have full faith in my
good spirit who has preserved me thus far, and
I do not fear that he will now forsake me.
Great is the power of my Manito ! and he shall
prevail against this wicked old ememy of man-

"kind.” Then he uncovered his head, and draw-
ing on the remaining moccasin and legging, he
took a coal from the fire, and invoking his spirit
to give it efficacy, blackened the foot and leg as
far as the lost legging usually reached; then
rising, said he was ready for the morning hunt.
In vain the magician led the youth through
deep snow, and through frozen morasses, hoping

S e
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to see him sink at every step; in this he was
doomed to feel a sore disappointment, and they
for the first time returned home together.

Taking courage from this success, the young
man now determined to try his own power.
Having previously consulted with the daugh-
ters, they all agreed that the life of the old man
was detestable, and that whoever would rid the
world of him would be entitled to the thanks of
the human race.

On the following day the young man thus
addressed the magician. “ My grandfather, I
have often gone with you on perilous expedi-
tions, and never murmured; I must now request
that you accompany me ; I wish to visit my little
brother, and bring him home with me.” They
accordingly went on shore on the main land,
where they found the boy in the spot where he
had been formerly left. After taking him into

the canoe, the young man again addressed the.

magician : “ My grandfather, will you go and cut
me a few of those red willows on the bank? I

wish to prepare some kinnakinic, (smoking mix-
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ture.) ¢ Certainly, my son,” replied the old man,
“ what you wish is not so very hard; do you think
me too old to get up there? And then the
wicked old fellow laughed loud, ha, ha, ba!

No sooner was the magician ashore, than
the young man, placing himself in the pro-
per position, struck the canoe, and repeated the
charm, ¢ N’Chemaun Pal!” and immediately
the canoe flew through the water on its passage
to the enchanted island. It was evening when
the two brothers arrived, but the elder daughter
informed the young man, that unless he sat up
and watched, keeping his hand upon the canoe,
such was the power of their father, it would slip
off from the shore and return to him. The
young man watched steadily till near the dawn
of day, when he could.no longer resist the
drowsiness which oppressed him, and suffered
himself to nod for a moment ; the canoe slipped
off and sought the old man, who soon returned
in great glee. “Ha! my son,” said he, “you
thought to play me a trick; it was very clever,
my son, but you see I am too old for you.” And
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then he laughed again that wicked laugh, ha,
ha, ha!

A short time afterwards, the youth, not yet
discouraged, again addressed the magician.
« My grandfather, I wish to try my skill in hunt-
ing: it is said there is plenty of game in an
island not far off. I have to request you will
take me there in your canoe.” They accordingly
spent the day in hunting, and night coming
on, they set up a lodge in the wood. When
the magician had sunk into a profound sleep,
the young man got up, and taking a moccasin
and legging of Mishosha’s from where they
hung before the fire, he threw them in, thus
retaliating the old man’s artifice upon himself.
He had discovered by some means that the foot
and the leg were the only parts of the magi-
cian’s body which could not be guarded by the
spirits who served him. He then besought his
Manito to cause a storm of snow with a cold
wind and icy sleet, and then laid himself down
beside the old man, and fell asleep again. Con-

sternation was in the face of the magician when
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he awoke in the morning, and found his moc-
casin and legging gone. ]I believe, my grand-
father,” said the young man with a smile, < that
this is the moon in which the fire attracts; and
I fear your garments have been drawn in and
consumed.” And then riging, and bidding the old
man follow, he began the morning’s hunt. Fre-
quently he turned his head to see how Mishosha
kept up. He saw him faltering at every step,
and almost benumbed with cold, but encouraged
bim to follow, saying, «“ We shall soon be through
the wood, and reach the shore,” — but still
leading him roundabout ways, to let the frost
take complete effect. At length the old man
reached the edge of the island where the
deep woods were succeeded by a border of
smoeth sand, but he could go no farther; his
legs became stiff, and refused all motion, and
he found himself fixed to the spot; bdt he still
kept stretching out his arms, and swinging his
body to and fro. Every moment he found the
numbness creeping higher and higher: he felt
his legs growing like roots: the feathers on his
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head turned to leaves, and in a few seconds he
stood a tall and stiff maple tree, leaning towards
~ the water.

The young man, getting into the canoe, and
pronouncing the spell, was soon transported to
the island, where he related his history to the
danghters. They applauded the deed, and
agreed to put on mortal shapes, become the
wives of the two young men, and for ever quit
the enchanted island. They immediately passed
over to the main land, where they all lived long
in happiness and peace together. 7

In this wild tale the metamorphosis of the
old man into a maple tree is related -with a
spirit and accuracy worthy of Ovid himself.

The third story seems intended to admonish
parental ambition, and inculcate filial obedience.
The bird here called the robin is three times as
large as the English robin redbreast, but in its
form and habits very similar.
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THE ORIGIN OF THE ROBIN.

