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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— 

Wordsworth. 

July 18. 

This 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 friendg the MacMur- 
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2 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

rays; or down the lake to the Great Manitoolin 

Island, where the annual distribution of presents 

to the Indians is to take place under the auspices 

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 speranxa ! and Westward Ho ! 

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

This morning I came down early to the 

steam-boat, attended by a cortege 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 
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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 adieuand these new friendly 

faces—seen but for a moment, then to be lost, yet 

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¬ 

pointed 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 

disappeared 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 beautifully 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. 
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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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diversified by islands, richly wooded, and of 

every variety of form. The bateaux of the Ca¬ 

nadians, or the canoes of the Indians, were per¬ 

petually seen gliding among these winding 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 beautiful 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, See., is one reason of 

this. There is a boat, for instance, which leaves 

Detroit every morning for Fort Gratiot, stop- 
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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! 



8 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

But all this time I have not yet introduced 

you to my companions on board; and one 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 hundred emigrants on their way 

to the Illinois and 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 ragged 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 
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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 

b 5 
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back settlements, and at Green Bav. 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 

a popular 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 
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before me in every 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, manners, 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¬ 

prehensible. 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 the universal bruise, the putrefying sore, 
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on which you must not lay a finger, 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 passion of 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—let 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 ? It is as serious a thing. Love and Death, 

the alpha and omega of human life, 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 they find us ? —- whether 

blinded, astonished, and frightened, and igno¬ 

rant, or, like reasonable creatures, guarded, pre¬ 

pared, and fit to manage our own feelings ?—this, 

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 
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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- 

velde. He was reading that most charming 

book for the first time—a pleasure that I half en¬ 

vied him : 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 wrhich he served as lieutenant; 

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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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 hearing, 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 44 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. I 

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 also a 

sensible little book, called 44 Three Experiments 
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in Living,” attributed to Miss Sedgwick— 

but I should think not hers*—it must be po¬ 

pular, and true 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. 
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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,4 with white hair, and still hale-looking 

and cheerful, so that his hard 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. He 

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 
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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 Lsestrygons; Pontiac 

figures as Polypheme; 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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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 eyes, and began to think I was already 

dreaming. 

At the entrance of the river St. Clair the 

Americans 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 

you 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: 
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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 Genoa; it runs 

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 have 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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a little island near Thunder Bay. A situation 

more 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 

most anxious to proceed on his voyage, only 

half an hour was allowed to make all my ar¬ 

rangements, take out my luggage, and so forth. 
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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 the 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, transparent 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 ! how 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. in. 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 as 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 wras 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 had no letter to Mr. Schoolcraft, 

and if Mr. and Mrs. MacMurray had 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. All 

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 rest, 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 

down as if churning. The dress of the men was 

very various—the cotton shirt, blue or scarlet leg¬ 

gings, and deer-skin moccasins and blanket coat, 

were most general; but many had no shirt nor 

vest, merely the cloth leggings, and a blanket 

thrown round them as drapery: the faces of se¬ 

veral being most grotesquely painted. The dress 

of the women was more uniform ; a cotton shirt, 

and cloth leggings and moccasins, and a dark 

blue blanket. Necklaces, silver armlets, silver 

earrings, and circular plates of silver fastened on 

the breast, were the usual ornaments of both 

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 
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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 

yards 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 

arther; the women drew up the canoe, kindled 

i fire, and suspended the fish over it, to be 

•ooked a la mode Indienne. 

There was another group which amused me 

exceedingly: it was a large family, and, compared 

with some others, they were certainly people of 

distinction and substance, rich in beads, blan 

kets and brass kettles, with <c all things hand¬ 

some about themthey 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 ; 

* I 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 tribe. But as this latter is 

more troublesome to erect, the former construction 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 hand 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. 

c 5 
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The ground within was spread over with 

mats, two or three deep, and skins and blankets, 

so 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 European 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 apparently to sit on, and the kettles and 

chests were stowTed 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 politeness. They were prepared, he 

said, for my arrival, and then he apologised for 

whatever might 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 trop. 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, 

hoped to see me. Here, then, I am installed for 

the next few days—and I know not how many 

more—so completely am I at the mercy of “ fates, 

destinies, and such branches of learning !” 

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 her 

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 a 

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 ! I 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. 



80 

MACKINAW. 

“ Un 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 beheld 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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pillars; 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 
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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 shook 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 

knot behind, very much a la Grecque. There is, 

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 replied, 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 addressed 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 that sub¬ 

ject, (I understood it to relate to some land- 

payments.) The orator stopped immediately, 
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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—I was so 

lost in gazing, listening, observing, and trying 

to comprehend, 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. III. 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 inclined 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-house; 

and 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 “ rolling 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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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 ostentatiouslv 

poor and plain in his apparel and possessions. 

This wigwam belongs to an Ottawa, remarkable 

for his skill in hunting, and for his habitual 

abstinence from the u 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 

“ looped 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, order, 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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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 among 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 occasion 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. Schoolcraft, as I do everything 

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-knives, (the Americans,) requested a 
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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. 4 Then,’ replied the Indian 

quickly in his broken English, 4 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 /ear, 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. Henry 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. 

D 5 
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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 

is 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 under the same wigwam. 

I observe, while loitering among them, that 

they seldom raise their voices, and they pro¬ 

nounce several wrords much more softly than we 

write them. Wigwam, a house, they pronounce 

wee-ga-waum ; moccasin, a shoe, muck-a- 

%een; manito, spirit, mo-nee-do, — lengthening 
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the vowels, and softening the aspirates. Chippe¬ 

wa is properly 0,jib,way; ab,bm,no,jee is 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; but I cannot succeed 

in detecting or retaininganentire or distinct tune. 

I am, however, bent on bringing you an Indian 

song, if I can catch one. 

There was a mission established on this 

island in 18*23, 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 MfDonell (of Upper Canada) in 1828, 

with the answers of our Indian agent. Major Ander¬ 

son, who has been employed in the Indian department 

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 instruction; 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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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 everv 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.” I 

have the story of this man (whom I see fre¬ 

quently) from Mr. Schoolcraft. 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. Schoolcraft. 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 
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last seven years, and, ever since his conversion 

in the sugar-camp, he 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 

medicine-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 
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succession of low, rich groves, “ alleys green, 

dingles, and bosky dells.’1 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 undertaking 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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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 

a long 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- 

chilimackinac and St Ignace, and the straits 

between them, as seen beneath the glow of an 

evening sun, formed a panorama of surpassing 

beauty. 

In short, this is a bijou of an island !—a 

little bit of fairy ground, just such a thing as 

some of our amateur travellers would like to 

pocket and run away with (if they could)—and 

set down in the midst of one of their fish-ponds 

—cave of skulls, wigwams, Indians, and all 

It might indeed be an objection to some 

people, that several luxuries, and some things 

usually considered as necessaries of life, seldom 

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 

—abound. These, dressed in different ways, 

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 sympathies. 

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, 

0,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, 

so 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, had suckled his surviving infant. I asked 

Mrs. Schoolcraft 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 

individual freedom. Suppose that, according to 

our most approved European notions, the poor 

woman had been burnt at the stake, corporeally 

or metaphorically, or hunted beyond the pale of 

the village, for deviating from the law of custom, 

no doubt there would have been directlv 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 

and common sense. The vocation apparently was 

not generally admired, and found no imitators. 

Their laws, or rather their customs, command 

certain virtues and practices, as truth, absti¬ 

nence, courage, hospitality; but they have 

no prohibitory laws whatever that I could 

hear of. In this respect their moral code 

has something of the spirit of Christianity, 

as contrasted with the 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 husband. 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 

lie 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. in. 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 wigwam 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 the loss 

of a husband or a child, and men have been 

known to starve themselves on the grave of 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 
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Koma, 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 belongs 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 1813, 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 below 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 hung 

a large mirror, in which she surveyed herself 

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. 

Heroic women are not rare among the Indians, 

women who can bravely suffer—bravely die; but 

Amazonian women, female amateur warriors, 

are very extraordinary; I never heard but 

of this one instance. Generally, the squaws 

around me give me the impression of exceeding 

feminine delicacy and modesty, and of the most 

submissive gentleness. Female chiefs, however, 

are not unknown in Indian history. There was 

a famous Squaw Sachem, or chief, in the time 
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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 

and distinction, and made her rich presents m 

cloth, ornaments, tobacco, &c. 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. 

t 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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put to death by the Chippewas: such is the 

Indian law of retaliation. 

The language spoken around me is the Chip¬ 

pewa tongue, which, with little variation, is 

spoken also by the Ottawas, Pottowottomies and 

Missasaguas, and diffused all over the country 

of the lakes, and through a population of about 

seventy thousand. It is in these countries what 

the French is in Europe, the language of trade 

and diplomacy, understood and spoken by 

those tribes, with whom it is not vernacular. 

In this language Mrs. Schoolcraft generally 

speaks to her children and Indian domestics. 

It is not only very sweet and musical to the ear, 

with its soft inflections and lengthened vowels, 

but very complex and artificial in its construc¬ 

tion, and subject to strict grammatical rules; 

this, for an unwritten language—for they have 

no alphabet—appears to me very curious. The 

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 

e 5 



82 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

man, for instance, can be inflected to express, I 

am a man, thou art 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, I have a husband, and I 

have not a husband. 

They have three numbers, like the Greek, 

but of different signification: they have the 

singular, and two plurals, one indefinite and 

general like ours, 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 of 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 can imi¬ 

tate the sound,) my friend, or rather, I believe’ 

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 !” When a man is 

surprised he exclaims, “ 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, 

father, of respect; 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-jon, 

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 coincidence between what I see and what I 

have read ; but I must confess I never read anv- 

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 taciturnity 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 means 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 wras 

scarcely an hour high, its departing rays shone 

through the leaves of the tall elms that skirted 

a little green knoll, whereon stood a solitary 

Indian lodge. The deep, deep silence that 

reismed 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 stood, 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:— 

“ I 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. 

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

me to love each other, and on no account to for¬ 

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 

continued—“ My daughter, never forsake your 

little brother! my son, never forsake your little 

brother !—£ Never! never!’ they both exclaimed: 

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

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 nowr no one heeded it. The 

lodge, so still an hour before, was now filled with 

loud cries and lamentations. 

Time wore heavily away. Five long moons 

had passed, and the sixth was nearly full, when 
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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 desires, 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 household wants, but also brought 

the desire of society, and made her solitude 

more and more irksome. At 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 not 

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 

much 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 soon 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 

wolves 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 little 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, “ I am turning into a 

wolf! I am turning into a wolf!” and howling 

frightfully at the end of his 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 he sung, 

and howling called upon his brother and sister 

alternately in his song, till the change was com¬ 

plete, and he 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 premised 

to protect and cherish, wept many tears, and 

never ceased to mourn him till she died. 
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MISHOSHA ; 

OR, THE MAGICIAN AND HIS DAUGHTERS. 

In an early age of the world, when there were 

fewer inhabitants on the earth than there are 

now, there lived an Indian man, who had a wife 

and two children, in a remote situation. Buried 

in the solitude of the forest, it was not often 

that he saw any one out of the circle of his own 

family. Such a situation was favourable to his 

pursuits of hunting and fishing, and his life 

passed on in uninterrupted happiness, until he 

found reason to suspect the affection and fidelity 

of his wife. 

This woman secretly cherished a passion for a 

young hunter whom she accidentally met in the 

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 kill her, should he discover her infide¬ 

lity. But this design was frustrated by the 

alertness of her husband, who, having cause to 

suspect her, resolved to watch her narrowly, to 

ascertain the truth before he should determine 

how to act. One 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^d 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. in. 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 

the sand. 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,1’ (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 wras 

the terror of the surrounding country. 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 

again !” 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 

we be forced to witness such sights of horror 

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 the spell 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 his 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, 

“ I 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. 

44 Go, my son,” said the old man, 44 go and 

gather them while I remain in the canoe.” But 

the young man was no sooner ashore than 

Mishosha pushed his canoe a little from land, 

and exclaimed, 44 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, 

44 will I treat every one of you that approaches 

me! Forbear, therefore, and listen to my 
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words. It is not 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 

handsome 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 ones/’ 

Then pushing his canoe from the land, he ex¬ 

claimed, “ Come, thou great king of fishes, thou 

hast long expected an offering from me ! come 

and eat up the stranger I have put ashore 

on your island.” So saying, he commanded his 

canoe to return, and was soon out of sight. 

Immediately a monstrous fish poked his long 

snout from the lake, and moving towards the 

beach, he opened wide his jaws to receive his 

victim. 

u When,” exclaimed the young man, drawing 

his knife and placing himself in a threatening 

attitude, “ when did you ever taste human 

flesh? have a care of yourself! you fishes were 

given by the Great Spirit for food to man, and 

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 

snares 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.” And 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 

f 5 
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obeyed, and when he had with great effort got 

up near the nests, “ Now,1’ 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 man 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, who 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 son, 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 enemy 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 
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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, ha ! 

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. <e 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 rising, 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 

him 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 

smooth sand, but he could go no farther; his 

legs became stiff, and refused all motion, and 

he found himself fixed to the spot; but 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 



MISHOSHA. 113 

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 

daughters. 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. 

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, a moose 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 

a bat, &c. 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, s< 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 1 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 happy 

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 

w'ould 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. It is 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 ; but they seem content, like 

Jaques, 44 to praise God, and make no boast 

of it.” 

In some things, it is true, they are as far as 

possible from orthodox. Their idea of a hell 

seems altogether vague and negative. It con- 
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sists in a temporary rejection from the land of 

good spirits, in a separation from lost relatives 

and friends, in being doomed to wander up and 

down desolately, having no fixed abode, weary, 

restless, and melancholy. To how many is the 

Indian hell already realised on this earth ? Phy¬ 

sical pain, or any pain which calls for the 

exercise of courage, and which it is manli¬ 

ness to meet and endure, does not apparent¬ 

ly enter into their notions of punishment. 

They believe in evil spirits, but the idea of 

the Evil Spirit, a permitted agency of evil 

and mischief, who divides with the Great 

Spirit the empire of the universe—who con¬ 

tradicts or renders nugatory His will, and takes 

especially in hand the province of tormenting 

sinners—of the devil, in short, they certainly had 

not an idea, till it was introduced by Euro¬ 

peans.* Those Indians whose politeness will 

not allow them to contradict this article of the 

white man’s faith, still insist that the place of 

* History of the Moravian Missions. Mr. School¬ 

craft. 

VOL. III. G 
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eternal torment was never intended for the Red¬ 

skins, the especial favourites of the Great Spirit, 

but for white men only. 

Formerly it was customary with the Chip- 

pewas to bury many articles with the dead, such 

as would be useful on their journey to the 

land of spirits. 

Henry describes in a touching manner the 

interment of a young girl, with the axe, snow- 

shoes, a small kettle, several pairs of moccasins, 

her own ornaments, and strings of beads; and, 

because it was a female—destined, it seems, to 

toil and carry burthens in the other world as well 

as this—the carrying-belt and the paddle. The 

last act before the burial, performed by the poor 

mother, crying over the dead body of the child, 

was that of taking from it a lock of hair for a 

memorial. “ While she did this,” says Henry, 

“ I endeavoured to console her by offering the 

usual arguments, that the child was happy in 

being released from the miseries of this life, 

and that she should forbear to grieve, because 

it would be restored to her in another world, 
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happy and everlasting. She answered, that she 

knew it well, and that by the lock of hair she 

should know her daughter in the other world, 

for she would take it with her—alluding to the 

time when this relic, with the carrying-belt, and 

axe, would be placed in her own grave.” 

Do you remember the lamentation of Con¬ 

stance over her pretty Arthur ? 

“ And rising so again. 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven, 

I shall not know him.” 

O nature—O Shakspeare—everywhere the same 

—and true to each other! 

This custom of burying property with the dead 

was formerly carried to excess from the piety and 

generosity of surviving friends, until a chief, 

greatly respected and admired among them for 

his bravery and talents, took an ingenious me¬ 

thod of giving his people a lesson. He was 

seized with a fit of illness, and after a few days 

expired, or seemed to expire. But after lying 

in this death-trance for some hours, he came to 

g 2 
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life again, and recovering his voice and senses, 

he informed his friends that he had been half¬ 

way to the land of spirits; that he found the 

road thither crowded with the souls of the dead, 

all so heavily laden with the guns, kettles, axes, 

blankets, and other articles buried with them, 

that their journey was retarded, and they com¬ 

plained grievously of the burthens which the 

love of their friends had laid on them. <{ I 

will tell you,” said Gitchee Gauzinee, for that 

was his name, “ our fathers have been wrong; 

they have buried too many things with the dead. 

It is too burthensome to them, and they have 

complained to me bitterly. There are many 

who, by reason of the heavy loads they bear, 

have not yet reached the land of spirits. Cloth¬ 

ing will be very acceptable to the dead, also his 

moccasins to travel in, and his pipe to refresh 

him on the way ; but let his other possessions be 

divided among his relatives and friends.”* 

This sensible hint was taken in good part. 

The custom of kindling a fire on the grave, to 

Mr. Schoolcraft. 
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light the departed spirit on its road to the land 

of the dead, is very general, and will remind you 

of the oriental customs. 

Here is a story not altogether new, for it has 

been published ;* but if you have not met with 

it, I fancy it will amuse you. 

A Chippewa chief, heading his war party against 

the Sioux, received an arrow in his breast, and 

fell. No warrior thus slain is ever buried. Ac¬ 

cording to ancient custom, he was placed in a sit¬ 

ting posture, with his back against a tree, his face 

towards his flying enemies; his head-dress, orna¬ 

ments, and all his war-equipments, were arranged, 

with care, and thus he was left But the chief 

was not dead ; though he could neither move nor 

speak, he was sensible to all that passed. When 

he found himself abandoned by his friends as 

one dead, he was seized with a paroxysm of 

rage and anguish. When they took leave of 

him, lamenting, he rose up and followed them, 

but they saw him not. He pursued their track, 

and wheresoever they went, he went; when they 

* In Mr. Schoolcraft’s Travels. 
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ran, he ran; when they encamped and slept, he 

did the like; but he could not eat with them, 

and when he spoke they heard him not. “ Is it 

possible,” he cried, exalting his voice, “ that 

my brothers do not see me—do not hear me ? 

Will you suffer me to bleed to death without 

stanching my wounds ? will you let me starve 

in the midst of food ? have my fellow-warriors 

already forgotten me ? is there none who will 

recollect my face, or offer me a morsel of flesh ?” 

Thus he lamented and upbraided, but the sound 

of his voice reached them not. If they heard it 

at all, they mistook it for that of the summer 

wind rustling among the leaves. 

The war party returned to the village; the 

women and children came out to welcome them. 

The chief heard the inquiries for himself, and the 

lamentations of his friends and relatives over his 

death. “ It is not true !” he shrieked with a 

loud voice, “I am not dead,—I was not left on 

the field; I am here ! I live ! I move ! see me ! 

touch me! I shall again raise my spear in the 

battle, and sound my drum at the feast! ” but 
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no one heeded him; they mistook his voice for 

the wind rising and whistling among the boughs. 

He walked to his wigwam, and found his wife 

tearing her hair, and weeping for his death. He 

tried to comfort her, but she seemed insensible 

of his presence. He besought her to bind up 

his wounds—she moved not. He put his mouth 

close to her ear, and shouted, “I am hungry, 

give me food! ” she thought she heard a mos¬ 

quito buzzing in her ear. The chief, enraged 

past endurance, now summoned all his strength, 

and struck her a violent blow on the temple; 

on which she raised her hand to her head, and 

remarked, “ I feel a slight aching here ! ” 

When the chief beheld these things, he began 

to reflect that possibly his body might have re¬ 

mained on the field of battle, while only his 

spirit was among his friends; so he determined 

to go back and seek his body. It was four days’ 

journey thither, and on the last day, just as he 

was approaching the spot, he saw a flame in 

the path before him; he endeavoured to step 

aside and pass it, but was still opposed; which- 
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ever way he turned, still it was before him. 

“ Thou spirit,” he exclaimed in anger, “ why 

dost thou oppose me ? knowest thou not that I 

too am a spirit, and seek only to re-enter my 

body ? thinkest thou to make me turn back ? 

know that I was never conquered by the ene¬ 

mies of my nation, and will not be conquered by 

thee! ” So saying, he made an effort, and 

leapt through the opposing flame. He found 

himself seated under a tree on the field of battle, 

in all his warlike array, his bow and arrows at 

his side, just as he had been left by his friends, 

and looking up beheld a great war-eagle seated 

on the boughs ; it was the manito of whom he 

had dreamed in his youth, his tutelary spirit 

who had kept watch over his body for eight 

days, and prevented the ravenous beasts and 

carrion birds from devouring it. In the end, he 

bound up his wounds and sustained himself by 

his bow and arrows, until he reached his village; 

there he was received with transport by his 

wife and friends, and concluded his account of 

his adventures by telling them that it is four 
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days’ journey to the land of spirits, and that the 

spirit stood in need of a fire every night; there¬ 

fore the friends and relatives should build the 

funeral fire for four nights upon the grave, 

otherwise the spirit would be obliged to build 

and tend the fire itself,—a task which is always 

considered slavish and irksome. 

Such is the tradition by which the Chippewas 

account for the custom of lighting the funeral 

fire. 

The Indians have a very fanciful mythology, 

which would make exquisite machinery for poe¬ 

try. It is quite distinct from the polytheism of 

the Greeks. The Greek mythology personified 

all nature, and materialised all abstractions : 

the Indians spiritualise all nature. They do 

not indeed place dryads and fawns in their 

woods, nor naiads in their streams; but every 

tree has a spirit; every rock, every river, every 

star that glistens, every wind that breathes, has a 

spirit; everything they cannot comprehend is 

a spirit; this Js the jeady solution of every 

g 5 
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mystery, or rather makes everything around 

them a mystery as great as the blending of 

soul and body in humanity. A watch, a compass, 

a gun, have each their spirit. The thunder is 

an angry spirit; the aurora borealis, dancing and 

rejoicing spirits; the milky way is the path of 

spirits. Birds, perhaps from their aerial move¬ 

ments, they consider as in some way particu¬ 

larly connected with the invisible world of 

spirits. Not only all animals have souls, but 

it is the settled belief of the Chippewa Indians 

that their souls will fare the better in another 

world, in the precise ratio that their lives and 

enjoyments are curtailed in this; hence, they 

have no remorse in hunting, but when they have 

killed a bear or rattle-snake, they solemnly beg 

his pardon, and excuse themselves on the plea 

of necessity. 

Besides this general spiritualisation of the 

whole universe, which to an Indian is all spirit 

in diversity of forms, (how delighted Bishop 

Berkeley would have been with them !) they have 
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certain mythologic existences. Manabozho is 

a being very analogous to the Seeva of the 

Hindoo mythology. The four cardinal points 

are spirits, the west being the oldest and the 

father of the others, by a beautiful girl, who, 

one day while bathing, suffered the west wind 

to blow upon her. Weeng is the spirit of 

sleep, with numerous little subordinate spirits, 

his emissaries, whose employment is to close the 

eyes of mortals, and by tapping on their fore¬ 

heads knock them to sleep. Then they have 

Weendigos—great giants and cannibals, like the 

Ascaparts and Morgantes of the old romances ; 

and little tiny spirits or fairies, which haunt the 

woods and cataracts. The Nibanaba, half human 

half fish, dwell in the waters of Lake Superior. 

Ghosts are plentiful, and so are transformations, 

as you have seen. The racoon was once a shell 

lying on the lake shore, and vivified by the sun¬ 

beams : the Indian name of the racoon, aisebun, 

is literally, he was a shell. The brains of a 

wicked adulteress, whose skull was beaten to 
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pieces against the rocks, as it tumbled down a 

cataract, became the white fish.# 

As to the belief in sorcery, spells, talismans, 

incantations, all which go by the general name 

of medicine, it is unbounded. Henry mentions, 

that among the goods which some traders took up 

the country to exchange for furs, they had a large 

collection of the little rude prints, published for 

children, at a halfpenny a piece—I recollect such 

when I wras a child. They sold these at a high 

price, for medicines^ (i. e. talismans,) and found 

them a very profitable and popular article of com- 

* I have heard the particulars of this wild story of 

the origin of the white-fish, but cannot remember 

them. 1 think the woman was put to death by her 

sons. Most of the above particulars I learned from 

oral communication, and from some of the papers 

published by Mr. Schoolcraft. This gentleman and 

others instituted a society at Detroit, (1832,) called the 

Algic Society, for “ evangelising the north-western tribes, 

inquiring into their history and superstitions, and pro¬ 

moting education, agriculture, industry, peace, and 

temperance among them.” 
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merce. One of these, a little print of a sailor 

kissing his sweetheart, was an esteemed medi¬ 

cine among the young, and eagerly purchased for 

a love-spell. A soldier presenting his gun, or 

brandishing his sabre, was a medicine to pro¬ 

mote warlike courage—and so on. 

The medicines and manitos of the Indians 

will remind you of the fetishes of the negroes. 

With regard to the belief in omens and incan¬ 

tations, I should like to see it ascertained how 

far we civilised Christians, with all our schools, 

our pastors, and our masters, are in advance of 

these (so-called) savages?* 

* “ One of the most distinguished men of the age, 

who has left a reputation which will be as lasting as it 

is great, was, when a boy, in constant fear of a very 

able but unmerciful schoolmaster, and in the state of 

mind which that constant fear produced, he fixed upon 

a great spider for his fetish, (or manito,) and used 

every day to pray to it that he might not be flogged.' 

— The Doctor, vol. v. 

When a child, I was myself taken to a witch (or me¬ 

dicine woman) to be cured of an accidental burn, by 
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Who would believe that with a smile, whose blessing 

Would, like the patriarch’s, soothe a dying hour; 

With voice as low, as gentle, as caressing, 

As e’er won maiden’s lip in moonlit bower ; 

With look, like patient Job’s, eschewing evil ; 

With motions graceful as a bird’s in air; 

Thou art, in sober truth, the veriest devil. 

That e’er clench’d fingers in a captive’s hair! 

Halleck. 

Mr. Johnson tells me, what pleases me much, 

that the Indians like me, and are gratified by my 

presence, and the interest I express for them, 

and that I am the subject of much conversation 

and speculation. Being in manners and corn- 

charms and incantations. I was then about six years 

old, and have a very distinct recollection of the whole 

scene, which left a strong and frightful impression on 

my childish fancy. 
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plexion unlike the European women they have 

been accustomed to see, they have given me, he 

says, a name among themselves expressive of 

the most obvious characteristic in my appearance, 

and call me the white or fair English chieftainess 

(Ogima-quay.) I go among them quite familiarly, 

and am always received with smiling good- 

humour. With the assistance of a few words, as 

ninni, a man; minno, good; mudjee, bad; mee 

gwedge, thank you ; maja, good-bye; with nods, 

smiles, signs, and friendly hand-taking,—we 

hold most eloquent conversations. Even the little 

babies smile at me out of their comical cradles, 

slung at their mothers’ backs, and with the help 

of beads and lollypops from the village store, 

I get on amazingly well; only when asked for 

some “ English milk,” (rum or whisky,) I 

frown as much as I can, and cry Mudjee! 

mudjee! bad! bad ! then they laugh, and we 

are friends again. 

The scenes I at first described are of con¬ 

stant reiteration. Every morning when I leave 
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my room and come out into the porch, I have 

to exchange bo-jou! and shake hands with 

some twenty or thirty of my dingy, dusky, 

greasy, painted, blanketed, smiling friends: but 

to-day we have had some new scenes. 

First, however, I forgot to tell you that yes¬ 

terday afternoon there came in a numerous fleet 

of canoes, thirty or forty at least; and the wind 

blowing fresh from the west, each with its square 

blanket sail came scudding over the waters with 

astonishing velocity; it was a beautiful sight. 

Then there was the usual bustle, and wigwam 

building, fire-lighting and cooking, all along the 

shore, which is now excessively crowded : and 

yelling, shouting, drinking and dancing at the 

whisky store—but all this I have formerly de¬ 

scribed to you. 

I presume it was in consequence of these new 

arrivals that we had a grand talk or council 

after breakfast this morning, at which I was 

permitted to be present, or, as the French say, to 

assist. 
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There were fifty-four of their chiefs, or rather 

chief men, present, and not less that two hundred 

Indians round the house, their dark eager faces 

filling up the windows and doorways; but they 

were silent, quiet, and none but those first ad¬ 

mitted attempted to enter. All as they came up 

took my hand: some I had seen before, and 

some were entire strangers, but there was no 

look of surprise, and all was ease and grave self- 

possession : a set of more perfect gentlemen, in 

manner, I never met with. 

The council was convened to ask them if they 

would consent to receive goods instead of dol¬ 

lars in payment of the pensions due to them on 

the sale of their lands, and which, by the con¬ 

ditions of sale, were to be paid in money. So 

completely do the white men reckon on having 

everything their own way with the poor Indians, 

that a trader had contracted with the govern¬ 

ment to supply the goods which the Indians had 

not yet consented to receive, and was actually 

now on the island, having come with me in the 

steamer. 
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As the chiefs entered, they sat down on the 

floor. The principal person was a venerable 

old man with a bald head, who did not speak. 

