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XXVII.
KWEDECH WAR RENEWED.
THE SECOND INCIDENT
IN THE KWEDECH WAR.

After the lapse of thirty or forty years, when the
children of the Kwedeches had grown into men
and warriors, an attempt was made by them to
avenge the death of their comrades. A descent was
made upon the Micmacs in the winter; but the
attempt was defeated, and the Kwedeches were
beaten.

It occurred in the following manner: An old
man of the Micmacs, together with his wife, his two
sons, and their wives, had gone some distance up
the Restigouche to spend the autumn and winter.
The old man was a mighty magician, and an able
hunter and warrior; he foresaw the attack, and
fortified himself accordingly, but said nothing of
the matter to his partners. They built one lodge for
all; and he directed them to make it strong, as there
would probably be a hard pressure of snow upon it
during the winter. This was the reason he gave the
boys; the one that influenced him was that an
attempt would be made to crush it down over their
heads by parties without, who would come down
upon them before the snow was gone. The wigwam
was accordingly built with stout poles and
crossbars, and all lashed firmly together.

The young men spent the time during the fall
and winter in bringing in meat and skins. Toward
spring the father was watching, by his magic skill,
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the progress of events; he kept smoking all the time
the magic pipe, made with a very large wooden
bowl, boooin-wadeg-get (divining), and taking no
notice of what was passing near him. He was thus
enabled to ascertain the number of men who were
on the march, the progress they were making, and
the day when they would arrive. So one day, rousing
himself, he directed the women to cook a large
quantity of provisions, as they would have
company the next day; this was accordingly done.

Meanwhile the war-party had reached the
hunting-grounds and seen the snow-shoe tracks.
They then proceeded cautiously, waited until night
set in, when they came up to the solitary wigwam.
“There 1s,” said their leader, “ but a single lodge
here; let us just climb upon it and crush it right
down, and kill them all at once.” Several men
accord ingly ascended the sides of the wigwam; but
they found it was a more difficult undertaking than
they had anticipated. They were startled by the
voice of an old man calling out to them, and saying
very composedly, “What are you about up there?
Come down; the door is down here, — it isn’t up
there.” Whereupon down they came; the chief and
his captains entered, and found a quantity of
provisions all ready for them. The men built fires
out-of-doors, and after they all had partaken of the
hospitality of the quondam friend, stretched
themselves down to rest.

The next morning breakfast was prepared for
them, and they partook of it. But now the fighting
had to be done; no advantage, however, was to be
taken of him who had furnished bed and board to

8
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strangers. The Kwedech chief bade his host come
out and try the fortune of open, fair fight. “But no,”
said the old Micmac, “the boys may go; I shall
remain here.” So, arming themselves, the two
young men went out, and the fight began; their
father remained within, but helped them much by
his supernatural powers. The boys caused many of
the foe to fall, but after a while one of them rushed
into the lodge wounded. The cure was summary
and singular; his mother seized him by the “cue,”
and severed it from his head. He was now all right
again, and rushed back to the fight. Soon the other
entered wounded, and was treated in the same way.
Fresh for the fight, but minus the scalp-lock, he was
able to kill a good many more before he fell; but fall
he did, as well as his brother, after a while. The old
man then took their place, but not until he had
taken precautions that the women should not fall
alive into the enemies’ hands; first he struck them
all down, and then, uttering the terrible war-whoop,
he rushed into the fight. Many a warrior fell by his
hand that day, but he escaped without a scratch.
Both parties grew tired, and paused, by mutual
consent, for rest and refreshment. Each party sat
apart, according to custom on such occasions, and
smoked, after they had eaten their dinners. While
sitting there, a youth of the other party aimed an
arrow at the old Micmac, and wounded him slightly
in the leg. When the Kwedech and his party were
ready, they gave the word for a fresh attack. But the
Micmac said, “No, I am wounded; I yield, you can
take me prisoner.” So they took him and began to
tie him. “Oh,” said he, “you needn’t do that; I shall
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not try to run away.” So they trusted him, and let
him have his liberty. But so many of their warriors
had fallen that their expedition had to be
abandoned; and they returned home, taking their
prisoner with them.