AN old man had an only son, a fine promising
lad, who had arrived at that age when the Chip-
pewas thought it proper to make the long and
final fast, which is to secure through life a
guardian spirit, on whom future” prosperity or
adversity are to depend, and who forms the
character to great and noble deeds.*

* This custom is universal among the Chippewas
and their kindred tribes. At a certain age, about
twelve or fourteen, the youth or girl is shut up in a
separate lodge to fast and dream. The usual term is-
from three to five or six days, or even longer. The
object which during this time is most frequently pre-
sented in sleep—the disturbed feverish sleep of an
exhausted frame and excited imagination—is the tute-
lary spirit or manito of the future life : it is the sun or

moon or evening star ; an eagle, amoose deer, a crane,
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This old man was ambitious that his son
should surpass all others in whatever was deemed
most wise and great among his tribe; and to
this effect he thought it necessary that his son
should fast a much longer time than any of
those persons celebrated for their uncommon
power or wisdom, and whose fame he envied.

He therefore directed his son to prepare with
great ceremony for the important event: after
he had been in the sweating lodge and bath
several times, he ordered him to lie . down on
a clean mat in a little lodge, expressly prepared
for him, telling him at the same time to bear
himself like a man, and that at the expiration of
twelve days he should receive food and his
father’s blessing.

The youth carefully observed these injunc-
tions, lying with his face covered, with perfect
composure, awaiting those spiritual visitations,
abat, &. Wawatam. the Indian friend of Henry, had
dreamed of a white man, whom the Great Spirit brought

to him in his hand and presented as his brother. This
dream, as I have related, saved Henry’s life.
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which were to seal his good or evil fortune.
His father visited him every morning regularly
to encourage him to perseverance—expatiating
on the renown and honour which would attend
him through life, if he accomplished the full
term prescribed. To these exhortations the
boy never replied, but lay still without a murmur
till the ninth day, when he thus addressed his
father —¢ My father, my dreams are ominous of
eviL. May I break my fast now, and at a more
propitious time make a new fast ?”

The father answered—<« My son, you know
not what you ask; if you rise now, all your
glory will depart. Wait patiently a little longer,
you have but three days yet to accomplish what
I desire ; you know it is for your own good.”

The son assented, and covering himself up
close, he lay till the eleventh day, when he re-
peated his request to his father. But the same
answer was given by the old man, who, however,
added that the next day he would himself pre-
pare his first meal, and bring it to him. The
boy remained silent, and lay like death. No
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one could have known he was living, but by the
gentle heaving of his breast.

The next morning, the father, elate at having
gained his object, prepared a repast for his son,
and hastened to set it before him. On coming
to the door, he was surprised to hear his son
talking to himself; he stooped to listen, and
looking through a small aperture, he was more
astonished when he saw his son painted with
vermilion on his breast, and in the act of finish-
ing his work by laying on the paint as far as his
hand could reach on his shoulders, saying at
the same time, “ My father has ruined me as a
man—he would not listen to my request—he
will now be the loser, while I shall be for ever
happy in my new state, since I have been obe-
dient to my parent. He alone will be a suf-
ferer, for the spirit is a just one, though not
propitious to me. He has shown me pity, and
now I must go !

At that moment the father, in despair, burst
into the lodge, exclaiming, My son, my son,

do not leave me.” But his son, with the quick-

.
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ness of a bird, had flown up to the top of the
lodge, and perched upon the highest pole, a
beautiful Robin Redbreast. He looked down
on his father with pity beaming in his eyes, and
told him he should always love to be near man's
dwellings—that he should always be seen bappy
and contented by the constant sprightliness and -
joy he would display—and that he would ever
strive to cheer his father by his songs, which
would be some consolation to him for the loss
of the glory he had expected—and that al-
though no longer a man, he would ever be
the harbinger of peace and joy to the human
race.*

* Even while these pages are printing, I learn that
this tale of the Robin has already been published by
an American traveller, to whom Mrs. Schoolcraft im-
parted it. [Itis retained here notwithstanding, because
it is sufficiently pretty and fanciful to justify a repeti-
tion, and is besides illustrative of the custom so often

referred to—of dreaming for a guardian spirit.

-
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IT is a mistake to suppose that these Indians
are idolaters; heathens and pagans you may call
them if you will ; but the belief in one Great Spi-
rit, who created all things, and is paramount to all
things, and the belief in the distinction between
body and soul, and the immortality of the latter
—these two sublime principles pervade their
wildest superstitions; but though none doubt of
a future state, they have no distinct or universal
tenets with regard to the condition of the soul
after death. Each individual seems to have his
own thoughts on the subject, and some doubtless
never think about it at all. In general, how-
ever, their idea of a paradise (the land of spi-
rits) is some far off country towards the south-
west, abounding in sunshine, and placid lakes,
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and rivers full of fish, and forests full of game,
whither they are transported by the Great Spirit,
and where those who are separated on earth
meet again in happiness, and part no more.

Not only man, but everything animate, is
spirit, and destined to immortality. According
to the Indians, (and Sir Humphry Davy,) no-
thing dies, nothing is destroyed; what we look
upon as death and destruction is only transi-
tion and change. The ancients, it is said—
for I cannot speak from my own knowledge
— without telescopes or logarithms, divined the
grandest principles of astronomy, and calcu-
lated the revolutions of the planets; and so
these Indians, who never heard of philoso-
phy or chemistry, have contrived to hit upon
some of the profoundest truths in physics and
metaphysics ; b<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>