The orator of the party wore a long gray blan¬ 

ket-coat, crimson sash, and black neckcloth, 

with leggings and moccasins. There was also a 

well-looking young man dressed in the European 

fashion, and in black; he was of mixed blood, 

French and Indian; he had been carried early 

to Europe by the Catholic priests, had been 

educated in the Propaganda College at Rome, 

and was lately come out to settle as a teacher 

and interpreter among his people. He was the 

the only person besides Mr. Schoolcraft who 

was seated on a chair, and he watched the pro¬ 

ceedings with great attention. On examining 

one by one the assembled chiefs, I remarked 

five or six who had good heads—well developed, 

intellectual, and benevolent. The old chief, and 

my friend the Rain, were conspicuous among 

them, and also an old man with a fine square 

head and lofty brow, like the picture of Red- 
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jacket,# and a young man with a pleasing counte¬ 

nance, and two scalps hung as ornaments to his 

belt. Some faces were mild and vacant, some 

were stupid and coarse, but in none was there a 

trace of insolence or ferocity, or of that vile ex¬ 

pression I have seen in a depraved European 

of the lowest class. The worst physiognomy was 

that of a famous medicine-man—it was mean 

and cunning. Not only the countenances but the 

features differed; even the distinct characteristics 

of the Indian, the small deep-set eye, breadth of 

face and high cheek-bones, were not universal: 

there were among them regular features, oval 

* The picture by Weir, in the possession of Samuel 

Ward, Esq., of New York, which see—or rather see 

the beautiful lines of Halleck— 

If he were with me, King of Tuscarora ! 

Gazing as I upon thy portrait now. 

In all its medalled, fring’d, and beaded glory, 

Its eyes’ dark beauty and its tranquil brow— 

Its brow, half martial, and half diplomatic,' 

Its eye, upsoaring like an eagle’s wings— 

Well might he boast that we, the democratic. 

Outrival Europe, even in our kings ! 
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faces, aquiline noses. One chief had a head and 

face which reminded me strongly of the Marquis 

Wellesley. All looked dirty, grave, and pic¬ 

turesque, and most of them, on taking their seats 

on the ground, pulled out their tobacco-pouches 

and lighted their wooden pipes. 

The proposition made to them was evidently 

displeasing. The orator, after whispering with the 

chief, made a long and vehement speech in a loud 

emphatic voice, and at every pause the auditors 

exclaimed, “ Hah !” in sign of approbation. I re¬ 

marked that he sometimes made a jest which call¬ 

ed forth a general smile, even from the interpreter 

and Mr. Schoolcraft. Only a few sentences 

were translated: from which I understood that 

they all considered this offer as a violation of 

the treaty which their great father at Washing¬ 

ton, the president, had made with them. They 

did not want goods,—they wanted the stipulated 

dollars. Many of their young men had procured 

goods from the traders on credit, and depended 

on the money due to them to discharge their 



A TALK. 141 

debts ; and, in short, the refusal was distinct 

and decided. I am afraid, however, it will not 

avail them much.* The mean, petty-trader 

stvle in which the American officials make 

(and break) their treaties with the Indians is 

shameful. I met with none who attempted to 

deny it or excuse it. Mr. Schoolcraft told me 

that during the time he had been Indian agent 

(five-and-twenty years,) he had never known 

the Indians to violate a treaty or break a pro¬ 

mise. He could not say the same of his govern¬ 

ment, and the present business appeared most 

* Since my return to England I found the following 

passage in the Morning Chronicle, extracted from the 

American papers:—f‘The Indians of Michigan have 

committed several shocking murders, in consequence of 

the payments due to them on land-treaties being made 

in goods instead of money. Serious alarm on that sub¬ 

ject prevails in the State.” 

The wretched individuals murdered were probably 

settlers, quite innocent in this business, probably 

women and children; but such is the weil-known In¬ 

dian law of retaliation. 
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distasteful to him; but he was obliged to obey 

the order from the head of his department. 

The Indians themselves make witty jests 

on the bad faith of the £e Big Knives.”* “ My 

father !” said a distinguished Pottowottomie 

chief at the treaty of Chicago—“my father, 

you have made several promises to your red 

children, and you have put the money down 

upon the table : but as fast as you put it upon 

the top, it has slipped away to the bottom, in a 

manner that is incomprehensible to us. We 

do not know what becomes of it. When we 

get together, and divide it among ourselves, it 

is nothing! and we remain as poor as ever. 

My father, I only explain to you the words 

of my brethren. We can only see what is be¬ 

fore our eyes, and are unable to comprehend all 

things.” Then pointing to a newspaper which 

* The Indians gave the name of Cheemokomaun 

(Long Knives, or Big Knives) to the Americans at the 

time they were defeated by General Wayne, near the 

Miami river in 17 95, and suffered so severely from the 

sabres of the cavalry. 



A TALK. 143 

lay on the table—“ You see that paper on the 

table before you—it is double. You can see what 

is upon the upper sheet, but you cannot see what 

is below. We cannot tell how our money goes !” 

On the present occasion, two orators spoke, 

and the council lasted above two hours : but I 

left the room long before the proceedings were 

over. I must needs confess it to you—I cannot 

overcome one disagreeable obstacle to a near 

communion with these people. The genuine 

Indian has a very peculiar odour, unlike any¬ 

thing of the kind that ever annoyed my fas¬ 

tidious senses. One ought to get over these 

things; and after all it is not so offensive as it 

is peculiar. You have probably heard that 

horses brought up in the white settlements can 

smell an Indian at a great distance, and show 

evident signs of perturbation and terror when¬ 

ever they snuff an Indian in the air. For my¬ 

self, in passing over the place on which a wig¬ 

wam has stood, and whence it has been removed 

several hours, though it was the hard pebbly 

beach on the water, edge, I could scent the 
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Indian in the atmosphere. You can imagine, 

therefore, that fifty of them in one room, added to 

the smell of their tobacco, which is detestable, and 

the smoking and all its unmentionable conse¬ 

quences, drove me from the spot. The truth is, 

that a woman of very delicate and fastidious 

habits must learn to endure some very disa¬ 

greeable things, or she had best stay at home. 

In the afternoon, Mr. Johnson informed me 

that the Indians were preparing to dance, for 

my particular amusement. I was, of course, 

most thankful and delighted. Almost in the 

same moment, I heard their yells and shrieks 

resounding along the shore, mingled with the 

measured monotonous drum. We had taken our 

place on an elevated platform behind the house 

-—a kind of little lawn on the hill-side;—the 

precipitous rocks, clothed with trees and bushes, 

rose high like a w^all above us: the glorious 

sunshine of a cloudless summer’s day was over 

our heads—the dazzling blue lake and its 

islands at our feet. Soft and elysian in its 

beautv was all around. And w hen these wild and * 
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more than half-naked figures came up, leaping, 

whooping, drumming, shrieking, hideously 

painted, and flourishing clubs, tomahawks, 

javelins, it was like a masque of fiends 

breaking into paradise ! The rabble of Comus 

might have boasted themselves comely in com¬ 

parison, even though no self-deluding potion 

had bleared their eyes and intellect.* It was 

a grotesque and horrible phantasmagoria. 

Of their style of clothing, I say nothing— 

for, as it is wisely said, nothing can come of 

nothing :—only if “ all symbols be clothes,” ac¬ 

cording to our great modern philosopherf—my 

Indian friends were as little symbolical as you 

can dare to imagine :—passons par Id. If the 

blankets and leggings were thrown aside, all the 

resources of the Indian toilette, all their store 

of feathers, and bears’ claws, hawks’ bells, ver¬ 

milion, soot, and verdigris, were brought into 

* “ And they, so perfect is their misery. 

Not once perceive their foul disfigurement. 

But boast themselves more comely than before.’' 

Comus. 

t Sartor Resartus. 

VOL. III. H 
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requisition as decoration: and no two were alike. 

One man wore three or four heads of hair, com¬ 

posed of the manes and tails of animals; another 

wore a pair of deers’ horns; another was coifft 

with the skin and feathers of a crane or some 

such bird— its long bill projecting from his fore¬ 

head ; another had the shell of a small turtle 

suspended from his back, and dangling behind ; 

another used the skin of a polecat for the 

same purpose. One had painted his right 

leg with red bars, and his left leg with green 

lines: particoloured eyes and faces, green noses, 

and blue chins, or vice versa, were general. I 

observed that in this grotesque deformity, in the 

care with which everything like symmetry or 

harmony in form or colours was avoided, there 

was something evidently studied and artistical. 

The orchestra was composed of two drums and 

two rattles, and a chorus of voices. The song 

was without melody—a perpetual repetition of 

three or four notes, melancholy, harsh, and 

monotonous. A flag was stuck in the ground, 

and round this they began their dance—if dance 
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it could be called—the movements consisting 

of the alternate raising of one foot, then the 

other, and swinging the body to and fro. 

Every now and then they paused, and sent forth 

that dreadful, prolonged, tremulous yell, which 

re-echoed from the cliffs, and pierced my ears 

and thrilled along my nerves. The whole ex¬ 

hibition was of that finished barbarism, that it 

was at least complete in its way, and for a time 

I looked on with curiosity and interest. But 

that innate loathing which dwells within me 

for all that is discordant and deformed, ren¬ 

dered it anything but pleasant to witness. It 

grated horribly upon all my perceptions. In 

the midst, one of those odd and unaccountable 

transitions of thought caused by some mental 

or physical re-action—the law which brings ex¬ 

tremes in contrast together, came across me. I was 

reminded that even on this very day last year I 

was seated in a box at the opera, looking at 

Carlotta Grisi andPerrot dancing, or rather flying 

through the galoppe in “ Benyowsky.” The 

oddity of this sudden association made me laugh, 

h 2 
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which being interpreted into the expression of 

my highest approbation, they became every 

moment more horribly ferocious and animated ; 

redoubled the vigour of their detestably awk¬ 

ward movements and the shrillness of their 

savage yells, till I began involuntarily to look 

about for some means of escape—but this 

would have been absolutely rude, and I re¬ 

strained myself. 

I should not forget to mention’that the figures 

of most of the men were superb; more agile and 

elegant, however, than muscular—more fitted for 

the chase than for labour, with small and well 

formed hands and feet. When the dance was 

ended, a young warrior, leaving the group, sat 

himself down on a little knoll to rest. His 

spear lay across his knees, and he reposed his 

head upon his hand. He was not painted, 

except with a little vermilion on his chest— 

and on his head he wore only the wing of the 

osprey: he sat there— a model for a sculptor. 

The perfection of his form, the graceful aban¬ 

donment of his attitude, reminded me of a young 

Mercury, or of Thorwaldsen’s “ Shepherd Boy.” 
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I went up to speak to him, and thanked him for 

his exertions in the dance, which indeed had 

been conspicuous: and then, for want of some¬ 

thing else to say, I asked him if he had a wife 

and children? The whole expression of his 

face suddenly changed, and with an air as ten¬ 

derly coy as that of a young girl listening to 

the first whisper of a lover, he looked down 

and answered softlv, “ Kah-ween V’—No, in- 

deed ! Feeling that I had for the first time 

embarrassed an Indian, I withdrew, really as 

much out of countenance as the youth himself. 

I did not ask him his name, for that were a viola¬ 

tion of the Indian forjn of good breeding, but I 

learn that he is called the Pouncing Hawk— 

and a fine creature he is—like a blood horse or 

the Apollo; West’s comparison of the Apollo 

Belvedere to a young Mohawk warrior has more 

of likelihood and reasonableness than I ever 

believed or acknowledged before. 

A keg of tobacco and a barrel of flour were 

given to them, and they dispersed as they came, 

drumming, and yelling, and leaping, and 

flourishing their clubs and war-hatchets. 
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In the evening we paddled in a canoe over to 

the opposite island, with the intention of landing 

and looking at the site of an intended missionary 

settlement for the Indians. But no sooner did the 

keel of our canoe touch the woody shore than we 

were enveloped in a cloud of mosquitoes. It was 

in vain to think of dislodging the enemy, and after 

one or two attempts we were fairly beaten back. 

So leaving the gentlemen to persist, we—that 

is, the young Irish lady and myself—pushed off 

the canoe, and sat in it, floating about, and singing 

Irish melodies and Italian serenades—the first 

certainly that ever roused the echoes of Woody 

Island.* Mackinaw, as seen from hence, has 

exactly the form its name implies,! that of a 

large turtle sleeping on the water. It was a 

mass of purple shadow; and just at one ex¬ 

tremity, the sun plunged into the lake, leaving 

* The island of Bois Blanc, or Woody Island, has 

never been inhabited in the memory of man. 

t I believe Mackinaw is merely the abbreviation 

of Michilimackinac, the great turtle. 
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its reflection on the water, like the skirts of a 

robe of fire, floating. This too vanished, and 

we returned in the soft calm twilight, singing 

as we went. 

Vague mystery hangs on all these desert places. 

The fear which hath no name, hath wrought a spell, 

Strength, courage, wrath, have been, and left no traces; 

They came—and fled! but whither ! who can tell ? 

We know but that they were ; that once (in days 

When ocean was a bar ’twixt man and man,) 

Stout spirits wander’d o’er these capes and bays. 

And perished where these river waters ran. 

Barry Cornwall. 
s 

July 29 th. 

Where was I? Where did I leave off*four days 

ago ? O—at Mackinaw ! that fairy island, which 

1 shall never see again ! and which I should have 

dearly liked to filch from the Americans, and carry 

home to you in my dressing-box, or, perdie, in 

my toothpick case—but, good lack ! to see the 

ups and downs of this (new) world ! I take up 
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my tale a hundred miles from it—but before I 

tell you where I am now, I must take you over 

the ground, or rather over the water, in a proper 

and journal-like style. 

I was sitting last Friday, at sultry noon-tide, 

under the shadow of a schooner which had just 

anchored alongside the little pier—sketching 

and dreaming—when up came a messenger, 

breathless, to say that a boat was going off for 

the Sault Ste Marie, in which I could be ac¬ 

commodated with a passage. Now this was pre¬ 

cisely what I had been wishing and waiting for, 

and yet I heard the information with an emo¬ 

tion of regret. I had become every day more at¬ 

tached to the society of Mrs. Schoolcraft—more 

interested about her; and the idea of parting, 

and parting suddenly, took me by surprise, and 

was anything but agreeable. On reaching the 

house, I found all in movement, and learned, to 

my inexpressible delight, that my friend would 

take the opportunity of paying a visit to her mo¬ 

ther and family, and, with her children, was to 

accompany me on my voyage. 
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We had but one hour to prepare packages, 

provisions, everything—and in one hour all was 

ready. 

This voyage of two days was to be made in a 

little Canadian bateau, rowed by five voyageurs 

from the Sault. The boat might have carried fif¬ 

teen persons, hardly more, and was rather clumsy 

in form. The two ends were appropriated to the 

rowers, baggage, and provisions; in the centre 

there was a clear space, with a locker on each 

side, on which we sat or reclined, having stowed 

away in them our smaller and more valuable 

packages. This was the internal arrangement. 

The distance to the Sault or, as the Ameri¬ 

cans call it, the Sou, is not more than thirty 

miles over land, as the bird flies ; but the whole 

region being one mass of tangled forest and 

swamp, infested with bears and mosquitoes, it is 

seldom crossed but in winter, and in snow 

shoes. The usual route by water is ninety-four 

miles. 

At three o’clock in the afternoon, with a fa¬ 

vourable breeze, we launched forth on the lake, 

H O 



154 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

and having rowed about a mile from the shore, 

the little square sail was hoisted, and away we 

went merrily over the blue waves. 

For a detailed account of the voyageurs, or 

Canadian boatmen, their peculiar condition and 

mode of life, I refer you to Washington Irving’s 

“ Astoriawhat he describes them to have been, 

and what Henry represents them in his time, 

they are even now, in these regions of the upper 

lakes.* But the voyageurs in our boat were 

* As I shall have much to say hereafter of this pe¬ 

culiar class of people, to save both reader and author 

time and trouble, the passage is here given. 

“ The voyageurs form a kind of confraternity in the 

Canadas, like the arrieros or carriers of Spain. The 

dress of these people is generally half civilised, half 

savage. They wear a capote or surcoat, made of a 

blanket, a striped cotton shirt, cloth trowsers or 

leathern leggings, moccasins of deer-skin, and a belt of 

variegated worsted, from which are suspended the knife, 

tobacco-pouch, and other articles. Their language is 

of the same piebald character, being a French patois 

embroidered with English and Italian words and 
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not favourable specimens of their very amusing 

and peculiar class. They were fatigued with 

phrases. They are generally of French descent, and in¬ 

herit much of the gaiety and lightness of heart of 

their ancestors; they inherit, too, a fund of civility 

and complaisance, and instead of that hardness and 

grossness, which men in laborious life are apt to in¬ 

dulge towards each other, they are mutually obliging 

and accommodating, interchanging kind offices, yield¬ 

ing each other assistance and comfort in every emer¬ 

gency, and using the familiar appellations of cousin 

and brother, when there is in fact no relationship. No 

men are more submissive to their leaders and employ¬ 

ers, more capable of enduring hardships, or more good- 

humoured under privations. Never are they so happy 

as when on long and rough expeditions, towing up 

rivers or coasting lakes. They are dexterous boat¬ 

men, vigorous and adroit with the oar or paddle, and 

will row from morning till night without a murmur. 

The steersman often sings an old French song with 

some regular burthen in which they all join, keeping 

time with their oars. If at any time they flag in spirits 

or relax in exertion, it is but necessary to strike up a 

song of this kind to put them all in fresh spirits and 

activity.”—Astoria, vol. i. chap. 4. 
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rowing for three days previous, and had only 

two helpless women to deal with. As soon, 

therefore, as the sail was hoisted, two began to 

play cards on the top of a keg, the other two 

went to sleep. The youngest and most intelli¬ 

gent of the set, a lively, half-breed boy of eighteen, 

took the helm. He told us with great self-com¬ 

placency that he was captain, and that it was 

already the third time that he had been elected 

by his comrades to this dignity—but I cannot 

say he had a very obedient crew. 

About seven o’clock we landed to cook our 

supper on an island which is commemorated by 

Henry as the Isle des Outardes, and is now 

Goose Island. Mrs. Schoolcraft undertook the 

general management with all the alertness of 

one accustomed to these impromptu arrange¬ 

ments, and I did my best in my new vocation— 

dragged one or two blasted boughs to the fire— 

the least of them twice as big as myself—and 

laid the cloth upon the pebbly beach. The enor¬ 

mous fire was to keep off the mosquitoes, in which 

we succeeded pretty well, swallowing, however, 



NIGHT ON LAKE HURON. 157 

as much smoke as would have dried us exter¬ 

nally into hams or red herrings. We then re¬ 

turned to the boat, spread a bed for the children, 

(who were my delight,) in the bottom of it 

with mats and blankets, and disposed our own, 

on the lockers on each side, with buffalo skins, 
c 

blankets, shawls, cloaks, and whatever was 

available, with my writing-case for a pillow. 

After sunset, the breeze fell: the men were 

urged to row, but pleaded fatigue, and that they 

were hired for the day, and not for the night, 

(which is the custom.) One by one they sulkily 

abandoned their oars, and sunk to sleep under 

their blankets, all but our young captain: like 

Ulysses when steering away from Calypso— 

Placed at the helm he sat, and watched the skies. 

Nor closed in sleep his ever watchful eyes. 

He kept himself awake by singing hymns, in 

which Mrs. Schoolcraft joined him. I lay still, 

looking up at the stars and listening: when 

there was a pause in the singing, we kept up 

the conversation, fearing lest sleep should over- 
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come our only pilot and guardian. Thus we 

floated on beneath that divine canopy— “ which 

love had spread to curtain the sleeping worldit 

was a most lovely and blessed night, bright and 

calm and warm, and we made some little way, 

for both wind and current were in our favour. 

As we were coasting a little shadowy island, 

our captain mentioned a strange circumstance, 

very illustrative of Indian life and character. A 

short time ago a young Chippewa hunter, whom 

he knew, was shooting squirrels on this spot, 

when by some chance a large blighted pine fell 

upon him, knocking him down and crushing 

his leg, which was fractured in two places. He 

could not rise, he could not remove the tree 

which was lying across his broken leg. He was 

in a little uninhabited island, without the 

slightest probability of passing aid, and to lie 

there and starve to death in agonies, seemed all 

that was left to him. In this dilemma, with all 

the fortitude and promptitude of resource of a 

thorough-bred Indian, he took out his knife, cut 

off* his own leg, bound it up, dragged himself 
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along the ground to his hunting canoe, and pad- 

dled himself home to his wigwam on a distant 

island, where the cure of his wound was com¬ 

pleted. The man is still alive. 

Perhaps this story appears to you incredible. 

I believe it firmly; at the time, and since then, 

I heard other instances of Indian fortitude, and 

of their courage and skill in performing some 

of the boldest and most critical operations in 

surgery, which I really cannot venture to set 

down. You would believe them if I could 

swear that I had witnessed them with “ my own 

two good-looking eyes/’ not otherwise. But I 

will mention one or two of the least marvellous 

of these stories. There was a young chief and 

famous hunter, whose arm was shattered by the 

bursting of his rifle. No one would venture the 

amputation, and it was bound up with certain 

herbs and dressings, accompanied with many 

magical ceremonies. The young man, who 

seemed aware of the inefficacy of such expe¬ 

dients, waited till the moment when he should be 

left alone. He had meantime, with pain and diffi- 
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culty, hatched one of his knives into a saw; 

with this he completed the amputation of his 

own arm ; and when his relations appeared they 

found the arm lying at one end of the wigwam, 

and the patient sitting at the other, with his 

wound bound up, and smoking with great tran¬ 

quillity. 

Mrs. Schoolcraft told me of a young Chippewa 

who went on a hunting expedition with his wife 

only; they were camped at a considerable dis¬ 

tance from the village, when the woman was 

seized with the pains of child-birth. This is 

in general a very easy matter among the Indian 

women, cases of danger or death being exceed¬ 

ingly rare; but on this occasion some unusual 

and horrible difficulty occurred. The husband, 

who was described to me as an affectionate, 

gentle spirited man, much attached to his wife, 

did his best to assist her; but after a few strug¬ 

gles she became insensible, and lay, as he sup¬ 

posed, dead. He took out his knife, and with 

astonishing presence of mind, performed on his 

wife the Cesarean operation, saved his infant, 
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and ultimately the mother, and brought them 

both home on a sleigh to his village at the 

Sault, where, as Mrs. Schoolcraft told me, she 

had frequently seen both the man and woman. 

# # # # 

We remained in conversation till long after 

midnight; then the boat was moored to a tree, 

but kept off shore, for fear of the mosquitoes, 

and we addressed ourselves to sleep. I remem¬ 

ber lying awake for some minutes, looking up 

at the quiet stars, and around upon the dark 

weltering waters, and at the faint waning moon, 

just suspended on the very edge of the horizon. 

I saw it sink—sink into the bosom of the lake 

as if to rest, and then with a thought of far-off 

friends, and a most fervent thanksgiving, I 

dropped asleep. It is odd that I did not think of 

praying for protection, and that no sense of fear 

came over me; it seemed as if the eye of God 

himself looked down upon me; that I was pro¬ 

tected. I do not say I thought this any more 

than the unweaned child in its cradle; but I had 
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some such feeling of unconscious trust and love, 

now I recall those moments. 

I slept, however, uneasily, not being yet accus¬ 

tomed to a board and a blanket; ga viendra avec 

le temps. About dawn I awoke in a sort of stupor, 

but after bathing my face and hands over the 

boat side, I felt refreshed. The voyageurs, after 

a good night’s rest, were in better humour, and 

took manfully to their oars. Soon after sunrise, 

we passed round that very conspicuous cape, 

famous in the history of north-west adventure, 

called the “ Grand Detour,” half-way between 

Mackinaw and the Sault. Now, if you look at the 

map you, will see that our course was hence¬ 

forth quite altered ; we had been running down 

the coast of the mainland towards the east; we 

had now to turn short round the point, and 

steer almost due west; hence its most fitting 

name, the Grand Detour. The wind, hitherto 

favourable, was now dead against us. This part 

of Lake Huron is studded with little islands, 

which, as well as the neighbouring mainland, are 
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all uninhabited, yet clothed with the richest, 

loveliest, most fantastic vegetation, and no doubt 

swarming with animal life. 

I cannot, I dare not, attempt to describe to you 

the strange sensation one has, thus thrown for 

a time beyond the bounds of civilised humanity, 

or indeed any humanity; nor the wild yet so¬ 

lemn reveries which come over one in the midst 

of this wilderness of woods and waters. Ail 

was so solitary, so grand in its solitude, as if 

nature unviolated sufficed to herself. Two days 

and nights the solitude was unbroken; not 

a trace of social life, not a human being, not a 

canoe, not even a deserted wigwam, met our 

view. Our little boat held on its way over the 

placid lake and among green tufted islands; 

and we its inmates, two women, differing in 

clime, nation, complexion, strangers to each 

other but a few days ago, might have fancied 

ourselves alone in a new-born world. 

We landed to boil our kettle, and breakfast 

on a point of the island of St. Joseph’s. This 

most beautiful island is between thirty and forty 
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miles in length, and nearly a hundred miles 

in circumference, and towards the centre the 

land is high and picturesque. They tell me 

that on the other side of the island there is a 

settlement of whites and Indians. Another 

large island, Drummond’s Isle, was for a short 

time in view. We had also a settlement here, 

but it was unaccountably surrendered to the 

Americans. If now you look at the map, you 

will wonder, as I did, that in retaining St. 

Joseph’s and the Manitoolin islands, we gave 

up Drummond’s Island. Both these islands 

had forts and garrisons during the war. 

By the time breakfast was over, the children 

had gathered some fine strawberries; the heat had 

now become almost intolerable, and unluckily 

we had no awning. The men rowed languidly, 

and we made but little way; we coasted along 

the south shore of St. Joseph’s, through fields of 

rushes, miles in extent, across Lake George, and 

Muddy Lake; (the name, I thought, must be 

a libel, for it was as clear as crystal and as blue 

as heaven; but they say that, like a sulky tern- 
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per, the least ruffle of wind turns it as black as 

ditchwater, and it does not subside again in a 

hurry,) and then came a succession of openings 

spotted with lovely islands, all solitary. The sky 

was without a cloud, a speck—except when the 

great fish-eagle was descried sailing over its blue 

depths—the water without a wave. We were 

too hot and too languid to converse. Nothing dis¬ 

turbed the deep noon-tide stillness, but the dip 

of the oars, or the spring and splash of a stur¬ 

geon as he leapt from the surface of the lake, 

leaving a circle of little wavelets spreading 

around. All the islands we passed were so 

woody, and so infested with mosquitoes, that we 

could not land and light our fire, till we reached 

the entrance of St. Mary’s River, between Ne- 

bish island and the mainland. 

Here was a well-known spot, a sort of little 

opening on a flat shore, called the Encampment, 

because a party of boatmen coming down from 

Lake Superior, and camping here for the night, 

were surprised by the frost, and obliged to re- 
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main the whole winter till the opening of the 

ice, in the spring. After rowing all this 

hot day till seven o’clock against the wind, 

(what there was of it,) and against the current 

coining rapidly and strongly down from Lake 

Superior, we did at length reach this pro¬ 

mised harbour of rest and refreshment. Alas! 

there was neither for us; the moment our 

boat touched the shore, we were enveloped 

in a cloud of mosquitoes. Fires were lighted 

instantly, six were burning in a circle at 

once; we were well nigh suffocated and 

smoke-dried—all in vain. At last we left the 

voyageurs to boil the kettle, and retreated to our 

boat, desiring them to make us fast to a tree 

by a long rope; then, each of us taking an oar— 

1 only wish you could have seen us—we pushed 

off from the land, while the children were 

sweeping away the enemy with green boughs. 

This being done, we commenced supper, really 

half famished, and wrere too much engrossed to 

look about us. Suddenly we were again sur- 
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rounded by our adversaries; they came upon us 

in swarms, in clouds, in myriads, entering our 

eyes, our noses, our mouths, stinging till the 

blood followed. We had, unawares, and while 

absorbed in our culinary operations, drifted into 

the shore, got entangled among the roots of 

trees, and were with difficulty extricated, pre¬ 

senting all the time a fair mark and a rich 

banquet for our detested tormentors. The dear 

children cried with agony and impatience, 

and but for shame I could almost have cried 

too. 

I had suffered from these plagues in Italy; 

you too, by this time, may probably know what 

they are in the southern countries of the old 

world; but ’tisajest, believe me, to encountering 

a forest full of them in these wild regions. I had 

heard much, and much was I forewarned, but 

never could have conceived the torture they can 

inflict, nor the impossibility of escape, defence, or 

endurance. Some amiable person who took an 

especial interest in our future welfare, in enu¬ 

merating the torments prepared for hardened 
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sinners, assures us that they will be stung by 

mosquitoes all made of brass, and as large as 

black beetles — he was an ignoramus and a 

bungler; you may credit me, that the brass is 

quite an unnecessary improvement, and the 

increase of size equally superfluous. Mosqui¬ 

toes, as they exist in this upper world, are as 

pretty and perfect a plague as the most inge¬ 

nious amateur sinner-tormentor ever devised. 

Observe, that a mosquito does not sting 

like a wasp, or a gad-fly; he has a long pro¬ 

boscis like an awl, with which he bores your 

veins and pumps the life-blood out of you, 

leaving venom and fever behind. Enough of 

mosquitoes—I will never again do more than 

allude to them; only they are enough to make 

Philosophy go hang herself, and Patience swear 

like a Turk or a trooper. 