After they reach their home, they prepare in
due time to dispose of their prisoner, according to
custom. He is tied, and exposed to all kinds of
insults, abuse, and torture, while his foes feast,
dance, and sing around him, enjoying his bravery
and his composure. Among other species of
torture, they twitch off his finger-nails, and use the
fingers to push down the fire n their pipes; but they
cannot extort a groan from their sturdy prisoner. So
passes the first day of the trial. They are baffled.

After a few days they have another feast, and
the prisoner is again brought out and tied. Warrior
after warrior engages in the exciting war-dance,
works himself up into a furor, and then rushes
upon the prisoner and strikes him on the head with
all his might; but the tomahawk bounds off
impotent, as though struck upon a rock of granite.!

They make one more attempt. Another festival
is summoned; and after the due preliminaries of
feasting and dancing are over, the prisoner is bound
hand and foot to a tree. Armfuls of dry wood and
brush are gathered, and piled around him; the torch
is applied, and the blaze and smoke mount upward
to the skies. Suddenly there comes a tremendous

I Among other modes of torture, they covered his head
with a heated kettle. He kept the kettle over him without
wincing, and remained quiet until it was cool; they removed it,
and lo! he was not injured.
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crash of thunder right overhead; and a deluging
shower of rain pours down, extinguishes the fire,
and drives the whole party into the wigwams. The
prisoner now disengages himself, and is occupied
in attempting to keep the fires burning. Soon the
others come out and find him at his work. “Come
and help me,” says he. “What made you all run
away? I could not keep the fires a going all alone
during such a shower.”

They now have to own themselves beaten. “We
can not kill him,” says the chief; “he is a mighty
wizard, a great powwow. Let us adopt him, give him a
wife, and appoint him to some office in the tribe.”
So they select a beautiful woman and place her by
his side, and endeavor to persuade him to become a
chief among them. But he refuses all their
overtures. “You have deprived me of my wife,”
says he, “and I don’t want another; nor do I wish to
be raised to any post of honor in your tribe. I am
going home.”

They decide to let him have his own way, and fit
him out for his journey. It is spring; the rivers and
lakes are free from ice, and he can return by water.
So they furnish him with a canoe, and a good
supply of all necessary articles, and he bids them
adieu. Down he goes with the stream; and they hear
him singing all night, and all the following nights,
for seven in succession.! On the seventh night,

I Note the mystic number seven. This is a potent
number with the Indians. They have a mighty medicine
composed of seven different barks, herbs, or roots
compounded; and a most mighty medicine compounded of
seven such com pounds. So I am credibly informed.
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before he reaches his home, the inhabitants of the
village hear the sounds of song in the distance, and
wonder what it means. The next night it is nearer,
and comes nearer and nearer every night. The
necromancers are consulted; they rouse up their
magical powers, and finally one of their number
divines correctly. He understands all, and says,
“Our friend still lives, and is coming back home.”
They had been at the place where the battle was
fought, had found the dead bodies of the three
women and the two Micmacs, with the proof of the
way in which they had piled the ground with
Kwedech slain; they had concluded that the father
had been taken prisoner and put to death. They are
over whelmed with joy at his return, — for he
arrives on the seventh night after they first heard
him sing. They gather around, and rejoice over the
report he was able to render of what he had seen
and said and done.

12
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XXVIII.
THE CONCLUSION OF
THE MOHAWK WAR.

[I cannot learn how long the Mohawk war
lasted. I have already obtained several of the
intervening incidents. The winding up of the war,
as well as the incidents related in the preceding
story, was related to me to-day by my friend Louis
Benjamin Brooks, Sept. 3, 1869.]

Residing at Lustegoocheech — now called
Mirimachi in English — was a powerful chief named
Mejelabegadasich, or Tied-in-a-hard-knot. He was
not only a great warrior, but also a mighty powwow, and
could divine with great correctness. He had on one
occasion been silent, thoughtful, and ill-tempered for
some time; when, one day, springing hastily up, he
called upon one of his captains, who happened to be
his own brother-in-law, to gird on his armor
immediately and follow him; at the same time he
dashed out of the wigwam, and ran down towards the
shore. The other obeyed, supposing that something
was the matter, but had hardly time even to imagine
what it could be. As soon as he could get himself
ready, he followed the chief to the shore, and found
that he had already launched the canoe, into which the
other leaped, and struck off across the cove to a high
sand-bank, that extended along between the cove
where they were and the open sea beyond.!