Well, we left this most detestable and in¬ 

hospitable shore as soon as possible, but the 

enemy followed us, and we did not soon get rid 

of them; night came on, and we were still 

twenty miles below the Sault, 
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I offered an extra gratuity to the men, if they 

would keep to their oars without interruption; 

and then, fairly exhausted, lay down on my 

locker and blanket. But whenever I woke from 

jneasy, restless slumbers, there was Mrs. School¬ 

craft, bending over her sleeping children, and 

waving off the mosquitoes, singing all the time 

a lowr, melancholy Indian song; while the 

northern lights were streaming and dancing in 

the sky, and the fitful moaning of the wind, the 

gathering clouds, and chilly atmosphere, fore¬ 

told a change of weather. This would have been 

the comble de malheur. When daylight came, 

we passed Sugar Island, where immense quan¬ 

tities of maple sugar are made every spring, 

and just as the rain began to fall in earnest, we 

arrived at the Sault Ste. Marie. On one side 

of the river, Mrs. Schoolcraft was welcomed by 

her mother; and on the other, my friends, the 

MacMurrays, received me with delighted and 

delightful hospitality. I went to bed—oh ! the 

luxury !—and slept for six hours. 

VOL. in. i 
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* # # * 

Enough of solemn reveries on starlit lakes, 

enough—too much—of self and self-commun- 

ings; I turn over a new leaf, and this shall be a 

chapter of geography, and topography, natural 

philosophy, and such wise-like things. Draw 

the curtain first, for if I look out any longer on 

those surging rapids, I shall certainly turn giddy 

—forget all the memoranda I have been col¬ 

lecting for you, lose my reckoning, and become 

unintelligible to you and myself too. 

This river of St. Mary is, like the Detroit 

and the St. Clair, already described, properly a 

strait, the channel of communication between 

Lake Superior and Lake Huron. About ten 

miles higher up, the great Ocean-lake narrows 

to a point; then, forcing a channel through the 

high lands, comes rushing along till it meets 

with a downward ledge, or cliff, over which it 

throws itself in foam and fury, tearing a path 

for its billows through the rocks. The descent 

is about twenty-seven feet in three quarters of a 



THE SAULT STE. MARIE. 171 

mile, but the rush begins above, and the tumult 

continues below the fall, so that, on the whole, 

the eye embraces an expanse of white foam 

measuring about a mile each way, the effect 

being exactly that of the ocean breaking on a 

rocky shore: not so terrific, nor on so large a 

scale, as the rapids of Niagara, but quite as 

beautiful—quite as animated. 

What the French call a saut, (leap,) we term 
I 

a fall; the Sault Ste. Marie is translated into 

the falls of St. Mary. By this name the rapids 

are often mentioned, but the village on their 

shore still retains its old name, and is called the 

Sault. I do not know why the beautiful river 

and its glorious cataracts should have been 

placed under the peculiar patronage of the 

blessed Virgin; perhaps from the union of ex¬ 

ceeding loveliness with irresistible power; or, 

more probably, because the first adventurers 

reached the spot on some day hallowed in the 

calendar. 

The French, ever active and enterprising, 

were the first who penetrated to this wild region. 

i 2 
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They had an important trading post here early 

in the last century, and also a small fort. They 

were ceded, with the rest of the country, to 

Great Britain, in 1762.* I wonder whether, at 

that time, the young king or any of his ministers 

had the least conception of the value and im¬ 

mensity of the magnificent country thrown into 

our possession, or gave a thought to the respon¬ 

sibilities it brought with it!—to be sure they 

made good haste, both king and ministers, to 

get rid of most of the responsibility. The 

American war began, and at its conclusion the 

south shore of St. Mary’s, and the fort, were 

surrendered to the Americans. 

The rapids of Niagara, as I once told you, 

reminded me of a monstrous tiger at play, and 

threw me into a sort of ecstatic terror; but 

these rapids of St. Mary suggest quite another 

idea: as they come fretting and fuming down, 

curling up their light foam, and wreathing their 

* The first British commandant of the fort was 

that miserable Lieutenant Jemette, who was scalped 

at the massacre at Michilimackinac. 
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glancing billows round the opposing rocks, with 

a sort of passionate self-will, they remind me 

of an exquisitely beautiful woman in a fit of 

rage, or of Walter Scott’s simile—“one of the 

Graces possessed by a Fury—there is no terror 

in their anger, only the sense of excitement and 

loveliness; when it has spent this sudden, tran¬ 

sient fit of impatience, the beautiful river re¬ 

sumes all its placid dignity, and holds on its 

course, deep and wide enough to float a squa¬ 

dron of seventy-fours, and rapid and pellucid 

as a mountain trout-stream. 

Here, as everywhere else, I am struck by the 

difference between the two shores. On the 

American side there is a settlement of whites, 

as well as a large village of Chippewas; there 

is also a mission (I believe of the Methodists) 

for the conversion of the Indians. The fort, 

which has been lately strengthened, is merely 

a strong and high enclosure, surrounded with 

pickets of cedar wood; within the stockade are 

the barracks, and the principal trading store. 

This fortress is called Fort Brady, after that 
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gallant officer whom I have already mentioned 

to you. The garrison may be very effective for 

aught I know, but I never beheld such an unmi¬ 

litary looking set. When I was there to-day, the 

sentinels were lounging up and down in their 

flannel jackets and shirt sleeves, with muskets 

thrown over their shoulders—just for all the world 

like ploughboys going to shoot sparrows; how¬ 

ever, they are in keeping with the fortress of 

cedar-posts, and no doubt both answer their 

purpose very well. The village is increasing 

into a town, and the commercial advantages of 

its situation must raise it ere long to a place of 

importance. 

On the Canada side, we have not even these 

demonstrations of power or prosperity. Nearly 

opposite to the American fort there is a small 

factory belonging to the North-west Fur Com¬ 

pany; below this, a few miserable log-huts, 

occupied by some French Canadians and voya- 

geurs in the service of the company, a set of 

lawless mauvais sujets, from all I can learn. 

Lower down stands the house of Mr. and Mrs. 
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MacMurrav, with the Chippewa village under 

their care and tuition, but most of the wigwams 

and their inhabitants are now on their way down 

the lake, to join the congress at the Manitoolin 

Islands. A lofty eminence, partly cleared and 

partly clothed with forest, rises behind the 

house, on which stand the little -• missionary 

church and school-house for the use of the 

Indian converts. From the summit of this hill 

you look over the traverse into Lake Superior, 

and the two giant capes which guard its entrance. 

One of these capes is called Gros-Cap, from its 

bold and lofty cliffs, the yet unviolated haunt of 

the eagle. The opposite cape is more acces¬ 

sible, and bears an Indian name, which I cannot 

pretend to spell, but which signifies “ the place 

of the Iroquois’ bonesit was the scene of a 

wild and terrific tradition. At the time that the 

Iroquois (or Six Nations) were driven before the 

French and Hurons up to the western lakes, 

they endeavoured to possess themselves of the 

hunting-grounds of the Chippewas, and hence a 

bitter and lasting feud between the two nations. 
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The Iroquois, after defeating the Chippewas, 

encamped, a thousand strong, upon this point, 

where, thinking themselves secure, they made 

a war-feast to torture and devour their prisoners. 

The Chippewas from the opposite shore beheld 

the sufferings and humiliation of their friends, 

and, roused to sudden fury by the sight, col¬ 

lected their warriors, only three hundred in all, 

crossed the channel, and at break of day fell 

upon the Iroquois, now sleeping after their hor¬ 

rible excesses, and massacred every one of them, 

men, women, and children. Of their own 

party they lost but one warrior, who was 

stabbed with an awl by an old woman who was 

sitting at the entrance of her wigwam, stitching 

moccasins: thus runs the tale. The bodies 

were left to bleach on the shore, and they sav 

that bones and skulls are still found there. 

Here, at the foot of the rapids, the celebrated 

white-fish of the lakes is caught in its highest 

perfection. The people down below,# who boast 

* That is, in the neighbourhood of Lake Ontario 

and Lake Erie. 
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of the excellence of the white-fish, really know 

nothing of the matter. There is no more com¬ 

parison between the white-fish of the lower 

lakes and the white-fish of St. Mary’s than be¬ 

tween plaice and turbot, or between a clam and 

a Sandwich oyster. I ought to be a judge, who 

have eaten them fresh out of the river four times 

a day, and I declare to you that I never tasted 

anything of the fish kind half so exquisite. If 

the Roman Apicius had lived in these latter 

days, he would certainly have made a voyage up 

Lake Huron to breakfast on the white-fish of 

St. Mary’s river, and would not have returned 

in dudgeon, as he did, from the coast of Africa. 

But the epicures of our degenerate times have 

nothing of that gastronomical enthusiasm which 

inspired their ancient models, else we should 

have them all coming here to eat white-fish at 

the Sault, and scorning cockney white-bait. 

Henry declares that the flavour of the white-fish 

is “beyond any comparison whatever,” and I 

add my testimony thereto—probatum est! 

I have eaten tunny in the gulf of Genoa, an- 
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chovies fresh out of the bay of Naples, and trout 

of the Salz-kammergut, and divers other fishy 

dainties rich and rare,—but the exquisite, the 

refined white-fish, exceeds them all; concerning 

those cannibal fish (mullets were they, or lam¬ 

preys ?) which Lucullus fed in his fish-ponds, I 

cannot speak, never having tasted them; but 

even if they could he resuscitated, I would 

not degrade the refined, the delicate white-fish 

by a comparison with any such barbarian 

luxury. 

But seriously, and badinage apart, it is really 

the most luxurious delicacy that swims the 

waters. It is said by Henry that people never 

tire of them. Mr. MacMurray tells me that he 

has eaten them every day of his life for seven 

years, and that his relish for them is undi¬ 

minished. The enormous quantities caught 

here, and in the bays and creeks round Lake 

Superior, remind me of herrings in the lochs of 

Scotland; besides subsisting the inhabitants, 

whites and Indians, during great part of the 

year, vast quantities are cured and barrelled 
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every fall, and sent down to the eastern states. 

Not less than eight thousand barrels were 

shipped last year. 

These enterprising Yankees have seized upon 

another profitable speculation here: there is a 

fish found in great quantities in the upper 

part of Lake Superior, called the skevat,# 

so exceedingly rich, luscious, and oily, when 

fresh, as to be quite uneatable. A gentleman 

here told me that he had tried it, and though 

not very squeamish at any time, and then very 

hungry, he could not get beyond the first two or 

three mouthfuls; but it has been lately dis¬ 

covered that this fish makes a most luxurious 

pickle. It is very excellent, but so rich even in 

this state, that like the tunny marinte> it is ne- 

cessary either to taste abstemiously, or die 

heroically of indigestion. This fish is becoming 

a fashionable luxury, and in one of the stores 

here I saw three hundred barrels ready for em¬ 

barkation. The Americans have several schoo¬ 

ners on the lakes employed in these fisheries: 

* I spell the word as pronounced, never having seen 

it written. 
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we have not one. They have besides planned 

a ship canal through the portage here, which 

will open a communication for large vessels 

between Lake Huron and Lake Superior, as 

our Welland Canal has united Lake Erie with 

Lake Ontario. The ground has already been 

surveyed for this purpose. When this canal is 

completed, a vessel may load in the Thames, 

and discharge her burthen at the upper end of 

Lake Superior. I hope you have a map before 

you, that you may take in at a glance this won¬ 

derful extent of inland navigation. Ought a 

country possessing it, and all the means of life 

beside, to remain poor, oppressed, uncultivated, 

unknown? 

But to return to my beautiful river and glo¬ 

rious rapids, which are to be treated, you see, as 

a man treats a passionate beauty—he does not 

oppose her, for that were madness—but he gets 

round her. Well, on the American side, further 

down the river, is the house of Tanner, the 

Indian interpreter, of whose story you may have 

heard—for, as I remember, it excited some atten * 
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tion in England. He is a European of un¬ 

mixed blood, with the language, manners, habits 

of a Red-skin. He had been kidnapped some¬ 

where on the American frontiers when a mere 

hoy, and brought up among the Chippewas. He 

afterwards returned to civilised life, and having 

relearned his own language, drew up a very 

entertaining and valuable account of his adopted 

tribe. He is now in the American service here, 

having an Indian wife, and is still attached to his 

Indian mode of life. 

Just above the fort is the ancient burial- 

place of the Chippewas. I need not tell you 

of the profound veneration with which all the 

Indian tribes regard the places of their dead. 

In all their treaties for the cession of their 

lands, they stipulate with the white man for the 

inviolability of their sepulchres. They did the 

same with regard to this place, but I am sorry 

to say that it has not been attended to, for in 

enlarging one side of the fort, they have consider ¬ 

ably encroached on the cemetery. The outrage 

excited both the sorrow and indignation of some 
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of my friends here, but there is no redress. 

Perhaps it was this circumstance that gave rise 

to the allusion of the Indian chief here, when in 

speaking of the French he said, “ They never 

molested the places of our dead 

The view of the rapids from this spot is inex~ 

pressibly beautiful, and it has besides another at¬ 

traction, which makes it to me a frequent lounge 

whenever I cross the river;—but of this by-and- 

bye. To complete my sketch of the localities, I 

will only add, that the whole country around is 

in its primitive state, covered with the intermi¬ 

nable swamp and forest, where the bear and the 

moose-deer roam—and laites and living streams 

where the beaver builds his hut.f The cariboo, 

* Ante,vol. ii. p. 280. 

t The beaver is, however, becoming rare in these 

regions. It is a curious fact connected with the phy¬ 

siology and psychology of instinct, that the beaver is 

found to change its instincts and modes of life, as it has 

been more and more persecuted, and, instead of being 

a gregarious, it is now a solitary animal. The beavers, 

which are found living in solitary holes instead of 

communities and villages, the Indians call by a name 

which signifies Old Bachelor. 
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or rein-deer, is still found on the northern 

shores. 

The hunting-grounds of the Chippewas are 

in the immediate neighbourhood, and extend all 

round Lake Superior. Beyond these, on the 

north, are the Chippewyans; and on the south, 

the Sioux, Ottagamis, and Pottowottomies. 

I might here multiply facts and details, but I 

have been obliged to throw these particulars to¬ 

gether in haste, just to give you an idea of my 

present situation. Time presses, and my so¬ 

journ in this remote and interesting spot is like to 

be of short duration. 

One of the gratifications I had anticipated in 

coming hither—my strongest inducement per¬ 

haps—was an introduction to the mother of my 

two friends, of whom her children so delighted 

to speak, and of whom I had heard much from 

other sources. A woman of pure Indian blood, 

of a race celebrated in these regions as warriors 

and chiefs from generation to generation, who 
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had never resided within the pale of what we 

call civilised life, whose habits and manners 

were those of a genuine Indian squaw, and 

whose talents and domestic virtues commanded 

the highest respect, was, as you may suppose, 

an object of the deepest interest to me. I ob¬ 

served that not only her own children, but her 

two sons - in - law, Mr. Mac Murray and Mr. 

Schoolcraft, both educated in good society, the 

one a clergyman and the other a man of science 

and literature, looked up to this remarkable 

woman with sentiments of affection and vene¬ 

ration. 

As soon, then, as I was a little refreshed after 

my two nights on the lake, and my battles with 

the musquitoes, we paddled over the river to dine 

with Mrs. Johnston : she resides in a large log- 

house close upon the shore; there is a little 

portico in front with seats, and the interior is 

most comfortable. The old lady herself is 

rather large in person, with the strongest marked 

Indian features, a countenance open, benevolent. 
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and intelligent, and a manner perfectly easy— 

simple, yet with something of motherly dignity, 

becoming the head of her large family. She re¬ 

ceived me most affectionately, and we entered 

into conversation—Mrs. Schoolcraft, who looked 

all animation and happiness, acting as interpre¬ 

ter. Mrs. Johnston speaks no English, but 

can understand it a little, and the Canadian 

French still better; but in her own language she 

is eloquent, and her voice, like that of her people, 

low and musical; many kind words were ex¬ 

changed, and when I said anything that pleased 

her, she laughed softly like a child. I was not 

well and much fevered, and I remember she 

took me in her arms, laid me down on a couch, 

and began to rub my feet, soothing and caress¬ 

ing me. She called me Nindannis, daughter, 

and I called her Neengai, mother, (though how 

different from my own fair mother, I thought, as 

I looked up gratefully in her dark Indian face !) 

She set before us the best dressed and best 

served dinner I had seen since I left Toronto, 

and presided at her table, and did the honours 
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of her house with unembarrassed, unaffected 

propriety. My attempts to speak Indian caused, 

of course, considerable amusement; if I do not 

make progress, it will not be for want of teach¬ 

ing and teachers. 

After dinner we took a walk to visit Mrs. 

Johnston’s brother,Wayish,ky, whose wigwam is 

at a little distance, on the verge of the burial- 

ground. The lodge is of the genuine Chippewa 

form, like an egg cut in half lengthways. It is 

formed of poles stuck in the ground, and bent 

over at top, strengthened with a few wattles and 

boards; the whole is covered over with mats, 

birch-bark, and skins; a large blanket formed 

the door or curtain, which was not ungracefully 

looped aside. Wayish,ky, being a great man, has 

also a smaller lodge hard by, which serves as a 

storehouse and kitchen. 

Rude as was the exterior of Wayish,ky’s hut, 

the interior presented every appearance of com¬ 

fort, and even elegance, according to the Indian 

notions of both. It formed a good-sized room : a 

raised couch ran all round like a Turkish divan, 



WAYlSHjKY. 187 

serving both for seats and beds, and covered 

with very soft and beautiful matting of various 

colours and patterns. The chests and baskets of 

birch-bark, containing the family wardrobe and 

property: the rifles, the hunting and fishing tackle, 

were stowed away all round very tidily; I ob¬ 

served a coffee-mill nailed up to one of the posts 

or stakes; the floor was trodden down hard and 

perfectly clean, and there was a place for a fire in 

the middle : there was no window, but quite suffi¬ 

cient light and air were admitted through the 

door, and through an aperture in the roof. There 

was no disagreeable smell, and everything looked 

neat and clean. We found Wayish,ky and his wife 

and three of their children seated in the lodge, 

and as it was Sunday, and they are all Christians, 

no work was going forward. They received me 

with genuine and simple politeness, each taking 

my hand with a gentle inclination of the head, 

and some words of welcome murmured in their 

own soft language. We then sat down. 

The conversation became very lively; and, if I 
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might judge from looks and tones, very affec¬ 

tionate. I sported my last new words and 

phrases with great effect, and when I had ex¬ 

hausted my vocabulary—which was very soon— 

I amused myself with looking and listening. 

Mrs. Wayish,ky (I forget her proper name) 

must have been a very beautiful woman. Though 

now no longer young, and the mother of twelve 

children, she is one of the handsomest Indian 

women I have yet seen. The number of her 

children is remarkable, for in general there are 

few large families among the Indians. Her 

daughter, Zah,gah,see,ga,quay, (the sunbeams 

breaking through a cloud,) is a very beautiful 

girl, with eyes that are a warrant for her poetical 

name—she is about sixteen. Wayish,ky himself 

is a grave, dignified man about fifty. He told 

me that his eldest son had gone down to the 

Manitoolin Island to represent his family, and re¬ 

ceive his quota of presents. His youngest son 

he had sent to a college in the United States, to 

be educated in the learning of the white men. 
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Mrs. Schoolcraft whispered me that this poor 

boy is now dying of consumption, owing to the 

confinement and change of living, and that the 

parents knew it. Wayish,ky seemed aware that 

we were alluding to his son, for his eye at that 

moment rested on me, and such an expression 

of keen pain came suddenly over his fine coun¬ 

tenance, it was as if a knife had struck him, and 

I really felt it in my heart, and see it still be¬ 

fore me—that look of misery. 

After about an hour we left this good and 

interesting family. I lingered for a while on 

the burial-ground, looking over the rapids, and 

watching with a mixture of admiration and ter¬ 

ror several little canoes which were fishing in 

the midst of the boiling surge, dancing and 

popping about like corks. The canoe used for 

fishing is very small and light; one man (or wo¬ 

man more commonly) sits in the stern, and steers 

with a paddle ; the fisher places himself upright 

on the prow, balancing a long pole with both 

hands, at the end of which is a scoop-net. This 

he every minute dips into the water, bringing 
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up at each dip a fish, and sometimes two. I 

used to admire the fishermen on the Arno, and 

those on the Lagune, and above all the Neapo¬ 

litan fishermen, hauling in their nets, or diving 

like ducks, but I never saw anything like these 

Indians. The manner in which they keep their 

position upon a footing of a few inches, is to 

me as incomprehensible as the beauty of their 

forms and attitudes, swayed by every movement 

and turn of their dancing, fragile barks, is 

admirable. 

George Johnston, on whose arm I was lean¬ 

ing, (and I had much ado to reach it,) gave me 

such a vivid idea of the delight of coming down 

the cataract in a canoe, that I am half resolved 

to attempt it. Terrific as it appears, yet in a 

good canoe, and with experienced guides, there 

is no absolute danger, and it must be a glorious 

sensation. 

Mr. Johnston had spent the last fall and 

winter in the country, beyond Lake Superior, 

towards the forks of the Mississippi, where he 

had been employed as American agent to ar- 



INDIAN FISHERMEN. 191 

range the boundary line between the country of 

the Chippewas and that of their neighbours and 

implacable enemies, the Sioux. His media¬ 

tion appeared successful for the time, and he 

smoked the pipe of peace with both tribes ; but 

during the spring this ferocious war has again 

broken out, and he seems to think that nothing 

but the annihilation of either one nation or the 

other will entirely put an end to their conflicts; 

“ for there is no point at which the Indian law 

of retaliation stops, short of the extermination of 

one of the parties.” 

I asked him how it is that in their wars the 

Indians make no distinction between the warriors 

opposed to them and helpless women and chil¬ 

dren ?—how it could be with a brave and manly 

people, that the scalps taken from the weak, the 

helpless, the unresisting, were as honourable as 

those torn from the warrior’s skull ? And I 

described to him the horror which this custom 

inspired—this, which of all their customs, most 

justifies the name of savage! 
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He said it was inseparable from their prin¬ 

ciples of war and their mode of warfare; the 

first consists in inflicting the greatest possible in¬ 

sult and injury on their foe with the least pos¬ 

sible risk to themselves. This truly savage law 

of honour we might call cowardly, but that, 

being associated with the bravest contempt of 

danger and pain, it seems nearer to the natural 

law. With regard to the mode of warfare, they 

have rarely pitched battles, but skirmishes, 

surprises, ambuscades, and sudden forays into 

each other’s hunting-grounds and villages. The 

usual practice is to creep stealthily on the ene¬ 

my's village or hunting-encampment, and wait 

till just after the dawn; then, at the moment 

the sleepers in the lodges are rising, the am¬ 

bushed warriors stoop and level their pieces 

about two feet from the ground, which thus 

slaughter indiscriminately. If they find one of 

the enemy’s lodges undefended they murder 

its inmates, that when the owner returns he 

may find his hearth desolate; for this is exqui- 
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site vengeance ! But outrage against the chastity 

of women is absolutely unknown under any de¬ 

gree whatever of furious excitement.* 

This respect for female honour will remind 

you of the ancient Germans, as described by 

Julius Caesar : he contrasts in some surprise 

their forbearance with the very opposite conduct 

of the Romans; and even down to this present 

day, if I recollect rightly, the history of our 

European wars and sieges will bear out this 

early and characteristic distinction between the 

Latin and the Teutonic nations. Am I right, 

or am I not ? 

To return to the Indians. After telling me 

some other particulars, which gave me a clearer 

view of their notions and feelings on these 

* “ The whole history of Indian warfare/’ says Mr. 

Schoolcraft, “ might be challenged in vain for a soli¬ 

tary instance of this kind. The Indians believe that 

to take a dishonourable advantage of their female 

prisoners would destroy their luck in hunting; it 

would be considered as effeminate and degrading in a 

w arrior, and render him unfit for, and unworthy of, all 

manly achievement.” 

VOL. III. K 
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points than I ever had before, my informant 

mildly added,—44 It is a constant and favourite 

subject of reproach against the Indians—this 

barbarism of their desultory warfare; but I 

should think more women and children have 

perished in one of your civilised sieges, and that 

in late times, than during the whole war be¬ 

tween the Chippewas and Sioux, and that has 

lasted a century.” 

I was silent, for there is a sensible proverb 

about taking care of our own glass windows: and I 

wonder if any of the recorded atrocities of Indian 

warfare or Indian vengeance, or all of them to¬ 

gether, ever exceeded Massena’s retreat from 

Portugal,—and the French call themselves civi¬ 

lised. A war-party of Indians, perhaps two or 

three hundred, (and that is a very large number,) 

dance their war-dance, go out and burn a village, 

and bring back twenty or thirty scalps. They are 

savages and heathens. We Europeans fight a 

battle, leave fifty thousand dead or dying by 

inches on the field, and a hundred thousand to 

mourn them, desolate; but we are civilised and 

Christians. Then only look into the motives and 
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causes of our bloodiest European wars as re¬ 

vealed in the private history of courts:—the 

miserable, puerile, degrading intrigues which set 

man against man—so horridly disproportioned to 

the horrid result! and then see the Indian 

take up his war-hatchet in vengeance for some 

personal injury, or from motives that rouse all 

the natural feelings of the natural man within 

him! Really I do not see that an Indian war¬ 

rior, flourishing his tomahawk, and smeared 

with his enemy’s blood, is so very much a 

greater savage than the pipe-clayed, padded, 

embroidered personage, who, without cause or 

motive, has sold himself to slay or be slain : 

one scalps his enemy, the other rips him open 

with a sabre; one smashes his brains with a 

tomahawk, and the other blows him to atoms 

with a cannon-ball: and to me, femininely 

speaking, there is not a needle’s point difference 

between the one and the other. If war be un¬ 

christian and barbarous, then war as a science 

is more absurd, unnatural, unchristian, than war 

as a passion. 

k 2 



196 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

This, perhaps, is putting it all too strongly, 

and a little exaggerated. 

God forbid that I should think to disparage 

the blessings of civilisation ! I am a woman, 

and to the progress of civilisation alone can we 

women look for release from many pains and 

penalties and liabilities which now lie heavily 

upon us. Neither am I greatly in love with 

savage life, with all its picturesque accompani¬ 

ments and lofty virtues. I see no reason why 

these virtues should be necessarily connected 

with dirt, ignorance, and barbarism. 1 am thank¬ 

ful to live in a land of literature and steam- 

engines. Chats worth is better than a wigwam, 

and a seventy-four is a finer thing than a bark 

canoe. I do not positively assert that Taglioni 

dances more gracefully than the Little-Pure 

tobacco-smoker, nor that soap and water are 

preferable as cosmetics to tallow and charcoal; 

for these are matters of taste, and mine may be 

disputed. But I do say, that if our advantages 

of intellect and refinement are not to lead on to 

farther moral superiority, I prefer the Indians 
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on the score of consistency; they are what they 

profess to be, and we are not what we profess 

to be. They profess to be warriors and hunters, 

and are so; we profess to be Christians, and 

civilised—are we so ? 

Then as to the mere point of cruelty ;—there 

is something to be said on this point too. Fero¬ 

city, when the hot blood is up, and all the demon 

in man is roused by every conceivable excitement, 

I can understand better than the Indian can 

comprehend the tender mercies of our law. 

Owyawatta, better known by his English name, 

Red-Jacket, was once seen hurrying from the 

town of Buffalo with rapid strides, and every 

mark of disgust and consternation in his face. 

Three malefactors were to be hung that morn¬ 

ing, and the Indian warrior had not nerve to 

face the horrid spectacle, although 

“ In sober truth the veriest devil 

That ere clenched fingers in a captive’s hair.” 

Thus endeth my homily for to-night. 

# * * # 

The more I looked upon those glancing, 
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dancing rapids, the more resolute I grew to ven¬ 

ture myself in the midst of them. George 

Johnston went to seek a fit canoe and a dexterous 

steersman, and meantime I strolled away to pay 

a visit to Wayish,ky’s family, and made a sketch 

of their lodge, while pretty Zah,gah,see,gah,qua, 

held the umbrella to shade me from the sun. 

The canoe being ready, I wrent to the upper 

end of the portage, and we launched into the 

river. It was a small fishing canoe about ten feet 

long, quite new, and light and elegant and buoyant 

as a bird on the waters. I reclined on a mat at 

the bottom, Indian fashion, (there are no seats in 

a genuine Indian canoe;) in a minute we wrere 

within the verge of the rapids, and down we 

went with a whirl and a splash !—the white surge 

leaping around me—over me. The Indian with 

astonishing dexterity kept the head of the canoe 

to the breakers, and somehow or other we 

danced through them. I could see, as I looked 

over the edge of the canoe, that the passage be¬ 

tween the rocks was sometimes not more than 

two feet in width, and we had to turn sharp 
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angles—a touch of which would have sent us to 

destruction—all this I could see through the 

transparent eddying waters, but I can truly say 

I had not even a momentary sensation of fear, 

but rather of giddy, breathless, delicious excite¬ 

ment. I could even admire the beautiful atti¬ 

tude of a fisher, past whom we swept as we 

came to the bottom. The whole affair, from the 

moment I entered the canoe till I reached the 

landing-place, occupied seven minutes, and the 

distance is about three quarters of a mile.* 

My Indians were enchanted, and when I 

reached home, my good friends were not less 

delighted at my exploit : they told me I was the 

first European female who had ever performed 

* “ The total descent of the Fall of St. Mary’s has 

been ascertained to be twenty-two and a half perpen¬ 

dicular feet. It has been found impracticable to 

ascend the rapid ; but canoes have ventured down, 

though the experiment is extremely nervous and ha¬ 

zardous, and avoided by a portage, two miles long, 

which connects the navigable parts of the strait.”— 
9 

Bouchette s Canada. 
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it, and assuredly I shall not be the last. I recom¬ 

mend it as an exercise before breakfast. Two 

glasses of champagne could not have made me 

more tipsy and more self-complacent ! As for my 
i 

Neengai, she laughed, clapped her hands, and em¬ 

braced me several times. I was declared duly 

initiated, and adopted into the family by the 

name of Wah,sah,ge,wah,no,qua. They had 

already called me among themselves, in refer¬ 

ence to my complexion and my travelling pro¬ 

pensities, 0,daw,yaun,gee, the fair changing 

moon, or rather, the fair moon which changes 

her place : but now, in compliment to my suc¬ 

cessful achievement, Mrs. Johnston bestowed 

this new appellation, which I much prefer. It 

signifies the bright foam, or more properly, with 

the feminine adjunct qua, the woman of the 

bright foam ; and by this name I am henceforth 

to be known among the Chippewas. 

Now that I have been a Chippewa born, 
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any time these four hours,*1 must introduce you 

to some of my new relations “ of the totem of the 

rein-deer;” and first to my illustrious grand¬ 

papa, Waub-Ojeeg,f (the White-fisher.) 

The Chippewas, as you perhaps know, have 

long been reckoned among the most warlike and 

numerous, but also among the wildest and most 

untamable nations of the north-west. In pro¬ 

gressing with the other Algonquin tribes from 

south to north, they seem to have crossed the 

St. Lawrence and dispersed themselves along 

the shores of Lake Ontario, and Lake Huron 

and its islands. Driven westward before the 

Iroquois, as they retired before the French and 

Hurons, the Chippewas appear to have crossed 

the St. Mary’s River, and then spread along the 

south shores of Lake Superior. Their coun¬ 

cil fire, and the chief seat of the nation, was upon 

* Ant. I know you now, sir, a gentleman born. 

Clo. Ay, that I have been any time these four hours. 

Winter’s Tale. 

+ The name is thus pronounced, but I have seen it 

spelt Wabbajik. 

K 5 
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a promontory at the farthest end of Lake Su¬ 

perior, called by the French La Pointe, and 

by the Indians Che,goi,me,gon: by one name or 

the other you will find it on most maps, as it 

has long been a place of importance in the 

fur-trade.# Here was the grand national 

council fire, (the extinction of which foretold, 

if it did not occasion, some dread national cala¬ 

mity, )f and the residence of the presiding chief. 

The Indians know neither sovereignty nor no¬ 

bility, but when one family has produced several 

distinguished war-chiefs, the dignity becomes by 

* Henry says, “ The Chippewas of Chegoimegon are 

a handsome, well-made people, and much more cleanly, 

as well as much more regular in the government of 

their families, than the Chippewas of Lake Huron.” 

“ The women,” he adds, “ have agreeable features.” 

At this time (1765) they knew nothing of European 

manufactures, and were habited in dressed deer-skins. 

t Governor Cass. He adds, (< that there were male 

and female guardians to whose care the sacred fire was 

committed ;” and that “ no fact is better established 

in the whole range of Indian history than the devotion 

of some, if not all, the tribes to this characteristic 

feature of the ancient superstition of the Magi.” 



WAUB OJEEG. 203 

courtesy or custom hereditary; and from what¬ 

ever reason, the family of Wayish,ki or the 

Mudgi,kiwis, exercised, even from a remote 

period, a sort of influence over the rest of the 

tribe. One traveller says that the present de¬ 

scendants of these chiefs evince such a pride of 

ancestry as could only be looked for in feudal or 

despotic monarchies. The present representative, 

Piz,hi,kee, (the Buffalo,) my illustrious cousin, 

still resides at La Pointe. When presented with 

a silver medal of authority from the American 

government, he said haughtily, “ What need of 

this ? it is known to all whence I am descended !” 

Family pride, you see, lies somewhere very deep 

in human nature. 

When the Chippewas first penetrated to these 

regions, they came in contact with the Ottaga- 

mies or Foxes, who, being descended from the 

same stock, received them as brothers, and at 

first ceded to them a part of their boundless 

hunting-grounds; and as these Ottagamies were 

friends and allies of the Sioux, these three na¬ 

tions continued for some time friends, and inter- 
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marriages and family alliances took place. But 

the increasing power of the Chippewas soon 

excited the jealousy and apprehension of the 

other two tribes. The Ottagamies committed 

inroads on their hunting-grounds, (this is the 

primary cause of almost all the Indian wars ;) 

the Chippewas sent an embassy to complain 

of the injury, and desired the Ottagamies to 

restrain their young men within the stipulated 

bounds. The latter returned an insulting an¬ 

swer. The war-hatchet was raised, and the 

Sioux and the Ottagamies united against the 

Chippewas : this was about 1726 or 1730. From 

this time there has been no peace between the 

Chippewas and Sioux. 

It happened, just before the declaration of 

war, that a young Chippewa girl was married 

to a Sioux chief of great distinction, and bore 

him two sons. When hostilities commenced, 

the Sioux chief retired to his own tribe, and his 

wife remained with her relations, according to 

Indian custom. The two children, belonging to 

both tribes, were hardly safe with either ; but 
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as the father was best able to protect them, it 

was at last decided that they should accompany 

him. The Sioux chief and his boys departed to 

join his warriors, accompanied by his Chippewa 

wife and her relations, till they were in safety: 

then the young wife returned home weeping 

and inconsolable for the loss of her husband and 

children. Some years afterwards she consented 

to become the wife of the great chief at Che- 

goimegon. Her son by this marriage was 

Mamongazida, or Mongazida, (the LoonVfoot,^ 

a chief of great celebrity, who led a strong 

party of his nation in the Canadian wars be¬ 

tween the French and English, fighting on the 

side of the French. He was present at the 

battle of Quebec when Wolfe was killed, and, ac¬ 

cording to the Indian tradition, the Marquis 

Montcalm died in Mongazida’s arms. After the 

war was over, he “ shook hands” with the Eng¬ 

lish. He was at the grand assemblage of chiefs, 

convened by Sir William Johnstone, at Niagara^ 

and from him received a rich gorget and broad 

belt of wampum, as pledges of peace and alii* 
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ance with the English. These relics were pre¬ 

served in the family with great veneration, and 

inherited by Waub Ojeeg, and afterwards by his 

younger brother, Camudwa; but it happened 

that when Camudwa was out on a winter-hunt 

near the river Broule, he and all his family were 

overtaken by famine and starved to death, and 

these insignia were then lost and never re¬ 

covered. This last incident is a specimen of 

the common vicissitudes of Indian life; and 

when listening to their domestic histories, I ob¬ 

serve that the events of paramount interest are 

the want or the abundance of food— hunger or 

plenty. “ We killed a moose, or a bear, and had 

meat for so many days or, “ wre followed on the 

track of a bear, and he escaped us ; wre had no 

meat for so many daysthese are the ever-re¬ 

curring topics which in their conversation stand 

instead of the last brilliant essay in the Edin¬ 

burgh or Quarterly, or the last news from Russia 

or Spain. Starvation from famine is not uncom¬ 

mon ; and I am afraid, from all I hear, that 

cannibalism under such circumstances is not 
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unknown. Remembering some recent instances 

nearer home, when extreme hunger produced 

the same horrid result, I could not he much 

astonished. 

To return. Waub Ojeeg was the second son 

of this famous Mongazida. Once when the 

latter went out on his “fall hunts,” on the 

grounds near the Sioux territory, taking all his 

relatives with him, (upwards of twenty in num¬ 

ber,) they were attacked by the Sioux at early 

dawn, in the usual manner. The first volley 

had gone through the lodges; before the second 

could be fired, Mongazida rushed out, and pro¬ 

claiming his own name with a loud voice, de¬ 

manded if Wabash, his mother's son, were 

among the assailants. There was a pause, 

and then a tall figure in his war-dress, with a 

profusion of feathers in his head, stepped for¬ 

ward and gave his hand to his half-brother. 

They all repaired to the lodge in peace to¬ 

gether ; but at the moment the Sioux chief 

stooped to enter, Waub Ojeeg, then a boy of 

eight years old, who had planted himself at the 
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entrance to defend it, struck him a blow on the 

forehead with his little war-club. Wabash, en¬ 

chanted, took him up in his arms and prophe¬ 

sied that he would become a great war-chief, 

and an implacable enemy of the Sioux, Sub¬ 

sequently the prophecy was accomplished, and 

Waub Ojeeg commanded his nation in all the 

war-parties against the Sioux and Ottagamies. 

He was generally victorious, and so entirely de¬ 

feated the Ottagamies, that they never after¬ 

wards ventured to oppose him, but retired down 

the Wisconsin river, where they are now settled. 

But Waub Ojeeg was something more and 

better than merely a successful warrior: he was 

remarkable for his eloquence, and composed a 

number of war-songs, which were sung through 

the Chippewa villages, and some of which his 

daughter can repeat. He was no less skilful in 

hunting than in war. His hunting-grounds ex¬ 

tended to the river Broule, at Fond du Lac; 

and he killed any one who dared to intrude on 

his district. The skins he took annually were 

worth three hundred and fifty dollars, a sum 
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amply sufficient to make him rich in clothing, 

arms, powder, vermilion, and trinkets. Like 

Tecumseh, he would not marry early lest it 

should turn his attention from war, but at the 

age of thirty he married a widow, by whom he 

had two sons. Becoming tired of this elderly 

helpmate, he took a young wife, a beautiful 

girl of fourteen, by whom he had six children; 

of these my Neengai is the eldest. She de¬ 

scribed her father as affectionate and domestic. 

“ There was always plenty of bear’s meat and 

deer’s flesh in the lodge.” He had a splendid 

wigwam, sixty feet in length, which he was 

fond of ornamenting. In the centre there was 

a strong post, which rose several feet above the 

roof, on the top of which was the carved figure 

of an owl, which veered with the wind. This 

owl seems to have answered the same purpose 

as the flag on the tower of Windsor Castle.: it 

was the insignia of his power and of his pre¬ 

sence : when absent on his long winter hunts 

the lodge was shut up, and the owl taken 

down. 
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The skill of Waub Ojeeg as a hunter and 

trapper, brought him into friendly communica¬ 

tion with a fur-trader named Johnston, who 

had succeeded the enterprising Henry in ex¬ 

ploring Lake Superior. This young man, of 

good Irish family, came out to Canada with 

such strong letters of recommendation to Lord 

Dorchester, that he was invited to reside in the 

government house till a vacancy occurred in 

his favour in one of the official departments; 

meantime, being of an active and adventurous 

turn, he joined a party of traders going up the 

lakes, merely as an excursion, but became so 

enamoured of that wild life as to adopt it in 

earnest. On one of his expeditions, when en¬ 

camped at Che5goi,me,gon, and trafficking with 

Waub Ojeeg, he saw the eldest daughter of the 

chief, and 44 no sooner looked than he sighed, no 

sooner sighed than he asked himself the reason,” 

and ended by asking his friend to give him his 

beautiful daughter. 44 White man ! ” said the 

chief with dignity, 44 your customs are not our 

customs! You white men desire our women. 
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you marry them, and when they cease to please 

your eye, you say they are not your.wives, and 

you forsake them. Return, young friend, with 

your load of skins, to Montreal; and if there 

the women of the pale faces do not put my child 

out of your mind, return hither in the spring, 

and we will talk farther; she is young, and can 

wait.” The young Irishman, ardently in love, 

and impatient and impetuous, after the manner 

of my countrymen, tried arguments, entreaties, 

presents, in vain—he was obliged to submit. 

He went down to Montreal, and the following 

spring returned and claimed his bride. The 

chief, after making him swear that he would 

take her as his wife according to the law of the 

white man, till death, gave him his daughter, 

with a long speech of advice to both. 

Mrs. Johnston relates that, previous to her 

marriage, she fasted, according to the universal 

Indian custom, for a guardian sjnrit: to per¬ 

form this ceremony, she went away to the 

summit of an eminence, and built herself a 

little lodge of cedar boughs, painted herself 
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black, and began her fast in solitude. She 

dreamed continually of a white man, who ap¬ 

proached her with a cup in his hand, saying, 

“Poor thing! why are you punishing yourself? 

why do you fast ? here is food for you ! ” He was 

always accompanied by a dog, which looked up 

in her face as though he knew her. Also she 

dreamed of being on a high hill, which was sur¬ 

rounded by water, and from which she beheld 

many canoes full of Indians, coming to her and 

paying her homage; after this, she felt as if she 

were carried up into the heavens, and as she 

looked down upon the earth, she perceived it was 

on fire, and said to herself, “ All my relations 

will be burned !” but a voice answered and said, 

“ No, they will not be destroyed, they will be 

saved and she knew it was a spirit, because the 

voice was not human. She fasted for ten davs, 

during which time her grandmother brought her 

at intervals some water. When satisfied that 

she had obtained a guardian spirit in the white 

stranger who haunted her dreams, she returned 

to her father’s lodge, carrying green cedar 
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boughs, which she threw on the ground, stepping 

on them as she went. When she entered the 

lodge, she threw some more down upon her usual 

place, (next her mother,) and took her seat. 

During the ten succeeding days she was not 

permitted to eat any meat, nor anything hut a 

little corn boiled with a bitter herb. For ten 

days more she ate meat smoked in a particular 

manner, and she then partook of the usual food 

of her family. 

Notwithstanding that her future husband and 

future greatness were so clearly prefigured in 

this dream, the pretty O,shah,gush,ko,da,na- 

qua having always regarded a white man with 

awe, and as a being of quite another species, 

(perhaps the more so in consequence of her 

dream,) seems to have felt nothing, throughout 

the whole negociation for her hand, but re¬ 

luctance, terror, and aversion. On being 

carried with the usual ceremonies to her hus¬ 

band’s lodge, she fled into a dark corner, 

rolled herself up in her blanket, and would 

not be comforted, nor even looked upon. It 
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is to the honour of Johnston, that he took no 

cruel advantage of their mutual position, and 

that she remained in his lodge ten days, during 

which he treated her with the utmost tenderness 

and respect, and sought by every gentle means 

to overcome her fear and gain her affection ;— 

and it was touching to see how tenderly and 

gratefully this was remembered by his wife 

after a lapse of thirty-six years. On the 

tenth day, however, she ran away from him in 

a paroxysm of terror, and, after fasting in the 

woods for four days, reached her grandfather’s 

wigwam. Meantime her father, Waub Ojeeg, 

who was far off in his hunting-camp, dreamed 

that his daughter had not conducted herself 

according to his advice, with proper wife-like 

docility, and he returned in haste two days’ 

journey to see after her; and finding all things 

according to his dream, he gave her a good beat¬ 

ing with a stick, and threatened to cut off both 

her ears. He then took her back to her husband, 

with a propitiatory present of furs and Indian 

corn, and many apologies and exculpations 
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of his own honour. Johnston succeeded at 

length in taming this shy wild fawn, and took 

her to his house at the Sault Ste Marie. When 

she had been there some time, she was seized 

with a longing once more to behold her mother’s 

face, and revisit her people. Her husband had 

lately purchased a small schooner to trade upon 

the lake; this he fitted out, and sent her, with 

a retinue of his clerks and retainers, and in 

such state as became the wife of the “great 

Englishman,” to her home at La Pointe, loaded 

with magnificent presents for all her family. 

He did not go with her himself, apparently from 

motives of delicacy, and that he might be no 

constraint upon her feelings or movements. A 

few months’ residence amid comparative splen¬ 

dour and luxury, with a man who treated her 

with respect and tenderness, enabled the fair 

Oshah,gush,ko,da,na,qua to contrast her former 

with her present home. She soon returned to 

her husband, and we do not hear of any more 

languishing after her father’s wigwam. She lived 

mos^; happily with Johnston for thirty-six years till 
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his death, which occurred in 1828, and is the 

mother of eight children, four boys and four girls. 

She showed me her husband’s picture, which 

he brought to her from Montreal; the features are 

very gentleman-like. He has been described to 

me by some of my Canadian friends, who knew 

him well, as a very clever, lively, and eccentric 

man, and a little of the bon vivant. Owing to 

his independent fortune, his talents, his long 

acquaintance with the country, and his con¬ 

nexion by marriage with the native blood, he 

had much influence in the country. 

During the last American war, he of course ad¬ 

hered to the English, on an understanding that he 

should be protected; in return for which the Ame¬ 

ricans of course burnt his house, and destroyed 

his property. He never could obtain either re¬ 

dress or compensation from our government. The 

very spot on which his house stood was, at the 

peace, made over to the United States ;—himself 

and all his family became, per force, Americans. 

His sons are in the service of the States. In a 

late treaty, w hen the Chippewas ceded an im- 
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mense tract in this neighbourhood to the Ame¬ 

rican government, a reserve was made in favour 

of Oshah,gush,ko,da,na,qua, of a considerable 

section of land, which will render her posterity 

rich territorial proprietors—although at present 

it is all unreclaimed forest. A large tract of 

Sugar Island is her property; and this year 

she manufactured herself three thousand five 

hundred weight of sugar of excellent quality. 

In the fall, she goes up with her people in 

canoes to the entrance of Lake Superior, to 

fish in the bays and creeks for a fortnight, 

and comes back with a load of fish cured for 

the winter’s consumption. In her youth she 

hunted, and was accounted the surest eye and 

fleetest foot among the women of her tribe. 

Her talents, energy, activity, and strength of 

mind, and her skill in all the domestic avoca¬ 

tions of the Indian women, have maintained 

comfort and plenty within her dwelling in spite 

of the losses sustained by her husband, while her 

descent from the blood of their ancient chiefs 

renders her an object of great veneration among 

VOL. III. L 
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the Indians around, who, in all their miseries, 

maladies, and difficulties, apply to her for aid or 

for counsel. 

She has inherited the poetical talent of her 

father Waub-Ojeeg ; and here is a little fable or 

allegory which was written down from her 

recitation, and translated by her daughter. 

THE ALLEGORY OF WINTER AND SUMMER. 

A man from the north, gray-haired, leaning on 

his staff, went roving over all countries. Looking 

around him one day, after having travelled with¬ 

out any intermission for four moons, he sought 

out a spot on which to recline and rest himself. 

He had not been long seated, before he saw 

before him a young man, very beautiful in his 

appearance, with red cheeks, sparkling eyes, 

and his hair covered with flowers: and from 

between his lips he blew a breath that was as 

sweet as the wild rose. 
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Said the old man to him, as he leaned upon 

his staff, his white beard reaching down upon 

his breast, <s Let us repose here awhile, and 

converse a little. But first we will build up a 

fire, and we will bring together much wood, for 

it will be needed to keep us warm.” 

The fire was made, and they took their seats 

by it, and began to converse, each telling the 

other where he came from, and what had be¬ 

fallen him by the way. Presently the young 

man felt cold. He looked round him to see 

what had produced this change, and pressed his 

hands against his cheeks to keep them warm. 

The old man spoke and said, “ When I wish 

to cross a river, I breathe upon it and make it 

hard, and walk over upon its surface. I have 

only to speak, and bid the waters he still, and 

touch them with my finger, and they become 

hard as stone. The tread of my foot makes 

soft things hard—and my power is boundless.” 

The young man, feeling every moment still 

colder, and growing tired of the old man’s 

l 2 



220 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

boasting, and morning being nigh, as he per¬ 

ceived by the reddening east, thus began— 

“ Now, my father, I wish to speak.” 

“ Speak,” said the old man; “ my ear, though 

it be old, is open—it can hear.” 

<c Then,” said the young man, u I also go 

over all the earth. I have seen it covered with 

snow, and the waters I have seen hard as stone; 

hut I have only passed over them, and the snow 

has melted ; the mountain streams have begun 

to flow, the rivers to move, the ice to melt: the 

earth has become green under my tread, the 

flowers blossomed, the birds were joyful, and all 

the power of which you boast vanished away !” 

The old man drew a deep sigh, and shaking 

his head, he said, “ I know thee, thou art 

Spring!” 

“ True,” said the young man, “ and here 

behold my head—see it crowned with flowers ! 

and my cheeks how they bloom—come near and 

touch me. Thou art Winter ! I know thy 

power is great; but, father, thou darest not 



CHIPPEWA ALLEGORY. 22 L 

come to my country; thy beard would fall off, 

and all thy strength would fail, and thou wouldst 

die r 

The old man felt this truth; for before the 

morning was come, he was seen vanishing 

away : but each, before they parted, expressed 

a hope that they might meet again before many 

moons. 

The language of the Chippewas, however 

figurative and significant, is not copious. In 

their speeches and songs they are emphatic and 

impressive by the continual repetition of the same 

phrase or idea; and it seems to affect them like 

the perpetual recurrence of a few simple notes 

in music, by which I have been myself wound 

up to painful excitement, or melted to tears. 

A cousin of mine (I have now a large Chip¬ 

pewa cousinship) went on a hunting excursion, 

leaving his wife and child in his lodge. During 

his absence, a party of Sioux carried them off, 

and on his return he found his fire extinguished. 
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and his lodge empty. He immediately black¬ 

ened his face, (Indian mourning,) and repaired 

to the lodge of his wife’s brother, to whom he 

sang, in a kind of mournful recitative, the fol¬ 

lowing song ;—the purport of which seems to 

be partly a request for aid against his enemies, 

and partly an excuse for the seeming fault of 

leaving his family unprotected in his wigwam. 

My brother-in law, do not wrongfully accuse me 

for this seeming neglect in exposing my family, for 

I have come to request aid from my brother-in-law ! 

The cry of my little son was heard as they carried 

him across the prairie, and therefore I have come to 

supplicate aid from my brother-in-law. 

And the voice also of my wife was heard as they 

carried her across the prairie ; do not then accuse your 

brother-in-law, for he has come to seek aid from his 

brother-in-law ! 

This song is in measure, ten and eight sylla¬ 

bles alternately; and the perpetual recurrence of 

the word brother-in-law seems intended to im¬ 

press the idea of their relationship on the mind 

of the hearer. 
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The next is the address of a war-party to 

their women on leaving the village.* 

Do not weep, do not weep for me, 

Loved women, should I die ; 

For yourselves alone should you weep! 

Poor are ye all, and to be pitied: 

Ye women, ye are to be pitied! 

1 seek, I seek our fallen relations ; 

I go to revenge, revenge the slain, 

Our relations fallen and slain. 

And our foes, our foes shall lie 

Like them, like them shall they lie ; 

I go to lay them low, to lay them low ! 

And then da capo, over and over again. 

The next is a love-song, in the same style 

of iteration. 

’Tis now two days, two long days. 

Since last I tasted food; 

’Tis for you, for you, my love, 

That I grieve, that I grieve, 

’Tis for you, for you that I grieve! 

* From Mr. Schoolcraft, translated literally by 

Mrs. Schoolcraft. 
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The waters flow deep and wide. 

On which, love, you have sail’d ; 

Dividing you far from me. 

’Tis for you, for you, my love, 

’Tis for you, for you that I grieve ! 

If you look at some half thousand of our 

most fashionable and admired Italian songs—the 

Notturni of Blangini, for instance—you will find 

them very like this Chippewa canzonetta, in 

the no-meaning and perpetual repetition of 

certain words and phrases; at the same time, 

I doubt if it be always necessary for a song to 

have a meaning—it is enough if it have a sen¬ 

timent. 

Here are some verses of a wrar-song, in the 

same style as to composition, but breathing 

very different sentiments. 

I sing, I sing, under the centre of the sky. 

Under the centre of the sky. 

Under the centre of the sky I sing, I sing. 

Under the centre of the sky ! 

Every day I look at you, you morning star. 

You morning star; 

Every day I look at you, you morning star. 

You morning star. 



CHIPPEWA SONGS. 225 

The birds of the brave take a flight round the sky, 

A flight round the sky; 

The birds of the brave take a flight, take a flight, 

A flight round the sky. 

They cross the enemies’ line, the birds! 

They cross the enemies’ line ; 

The birds, the birds, the ravenous birds. 

They cross the enemies’ line. 

The spirits on high repeat my name. 

Repeat my name; 

The spirits on high, the spirits on high, 

Repeat my name. 

Full happy am I to be slain and to lie. 

On the enemy’s side of the line to lie ; 

Full happy am I, full happy am I, 

On the enemies’ side of the line to lie ! 

I give you these as curiosities, and as being at 

least genuine; they have this merit, if they have 

no other. 

Of the next song, I subjoin the music. It 

seems to have been composed on a young Ame¬ 

rican, (« Long-knife,) who made love to a 

Chippewa girl, (Ojibway quaince.) 

h 5 
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OJIBWAY QUAINCE 

Aun dush ween do we nain, Git-cliee mo- 

-4- 

ya hah ha we ya ya hah ha. 

We ah, bem, ah de, 

We mah jah need de, 

We ne moo, sha yun 

We ya, ya hah ha ! we ya ya hah ha! 

0 mow we mah ne 

We mah jah need de, 

O jib way cjuaince un ne, 

We ya, ya hah ha ! we ya ya hah ha ! 

Kah ween, goo shah, ween ne, 

Keesh wan zhe e we ye 

0 gah, mah we mah zeen. 

We ya, ya hah ya ! we ya ya hah ha ! 

Mee goo shah ween e goo 

Ke bish quah bem ah de 

Che wah nain ne mah de. 

We ya, ya hah ha ! we ya ya hah ha ! 
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The literal meaning of the song, without the 

perpetual repetitions and transpositions, is just 

this: 

Hah! what is the matter with the young Long- 

knife ? he crosses the river with tears in his eyes. He 

sees the young Chippewa girl preparing to leave the 

place; he sobs for his sweetheart because she is 

going away, but he will not sigh for her long: as soon 

as she is out of sight he will forget her ! 

I have been too long on the other side of the 

river; I must return to our Canadian shore, 

where indeed I now reside, under the hospitable 

roof of our missionary. Mrs. MacMurray’s over¬ 

flowing good-nature, cleverness, and liveliness, 

are as delightful in their way as the more pen¬ 

sive intelligence of her sister. 

I have had some interesting talk with Mr. 

MacMurray on the subject of his mission, and the 

character of the people consigned to his care 

and spiritual guidance. He arrived here in 

1832, and married Charlotte Johnston (0,ge,- 

bu,no,qua) the following year. During the five 
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years which have elapsed since the establishment 

of the mission, there have been one hundred and 

forty-five baptisms, seven burials, and thirteen 

marriages; and the present number of communi¬ 

cants is sixty-six. 

He is satisfied with his success, and seems to 

have gained the good-will and attachment of the 

Indians around; he owes much, he says, to his 

sweet wife, whose perfect knowledge of the lan¬ 

guage and habits of her people has aided him in 

his task. She is a warm enthusiast in the cause 

of conversion, and the labour and fatigue of 

interpreting the prayers and sermons, and teach¬ 

ing the Indians to sing, at one time seriously af¬ 

fected her health. She has a good voice and 

correct ear, and has succeeded in teaching several 

of the women and children to sing some of our 

church hymns very pleasingly. She says all the 

Indians are passionately fond of music, and that 

it is a very effective means of interesting and fix¬ 

ing their attention. Mr. MacMurray says they 

take the most eager delight in the parables, and 

his explanations of them—frequently melting 
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into tears. When he collected them together 

and addressed them, on his first arrival, several of 

those present were intoxicated; he therefore took 

the opportunity of declaiming against their be¬ 

setting vice in strong terms. After waiting till 

he had finished, one of their chief men arose and 

replied gravely : “ My father, before the white 

men came, we could hunt and fish, and raise corn 

enough for our families ; we knew nothing of 

your fire-water. If it is so very bad, why did 

the white men bring it here ? we did not desire 

it! ” 

They were in a degraded state of poverty, 

recklessness, and misery: there is now at least 

some improvement; about thirty children attend 

Mrs. MacMurray’s school; many of them are 

decently clothed, and they have gardens in which 

they have raised crops of potatoes and Indian 

corn. The difficulty is to keep them together 

for any time sufficient to make a permanent im¬ 

pression : their wild, restless habits prevail: and 

even their necessities interfere against the efforts 

of their teachers; they go off to their winter 
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hunting-grounds for weeks together, and when 

they return, the task of instruction has to begin 

again. 

One of their chiefs from the north came to 

Mr. MacMurray, and expressed a wish to be¬ 

come a Christian; unfortunately, he had three 

wives, and, as a necessary preliminary, he was 

informed that he must confine himself to one. 

He had no objection to keep the youngest, to 

whom he was lately married, and put away the 

two others; but this was not admissible. The 

one he had first taken to wife was to be the 

permitted wife, and no other. He expostulated, 

Mr. MacMurray insisted; in the end, the old 

man went off in high dudgeon. Next morning 

there was no sign of his wigwam, and he never 

applied again to be “made a Christian,” the 

terms apparently being too hard to digest. “ The 

Roman catholic priests,” said Mr. MacMurray, 

“ are not so strict on this point as we are; they 

insist on the convert retaining only one wife, 

but they leave him the choice among those who 

bear that title.” 
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They have a story among themselves of a 

converted Indian, who, after death, applied for 

admittance to the paradise of the white men, 

and was refused; he then went to the para¬ 

dise of the Red-skins, but there too he was 

rejected: and after wandering about for some 

time disconsolate, he returned to life, (like 

Gitchee Gausinee,) to warn his companions by 

his experience in the other world. 

Mr. MacMurray reckons among his most 

zealous converts several great medicine-men 

and conjurors. I was surprised at first at the 

comparative number of these, and the readiness 

with which they become Christians; but it may 

be accounted for in two ways: they are in ge¬ 

neral the most intelligent men in the tribe, and 

they are more sensible than any others of the false 

and delusive nature of their own tricks and super¬ 

stitious observances. When a sorcerer is convert¬ 

ed, he, in the first place, surrenders his meta,wa>- 

auti, or medicine-sack, containing his manitos. 

Mr. MacMurray showed me several; an owl-skin, 

a wild-cat-skin, an otter-skin; and he gave me 
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two, with the implements of sorcery; one of 

birch-bark, containing the skin of a black ad¬ 

der ; the other, an embroidered mink-skin, con¬ 

tains the skin of an enormous rattle-snake, 

(four feet long,) a feather dyed crimson, a cowrie 

shell, and some magical pebbles, wrapped up 

in bark—the spells and charms of this Indian 

Archimago, whose name was, I think, Matabash. 

He also gave me a drum, formed of a skin 

stretched over a hoop, and filled with pebbles, 

and a most portentous looking rattle formed of 

about a hundred bears’ claws, strung together 

by a thong, and suspended to a carved stick, 

both being used in their medicine dances. 

The chief of this Chippewa village is a very 

extraordinary character. His name is Shingua- 

conse, the Little Pine, but he chooses to drop 

the adjunct, and calls himself the Pine. He is 

not an hereditary chief, but an elective or war- 

chief, and owres his dignity to his bravery and 

to his eloquence. Among these people, a man 

who unites both is sure to obtain power. With¬ 

out letters, without laws, without any arbitrary 



SHINGUACONSE. 233 

distinctions of rank or wealth, and with a code 

of morality so simple, that upon that point they 

are pretty much on a par, it is superior na¬ 

tural gifts, strength, and intelligence, that raise 

an Indian to distinction and influence. He has 

not the less to fish for his own dinner, and build 

his own canoe. 

Shinguaconse led a band of warriors in the 

war of 1812, was at Fort Malden, and in the 

battle of the Moravian towns. Besides being 

eloquent and brave, he was a famous conjuror. 

He is now a Christian, with all his family; and 

Mr. MacMurray finds him a most efficient 

auxiliary in ameliorating the condition of his 

people. When the traders on the opposite side 

endeavoured to seduce him back to his old 

habit of drinking, he told them, “ When I wanted 

it, you would not give it to me; now I do not 

want it, you try to force it upon me; drink it 

yourselves !” and turned his back. 

The ease with which liquor is procured from 

the opposite shore, and the bad example of many 

of the soldiers and traders, are, however, a 
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serious obstacle to the missionary’s success. Nor 

is the love of whisky confined to the men. Mrs. 

MacMurray imitated with great humour the de¬ 

portment of a tipsy squaw, dragging her blanket 

after her, with one corner over her shoulder, and 

singing, in most blissful independence and de¬ 

fiance of her lordly husband, a song, of which 

the burthen is— 

The Englishman will give me some of his milk ! 

I will drink the Englishman’s milk ! 

Her own personal efforts have reclaimed many 

of these wretched creatures. 

Next to the passion for ardent spirits is the 

passion for gambling. Their common game of 

chance is played with beans, or with small 

bones, painted of different colours; and these 

beans have been as fatal as ever were the dice 

in Christendom. They will gamble away even 

their blankets and moccasins; and while the 

game lasts, not only the players, but the 

lookers-on, are in a perfect ecstasy of suspense 

and agitation. 

Mr. MacMurray says, that when the Indians 
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are here during the fishing season from the 

upper waters of the lake, his rooms are crowded 

with them; wherever there is an open door 

they come in. “ It is impossible to escape from 

an Indian who chooses to inflict his society on 

you, or wishes for yours: he comes at all 

hours, not having the remotest idea of conveni¬ 

ence or inconvenience, or of the possibility of 

intrusion. There is absolutely no remedy but 

to sit still and endure. I have them in my 

room sometimes without intermission, from sun¬ 

rise to sunset.” He added, that they never 

took anything, nor did the least injury, except 

that which necessarily resulted from their vile, 

dirty habits, and the smell of their kinnikinic, 

which together, I should think, are quite enough. 

Those few which are now here, and the women 

especially, are always lounging in and out, com¬ 

ing to Mrs. MacMurray about every little 

trifle, and very frequently about nothing at all. 

Sir John Colborne took a strong interest 

in the conversion and civilisation of the Indians, 

and though often discouraged did not despair. 
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He promised to found a village, and build log- 

houses for the converts here, as at Coldwater, 

(on Lake Simcoe ;) but this promise has not 

been fulfilled, nor is it likely to be so. I asked, 

very naturally, “ Why, if the Indians wish for 

log-huts, do they not build them ? They are on 

the verge of the forest, and the task is not 

difficult.” I was told it was impossible; that 

they neither could nor would!—that this sort 

of labour is absolutely inimical to their habits. 

It requires more strength than the women pos¬ 

sess; and for the men to fell wood and carry 

logs were an unheard-of degradation. Mrs. Mac 

Murray is very anxious that their houses should 

be built, because she thinks it will keep her 

converts stationary. Whether their morality, 

cleanliness, health and happiness, will be thereby 

improved, I doubt; and the present governor 

seems to have very decidedly made up his mind 

on the matter. I should like to see an Indian 

brought to prefer a house to a wigwam, and live 

in a house of his own building; but what is 

gained by building houses for them ? The pro- 
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mise was made however, and the Indians have 

no comprehension of a change of governors 

being a change of principles. They consider 

themselves deceived and ill-treated. Shingua- 

conse has lately (last January) addressed a let¬ 

ter or speech to Sir Francis Head on the sub¬ 

ject, which is a curious specimen of expostula¬ 

tion. “ My father,” he says, “ you have made 

promises to me and to my children. You pro¬ 

mised me houses, but as yet nothing has been 

performed, although five years are past. I am 

now growing very old, and, to judge by the way 

you have used me, I am afraid I shall be laid in 

my grave before I see any of your promises ful¬ 

filled. Many of your children address you, and 

tell you they are poor, and they are much better 

off than I am in everything. I can say, in sin¬ 

cerity, that I am poor. I am like the beast of 

the forest that has no shelter. I lie down on 

the snow, and cover myself with the boughs of 

the trees. If the promises had been made by a 

person of no standing, I should not be astonished 

to see his promises fail. But you, who are so 
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great in riches and in power, I am astonished 

that I do not see your promises fulfilled! I 

would have been better pleased if you had 

never made such promises to me, than that you 

should have made them and not performed 

them.” 

Then follows a stroke of Indian irony. 

“ But, my father, perhaps I do not see 

clearly; I am old, and perhaps I have lost my 

eye-sight; and if you should come to visit us, 

you might discover these promises already per¬ 

formed ! I have heard that you have visited all 

parts of the country around. This is the only 

place you have not yet seen; if you will pro¬ 

mise to come, I will have my little fish (i. e. 

the white-fish) ready drawn from the water, that 

you may taste of the food which sustains me.” 

Shinguaconse then complains, that certain of 

the French Canadians had cut down their tim¬ 

ber to sell it to the Americans, by permission of 

a British magistrate residing at St. Joseph’s. 

He says, “Is this right? I have never heard 

that the British had purchased our land and 
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timber from us. But whenever I say a word, 

they say, { Pay no attention to him, he knows 

nothing.’ This will not do !” 

He concludes with infinite politeness ; 

“ And now, my father, I shall take my seat, 

and look towards your place, that I may hear 

the answer you will send me between this time 

and spring. 

“ And now, my father, I have done ! I have 

told you some things that were on my mind. I 

take you by the hand, and wish you a happy 

new year, trusting that we may be allowed to 

see one another again.” 

Mrs. Johnston told me that when her children 

are absent from her, and she looks for their re- 
t 

turn, she has a sensation, a merely physical 

sensation, like that she experienced when she 

first laid them to her bosom: this yearning 

amounts at times to absolute pain, almost as 

intolerable as the pang of child-birth, and is so 

common that the Indians have a word to ex- 
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press it. The maternal instinct, like all the 

other natural instincts, is strong in these people 

to a degree we can no more conceive than we 

can their quick senses. As a cat deprived of 

its kittens will suckle an animal of a different 

species, so an Indian woman who has lost her 

child must have another. “ Bring me my son, 

or see me die !” exclaimed a bereaved mother 

to her husband, and she lay down on her mat, 

covered her head with her blanket, and refused 

to eat. The man went and kidnapped one of 

the enemy’s children, and brought it to her. 

She laid it in her bosom, and was consoled. 

Here is the animal woman. 

The mortality among the children is very 

great among the unreclaimed Indians, from want 

of knowing how to treat infantine maladies, and 

from want of cleanliness. When dysentery is 

brought on from this cause, the children almost 

invariably perish. When kept clean, the bark 

cradles are excellent things for their mode of 

life, and effectually preserve the head and limbs 

of the infant from external injury. 
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When a young Chippewa of St. Mary’s sees 

a young girl who pleases him, and whom he 

wishes to marry, he goes and catches a loach, 

boils it, and cuts off the tail, of which he takes 

the flat bone, and sticks it in his hair. He 

paints himself bewitchingly, takes a sort of rude 

flute or pipe, with two or three stops, which 

seems to be only used on these amatory occa¬ 

sions, and walks up and down his village, blow¬ 

ing on his flute, and looking, I presume, as sen¬ 

timental as an Indian can look. This is re¬ 

garded as an indication of his intentions, and 

throws all the lodges in which there are young 

marriageable girls into a flutter, though pro¬ 

bably the fair one who is his secret choice is 

pretty well aware of it. The next step is to 

make presents to the parents and relatives of 

the young woman; if these are accepted, and 

his suit prospers, he makes presents to his in¬ 

tended ; and all that now remains is to bring 

her home to his lodge. He neither swears before 

God to love her till death—an oath which it de¬ 

pends not on his own will to keep, even if it be 

VOL. III. M 
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not perjury in the moment it is pronounced— 

nor to endow her with all his worldly goods and 

chattels, when even by the act of union she 

loses all right of property; but apparently the 

arrangements answer all purposes, to their mu¬ 

tual satisfaction. 

The names of the women are almost always 

derived from some objects or appearances in na¬ 

ture, generally of a pleasing kind ; the usual ter¬ 

mination qua or quay, immediately blending with 

the original signification the idea of womanhood. 

Thus, my Indian mother is “ the green 

prairie,” (woman). Mrs. Schoolcraft’s name, 

Obah,bahm,wa,wa,ge,zhe,go,qua, signifies lite¬ 

rally the 44 sound which the stars make rushing 

through the sky,” and which I translate into 

the music of the spheres. Mrs. MacMurray is 

44 the wild rose one of her youngest sisters is 

Wah,bu,nung,o,qua, the morning star (woman) ; 

another is Omis,ka,bu,go,qua, (the woman of) 

44 the red leaf.” 
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I went to-day to take leave of my uncle 

Wayish,ky, and found him ill—poor fellow ! he 

is fretting about his younger son. I learn with 

pleasure that his daughter Zah,gah,see,ga,qua 

is likely to accompany me to the Manitoolin 

Islands. 

July 31. 

This last evening of my sojourn at the Sault 

Ste. Marie is very melancholy—we have been 

all very sad. Mr. and Mrs. MacMurray are to 

accompany me in my voyage down the lake to 

the Manitoolin Islands, having some business to 

transact with the governorso you see Provi¬ 

dence does take care of me ! how I could have got 

there alone, I cannot tell, but I must have tried. 

At first we had arranged to go in a bark canoe; 

the very canoe which belonged to Captain Back, 

and which is now lying in Mr. MacMurray’s 

court-yard : but our party will be large, and we 

shall be encumbered with much baggage and 

provisions—not having yet learned to live on 

m 2 
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the portable maize and fat: our voyage is likely 

to take three days and a half, even if the wea¬ 

ther continues favourable, and if it do not, why we 

shall be obliged to put into some creek or harbour, 

and pitch our tent, gipsy fashion, for a day or two. 

There is not a settlement nor a habitation on our 

route, nothing but lake and forest. The distance 

is about one hundred and seventy miles, rather 

more than less ; Mr. MacMurray therefore ad¬ 

vises a bateau, in which, if we do not get on so 

quickly, we shall have more space and comfort: 

—and thus it is to be. 

I am sorry to leave these kind, excellent 

people, but most I regret Mrs. Schoolcraft. 

# $je # 

August 1. 

The morning of our departure rose bright 

and beautiful, and the loading and arranging 

our little boat was a scene of great animation. 

I thought I had said all my adieus the night be¬ 

fore, but at early dawn my good Neengai came 

paddling across the river with various kind 

offerings for her daughter Wa,sah,ge,wo,no,qua, 
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which she thought might be pleasant or useful, 

and more last affectionate words from Mrs. 

Schoolcraft. We then exchanged a long farewell 

embrace, and she turned away with tears, got 

into her little canoe, which could scarcely con¬ 

tain two persons, and handling her paddle with 

singular grace and dexterity, shot over the blue 

water, without venturing once to look back ! I 

leaned over the side of our boat, and strained 

my eyes to catch a last glimpse of the white 

spray of the rapids, and her little canoe skim¬ 

ming over the expanse between, like a black 

dot: and this was the last I saw of my dear 

good Chippewa mamma ! 

Meantime we were proceeding rapidly down 

the beautiful river, and through its winding 

channels- Our party consisted of Mr, and Mrs. 

MacMurray and their lovely boy; myself and the 

two Indian girls—my cousin Zah,gah,see,ga,qua, 

and Angelique, the child’s attendant. 

These two girls were, for Indians, singularly 

beautiful; they would have been beautiful any¬ 

where. Angelique, though of unmixed Indian 
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blood, has a face of the most perfect oval, a clear 

brown complexion, the long, half-shaded eye, 

which the French call coupe en amande; the 

nose slightly aquiline, with the proud nostril 

open and well defined; dazzling teeth;—in short, 

her features had been faultless, but that her 

mouth is a little too large—but then, to amend 

that, her lips are like coral: and a more perfect 

figure I never beheld. Zah,gah,see,ga,qua is on 

a less scale, and her features more decidedly 

Indian. 

We had a small but compact and well-built 

boat, the seats of which we covered with mats, 

blankets, buffalo skins, cloaks, shawls, &c.: we 

had four voyageurs, Masta, Content, Le Blanc, 

and Pierrot; a very different set from those who 

brought me from Mackinaw: they were all Ca¬ 

nadian voyageurs of the true breed, that is, half- 

breed, showing the Indian blood as strongly as 

the French. Pierrot, worthy his name, was a 

most comical fellow; Masta, a great talker, 

amused me exceedingly ; Content was our steers¬ 

man and captain; and Le Blanc, who was the 
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best singer, generally led the song, to which the 

others responded in chorus. 

They had a fixed daily allowance of fat pork, 

Indian meal, and tobacco : finding that the latter 

was not agreeable to me, though I took care not 

to complain, they always contrived with genuine 

politeness to smoke out of my way, and to 

leeward. 

After passing Sugar Island, we took the 

channel to the left, and entered the narrow part 

of the lake between St. Joseph’s Island and the 

mainland. We dined upon a small picturesque 

islet, consisting of ledges of rock, covered with 

shrubs, and abounding with wortle-beryies; on 

the upper platform we arranged an awning or 

shade, by throwing a sail over some bushes, and 

made a luxuriant dinner, succeeded by a basin 

of good tea; meantime, on the rocky ledge be¬ 

low, Pierrot was making a galette, and Masta 

frying pork. 

Dinner being over, we proceeded, coasting 

along the north shore of St. Joseph’s Island; 

There is, in the interior, an English settlement, 
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and a village of Indians. The principal pro¬ 

prietor, Major R-, who is a magistrate and 

justice of the peace, has two Indian women 

living with him—two sisters, and a family by 

each !—such are the examples sometimes set 

to the Indians on our frontiers. 

In the evening we came to an island consist¬ 

ing of a flat ledge of rock, on which were the 

remains of a former camp-fire, surrounded by 

tall trees and bushes: here we pitched our little 

marquee, and boiled our kettle. The sunset was 

most glorious, with some floating ominous clouds. 

The stars and the fire-flies came out together: 

the latter swarmed around us, darting in and 

out among the trees, and gliding and sparkling 

over the surface of the water. Unfortunately 

the mosquitoes swarmed too, notwithstand¬ 

ing the antipathy which is said to exist be¬ 

tween the mosquito and the fire-fly. We made 

our beds by spreading mats and blankets under 

us; and then, closing the curtain of the tent, Mr. 

MacMurray began a very effective slaughter and 

expulsion of the mosquitoes. We laid ourselves 
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down, Mrs. MacMurray in the middle, with 

her child in her bosom; Mr. MacMurray on one 

side, myself at the other, and the two Indian 

girls at our feet: the voyageurs, rolled in their 

blankets, lay upon the naked rock round the 

fire we had built—and thus we all slept. I must 

needs confess that I found my rocky bed rather 

uneasy, and my bones ached as I turned from side 

to side; but this was only a beginning. The night 

was close and sultry, and just before dawn I was 

wakened by a tremendous clap of thunder; down 

came the storm in its fury, the lake swelling 

and roaring, the lightning gambolling over the 

rocks and waves, the rain falling in a torrent; 

but we were well sheltered, for the men had had 

the precaution, before they slept, to throw a large 

oil-cloth over the top of our little marquee. The 

storm ceased suddenly: daylight came, and 

soon afterwards we again embarked. We had 

made forty-five miles. 

The next morning was beautiful: the sun shone 

m 5 
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brightly, though the lake was yet heaving and 

swelling from the recent storm,—altogether 

it was like the laughing eyes and pouting lips 

of a half-appeased beauty. About nine o'clock 

we ran down into a lovely bay, and landed to 

breakfast on a little lawn surrounded by 

trees and a thick wood, abounding in rattle¬ 

snakes and squirrels. Luckily for us, the storm 

had dispersed the mosquitoes. 

Keeping clear of the covert to avoid these 

fearful snakes, I strayed down by the edge of 

the lake, and found a tiny creek, which an¬ 

swered all purposes, both of bath and mirror, 

and there I arranged my toilette in peace 

and security. Returning to our breakfast-fire, 

I stood some moments to admire the group 

around it—it was a perfect picture: there lay 

the little boat rocking on the shining waves, 

and near it Content was washing plates and 

dishes; Pierrot and Masta were cooking; the two 

Indian girls were spreading the tablecloth on 

the turf. Mrs. MacMurray and her baby—look¬ 

ing like the Madonna and child in the “ Repose 
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in Egypt,”—were seated under a tree; while Mr. 

MacMurray, having suspended his shaving- 

glass against the trunk of a pine, was shaving 

himself with infinite gravity and sang-froid. 

Never, I think, were the graceful, the wild, the 

comic, so strangely combined !—add the rich 

background of mingled foliage, the murmur of 

leaves and waters, and all the glory of a summer 

morning!—it was very beautiful! 

We breakfasted in much mirth, and then we 

set off again. The channel widened, the sky 

became overcast, the wind freshened, and at 

length blew hard. Though this part of the 

lake is protected by St. Joseph’s and the chain 

of islands from the swell of the main lake, still 

the waves rose high, the wind increased, we 

were obliged to take in a reef or two of our 

sail, and scudded with an almost fearful rapidity 

before the wind. In crossing a wide, open ex¬ 

panse of about twenty miles, we became all at 

once very silent, then very grave, then very 

pathetic, and at last extremely sick. u 

On arriving among the channels of the Rattle- 
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snake Islands, the swell of course subsided; we 

landed on a most beautiful mass of rock, and 

lighted our fire under a group of pines and 

sycamores; but we were too sick to eat. Mr. 

MacMurray heated some port wine and water, 

into which we broke biscuit, and drank it 

most picturesquely out of a slop basin—too 

thankful to get it! Thus recruited, we pro¬ 

ceeded. The wind continued fresh and fair, the 

day kept up fine, and our sail was most delight¬ 

ful and rapid. We passed successive groups of 

islands, countless in number, various in form, 

little fairy Edens—populous with life and love, 

and glowing with light and colour under a 

meridian sun. I remember we came into a 

circular basin, of about three miles in diameter, 

so surrounded with islands, that when once within 

the circle, I could perceive neither ingress nor 

egress ; it was as if a spell of enchantment had 

been wrought to keep us there for ever; and I 

really thought we were going with our bows 

upon the rocks, when suddenly we darted 

through a narrow portal, not above two or three 
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yards in width, and found ourselves in another 

wide expanse, studded with larger islands. At 

evening we entered the Missasagua river, having 

come sixty miles, right before the wind, since 

morning. 

The Missasagua (i. e. the river with two 

mouths) gives its name to a tribe of the Chippewa 

nation, once numerous and powerful, now scat¬ 

tered and degraded. This is the river called by 

Henry the Missasaki, where he found a horde of 

Indians who had never seen a white man before, 

and who, in the excess of their hospitality, 

crammed him with “ a porridge of sturgeons’ 

roe,’* which I apprehend, from his description, 

would be likely to prove “ caviare to the gene¬ 

ral.” There is a remnant of these Indians here 

still. We found a log-hut with a half-breed 

family, in the service of the fur company; and 

two or three bark wigwams. The rest of the 

village (dwellings and inhabitants together) 

had gone down to the Manitoolin. A number 

of little Red-skins were running about, half, or 

rather indeed wholly, naked—happy, healthy, 
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active, dirty little urchins, resembling, except 

in colour, those you may see swarming in an 

Irish cabin. Poor Ireland ! The worst Indian 

wigwam is not worse than some of her dwellings; 

and the most miserable of these Indians would 

spurn the destiny of an Irish poor-slave—for 

he is at least Lord o’er himselh As the river 

is still famous for sturgeon, we endeavoured 

to procure some for supper, and had just pre¬ 

pared a large piece to roast, (suspended by a 

cord to three sticks,) when one of those horrid 

curs so rife about the Indian dwellings ran 

off with it. We were asked to take up our 

night’s lodging in the log-hut, but it was so 

abominably dirty and close, we all preferred 

the shore. While they pitched the marquee, 

I stood for some time looking at a little In¬ 

dian boy, who, in a canoe about eight feet in 

length, was playing the most extraordinary gam¬ 

bols in the water; the buoyant thing seemed 

alive beneath him, and to obey every move¬ 

ment of his paddle. He shot backwards and 

forwards, described circles, whirled himself 
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round and round, made pirouettes—exhibited, 

in short, as many tricks as I have seen played by 

a spirited English boy on a thorough-bred pony. 

The mosquitoes were in great force, but we 

began by sweeping them out of the tent with 

boughs, and then closing the curtain, we exe¬ 

cuted judgment on the remainder by wholesale. 

We then lay down in the same order as last 
✓ 

night; and Mrs. MacMurray sang her little 

boy to sleep with a beautiful hymn. I felt all 

the luxury of having the turf under me instead 

of the rock, and slept well till wakened before 

dawn by some animal sniffing and snuffing close 

to my ear. I commanded my alarm, and did 

not disturb those who were enjoying a sound 

sleep near me, and the intruder turned out to 

be a cow belonging to the hut, who had got her 

nose under the edge of the tent. We set off 

early, and by sunrise had passed down the eas¬ 

tern channel of the river, and swept into the 

lake. It was a lovely morning, soft and calm; 

there was no breath of wrind; no cloud in the 

sky, no vapour in the air; and the little islands 
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lay around “ under the opening eyelids of the 

morn,” dewy, and green, and silent. We made 

eighteen miles before breakfast; and then pur¬ 

sued our way through Aird’s bay, and among 

countless islands of all shapes and sizes; I can¬ 

not describe their beauty, nor their harmonious 

variety : at last we perceived in the east the high 

ridge called the mountains of La Cloche. They 

are really respectable hills in this level country, 

but hardly mountains: they are all of lime¬ 

stone, and partially clothed in wood. All this 

coast is very rocky and barren; but it is said 

to be rich in mineral productions. About five 

in the evening we landed at La Cloche. 

Here we found the first and only signs of 

civilised society during our voyage. The north¬ 

west company have an important station here; 

and two of their principal clerks, Mr. MacBean 

and Mr. Bethune, were on the spot. We were 

received with much kindness, and pressed to 

spend the night, but there was yet so much day¬ 

light, and time was so valuable, that we declined. 

The factory consists of a large log-house, *an 
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extensive store to contain the goods bartered 

with the Indians, and huts inhabited by work 

people, hunters, voyageurs, and others; a small 

village, in short; and a number of boats and 

canoes of all sizes were lying in the bay. It is 

not merely the love of gain that induces well- 

educated men—gentlemen—to pass twenty years 

of their lives in such a place as this; you must 

add to the prospective acquirement of a large 

fortune, two possessions which men are most 

wont to covet—power and freedom. The table 

was laid in their hall for supper, and we carried 

off, with their good-will, a large mess of broiled 

fish, dish and all, and a can of milk, which de¬ 

licious viands we discussed in our boat with 

great satisfaction. 

The place derives its name from a large rock 

which they say, being struck, vibrates like a 

bell. But I had no opportunity of trying the 

experiment, therefore cannot tell how this may 

be. Henry, however, mentions this phenomenon ; 

and the Indians regard the spot as sacred and 

enchanted. Just after sunset, we reached one of 
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the most enchanting of these enchanting or 

enchanted isles. It rose sloping from the shore, 

in successive ledges of picturesque rocks, all 

fringed with trees and bushes, and clothed in 

many places with a species of gray lichen, 

nearly a foot deep. With a sort of anticipative 

wisdom (like that of a pig in a storm) I gathered 

a quantity of this lichen for our bed, and spread 

it under the mats; for, in fear of the rattle¬ 

snakes and other creeping things, we had 

pitched our resting-place on the naked rock. 

The men had built up the fire in a sheltered 

place below, and did not perceive that a stem 

of a blasted pine, about twenty feet in length, 

had fallen across the recess; it caught the flame. 

This at first delighted us and the men too ; but 

soon it communicated to another tree against 

which it was leaning, and they blazed away to- 
% 

gether in a column of flame. We began to 

fear that it might communicate to the dried 

moss and the bushes, and cause a general con¬ 

flagration; the men prevented this, however, 

by clearing a space around them. The waves, 
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the trees and bushes and fantastic rocks, and 

the figures and faces of the men, caught the bril¬ 

liant light as it flashed upon them with a fitful 

glare—the rest being lost in deepest shadow. 

Wildly magnificent it was! beyond all expres¬ 

sion beautiful, and awful too !—the night, the 

solitude, the dark weltering waters, the blaze 

which put out the mild stars which just before had 

looked down upon us in their tender radiance !— 

I never beheld such a scene. By the light of 

this gigantic torch we supped and prepared our 

beds. As I lay down to rest, and closed my 

eyes on the flame which shone through our tent 

curtain, I thought that perhaps the wind might 

change in the night, and the flakes and sparks 

he carried over to us, and to the beds of lichen, 

dry and inflammable as tinder; but fatigue had 

subdued me so utterly, that even this apprehen¬ 

sion could not keep me awake. I pressed my 

hands on my eyes, breathed my prayer, and 

slept in peace. 

The burning trees were still smouldering; 

daylight was just creeping up the sky, and 
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some few stars yet out, when we bestirred our¬ 

selves, and in a very few minutes we were again 

afloat: we were now steering towards the south¬ 

east, where the Great Manitoolin Island was 

dimly discerned. There was a deep slumbrous 

calm all around, as if nature had not yet awoke 

from her night’s rest: then the atmosphere 

began to kindle with gradual light; it grew 

brighter and brighter: towards the east, the 

lake and sky were intermingling in radiance; 

and then, just there, where they seemed flowing 

and glowing together like a bath of fire, we saw 

what seemed to us the huge black hull of a 

vessel, with masts and spars rising against the 

sky—but we knew not what to think or to be¬ 

lieve ! As we kept on rowing in that direction, 

it grew more distinct, but lessened in size: it 

proved to be a great heavy-built schooner, 

painted black, which was going up the lake 

against wind and current. One man was stand¬ 

ing in her bows with an immense oar, which he 

slowly pulled, walking backwards and forwards; 

but vain seemed all his toil, for still the vessel 
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lay like a black log, and moved not: we rowed 

up to the side, and hailed him—“ What news ?” 

And the answer was that William the Fourth 

was dead, and that Queen Victoria reigned in 

his place ! We sat silent, looking at each other, 

and even in that very moment the orb of the sun 

rose out of the lake, and poured its beams full 

in our dazzled eyes. 

We a,sked if the governor were at the Manitoo- 

lin Island ? No; he was not there ; but the chief 

officer of the Indian department had come to 

represent him, and the presents were to be given 

out to the assembled Indians this morning. We 

urged the men to take to their oars with spirit, 

and held our course due east down by the woody 

shores of this immense island; among fields of 

reeds and rushes, and almost under the shadow 

of the towering forests. 

Meantime many thoughts came into my 

mind—some tears too into my eyes—not cer¬ 

tainly for that dead king who in ripe age and 

in all honour was gathered to the tomb—but for 

that living queen, so young and fair— 



262 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

“ As many hopes hang on that noble head 

As there hang blossoms on the boughs in May !” 

And what will become of them—of her ! The 

idea that even here, in this new world of 

woods and waters, amid these remote wilds, 

to her so utterly unknown, her power reaches 

and her sovereignty is acknowledged, filled 

me with compassionate awe. I say com¬ 

passionate, for if she feel in their whole ex¬ 

tent the liabilities of her position, alas for 

her ! And if she feel them not!—O worse and 

worse! 

I tried to recal her childish figure and 

features. I thought over all I had heard con¬ 

cerning her. I thought she was not such a thing 

as they could make a mere pageant of; for that 

there is too much within—too little without. 

And what will they make of her? For at 

eighteen she will hardly make anything of them-— 

I mean of the men and women round her. It is 

of the woman I think, more than of the queen; for 

as a part of the state machinery she will do quite 

as well as another—better, perhaps: so far her 
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youth and sex are absolutely in her favour, or 

rather in our favour. If she be but simple- 

minded, and true-hearted, and straightforward, 

with the common portion of intellect—if a 

royal education have not blunted in her the 

quick perceptions and pure kind instincts of 

the woman—if she has only had fair play, and 

carries into business plain distinct notions of 

right and wrong—and the fine moral sense that 

is not to be confounded by diplomatic verbiage 

and expediency — she will do better for us 

than a whole cabinet full of cut and dried 

officials, with Talleyrand at the head of them. 

And what a fair heritage is this which has 

fallen to her! A land young like herself—a 

land of hopes—and fair, most fair ! Does she 

know — does she care anything about it ? 

—while hearts are beating warm for her, and 

voices bless her—and hands are stretched out 

towards her, even from these wild lake shores I 

These thoughts were in my mind, or some¬ 

thing like to these, as with aid of sail and oar 

we were gliding across the bay of Manitoolin. 
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This bay is about three miles wide at the en¬ 

trance, and runs about twelve miles in depth, 

in a southerly direction. As we approached the 

further end, we discerned the whole line of 

shore, rising in bold and beautiful relief from 

the water, to be covered with wigwams, and 

crowded with Indians. Suddenly we came to 

a little opening or channel, which was not visi¬ 

ble till we were just upon it, and on rounding a 

promontory, to my infinite delight and surprise 

we came upon an unexpected scene,—a little 

bay within the bay. It was a beautiful basin, 

nearly an exact circle, of about three miles in 

circumference; in the centre lay a little wooded 

island, and all around, the shores rose sloping 

from the margin of the lake, like an amphithe¬ 

atre, covered with wigwams and lodges, thick 

as they could stand amid intermingled trees; 

and beyond these arose the tall pine forest crown¬ 

ing and enclosing the whole. Some hundred 

canoes were darting hither and thither on the 

waters, or gliding along the shore, and a beauti¬ 

ful schooner lay against the green bank—its tall 
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masts almost mingling with the forest trees, and 

its white sails half furled, and half gracefully 

drooping. 

We landed, and were received with much po¬ 

liteness by Mr. Jarvis, the chief superintendent 

of Indian affairs, and by Major Anderson, the In¬ 

dian agent; and a space was cleared to pitch our 

tent, until room could be made for our accommo¬ 

dation in one of the government log-houses. 

THE GREAT MANITOOLIN. 

“ Had I plantation of this isle, my lord, 

And were the king of it, what would I do ? 

. No kind of traffic 

Would I admit;—no name of magistrate; 

Letters should not be known: no use of service. 

Of riches or of poverty 

. All men idle—all. 

I would with such perfection govern, sir, 

T’ excel the golden age.” 

The Tempest. 

The word Manitoolin is a corruption or frenchi- 

fication of the Indian Manito,a,wahn,ing, which 

VOL. III. N 
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signifies the “dwelling of spirits.” They have 

given this name to a range of islands in Lake 

Huron, which extend from the channel of St. 

Mary’s river nearly to Cape Hurd, a distance 

of about two hundred miles. Between this 

range of islands and the shore of the main¬ 

land there is an archipelago, consisting of many 

thousand islands or islets.* 

The Great Manitoolin, on which I now am, is, 

according to the last survey, ninety-three miles 

in length, but very narrow, and so deeply and 

fantastically indented with gulfs and bays, that it 

was supposed to consist of many distinct islands. 

This is the second year that the presents to 

the Indians have been issued on this spot. The 

idea of forming on the Great Manitoolin a settle¬ 

ment of the Indians, and inviting those tribes 

scattered round the lakes to adopt it as a’resi¬ 

dence, has been for the last few years entertained 

* The islands which fringe the north shores of Lake 

Huron from Lake George to Penetanguishine have 

been estimated by Lieut. Bayfield (in his official sur¬ 

vey) at upwards of thirty-three thousand. 
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by the Indian department; I say for the last few 

years, because it did not originate with the 

present governor; though I believe it has his 

entire approbation, as a means of removing them 

more effectually from all contact with the 

white settlers. It is objected to this measure 

that by cutting off the Indians from agricultural 

pursuits, and throwing them back upon their 

habits of hunting and fishing, it will retard their 

civilisation ; that, by removing them from the re¬ 

served land among the whites, their religious 

instruction will be rendered a matter of diffi¬ 

culty ; that the islands, being masses of barren 

rock, are almost incapable of cultivation; 

and that they are so far north-w est, that it would 

be difficult to raise even a little Indian corn 

and hence the plan of settling the Indians here 

has been termed unjustifiable. 

* It appears, however, from the notes of the mis¬ 

sionary Elliott, that a great number of Ottawas ana 

Potoganatees had been residing on the Great Mani- 

toolin two or three years previous to 1834, and had 

cultivated a portion of land. 

N 2 
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It is true that the smaller islands are rocky 

and barren; but the Great Manitoolin, Drum¬ 

mond’s, and St. Joseph’s, are fertile. The soil on 

which I now tread is rich and good; and all the 

experiments in cultivation already tried here have 

proved successful. As far as I can judge, the in¬ 

tentions of the government are benevolent and 

justifiable. There are a great number of In¬ 

dians, Ottawas, and Pottowottomies, who receive 

annual presents from the British government, 

and are residing on the frontiers of the Ame¬ 

rican settlements, near Lake Michigan. These 

people, having disposed of their lands, know not 

where to go, and it is the wish of our govern¬ 

ment to assemble all those Indians who are our 

allies, and receive our annual presents, within 

the limits of the British territory—and this for 

reasons which certainly do appear very reason¬ 

able and politic. 

There are three thousand seven hundred 

Indians, Ottawas, Chippewas, Pottowottomies, 

Winnebagos, and Menomonies, encamped around 

us. The issue of the presents has just con- 
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eluded, and appears to have given universal 

satisfaction; yet, were you to see their trifling 

nature, you would wonder that they think it 

worth while to travel from one to five hundred 

miles or more to receive them; and bv an or- 

dinance of the Indian department, every indi¬ 

vidual must present himself in 'person to receive 

the allotted portion. The common equipment 

of each chief or warrior (that is, each man) con¬ 

sisted of three quarters of a yard of blue cloth, 

three yards of linen, one blanket, half an 

ounce of thread, four strong needles, one comb, 

one awl, one butcher’s knife, three pounds of 

tobacco, three pounds of ball, nine pounds 

of shot, four pounds of powder, and six flints. 

The equipment of a woman consisted of one 

yard and three quarters of coarse woollen, two 

yards and a half of printed calico, one blan¬ 

ket, one ounce of thread, four needles, one 

comb, one awl, one knife. For each child there 

was a portion of woollen cloth and calico. 

Those chiefs who had been wounded in battle, 

or had extraordinary claims, had some little 
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articles in extra quantity, and a gay shawl or 

handkerchief. To each principal chief of a 

tribe, the allotted portion of goods for his tribe 

was given, and he made the distribution to his 

people individually ; and such a thing as injus- 

tice or partiality on one hand, or a murmur of 

dissatisfaction on the other, seemed equally un¬ 

known. There were, besides, extra presents of 

flags, medals, chiefs’ guns, rifles, trinkets, brass 

kettles, the choice and distribution of which 

were left to the superintendent, with this proviso, 

that the expense on the whole was never to 

exceed nine pounds sterling for every one hun¬ 

dred chiefs or warriors. 

While the Indians remain on the island, which 

is generally about five days, they receive rations 

of Indian corn and tallow, (fat melted down;) with 

this they make a sort of soup, boiling the Indian 

corn till it is of the consistence of porridge— 

then adding a handful of tallow and some salt, 

and stirring it well. Many a kettleful of this 

delectable mess did I see made, without feeling 

any temptation to taste it; but Major Anderson 
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says it is not so very bad, when a man is very 

hungry, which I am content to believe on his 

testimony. On this and on the fish of the bay 

they live while'here. 

As soon as the distribution of the presents 

was over, a grand council of all the principal 

chiefs was convened, that they might be informed 

of the will of their great father. 

You must understand, that on the promontory 

I have mentioned as shutting in the little bay 

on the north side, there are some government 

edifices; one large house, consisting of one 

room, as accommodation for the superintendent 

and officers; also a carpenter’s house and a ma¬ 

gazine for the stores and presents, all of logs. A 

deal plank raised on tressels served as a table; 

there were a few stools and benches of deal- 

board, and two raised wooden platforms for beds : 

such were the furniture and decorations of the 

grand council-hall in which the representative 

of the representative of their Great Mother had 



272 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

now assembled her red children; a flag was dis¬ 

played in front upon a lofty pole—a new flag, 

with a new device, on which I saw troops of 

Indians gazing with much curiosity and interest, 

and the meaning of which was now to be ex¬ 

plained to them. 

The council met about noon. At the upper 

end of the log-house I have mentioned, stood the 

chief superintendent, with his secretary or grand 

vizier, Major Anderson; the two interpreters, 

and some other officials. At some little dis¬ 

tance I sat with Mr. and Mrs. MacMurray, and 

a young son of the lieutenant governor; near 

me I perceived three Methodist missionaries and 

two Catholic priests. The chiefs came in, one 

after another, without any order of precedence. 

All those whom I had seen at Mackinaw recog¬ 

nised me immediately, and their dusky faces 

brightened as they held out their hands with 

the customary bojou! There was my old ac¬ 

quaintance the Rain, looking magnificent, and 

the venerable old Ottawa chief, Kish,ke,nick, 

(the Cut-hand.) The other remarkable chiefs 
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of the Ottawas were Gitchee, Mokomaun, (the 

Great or Long-knife;) So,wan,quet, (the 

Forked-tree;) Kim,e,ne,chau,zun, (the Bus¬ 

tard ;) Mocomaun,ish, (the Bad-knife;) Pai, 

mau,se,gai, (the Sun’s course in a cloudless 

sky,) and As,si,ke,nack, (the Black-bird;) the 

latter a very remarkable man, of whom I shall 

have to say more presently. Of the Chippewas, 

the most distinguished chiefs were, Aisence, 

(the Little Clam;) Wai,sow,win,de,bay, (the 

Yellow-head,) and Shin,gua,cose, (the Pine;) 

these three are Christians. There were besides 

Ken,ne,bec,ano, (the Snake’s-tail;) Muc,konce, 

e,wa,yun, (the Cub’s skin:) and two others 

whose style was quite grandiloquent,—Tai, 

bau,se,gai, (Bursts of Thunder at a distance,) 

and Me,twai,crush,kau, (the sound of waves 

breaking on the rocks.) 

Nearly opposite to me was a famous Potto- 

wottomi chief and conjuror, called the Two 

Ears. He was most fantastically dressed and 

hideously painted, and had two large clusters of 

swansdown depending from each ear — I sup- 

n 5 
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pose in illustration of his name. There were 

three men with their faces blacked with grease 

and soot, their hair dishevelled, and their whole 

appearance studiously squalid and miserable: 

I was told they were in mourning for near re¬ 

lations. With these exceptions the dresses were 

much what I have already described; but the 

chief whom I immediately distinguished from 

the rest, even before I knew his name, was my 

cousin, young Waub-Ojeeg, the son of Wayish, 

ky; in height he towered above them all, being 

about six feet three or four. His dress was 

equally splendid and tasteful; he wore a sur- 

tout of fine blue cloth, under which was seen a 

shirt of gay colours, and his father’s medal 

hung on his breast. He had a magnificent em¬ 

broidered belt of wampum, from which hung his 

scalping-knife and pouch. His leggings (me- 

tasses) were of scarlet cloth beautifully em¬ 

broidered, with rich bands or garters depending 

to his ankle. Round his head was an embroi¬ 

dered band or handkerchief, in which were stuck 

four wing-feathers of the war-eagle, two on 
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each side—the testimonies of his prowess as a 

warrior. He held a tomahawk in his hand. 

His features were fine, and his countenance not 

only mild, but almost femininely soft. Alto¬ 

gether he was in dress and personal appearance 

the finest specimen of his race I had yet seen ; 

I was quite proud of my adopted kinsman. 

He was seated at some distance; but in far 

too near propinquity, for in truth they almost 

touched me, sat a group of creatures—human 

beings I must suppose them—such as had never 

been seen before within the lines of civilisation. 

I had remarked them in the morning surrounded 

by a group of Ottawas, among whom they 

seemed to excite as much wonder and curiosity 

as among ourselves: and when I inquired who 

and what they were, I was told they were canni¬ 

bals from the Red River, the title being, I sus¬ 

pect, quite gratuitous, and merely expressive of 

the disgust they excited. One man had his hair 

cut short on the top of his head, and it looked 

like a circular blacking-brush, while it grew 

long in a fringe all round, hanging on his 

shoulders. The skins thrown round them 
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seemed on the point of rotting off; and 

their attitude when squatted on the ground was 

precisely that of the larger apes I have seen in a 

menagerie. More hideous, more pitiable speci¬ 

mens of humanity in its lowest, most degraded 

state, can hardly be conceived; melancholy, 

squalid, stupid—and yet not fierce. They had 

each received a kettle and a gun by way of en¬ 

couragement. 

The whole number of chiefs assembled was 

seventy-five; and take notice that the half of 

them were smoking, that it was blazing noon¬ 

tide, and that every door and window was filled 

up with the eager faces of the crowd without, 

and then you may imagine that even a scene 

like this was not to be enjoyed without some 

drawbacks; in fact, it was a sort of purgatory 

to more senses than one, but I made up my 

mind to endure, and did so. I observed that 

although there were many hundreds round the 

house, not one woman, outside or inside, was 

visible during the whole time the council lasted. 

When all were assembled, and had seated 

themselves on the floor without hurry, noise, or 
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confusion, there was a pause of solemn prepa¬ 

ration, and then Mr. Jarvis rose and addressed 

them. At the end of every sentence, As,si,ke, 

nack, (the Black-bird,) our chief interpreter 

here, translated the meaning to the assembly, 

raising his voice to a high pitch, and speaking 

with much oratorical emphasis, the others re¬ 

sponding at intervals “ Ha!” but listening 

generally in solemn silence. This man, the 

Black-bird, who understands English well, is 

the most celebrated orator of his nation. They 

relate with pride that on one occasion he began 

a speech at sunrise, and that it lasted without 

intermission till sunset: the longest breathed 

of our parliament orators must yield, I think, 

to the Black-bird. 

The address of the superintendent was in 

these words :— 

“ Children !—When your Great Father, the 

lieutenant-governor, parted with his Red chil¬ 

dren last year at this place, he promised again 

to meet them here at the council-fire, and wit- 
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ness in person the grand delivery of presents 

now just finished. 

“ To fulfil this engagement, your Great Fa¬ 

ther left his residence at Toronto, and proceeded 

on his way to the Great Manitoolin Island, as 

far as Lake Simcoe. At this place, a messen¬ 

ger who had been despatched from Toronto over¬ 

took him, and informed him of the death of our 

Great Father, on the other side of the Great 

Salt Lake, and the accession of the Queen Vic¬ 

toria. It consequently became necessary for 

your Great Father, the lieutenant-governor, to 

return to the seat of his government, and hold a 

council with his chief men. 

“Children !—Your Great Father, the lieu¬ 

tenant-governor, has deputed me to express to 

you his regret and disappointment at being 

thus unexpectedly deprived of the pleasure 

which he had promised to himself in again 

seeing all his Red children, and in taking by the 

hand the chiefs and warriors of the numerous 

tribes now here assembled. 

“ Children !—I am now to communicate to 
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you a matter in which many of you are deeply 

interested. Listen with attention, and bear 

well in mind what I say to you. 

“ Children !—Your Great Father the King 

had determined that presents should be con¬ 

tinued to be given to all Indians resident in the 

Canadas. But presents will be given to Indians 

residing in the United States only for three 

years, including the present delivery. 

“ Children !—The reasons why presents 

will not be continued to the Indians resid¬ 

ing in the United States, I will explain to 

you. 

“ First: All our countrymen who resided in the 

United States forfeited their claim to protection 

from the British government, from the moment 

their Great Father the King lost possession of 

that country. Consequently the Indians have 

no right to expect that their Great Father will 

continue to them what he does not continue to 

his own white children. 

“Secondly: The Indians of the United States 
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who served in the late war have already received 

from the British government more than has 

been received by the soldiers of their Great 

Father, who have fought for him for twenty 

years. 

“ Thirdly: Among the rules which civilised 

nations are bound to attend to, there is one 

which forbids your Great Father to give arms 

and ammunition to those Indians of the United 

States who are fighting against the government 

under which they live. 

“Fourthly: The people of England have, 

through their representatives in the great coun¬ 

cil of the nation, uttered great complaints at the 

expense attendant upon a continuation of the 

expenditure of so large a sum of money upon 

Indian presents. 

“ But, Children ! let it be distinctly un¬ 

derstood, that the British government has not 

come to a determination to cease to give pre¬ 

sents to the Indians of the United States. On 

the contrary, the government of your Great 

Father will be most happy to do so, provided 
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they live in the British empire. Therefore, 

although your Great Father is willing that his 

Red children should all become permanent set¬ 

tlers in the island, it matters not in what part of 

the British empire they reside. They may go 

across the Great Salt Lake to the country of 

their Great Father the King, and there reside, 

and there receive their presents; or they may 

remove to any part of the provinces of Upper or 

Lower Canada, New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, 

or any other British colony, and yet receive 

them. But they cannot and must not expect to 

receive them after the end of three years, if 

they continue to reside within the limits of 

the United States. 

“Children!—The Long Knives have com¬ 

plained (and with justice too) that your Great 

Father, whilst he is at peace with them, has 

supplied his Red children residing in their coun¬ 

try, with whom the Long Knives are at war, with 

• guns and powder and ball. 

“ Children !—This, I repeat to you, is against 

the rules of civilised nations, and, if continued, 
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will bring on war between your Great Father 

and the Long Knives. 

“ Children !—You must therefore come and 

live under the protection of your Great Father, 

or lose the advantage which you have so long 

enjoyed, of annually receiving valuable presents 

from him. 

“ Children !—I have one thing more to ob¬ 

serve to you. There are many clergymen con¬ 

stantly visiting you for the avowed purpose of 

instructing you in religious principles. Listen 

to them with attention when they talk to you 

on that subject; but at the same time keep 

always in view, and bear it well in your minds, 

that they have nothing whatever to do with your 

temporal affairs. Your Great Father who lives 

across the Great Salt Lake is your guardian 

and protector, and he only. He has relinquished 

his claim to this large and beautiful island, on 

which we are assembled, in order that you may 

have a home of your own, quite separate from 

his white children. The soil is good, and the 

waters which surround the shores of this island 
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are abundantly supplied with the finest fish. 

If you cultivate the soil with only moderate in¬ 

dustry, and exert yourselves to obtain fish, you 

can never want; and your Great Father will con¬ 

tinue to bestow annually on all those who per¬ 

manently reside here, or in any part of his 

dominions, valuable presents, and will from time 

to time visit you at this island, to behold your 

improvements. 

cc Children !—Your Great Father, the lieu- 

tenant-governor, as a token of the above de¬ 

claration, transmits to the Indians a silk flag, 

which represents the British empire. Within 

this flag, and immediately under the symbol 

of the British crown, are delineated a lion 

and a beaver; by which is designated that the 

British people and the Indians, the former be¬ 

ing represented by the lion and the latter by 

the beaver, are and will be alike regarded by 

their sovereign, so long as their figures are im¬ 

printed on the British flag, or, in other words, 

so long as they continue to inhabit the British 

empire. 
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“ Children !—This flag is now yours. But 

it is necessary that some one tribe should take 

charge of it, in order that it may be exhibited 

in this island on all occasions, when your Great 

Father either visits or bestows presents on his 

Red children. Choose, therefore, from among 

you, the tribe to which you are willing to en¬ 

trust it for safe keeping, and remember to have 

it with you when we next meet again at this 

place. 

“ Children !—I bid you farewell. But be¬ 

fore we part, let me express to you the high 

satisfaction I feel at witnessing the quiet, sober, 

and orderly conduct which has prevailed in the 

camp since my arrival. There are assembled 

here upwards of three thousand persons, com¬ 

posed of different tribes. I have not seen nor 

heard of any wrangling or quarrelling among you; 

I have not seen even one man, woman, or child, 

in a state of intoxication. 

“ Children !—Let me entreat you to abstain 

from indulging in the use of fire-water. Let 

me entreat you to return immediately to your 
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respective homes, with the presents now in 

your possession. Let me warn you against at¬ 

tempts that may be made by traders or other 

persons to induce you to part with your pre¬ 

sents, in exchange for articles of little value.— 

Farewell.” 

When Mr. Jarvis ceased speaking there was 

a pause, and then a fine Ottawa chief (I think 

Mokomaun,ish) arose, and spoke at some length. 

He said, that with regard to the condition on 

which the presents would be issued in future, 

they would deliberate on the affair, and bring 

their answer next year. 

Shinguacose then came forward and made a 

long and emphatic speech, from which I ga¬ 

thered that he and his tribe requested that the 

principal council-fire might be transferred to St. 

Mary’s River, and objected to a residence on 

the Manitoolin Island. After him spoke two 

other chiefs, who signified their entire acqui¬ 

escence in what their Great Father had advised, 

and declared themselves satisfied to reside on 

the Manitoolin Island. 
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After some deliberation among themselves^ 

the custody of the flag was consigned to the 

Ottawa tribe then residing on the island, and to 

their principal chief, who came forward and 

received it with great ceremony. 

There was then a distribution of extra pre¬ 

sents, medals, silver gorgets, and amulets, to 

some of the chiefs and relatives of chiefs whose 

conduct was particularly approved, or whom it 

was thought expedient to gratify. 

The council then broke up, and I made my 

way into the open air as quickly as I could. 

In walking about among the wigwams to-day, I 

found some women on the shore, making a canoe. 

The frame had been put together by the men. 

The women were then joining the pieces of 

birch-bark with the split ligaments of the pine- 

root, which they call watt up. Other women 

were employed in melting and applying the 

resinous gum, with which they smear the seams, 

and render them impervious to the water. There 
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was much chattering and laughing meanwhile, 

and I never saw a merrier set of gossips. 

This canoe, which was about eighteen feet 

in length, was finished before night; and the 

next morning I saw it afloat. 

A man was pointed out to me, (a Chippewa 

from Lake Superior,) who, about three years 

ago, when threatened by starvation during his 

winter hunt, had devoured his wife and one or 

two of his children. You shudder—so did I; 

but since famine can prevail over every human 

feeling or instinct, till the “ pitiful mother hath 

sodden her own children,” and a woman de¬ 

voured part of her lover,* I do not think this 

wretched creature must necessarily be a born 

monster of ferocity. His features were very 

mild and sad : he is avoided by the other Chip- 

pewas here, and not considered respectable; 

and this from an opinion they entertain, that 

when a man has once tasted human flesh, he 

can relish no other: but I must quit this abo¬ 

minable subject. 

* See the Voyage of the Blonde. 
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At sunset this evening, just as the air was 

beginning to grow cool, Major Anderson pro¬ 

claimed a canoe race, the canoes to be paddled 

by the women only. The prize consisted of 

twenty-five pair of silver earrings and other 

trinkets. I can give you no idea of the state 

of commotion into which the whole camp, men, 

women, and children, were thrown by this 

announcement. Thirty canoes started, each 

containing twelve women, and a man to steer. 

They were to go round the little island in the 

centre of the bay, and return to the starting 

point,—the first canoe which touched the shore 

to be the winner. They darted off together 

with a sudden velocity, like that of an arrow 

from the bow. The Indians on the shore ran 

backwards and forwards on the beach, exciting 

them to exertion by loud cries, leaping into the 

air, whooping and clapping their hands; and 

when at length the first canoe dashed up to the 

landing-place, it was as if all had gone at once 

distracted and stark mad. The men, throwing 

themselves into the water, carried the winners 
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out in their arms, who were laughing and pant¬ 

ing for breath; and then the women cried “ Ny’a! 

Ny’a!” and the men shouted “Ty’a!” till the 

pine woods rang again. 

But all was good humour, and even good 

order, in the midst of this confusion. There was 

no ill blood, not a dispute, not an outrage, not 

even a sound of unkindness or anger; these are 

certainly the most good-natured, orderly savages 

imaginable ! We are twenty white people, with 

3,700 of these wild creatures around us, and I 

never in my life felt more security. I find it 

necessary, indeed, to suspend a blanket before 

each of the windows when I am dressing in the 

morning, for they have no idea of the possibility 

of being intrusive; they think “ men’s eyes were 

made to look,” and windows to be looked 

through ; but, with this exception, I never met 

with people more genuinely polite. 

The scenes and groups around me here are 

merely a repetition of such as I described to 

VOL. III. o 
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you at Mackinaw, only with greater variety, and 

on a larger scale:—I will therefore only parti¬ 

cularise one or two things. 

There is a man here, an Englishman, settled 

up the lakes somewhere, who has a couple of 

Indian mistresses, and has brought them down 

to receive their presents. He is a man of noble 

family, and writes honourable before his name. 

Pie swaggers about in a pair of canvass trow- 

sers and moccasins, a check shirt with the collar 

open, no cravat, a straw hat stuck on the side 

of his head, and a dirty pipe in his mouth. 

He had a good fortune, and an honourable sta¬ 

tion in society; the one was wasted in excesses, 

and the other he has disgraced and abandoned. 

His countenance and his whole deportment con¬ 

veyed an impression of reckless profligacy, of 

folly, weakness, and depravity, inexpressibly 

disgusting. There is no ruffian like the ruffian 

of civilised life. I turned from this man to 

my painted, half-naked Pottowottomies with a 

sense of relief. 

To-day, when Mr. Jarvis was expressing his 
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determination to keep liquor from the Indians, 

and enforce the laws on that subject, I heard 

this man mutter just behind me, “ I'll be d—d, 

though, if I don’t give ’em whisky whenever I 

choose ! ” I would write down the name of 

this wretched fellow, but that perhaps he has 

some mother or sister to whom he has already 

caused pain and shame enough. 

After a very tiring day, I was standing to¬ 

night at the door of our log-house, looking out 

upon the tranquil stars, and admiring the peace 

and tranquillity which reigned all around. 

Within the house Mrs. MacMurray was hear¬ 

ing a young Chippewa read the Gospel, and the 

light of a lamp above fell upon her beautiful 

face—very beautiful it was at that moment—and 

on the dusky features of the Indian boy, akin 

to her own, and yet how different! and on his 

silver armlets and feathered head-dress. It was 

about nine o’clock, and though a few of the 

camp fires were yet burning, it seemed that 

o 2 
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almost all had gone to rest At this moment 

old Solomon, the interpreter, came up, and told 

me that the warriors had arranged to give me 

an exhibition of their war-dance, and were 

then painting and preparing. In a few minutes 

more, the drum, and the shriek, and the long 

tremulous whoop, were heard. A large crowd 

had gathered silently in front of the house, 

leaving an open space in the midst; many of 

them carried great blazing torches, made of the 

bark of the pine rolled up into a cylinder. The 

innermost circle of the spectators sat down, and 

the rest stood around; some on the stumps of 

the felled trees, which were still at hand. I 

remember that a large piece of a flaming torch 

fell on the naked shoulder of a savage, and he 

jumped up with a yell which made me start; 

but they all laughed, and so did he, and sat 

himself down again quietly. 

Meantime the drumming and yelling drew 

nearer, and all at once a man leaped like a 

panther into the very middle of the circle, and, 

flinging off his blanket, began to caper and to 
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flourish his war-club; then another, and another, 

till there were about forty; then they stamped 

round and round, and gesticulated a sort of 

fiercely grotesque pantomime, and sent forth 

their hideous yells, while the glare of the 

torches fell on their painted and naked figures, 

producing an effect altogether quite indescrib¬ 

able. Then a man suddenly stopped before me, 

and began a speech at the very top of his voice, 

so that it sounded like a reiteration of loud cries; 

it was, in fact, a string of exclamations, which a 

gentleman standing behind me translated as he 

went on. They were to this purport:—“ I am 

a Red-skin ! I am a warrior ! look on me! I am 

a warrior ! I am brave ! I have fought! I have 

killed ! I have killed my enemies ! I have eaten 

the tops of the hearts of my enemies ! I have 

drunk their blood ! I have struck down seven 

Long-knives ! I have taken their scalps ! ” 

This last vaunt he repeated several times with 

exultation, thinking, perhaps, it must be particu¬ 

larly agreeable to a daughter of the Red-coats;— 

nothing was ever less so! and the human being 
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who was thus boasting stood within half a yard 

of me, his grim painted face and gleaming eyes 

looking into mine ! 

A-propos to scalps, I have seen many of the 

warriors here, who had one or more of these 

suspended as decorations to their dress; and 

they seemed to me so much a part and parcel 

of the sauvagerie around me, that I looked on 

them generally without emotion or pain. But 

there was one thing I never could see without 

a start, and a thrill of horror,—the scalp of 

long fair hair. 

Walking about early next morning, T saw that 

preparations for departure had already com¬ 

menced ; all was movement, and bustle, and 

hurry; taking down wigwams, launching canoes, 

tying up bundles and babies, cooking, and 

“ sacrificing” wretched dogs to propitiate the 

spirits, and procure a favourable voyage. I came 

upon such a sacrifice just at the opposite side 

of the point, and took to flight forthwith. No 
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interest, no curiosity, can overcome the sickness 

and abhorrence with which I shrink from certain 

things; so I can tell you nothing of this grand 

ceremony, which you will find described circum¬ 

stantially by many less fastidious or less sensi¬ 

tive travellers. 

All the Christian Indians now on the island 

(about nine hundred in number) are, with the ex¬ 

ception of Mr. MacMurray’s congregation from 

the Sault, either Roman Catholics or Methodists. 

I had some conversation with Father Crue, 

the Roman Catholic missionary, a very clever 

and very zealous man, still in the prime of life. 

He has been here two years, is indefatigable in 

his calling, or, as Major Anderson said, “ always 

on the go—up the lake and down—in every spot 

where he had the hope of being useful.” J 

heard the Methodists and Churchmen complain 

greatly of his interference; but if he be a true 

believer in his religion, his active zeal does him 

honour, I think. 

One thing is most visible, certain, and unde¬ 

niable, that the Roman Catholic converts are in 
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appearance, dress, intelligence, industry, and 

general civilisation, superior to all the others. 

A band of Ottawas, under the particular care 

of Father Crue, have settled on the Manitoolin, 

about six miles to the south. They have large 

plantations of corn and potatoes, and they have 

built log-huts, a chapel for their religious ser¬ 

vices, and a house for their priest. I asked 

him distinctly whether they had erected these 

buildin £s themselves: he said thev had. 

Here, in the encampment, the Roman Catholic 

Ottawas have erected a large temporary chapel of 

posts covered in with bark, the floor strewed over 

with green boughs and mats, and an altar and 

crucifix at the end. In front a bell is sus¬ 

pended between the forked branches of a pine. 

I have heard them sing mass here, with every 

demonstration of decency and piety. 

The Methodists have two congregations; the 

Indians of the Credit, under the direction of 

Peter Jones, and the Indians from Cold water 

and the Narrows, under a preacher whose name 

I forget,—both zealous men; but the howling 
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and weeping of these Methodist Indians, as they 

lie grovelling on the ground in their religious 

services, struck me painfully. 

Mr. MacMurray is the only missionary of the 

Church of England, and, with all his zeal and 

his peculiar means of influence and success, it 

cannot be said that he is adequately aided and 

supported. “ The English Church,” said one 

of our most intelligent Indian agents, “ either 

cannot or will not, certainly does not'sow; there¬ 

fore cannot expect to reap.” The zeal, activity, 

and benevolence of the travelling mission- 

ary Elliott are beyond all praise; but his 

ministry is devoted to the back settlers more 

than to the Indians. The Roman Catholic 

missions have been, of all, the most active and 

persevering; next to these the Methodists. The 

Presbyterian and the English Churches have been 

hitherto comparatively indifferent and negligent. 

Information was brought to the superintend¬ 

ent, that a trader from Detroit, with a boat laden 

o 5 
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with whisky and rum, was lying concealed in a 

little cove near the entrance of the great bay, 

for the purpose of waylaying the Indians, and 

bartering the whisky for their new blankets, 

guns, and trinkets. I exclaimed with indigna¬ 

tion !—but Mr. Jarvis did better than exclaim ; 

he sent off the Blackbird, with a canoe full of 

stout men, to board the trader and throw all the 

whisky into the lake, and then desire the 

owner to bring any complaint or claim for res¬ 

titution down to Toronto ; and this was done 

accordingly. The Blackbird is a Christian, and 

extremely noted for his general good conduct, 

and his declared enmity to the “ dealers in fire¬ 

water.” 

Yet a word more before I leave my In¬ 

dians. 

There is one subject on which all travellers 

in these regions—all who have treated of the 

manners and modes of life of the north-west 

tribes, are accustomed to expatiate with great 
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eloquence and indignation, which they think it 

incumbent on the gallantry and chivalry of 

Christendom to denounce as constituting the 

true badge and distinction of barbarism and 

heathenism, opposed to civilisation and Chris¬ 

tianity :—1 mean the treatment and condition of 

their women. The women, they say, are 

“ drudges,” “ slaves,” “ beasts of burthen,” vic¬ 

tims, martyrs, degraded, abject, oppressed ; that 

not only the cares of the household and mater- 

nit}7, but the cares and labours proper to the men, 

fall upon them ; and they seem to consider no ex¬ 

pression of disapprobation, and even abhorrence, 

too strong for the occasion; and if there be any 

who should feel inclined to modify such objur¬ 

gations, or speak in excuse or mitigation of the 

fact, he might well fear that the publication of 

such opinions would expose him to have his 

eyes scratched out, (metaphorically,) or die, in 

every female coterie, in every review', the death 

of Orpheus or Pentheus. 

Luckily I have no such risk to run. Let but 

my woman’s wit bestead me here as much as 
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my womanhood, and I will, as the Indians say, 

“ tell you a piece of my mind,” and place the 

matter before you in another point of view. 

Under one aspect of the question, all these 

gentlemen travellers are right: they are right 

in their estimate of the condition of the Indian 

squaws—they are drudges, slaves: and they are 

right in the opinion that the condition of the 

women in any community is a test of the ad¬ 

vance of moral and intellectual cultivation in 

that community; but it is not a test of the 

virtue or civilisation of the man; in these In¬ 

dian tribes, where the men are the noblest and 

bravest of their kind, the women are held of no 

account, are despised and oppressed. But it 

does appear to me that the woman among these 

Indians holds her true natural position relatively 

to the state of the man and the state of society; 

and this cannot be said of all societies. 

Take into consideration, in the first place, 

that in these Indian communities the task of 

providing subsistence falls solely and entirely 

on the men. When it is said, in general terms, 
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that the men do nothing but hunt all day, while 

the women are engaged in perpetual toil> I 

suppose this suggests to civilised readers the 

idea of a party of gentlemen at Melton, or a 

turn-out of Mr. Meynell’s hounds;—or at most 

a deer-stalking excursion to the Highlands—a 

holiday affair ;—while the women, poor souls ! 

must sit at home and sew, and spin, and cook 

victuals. But what is the life of an Indian 

hunter?—one of incessant, almost killing toil, 

and often danger.* A hunter goes out at dawn, 

knowing that, if he returns empty, his wife and 

his little ones must starve—no uncommon predi¬ 

cament ! He comes home at sunset, spent with 

* I had once a description of an encounter between 

my illustrious grandpapa Waub-Ojeeg and an enor¬ 

mous elk, in which he had to contend with the infuri¬ 

ated animal for his very life for a space of three'hours, 

and the snows were stained with his blood and that of 

his adversary for a hundred yards round. At last, while 

dodging the elk round and round a tree, he contrived 

to tear off the thong from his moccasin, and with it to 

fasten his knife to the end of a stick, and with this he 

literally hacked at the creature till it fell from loss of 

blood. 
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fatigue, and unable even to speak. His wife 

takes off his moccasins, places before him what 

food she has, or, if latterly the chase has failed, 

probably no food at all, or only a little parched 

wild rice. She then examines his hunting- 

pouch, and in it finds the claws, or beak, or 

tongue of the game, or other indications by 

which she knows what it is, and where to find 

it. She then goes for it, and drags it home. 

When he is refreshed, the hunter caresses his 

wife and children, relates the events of his chase, 

smokes his pipe, and goes to sleep—to begin 

the same life on the following day. 

Where, then, the whole duty and labour of 

providing the means of subsistence, ennobled 

by danger and courage, fall upon the man, 

the woman naturally sinks in importance, 

and is a dependent drudge. But she is not 

therefore, I suppose, so very miserable, nor, 

relatively, so very abject; she is sure of pro¬ 

tection ; sure of maintenance, at least while the 

man has it; sure of kind treatment; sure that 

she will never have her children taken from her 
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but by death ; sees none better oft' than herself, 

and has no conception of a superior destiny; 

and it is evident that in such a state the ap¬ 

pointed and necessary share of the woman is 

the household work, and all other domestic la¬ 

bour. As to the necessity of carrying burthens, 

when moving the camp from place to place, and 

felling and carrying wood, this is the most 

dreadful part of her lot; and however accustomed 

from youth to the axe, the paddle, and the 

carrying belt, it brings on internal injuries and 

severe suffering—and yet it must be done. For 

a man to carry burthens would absolutely inca¬ 

pacitate him for a hunter, and consequently from 

procuring sufficient meat for his family. Hence, 

perhaps, the contempt with which they regard 

it. And an Indian woman is unhappy, and her 

pride is hurt, if her husband should be seen 

with a load on his back; this was strongly ex¬ 

pressed by one among them who said it was “ un¬ 

manly;” and that “ she could not bear to see it!” 

Hence, however hard the lot of woman, she 

is in no false position. The tw'o sexes are in 
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their natural and true position relatively to the 

state of society, and the means of subsistence. 

The first step from the hunting to the agricul¬ 

tural state is the first step in the emancipation of 

the female. I know there are some writers who 

lament that the introduction of agriculture has 

not benefited the Indian women, rather added to 

their toils, as a great proportion of the hoeing and 

planting has devolved on them; but among the 

Ottawas, where this is the case, the women are de¬ 

cidedly in a better state than among the hunting 

Chippewas ; they can sell or dispose of the pro¬ 

duce raised by themselves, if there be more than 

is necessary for the family, and they take some 

share in the bargains and business of the tribe: 

and add, that among all the§e tribes, in the divi¬ 

sion of the money payments for the ceded land, 

every woman receives her individual share. 

Lewis and Clarke, in exploring the Missouri, 

came upon a tribe of Indians who, from local 

circumstances, kill little game, and live princi¬ 

pally on fish and roots; and as the women are 

equally expert with the men in procuring sub- 
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sistence, they have a rank and influence very 

rarely found among Indians. The females are 

permitted to speak freely before the men, to 

whom indeed they sometimes address themselves 

in a tone of authority. On many subjects their 

judgment and opinion are respected, and in mat¬ 

ters of trade their advice is generally asked and 

pursued; the labours of the family too are shared 

equally.* This seems to be a case in point. 

Then, when we speak of the drudgery of the 

women, wre must note the equal division of la¬ 

bour; there is no class of women privileged to 

sit still while others work. Every squaw makes 

the clothing, mats, moccasins, and boils the 

kettle for her own family. Compare her life 

with the refined leisure of an elegant woman in 

the higher classes of our society, and it is 

wretched and abject; but compare her life with 

that of a servant-maid of all work, or a factory 

girl,—I do say that the condition of the squaw is 

gracious in comparison, dignified by domestic 

feelings, and by equality with all around her. If 

* Travels up the Missouri. 
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women are to be exempted from toil in reverence 

to the sex, and as women, I can understand 

this, though I think it unreasonable ; but if 

it be merely a privilege of station, and con¬ 

fined to a certain set, while the great primeval 

penalty is doubled on the rest, then I do not 

see where is the great gallantry and consistency 

of this our Christendom, nor what right we have 

to look down upon the barbarism of the Indian 

savages who make drudges of their women. 

I will just mention here the extreme delicacy 

and personal modesty of the women of these 

tribes, which may seem strange when we see 

them brought up and living in crowded wig¬ 

wams, where a whole family is herded within a 

space of a few yards: but the lower classes of 

the Irish, brought up in their cabins, are re¬ 

markable for the same feminine characteristic : 

it is as if true modesty were from within, and 

could hardly be outwardly defiled. 

But to return. Another boast over the In¬ 

dian savages in this respect is, that we set a 

much higher value on the chastity of women. 
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We are told (with horror) that among some of 

the north-west tribes the man offers his wife or 

sister, nothing loth, to his guest, as a part of the 

duty of hospitality; and this is, in truth, barba¬ 

rism !—the heartless brutality on one side, and 

the shameless indifference on the other, may well 

make a woman’s heart shrink within her. But 

what right have civilised men to exclaim, and 

look sublime and self-complacent about the 

matter ? If they do not exactly imitate this 

fashion of the Indians, their exceeding and jea¬ 

lous reverence for the virtue of women is really 

indulged at a very cheap rate to themselves. 

If the chastity of women be a virtue, and re¬ 

spectable in the eyes of the community for its 

own sake, well and good; if it be a mere matter 

of expediency, and valuable only as it affects 

property, guarded by men just as far as it con¬ 

cerns their honour—as far as regards ours, a jest, 

—if this be the masculine creed of right and 

wrong—the fiat promulgated by our lords and 

masters, then I should be inclined to answer, as 

the French girl answered the Prince de Conti, 

6i Pour Dieu ! monseigneur, votre altesse royale 
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est par trop insolente V There is no woman, 

worthy the name, whose cheek does not burn in 

shame and indignation at the thought. 

Such women as those poor perverted sa¬ 

crificed creatures who haunt our streets, or lead 

as guilty lives in lavish splendour, are utterly 

unknown among the Indians. 

With regard to female right of property, there 

is no such thing as real property among them, 

except the hunting-grounds or territory which 

are the possession of the tribe. The personal 

property, as the clothing, mats, cooking and 

hunting apparatus, all the interior of the wig¬ 

wam, in short, seems to be under the control of 

the woman; and on the death of her husband 

the woman remains in possession of the lodge, 

and all it contains, except the medal, flag, or 

other insignia of dignity, which go to his son or 

male relatives. The corn she raises, and the 

maple sugar she makes, she can always dispose 

of as she thinks fit—they are hers. 

It seems to me a question whether the 

Europeans, who, Heaven knows, have much 

to answer for in their intercourse with these 
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people, have not, in some degree, injured the 

cause of the Indian women:—first, by corrupting 

them ; secondly, by checking the improvement of 

all their own peculiar manufactures. They pre¬ 

pared deer-skins with extraordinary skill; I have 

seen dresses of the mountain sheep and young 

buffalo skins, richly embroidered, and almost equal 

in beauty and softness to a Cashmere shawl; and 

I could mention other things. It is reasonable to 

presume that as these manufactures must have 

been progressively improved, there might have 

been farther progression, had we not substituted 

for articles they could themselves procure or fa¬ 

bricate, those which we fabricate; we have taken 

the work out of their hands, and all motive to work, 

while we have created wants which they cannot 

supply. We have clothed them in blankets— 

we have not taught them to weave blankets. 

We have substituted guns for the bows and 

arrows—but they cannot make guns: for the 

natural progress of arts and civilisation spring¬ 

ing from within, and from their own intelligence 

and resources, we have substituted a sort of 
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civilisation from without, foreign to their habits, 

manners, organisation: we are making paupers 

of them; and this by a kind of terrible neces¬ 

sity. Some very economical members of our 

British parliament have remonstrated against 

the system of Indian presents as too expen¬ 

sive ; one would almost suppose, to hear their 

arguments, that pounds, shillings, and pence 

were the stuff of which life is made—the three 

primal elements of all human existence—all 

human morals. Surely they can know no¬ 

thing of the real state of things here. If the 

issue of the presents from our government 

were now to cease, I cannot think without 

horror of what must ensue: trifling as they are, 

they are an Indian’s existence; without the 

rifle he must die of hunger; without his blanket, 

perish of cold. Before he is reduced to this, 

we should have nightly plunder and massacre 

all along our frontiers and back settlements; a 

horrid brutalising contest like that carried on 

in Florida, in which the white man would be 

demoralised, and the Red man exterminated. 
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The sole article of traffic with the Indians, 

their furs, is bartered for the necessaries of 

life ; and these furs can only be procured by 

the men. Thus their only trade, so far from 

tending to the general civilisation of the people, 

keeps up the wild hunting habits, and tells 

fearfully against the power and utility of the 

women, if it be not altogether fatal to any ame¬ 

lioration of their condition. Yet it should seem 

that we are ourselves just emerging from a similar 

state, only in another form. Until of late years 

there was no occupation for women by which a 

subsistence could be gained, except servitude 

in some shape or other. The change which 

has taken place in this respect is one of the most 

striking and interesting signs of the times in 

which we live. 

I must stop here: but do you not think, from 

the hints I have rather illogically and inco¬ 

herently thrown together, that we may assume 

as a general principle, that the true importance 

and real dignity of woman is everywhere, in 

savage and civilised communities, regulated by 
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her capacity of being useful; or, in other words, 

that her condition is decided by the share she 

takes in providing for her own subsistence and 

the well-being of society as a productive la¬ 

bourer? Where she is idle and useless by privi¬ 

lege of sex, a divinity and an idol, a victim or a 

toy, is not her position quite as lamentable, as 

false, as injurious to herself and all social pro¬ 

gress, as where she is the drudge, slave, and 

possession of the man ? 

The two extremes in this way are the Indian 

squaw and the Turkish sultana; and I would 

rather be born the first than the last:—and to 

carry out the idea, I would rather, on the same 

principle, be an Englishwoman or a French¬ 

woman than an American or a German woman, 

-—supposing that the state of feeling as regards 

women were to remain stationary in the two last 

countries—which I trust it will not. 
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The ways through which my weary steps I guide. 

In this delightful land of faery. 

Are so exceeding spacious and wide, 

And sprinkled with such sweet variety 

Of all that pleasant is to ear or eye. 

That I nigh ravish’d with rare thought’s delight, 

My tedious travel doe forget thereby. 

And when I gin to feel decay of might. 

It strength to me supplies, and clears my dulled spright. 

Spenser. 

On the 6th of August I bade adieu to my good 

friends Mr. and Mrs. MacMurray. I had owed 

too much to their kindness to part from them 

without regret. They returned up the lake, 

with their beautiful child and Indian retinue, to 

St. Mary’s, while I prepared to embark in a 

canoe with the superintendent, to go down the 

lake to Penetanguishene, a voyage of four days 

at least, supposing wind and weather to continue 

VOL. in. p 
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favourable. Thence to Toronto, across Lake 

Simcoe, was a journey of three days more. 

Did I not say Providence took care of me ? 

Always I have found efficient protection when 

I most needed and least expected it; and 

nothing could exceed the politeness of Mr. 

Jarvis and his people;—it began with polite¬ 

ness,—but it ended with something more and 

better—real and zealous kindness. 

Now to take things in order, and that you 

may accompany us in our canoe voyage, I 

must describe in the first place our arrange¬ 

ments. You shall confess ere long that the 

Roman emperor who proclaimed a reward for 

the discovery of a new pleasure, ought to have 

made a voyage down Lake Huron in a birch- 

bark canoe. 

There were two canoes, each five-and-twenty 

feet in length, and four feet in width, tapering 

to the two extremities, and light, elegant, and 

buoyant as the sea-mew when it skims the sum¬ 

mer waves: in the first canoe were Mr. Jarvis 

and myself; the governor’s son, a lively boy of 
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fourteen or fifteen, old Solomon the interpreter, 

and seven voyageurs. My blankets and night- 

gear being rolled up in a bundle, served for a 

seat, and I had a pillow at my back; and thus I 

reclined in the bottom of the canoe, as in a litter, 

very much at my ease: my companions were 

almost equally comfortable. I had near me my 

cloak, umbrella, and parasol; my note-books and 

sketch - books, and a little compact basket 

always by my side, containing eau de Cologne, 

and all those necessary luxuries which might 

be wanted in a moment, for I was well re¬ 

solved that I would occasion no trouble but 

what was inevitable. The voyageurs were dis¬ 

posed on low wooden seats, suspended to the 

ribs of the canoe, except our Indian steersman, 

Martin, who, in a cotton shirt, arms bared to the 

shoulder, loose trowsers, a scarlet sash round his 

waist, richly embroidered with beads, and his 

long black hair waving, took his place in the 

stern, with a paddle twice as long as the others.* 

* The common paddle (called by the Canadians 

aviron, and by the Indians abwee) is about two feet 

and a half long. 

p 2 
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The manner in which he stood, turning and 

twisting himself with the lithe agility of a snake, 

and striking first on one side, then on the other, 

was very graceful andj picturesque. So much 

depends on the skill, and dexterity, and intelli¬ 

gence of these steersmen, that they have always 

double pay. The other men were all picked 

men, Canadian half-breeds, young, well-looking, 

full of glee and good - nature, with untiring 

arms and more untiring lungs and spirits: 

a handkerchief twisted round the head, a 

shirt and pair of trowsers, with a gay sash, 

formed the prevalent costume. We had on 

board a canteen, and other light baggage, two 

or three guns, and fishing tackle. 

The other canoe carried part of Mr. Jarvis’s 

retinue, the heavy baggage, provisions, mar¬ 

quees, guns, &c., and was equipped with eight 

paddles. The party consisted altogether of 

twenty-two persons, viz. twenty-one men, and 

myself, the only woman. 

We started off in swift and gallant style, look¬ 

ing grand and official, with the British flag float- 
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ing at our stern. Major Anderson and his 

people, and the schooner’s crew, gave us three 

cheers. The Indians uttered their wild cries, 

and discharged their rifles all along the shore. 

As we left the bay, I counted seventy-two canoes 

before us, already on their homeward voyage- 

some to the upper waters of the lake—some to 

the northern shores; as we passed them, they 

saluted us by discharging their rifles: the day 

was without a cloud, and it was altogether a 

most animated and beautiful scene. 

I forgot to tell you that the Indians are very 

fond of having pet animals in their wigwams,— 

not only dogs, but tame foxes and hawks. Mr. 

Jarvis purchased a pair of young hawks, male 

and female, from an Indian, intending them for 

his children. Just as we left the island, one of 

these birds escaped from the basket, and flew 

directly to the shore of the bay, where it was 

lost in the thick forest. We proceeded, and 

after leaving the bay about twelve miles on¬ 

wards, we landed on a little rocky island: some 

ond heard the cry of a hawk over our heads; 
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it was the poor bird we had lost; he had kept 

his companion in sight all the way, following us 

unseen along the shore, and now suffered him¬ 

self to be taken and caged with the other. 

We bought some black-bass from an Indian 

who was spearing fish: and, a-propos ! I never yet 

have mentioned what is one of the greatest 

pleasures in the navigation of these magnificent 

upper lakes—the purity, the coldness, the trans¬ 

parency of the water. I have been told that if in 

the deeper parts of the lake a white handkerchief 

be sunk with the lead, it is distinctly visible at a 

depth of thirty fathoms—we did not try the ex¬ 

periment, not being in deep water; but here, 

among shoals and islands, I could almost always 

see the rocky bottom, with glittering pebbles, 

and the fish gliding beneath us with their waving 

fins and staring eyes—and if I took a glass of 

water, it came up sparkling as from the well 

at Harrowgate, and the flavour was delicious. 

You can hardly imagine how much this added 

to the charm and animation of the voyage. 

About sunset we came to the hut of a fur 
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trader, whose name, I think, was Lemorondiere : 

it was on the shore of a beautiful channel run¬ 

ning between the mainland and a large island. 

On a neighbouring point, Wai,sow,win,de,bay 

(the Yellow-head) and his people were building 

their wigwams for the night. The appearance 

was most picturesque, particularly when the 

camp fires were lighted and the night came on. 

I cannot forget the figure of a squaw, as she 

stood, dark and tall, against the red flames, 

bending over a great black kettle, her blanket 

trailing behind her, her hair streaming on the 

night breeze;—most like to one of the witches 

in Macbeth. 

We supped here on excellent trout and white- 

fish, but the sand-flies and mosquitoes were 

horridly tormenting; the former, which are so 

diminutive as to be scarcely visible, were by far 

the worst. We were off next morning by day¬ 

light, the Yellow-head’s people discharging their 

rifles by way of salute. 

The voyageurs measure the distance by pipes. 

At the end of a certain time there is a pause, 
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and they light their pipes and smoke for about 

five minutes, then the paddles go off merrily 

again, at the rate of about fifty strokes in a 

minute, and we absolutely seem to fly over the 

water. “ Trois pipes” are about twelve miles. 

We breakfasted this morning on a little island 

of exceeding beauty, rising precipitately from 

the water. In front we had the open lake, 

lying blue, and bright, and serene, under the 

morning sky, and the eastern extremity of the 

Manitoolin Island; and islands all around as 

far as we could see. The feeling of remote¬ 

ness, of the profound solitude, added to the 

sentiment of beauty: it was nature in her 

first freshness and innocence, as she came 

from the hand of her Maker, and before she had 

been sighed upon by humanity—defiled at once, 

and sanctified by the contact. Our little 

island abounded with beautiful shrubs, flow'ers? 

green mosses, and scarlet lichens. I found a 

tiny recess, where 1 made my bath and toilette 

very comfortably. On returning, I found break¬ 

fast laid on a piece of rock; my seat, with 

my pillow and cloak all nicely arranged, and a 
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bouquet of flowers lying on it. This was a 

never-failing gallanterie, sometimes from one, 

sometimes from another of my numerous cava¬ 

liers. 

This day we had a most delightful run among 

hundreds of islands; sometimes darting through 

narrow7 rocky channels, so narrow that I could 

not see the water on either side of the canoe; 

and then emerging, we glided through vast fields 

of white water-lilies; it was perpetual variety, 

perpetual beauty, perpetual delight and en¬ 

chantment, from hour to hour. The men sang 

their gay French songs, the other canoe joining 

in the chorus. 

This peculiar singing has often been de¬ 

scribed ; it is very animated on the water and 

in the open air, but not very harmonious. They 

all sing in unison, raising their voices and mark¬ 

ing the time with their paddles. One always led, 

but in these there was a diversity of taste and skill. 
V 

If I wished to hear “ En roulant ma boule, rou¬ 

lette,” I applied to Le Due. Jacques excelled 

in “ La belle rose blanche,” and Louis wras 

great in “Trois canards s’en vont baignant.” 

p 5 
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They often amused me by a specimen of 

dexterity, something like that of an accom¬ 

plished whip in London. They would paddle 

up towards the shore with such extreme 

velocity, that I expected to be dashed on the 

rock, and then in a moment, by a simultaneous 

back-stroke of the paddle, stop with a jerk, 

which made me breathless. 

My only discomposure arose from the de¬ 

structive propensities of the gentlemen, all keen 

and eager sportsmen; the utmost I could gain 

from their mercy was, that the fish should gasp 

to death out of my sight, and the pigeons and 

the wild ducks be put out of pain instantly. 

I will, however, acknowledge, that when the 

bass-fish and pigeons were produced, broiled 

and fried, they looked so appetissants, smelt so 

savoury, and I was so hungry, that I soon for¬ 

got all my sentimental pity for the victims. 

We found to-day, on a rock, the remains of 

an Indian lodge, over which we threw a sail¬ 

cloth, and dined luxuriously on our fish and 

pigeons, and a glass of good madeira. After 
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dinner, the men dashed off with great animation, 

singing my favourite ditty, 

Si mon moine voulait danser, 

Un beau cheval lui donnerai ! 

—through groups of lovely islands, sometimes 

scattered wide, and sometimes clustered so close, 

that I often mistook twenty or thirty together for 

one large island; but on approaching nearer, they 

opened before us, and appeared intersected by 

winding labyrinthine channels, where, amid flags 

and water-lilies, beneath the shade of rich em¬ 

bowering foliage, we glided on our way; and then 

we came upon a wide open space, where we could 

feel the heave of the waters under us, and across 

which the men, still singing with untiring 

vivacity, paddled with all their might to reach 

the opposite islands before sunset. The 

moment it becomes too dark for our steers¬ 

man to see through the surface of the water, 

it becomes in the highest degree dangerous 

to proceed; such is the frail texture of these 

canoes, that a pin’s point might scratch a hole 

in the bottom; a sunk rock, or a snag or pro- 
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jecting bough—and often we glided within an 

inch of them—had certainly swamped us. 

We passed this day two Indian sepulchres, on 

a point of rock overshadowed by birch and pine, 

with the sparkling waters murmuring round 

them; I landed to examine them. The Indians 

cannot here bury their dead, for there is not 

a sufficiency of earth to cover them from 

sight, but they lay the body, wrapped up care¬ 

fully in bark, on the flat rock, and then cover it 

over with rocks and stones. This was the tomb 

of a woman and her child, and fragments of the 

ornaments and other things buried with them 

w?ere still perceptible. 

We landed at sunset on a flat ledge of rock, 

free from bushes, which we avoided as much as 

possible, from fear of mosquitoes and rattle¬ 

snakes; and while the men pitched the marquees 

and cooked supper, I walked and mused. 

I wish I could give you the least idea of the 

beauty of this evening; but while I try to put 

in words what was before me, the sense of its 
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ineffable loveliness overpowers me now, even as 

it did then. The sun had set in that cloudless 

splendour, and that peculiar blending of rose 

and amber light that belongs only to these 

climes and Italy ; the lake lay weltering under 

the western sky like a bath of molten gold; the 

rocky islands which studded its surface were of 

a dense purple, except where their edges seemed 

fringed with fire. They assumed, to the vision¬ 

ary eye, strange forms; some were like great 

horned beetles, and some like turtles, and some 

like crocodiles, and some like sleeping whales, 

and winged fishes : the foliage upon them 

resembled dorsal fins, and sometimes tufts of 

feathers. Then, as the purple shadows came dark¬ 

ening from the east, the young crescent moon 

showed herself, flinging a paly splendour over 

the water. I remember standing on the shore, 

44 my spirits as in a dream were all bound up,” 

—overcome by such an intense feeling of the 

beautiful—such a deep adoration for the power 

that had created it,—I must have suffocated 

if- 
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But why tell you this ? 

They pitched my tent at a respectful distance 

from the rest, and Mr. Jarvis made me a deli¬ 

cious elastic bed of some boughs, over which was 

spread a bear-skin, and over that blankets : but 

the night was hot and feverish. The voy- 

ageurs, after rowing since daylight, were 

dancing and singing on the shore till near mid¬ 

night. 

Next morning we were off again at early dawn, 

paddled 44 trois pipes ” before breakfast, over 

an open space which they call a 44 traverse,” 

caught eleven bass fish, and shot two pigeons. 

The island on which we breakfasted was in 

great part white marble ; and in the clefts and 

hollows grew quantities of gooseberries and 

raspberries, wild-roses, the crimson columbine, a 

large species of harebell, a sort of willow, juni¬ 

per, birch, and stunted pine; and such was the 

usual vegetation. 

It is beautiful to see in these islands the 

whole process of preparatory vegetation un¬ 

folded and exemplified before one’s eyes—each 
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successive growth preparing a soil for that which 

is to follow. 

There was first the naked rock washed by the 

spray, where the white gulls were sitting: then 

you saw the rock covered with some moss or 

lichens; then in the clefts and seams, some 

long grass, a few wild flowers and strawberries ; 

then a few juniper and rose bushes; then the 

dwarf pine hardly rising two or three feet, and 

lastly trees and shrubs of large growth: and the 

nearer to the mainland, the richer of course the 

vegetation, for the seeds are wafted thence by 

the winds, or carried by the birds, and so dis¬ 

persed from island to island. 

We landed to-day on the “ Island of Skulls,” an 

ancient sepulchre of the Hurons: some skulls and 

bones were scattered about, with the rough stones 

which had once been heaped over them. The 

spot was most wild and desolate, rising from the 

wetter edge in successive ledges of rock to a 

considerable height, with a few blasted gray 

pines here and there, round which several pair 

of hawks were wheeling and uttering their shrill 
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cry. We all declared we would not dine on this 

ominous Island, and proceeded. We doubled a 

remarkable cape mentioned by Henry as the 

Pointe aii'V Grondines. There is always a 

heavy swell here, and a perpetual sound of 

breakers on the rocks, whence its name. Only a 

few years ago, a trader in his canoe, with sixteen 

people, were wrecked and lost on this spot. 

We also passed within some miles of the 

mouth of the Riviere des Fran^ais, the most 

important of all the rivers which flow into Lake 

Huron, It forms the line of communication for 

the north-west traders from Montreal ; the 

common route is up the Ottawa River, across 

Lake Nippissing, and down the River Fran^ais 

into Lake Huron, and by the Sault Ste. Marie 

into Lake Superior. Pray have a map before 

you during this voyage.* 

* This part of Lake Huron, and indeed all its upper 

shores, are very incorrectly laid down in Wyld’s map 

of Upper Canada. Bouchette’s large map, and also a 

beautiful small one published by Blackwood in 1833, 

are much more accurate. 
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Leaving behind this cape and river, we came 

again upon lovely groups of Elysian islands, chan¬ 

nels winding among rocks and foliage, and more 

fields of water-lilies. In passing through a 

beautiful channel, I had an opportunity of see¬ 

ing the manner in which an Indian commu¬ 

nicates with his friends when en route. A branch 

was so arranged as to project far across the 

water and catch the eye : in a cleft at the ex¬ 

tremity a piece of birch-bark was stuck with 

some hieroglyphic marks scratched with red 

ochre, of which we could make nothing—one 

figure, I thought, represented a fish. 

To-day we caught seven bass, shot four 

pigeons, also a large water-snake—which last I 

thought a gratuitous piece of cruelty. We 

dined upon a large and picturesque island—large 

in comparison with those we usually selected, 

being perhaps two or three miles round; it was 

very woody and wild, intersected by deep ravines, 

and rising in bold, abrupt precipices. We dined 

luxuriously under a group of trees: the heat 
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was overpowering, and the mosquitoes very 

troublesome. 

After dinner we pursued our course through 

an archipelago of islets, rising out of the blue 

waves, and fringed with white water-lilies;— 

Little fairy Edens, of such endless variety in 

form and colour, and of such wondrous and fan¬ 

tastic beauty, that I know not how to describe 

them. 

We landed on one, where there was a rock so 

exactly resembling the head and part of a turtle, 

that I could have taken it for sculpture. The 

Indians look upon it as sacred, and it is custom¬ 

ary for all who pass to leave an offering in money, 

tobacco, corn, &c., to the spirit. I duly left 

mine, but I could see by the laughing eyes of 

Jacques and Louis, that “ the spirit ” was not 

likely to be the better for my devotion. 

Mr. Jarvis asked me to sing a French song 

for the voyageurs, and Louis looked back with 

his bright arch face, as much as to say, “ Pray 

do,” when a shout was heard from the other canoe, 
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“ A mink ! a mink !” * and all the paddles were 

now in animated motion. We dashed up among 

the reeds, we chased the creature up and down, 

and at last to a hole under a rock; the voyageurs 

beat the reeds with their paddles, the gentlemen 

seized their guns; there were twenty-one men 

half frantic in pursuit of a wretched little crea¬ 

ture, whose death could serve no purpose. It 

dived, but rose a few yards farther, and was seen 

making for the land; a shot was fired, it sprang 

from the water: another, and it floated dead;— 

thus we repaid the beauty, and enjoyment, and 

lavish loveliness spread around us, with pain and 

with destruction. 

I recollect that as we passed a lovely bit of an 

island, all bordered with flags and white lilies, we 

saw a beautiful wild-duck emerge from a green 

covert, and lead into the lake a numerous brood 

of ducklings. It was a sight to touch the heart 

with a tender pleasure, and I pleaded hard, very 

hard, for mercy; but what thorough sportsman 

ever listened to such a wTord ? The deadly guns 

* A species of otter. 
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were already levelled, and even while I spoke, 

the poor mother-bird was shot, and the little 

ones, which could not fly, went fluttering and 

scudding away into the open lake, to perish 

miserably. 

But what was really very touching was to see 

the poor gulls; sometimes we would startle a 

whole bevy of them as they were floating grace¬ 

fully on the waves, and they would rise soaring 

away beyond our reach; but the voyageurs, sus¬ 

pending their paddles, imitated exactly their own 

soft low whistle; and then the wretched, foolish 

birds, just as if they had been so many women, 

actually wheeled round in the air, and came fly¬ 

ing back to meet the “ fiery death.” 

The voyageurs eat these gulls, in spite of 

their fishy taste, with great satisfaction. 

I wmnder how it is that some of those gentry 

whom I used to see in London, looking as though 

they would give an empire for a new pleasure or 

a new sensation, do not come here. If epicures, 

they should come to eat white-fish and beavers’ 

tails; if sportsmen, here is a very paradise for 
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bear-hunting, deer-hunting, otter-hunting;—and 

wild-fowl in thousands, and fish in shoals; and 

if they be contemplative lovers of the pic¬ 

turesque, blasts with Italy and elbowed out of 

Switzerland, let them come here and find the 

true philosopher’s stone—or rather the true 

elixir of life—novelty ! 

At sunset we encamped on a rocky island of 

most fantastic form, like a Z. They pitched 

my tent on a height, and close to the door was 

a precipitous descent into a hollow, where they 

lighted vast fires, and thus kept off the mos¬ 

quitoes, which were in great force. I slept well, 

but towards morning some creature crept into 

my tent and over my bed—a snake, as I sup¬ 

posed; after this 1 slept no more. 

We started at half-past four. Hitherto the 

weather had been glorious; but this morning 

the sun rose among red and black clouds, fear¬ 

fully ominous. As we were turning a point under 

some lofty rocks, we heard the crack of a rifle, 

and saw an Indian leaping along the rocks, and 

down towards the shore. We rowed in, not know- 
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ing what it meant, and came upon a night-camp 

of Indians, part of the tribe of Aisence, (the 

Clam.) They had only hailed us to make some 

trifling inquiries; and I heard Louis, sotto voce, 

send them au diable!—for now the weather 

lowered darker and darker, and every moment 

was precious. 

We breakfasted on an island almost covered 

with flowers, some gorgeous, and strange, and 

unknown, and others sweet and familiar ; plenty 

of the wild-pea, for instance, and wild-roses, of 

which 1 had many offerings. I made my toilette 

in a recess among some rocks; but just as I was 

emerging from my primitive dressing-room, I 

felt a few drops of rain, and saw too clearly that 

our good fortune was at an end. We swallowed 

a hasty breakfast, and had just time to arrange 

ourselves in the canoe with all the available de¬ 

fences of cloaks and umbrellas, when the rain 

came down heavily and hopelessly. But notwith¬ 

standing the rain and the dark gray sky, the 

scenery was even more beautiful than ever. 

The islands were larger, and assumed a richer 
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appearance; the trees were of more luxuriant 

growth, no longer the dwarfed pine, but lofty 

oak and maple. These are called the Bear 

Islands, from the number of those animals found 

upon them; old Solomon told me that an Indian 

whom he knew had shot nine bears in the course 

of a single day. We found three bears’ heads 

stuck upon the boughs of a dead pine—proba¬ 

bly as offerings to the souls of the slaughtered 

animals, or to the “ Great Spirit,” both being 

usual. 

We dined on a wet rock, almost covered with 

that species of lichen which the Indians call 

wa,ac, and the Canadians tripe de roche, be¬ 

cause, when boiled till soft, and then fried in 

grease, it makes a dish not unpalatable—when 

one has nothing else.* The Clam and some of 

his people landed and dined at the same time. 

After dinner the rain came on worse and worse. 

Old Solomon asked me once or twice how I 

felt; and I thought his anxiety for my health 

* It is often mentioned in the Travels of Back and 

Franklin. 
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was caused by the rain ; but no; he told me that 

on the island where wre had dined he had observed 

a great quantity of a certain plant, which, if only 

touched, causes a dreadful eruption and ulcer all 

over the body. I asked why he had not shown 

it to me, and warned me against it ? and he as¬ 

sured me that such warning would only have in¬ 

creased the danger, for when there is any know¬ 

ledge or apprehension of it existing in the mind, 

the very air blowing from it sometimes infects the 

frame. Here I appealed to Mr. Jarvis, who re¬ 

plied, “ All I know is, that I once unconsciously 

touched a leaf of it, and became one ulcer from 

head to foot; I could not stir for a fortnight.”* 

This was a dreadful night, for the rain came 

on more violently, accompanied by a storm of 

wind. It was necessary to land and make our 

* I do not know the botanical name of this plant, 

which resembles a dwarf sumach : it was subsequently 

pointed out to me in the woods by a Methodist 

preacher, who told me that his daughter, merely by 

standing to windward of the plant while looking at it, 

suffered dreadfully. It is said that formerly the In¬ 

dians used it to poison their arrows. 



CANOE VOYAGE. 337 

fires for the night. The good-natured men were 

full of anxiety and compassion for me, poor, 

lonely, shivering woman that I was in the midst 

of them ! The first thought with every one was 

to place me under shelter, and my tent was 

pitched instantly with such zeal, and such ac¬ 

tivity, that the sense of inconvenience and suffer¬ 

ing was forgotten in the thankful sense of 

kindness, and all things became endurable. 

The tent was pitched on a height, so that the 

water ran off on all sides: I contrived for myself 

a dry bed, and Mr. Jarvis brought me some hot 

madeira. I rolled myself up in my German 

blanket, and fell into a deep, sound sleep. The 

voyageurs, who apparently need nothing but their 

own good spirits to feed and clothe them, lighted 

a great fire, turned the canoes upside down, and, 

sheltered under them, were heard singing and 

laughing during great part of this tempestuous 

night. 
O \ 

Next morning we were off by five o’clock. My 

beautiful lake looked horribly sulky, and all 

the little islands were lost in a cold gray vapour: 

VOL. III. Q 
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we were now in the Georgian Bay. Through 

the misty atmosphere loomed a distant shore of 

considerable height. Dupre told me that what 

I saw was the Isle des Chretiens, and that 

formerly there was a large settlement of the 

Jesuits there, and that still there were to be 

seen the remains of “ une grande cathedrale.” 

About nine o’clock we entered the bay of Pene- 

tanguishene, so called from a high sand-bank at 

the entrance, which is continually crumbling 

away. The expressive Indian name signifies 

“ Look ! it is falling sand !” 

We spent the greater part of two days at 

Penetanguishene, which is truly a most lovely 

spot. The bay runs up into the land like some 

of the Scottish lochs, and the shores are bolder 

and higher than usual, and as yet all clothed 

with the primeval forest. During the war there 

were dockyards and a military and naval depot 

here, maintained at an immense expense to go¬ 

vernment; and it is likely, from its position, to 
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rise into a station of great importance; at pre¬ 

sent, the only remains of all the warlike demon¬ 

strations of former times are a sloop sunk and 

rotting in the bay, and a large stone-building 

at the entrance, called the “ Fort,” but merely 

serving as barracks for a few soldiers from the 

garrison at Toronto. There are several pretty 

houses on the beautiful declivity, rising on the 

north side of the bay, and the families settled 

here have contrived to assemble round them 

many of the comforts and elegancies of life. I 

have reason to remember with pleasure a Rus¬ 

sian lady, the wife of an English officer, who 

made my short sojourn here very agreeable. 

There was an inn here, not the worst of 

Canadian inns; and the wee closet called a bed¬ 

room, and the little bed with its white cotton 

curtains, appeared to me the ne plus ultra of 

luxury. I recollect walking in and out of the 

aoom ten times a day for the mere pleasure of 

contemplating it, and anticipated with impa¬ 

tience the moment when I should throw myself 

down into it, and sleep once more on a Christian 

q 2 
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bed. But nine nights passed in the open air, or 

on rocks, and on boards, had spoiled me for the 

comforts of civilisation, and to sleep on a bed 

was impossible; I was smothered, I was suffo¬ 

cated, and altogether wretched and fevered;— 

I sighed for my rock on Lake Huron. 

At Penetanguishene there is a hamlet, con¬ 

sisting of twenty or thirty log-houses, where a 

small remnant of the poor commuted pensioners 

(in all a hundred and twenty-six persons) now 

reside, receiving daily rations of food, and some 

little clothing, just sufficient to sustain life. 

From some particular circumstances the case 

of these commuted pensioners was frequently 

brought under my observation while I wras in 

Canada, and excited my strongest interest and 

compassion. I shall give you a brief sketch of 

this tragedy, for such it truly is ; not by w ay of 

exciting sympathy, which can now avail nothing, 

but because it is in many points of view fraught 

with instruction. 

The commuted pensioners were veteran sol¬ 

diers, entitled to a small yearly pension for 
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wounds or length of service, and who accepted 

the offer made to them by our government in 

1832, to commute their pensions for four years’ 

purchase, and a grant of one hundred acres of 

land in Canada. 

The intention of the government seems to have 

been to send out able-bodied men, who would 

thus cease, after a few years, to be a burthen on 

the country. A part of the money due to them 

was to be deducted for their voyage and expenses 

out; of the remaining sum a part was to be paid 

in London, part at Quebec, and the rest when 

settled on the land awarded to them. These 

intentions sound well; unluckily they were not 

properly acted upon. Some received the whole 

of the money due to them in England, and drank 

themselves to death, or squandered it, and then 

refused to leave the country. Some drank them¬ 

selves to death, or died of the cholera, at Que¬ 

bec; and of those who came out, one half were 

described to me # as presenting a list of all the 

* I have these particulars from the chief of the com¬ 

missariat in Upper Canada, and the emigrant agent. 
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miseries and diseases incident to humanity— 

some with one arm, some with one leg, bent 

with old age or rheumatism, lame, halt, and 

even, will it be believed, blind! * And such 

were the men to be set down in the midst of the 

swamp and forest, there to live as they could. 

When some few, who had been more provident, 

presented themselves to the commissary at 

Toronto for payment of the rest of the money 

due to them, it was found that the proper 

papers had not been forwarded; they were 

written for to the Chelsea Board, which had to 

apply to the War-office, which had to apply to 

the Treasury: the papers, after being bandied 

about from office to office, from clerk to secre- 

tary, from secretary to clerk, were sent, at 

length, after a lapse of eight or ten months, 

during which time the poor men, worn out with 

suspense, had taken to begging, or to drinking, 

in utter despondency; and when the order for 

their money did at last arrive, they had become 

useless, abandoned creatures. 
m- • 

* One of these men, stone-blind, was begging in 

the streets of Toronto. 
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Those who were located were sent far up into 

the bush, (there being no disposable govern¬ 

ment lands nearer,) where there were no roads, 

no markets for their produce if they did raise it; 

and in this new position, if their hearts did not 

sink, and their limbs fail at once, their ignorance 

of farming, their improvidence and helplessness, 

arising from the want of self-dependence, and 

the mechanical docility of military service, were 

moral obstacles stronger than any physical ones. 

The forest-trees they had to contend with were 

not more deeply rooted than the adverse habits 

and prejudices and infirmities they had brought 

with them. 

According to the commissary, the number 

of those who commuted their pensions was 

about twelve hundred. Of these it is calculated 

that eight hundred reached Upper Canada; of 

these eight hundred, not more than four hundred 

and fifty are now living; and of these, some are 

begging through the townships, living on public 

charity : some are at Penetanguishene : and the 

greater part of those located on their land have 
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received from time to time rations of food, in 

order to avert “ impending starvation.1’ To 

bring them up from Quebec during the dreadful 

cholera season in 1832, was a heavy expense to 

the colony, and now they are likely to become a 

permanent burthen upon the colonial funds, there 

being no military funds to which they can be 

charged. 

I make no reflection on the commuting the 

pensions of these poor men at four instead of 

seven years’ purchase: many of the men I saw 

did not know what was meant by commuting 

their 'pension: they thought they merely gave 

up their pension for four years, and were then 

to receive it again; they knew nothing of Ca¬ 

nada—had never heard of it—had a vague idea 

that a very fine offer was made, which it would 

be foolish to refuse. They were like children— 

which, indeed, disbanded soldiers and sailors 

usually are. 

All that benevolence and prudence could sug¬ 

gest, was done for them by Sir John Colborne : 

he aided them largely from his own purse—him- 
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self a soldier and a brave one, as well as a good 

man—the wrongs and miseries of these poor 

soldiers wrung his very heart. The strongest 

remonstrances and solicitations to the heads of 

the government at home were sent over in their 

behalf; but there came a change of ministry; 

the thing once done, could not be undone— 

redress was nobody’s business — the mother 

country had got rid of a burthen, and it had 

fallen on Canada; and so the matter ended;— 

that is, as far as it concerned the Treasury 

and the War-office; but the tragedy has not yet 

ended here. Sir Francis Head, who never can 

allude to the subject without emotion and in¬ 

dignation, told me, that when he was at Pe- 

netanguishene last year, the poor veterans 

attempted to get up a feeble cheer in his honour, 

but, in doing so, the half of them fell down. 

“ It was too much for me—too much,” added he, 

with the tears actually in his eyes. As for Sir 

John Colborne, the least allusion to the subject 

seemed to give him a twinge of pain. 

From this sum of mischief and misery you 

Q 5 
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may subtract a few instances where the men have 

done better ; one of these I had occasion to men¬ 

tion.* I have heard of two others, and there 

may be more, but the general case is as I have 

stated it. 

These were the men who fought our battles in 

Egypt, Spain, and France! and here is a new page 

for Alfred de Vigny’s “ Servitude et Grandeur 

Militaire !” But do you not think it includes 

another lesson ? That this amount of suffering, 

and injury, and injustice can be inflicted, from 

the errors, ignorance, and remoteness of the 

home government, and that the responsibility ap¬ 

parently rests nowhere—and that nowhere lies 

redress—seems to me a very strange, a very 

lamentable state of things, and what ought not 

to be.f 

Our voyageurs had spent the day in various 

excesses, and next morning were still half tipsy, 

* Vol. ii. p. 162. 

t 1 give the following individual case, noted at the 

time in my diary. 
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lazy, and out of spirits, except Le Due; he 

was the only one I could persuade to sing, as 

“ Sept. 7, 1837.—Called on me Anthony M'Donell, 

invalided from the 47th, first battalion, to the 12th 

veteran battalion—located in the twelfth concession of 

the township of Emily; aged 69; twenty-one years 

in active service ; commuted his pension of 14/. a year 

for four years; never knew what commuting meant; re¬ 

ceived 26/. in Ireland, and 13/. odd shillings at Quebec; 

deducting the expense of his voyage, 13/. remains due 

to him from government; does not know where to apply 

for it—has applied to the commissariat here in vain : 

has no friend ; has a daughter aged nineteen, an idiot, 

and subject to epileptic fits. He brought his daughter 

with him ; the unhappy girl is tall and handsome ; 

the father dare not leave her for a moment, there is no 

lunatic asylum in Canada to receive her, only the jail, 

(< and I'll die, said the father vehemently, before she shall 

go there.” He cannot sell his land, for present subsist¬ 

ence, because he cannot take out his deed—cannot take 

out his deed, because he cannot do the duty-work on his 

land required by law—cannot work, because he can¬ 

not leave his poor daughter: he had come to Toronto 

to beg a few articles of clothing for her. The poor 

man cried very much, while the childish insensibility 
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we crossed Gloucester Bay from Peneten- 

guishene to Coldwater. This bay abounds in 

and good looks of the daughter were yet more de¬ 

plorable. 

Here is another case of a different kind:— 

l)r. Winder, a gentleman who has distinguished 

himself by writing cleverly in the newspapers here on 

what is considered the right side of politics, (i e. the sup¬ 

port of the British supremacy in the colony,) came out 

with an order from Lord Bathurst for 500 acres of land, 

having served in the army twenty years. He was told, 

on arriving, that his papers were irregular, and that he 
♦ 

must have an order from the Commander-in-chief. 

What is to be done ? “ Petition the Colonial-office.”— 

Will you forward my petition ? “ You must petition 

direct—The petition was sent—returned in some 

months as irregular, because not sent through the go¬ 

vernor: the ministry changed — there was delay on 

delay, and at this time (183?) Dr Winder has not re¬ 

ceived his grant of land. 

Colonel Fitz Gibbon, a very preux chevalier of 

bravery and loyalty, who saved Toronto, on the fourth 

of December, by placing the pickets before McNab 

came up, is likely to be involved in a similar predica¬ 

ment. The House of Assembly, on meeting, voted 
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sturgeon, which are caught and cured in large 

quantities by the neighbouring settlers; some 

weigh ninety and one hundred pounds. 

At Matchadash (which signifies <e bad and 

swampy place ”) we had nearly lost our way 

among the reeds. 

There is a portage here of sixteen miles 

across the forest to the Narrows, at the head 

of Lake Simcoe. The canoe and baggage 

were laid on a cart, and drawn by oxen ; 

the gentlemen walked, as I must also have 

him unanimously five thousand acres of the waste 

government lands, as an acknowledgment of his ser¬ 

vices. The grant waits for royal confirmation : it is to 
i 

be hoped it will not wait long. 

There is no sense of injustice that would shake the 

loyalty and principles of such a man as Colonel Fitz 

Gibbon : like the old Roman, “ it were easier to turn 

the sun from its course than him from the path of ho¬ 

nour but all are not like him : and the ranks of the 

disaffected are perpetually recruited in Canada from 

the ranks of the injured. The commissary told me ex¬ 

pressly, that some of these commuted pensioners, who 

were respectable men, had joined what he called the 

“ Radical set,” from a sense of ill treatment. 
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done, if a Methodist preacher of the neigh¬ 

bourhood had not kindly brought his little 

wagon and driven me over the portage. We 

stopped about half-way at his log-hut in the 

wilderness, where I found his wife, a pretty, 

refined looking woman, and five or six lovely 

children, of all ages and sizes. They enter¬ 

tained me with their best, and particularly 

with delicious preserves, made of the wood- 

strawberries and raspberries, boiled with the 

maple sugar. 

The country here (after leaving the low 

swamps) is very rich, and the settlers fast in¬ 

creasing. During the last winter the bears had 

the audacity to carry off some heifers to the 

great consternation of the new settlers, and 

the wolves did much mischief. I inquired 

about the Indian settlements at Coldwater 

and the Narrows; but the accounts were not 

encouraging. I had been told, as a proof 

of the advancement of the Indians, that they 

had here saw-mills and grist-mills. I now 

learned that they had a saw-mill and a grist-mill 
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built for them, which they never used them¬ 

selves, but let out to the white settlers at a 

certain rate. 

The road through the forest was bordered in 

many places by raspberry bushes, bearing fruit 

as fine, and large, and abundant as any I have 

seen in our gardens. 

In spite of the mosquitos, my drive was very 

pleasant; for my companion was good-natured, in¬ 

telligent, and communicative, and gave me a most 

interesting, but rather sad, account of his mis¬ 

sionary adventures. The road was, as usual, 

most detestable. We passed a lovely little lake 

called Bass Lake, from the numbers of these fish 

found in it; and arrived late at the inn at the 

Narrows. Though much fatigued, I was kept 

awake nearly the whole night by the sounds of 

drunken revelry in the room below. Many of 

the settlers in the neighbourhood are discharged 

soldiers and half-pay officers, who have received 

grants of land; and, removed from all social in¬ 

tercourse and all influence of opinion, many have 

become reckless and habitual drunkards. The 
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only salvation of a man here is to have a wife and 

children ; the poor wife must make up her mind 

to lead a hard life; but the children are almost 

sure to do well—that is, if they have intelli¬ 

gent parents: it is the very land for the young 

and the enterprising. I used to hear pa¬ 

rents regret that they could not give what is 

called a good education to their children : but 

where there are affection and common sense, 

and a boundless nature round them, and the 

means of health and subsistence, which (with 

common industry) all can command here, it 

seems that education—i.e. the developement of all 

the faculties in a direction suited to the country 

in which they are to exist—comes of course. I 

saw an example of this in the excellent family of 

the Magraths of Erindale ; but those persons are 

unfortunate and miserable, and truly pitiable, 

who come here with habits previously formed, 

and unable to adapt themselves to an entirely 

new existence—of such I saw too many. Mv 

landlady gave me no agreeable picture of the 

prevalent habits of the settlers round this place ; 
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the riot of which I complained was of nightly 

occurrence. 

Next day we went on a fishing and shooting 

excursion to Lake Cuchuching, and to see the 

beautiful rapids of the river Severn, the outlet 

from these lakes into Lake Huron. If I had not 

exhausted all my superlatives of delight, I could 

be eloquent on the charms of this exquisite little 

lake, and the wild beauty of the rapids. Of our 

sport, I only recollect the massacre of a dozen 

snakes which were holding a kind of conversazione 

in the hollow of a rocky islet where we landed 

to dine. The islands in Lake Cuchuching belong 

to the Indian chief, the Yellow-head; and I un¬ 

derstand that he and others of his tribe have 

lately petitioned for legal titles to their reserved 

lands. They represent to their Father the 

governor that their prosperity is retarded from 

the circumstance of their not having titles to 

their lands, like their white brethren. They 

say, “ Many of our young men, and some of our 

chiefs, fear that the time will arrive when our 

white brethren will possess themselves of our 
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farms: whereas, if our Father the governor would 

be pleased to grant us titles, we should work 

with more confidence and they humbly en¬ 

treat (these original lords of the soil!) as a par¬ 

ticular boon, that their “ little bits of land” may 

be secured to their children and posterity for 

ever. 

Next morning we embarked on board the 

Peter Robinson steamer, and proceeded down 

Lake Simcoe. This most beautiful piece of 

water is above forty miles in length, and about 

twenty in breadth, and is in winter so firmly 

frozen over, that it is crossed in sledges in every 

direction. The shores are flat and fertile ; and 

we passed a number of clearings, some very 

extensive. On a point projecting into the lake, 

and surrounded by cleared land, a village has 

been laid out, and some houses built. I went 

into one of them to rest while they were taking 

in wood, and found there the works of Shak- 

speare and Walter Scott, and a good guitar; but 

the family were absent. 

We reached the Holland Landing, at the 
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southern extremity of the lake, about three 

o’clock, and the rest of our way lay through the 

Home District, and through some of the finest 

land and most prosperous estates in Upper 

Canada. It was a perpetual succession, not of 

clearings such as I had seen of late, but of well- 

cultivated farms. The vicinity of the capital, 

and an excellent road leading to it, (called Yonge 

Street,) have raised the value of landed property 

here, and some of the farmers are reputed rich 

men. Everything told of prosperity and se¬ 

curity: yet all this part of the country was, 

within a few weeks after, the scene of ill-advised 

rebellion, of tumult, and murder! 

Mr. Jarvis gave me an account of an Irish 

emigrant, a labouring man, who had entered his 

service some years ago as teamster (or carter:) 

he was then houseless and penniless. Seven 

years afterwards the same man was the proprie¬ 

tor of a farm of two hundred acres of cleared and 

cropped land, on which he could proudly set his 

foot, and say, “It is mine, and my children’s 

after me !” 
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At three o’clock in the morning, just as the 

moon was setting in Lake Ontario, I arrived at 

the door of my own house in Toronto, having 

been absent on this wild expedition just two 

months. 

THE END. 
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