! 'Tabasintak is the place pointed out on the map by Ben
Brooks as the iden tical spot. He has been there, and seen the

13
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The old chief sat in the prow and pulled for
dear life, while his comrade sat in the stern and
steered. Reaching the shore, the chief leaped out
and directed the other to wait while he ascended the
bank to reconnoitre. He crept up to the top of the
bank, keeping close to the ground, and concealing
himself, as though looking for ducks (teals). What
should he see there but a party of Kwedeches, to
the number of about fifty, moving stealthily along
in their canoes,— some containing three warriors,
some four, and some fivel Their leader, named
Wohooweh, had two canoes lashed side by side,
with a deck laid over the two, on which, near the
prow, he was standing holding up a flag, and
carefully looking around in all directions, as though
expecting to see the enemy. The Micmac chief,
exerting all his magical powers and his more natural
sagacity, concealed himself, and moved down to
the shore in advance of the fleet, where he awaited
their approach. Old Wohooweh never noticed him
until he was hailed: Nsees, fame aleen? Cogoowa
kwelamun? (“ My brother, where are you going, and
what are you looking for?””) The chief gave a start,
confounded and ashamed that he should have
overlooked, from his exalted position, a man so
near him, and immediately turned in to the shore
and landed. They greeted each other in a friendly
way, and the Kwedech explained the object of his
expedition. “Do you know,” says he to the Micmac,

rock on which tradition says the Kwedech head was
smashed; it lies about in the centre of the sandbar that
stretches along in front of the mouth of the river, outside of
the lagoon.
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“of a celebrated chief about here named
Mejelabegadasich (Tied-in-a-hard-knot)?”” “ No, I
do not,” answers the other; “I have heard tell of
him, however; he resides a long distance farther
along this extended point.” “Well,” replies the
other, “I am looking for him, and I mean
najemoosiketum (to pick thoroughly this whole bone;
that is, I mean to destroy every man, woman, and
child in the whole region).”

The Micmac chief says: “ This is my place of
residence, and I have a few men under me who
would be glad of an opportunity of meeting you
and your men. Say the word, and I will call them
over.” To this proposal the Kwedech agrees; and so
Tied-in-a-hard-knot, calling to his captain on the
other side of the sand-hill, directs him to summon
half the warriors (he had about three hundred
there), and to leave the other half to guard the
village, as there might possibly be a party coming
down upon them by land. This is done; and the two
parties, drawn up in battle array, stand in close
proximity, facing each other and waiting the signal
to begin. The two chiefs must meet in single
combat first; the armies are too near together for
the use of bows and arrows, —the tomahawk and
the knife must do the work. The chiefs begin, and
Victory for a long time holds the scales in even
balance. So rapid are their movements in defence
and attack, that sometimes they can scarcely be
seen. Finally Victory declares for the Micmac;
seizing his foe by the scalp-lock, he drags him to a
stone that is near, lays his head upon it, and with
one blow of his hatchet, crushes his skull. The

15
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report is like a clap of thunder, —loud as a cannon;
it is heard at the village. One old man, bowed down
with age, unable to leave his wigwam, and almost
deaf, as well as blind, hears the joyful sound; and
new life and vigor bound through his veins. He
straightens himself up and laughs, exclaiming:
“There goes the head of a mighty powwon!” He had
been one himself.

Tied-in-a-hard-knot  is  now  completely
exhausted; he rushes to the water, and plunges in to
cool and rest himself. Meanwhile the lines close in,
and the fight becomes general. The invading party is
disheartened at the loss of the chief, and the others are
proportionably elated. The air resounds with the yells
of the warriors, and the clashing of their deadly
weapons. The Micmacs win the day. The next in
command of the Kwedech army, who has assumed
the direction on the fall of Wohooweh, calls for
quarter. He “strikes his colors,” and submits. T beak!
(““ It is enough!”) he shouts. ““ It was his business,” —
referring to the fallen chief, — * not ours; let us quit,
and make peace.” To this the others agree. The chief
now in command states that he knew
Tied-in-a-hard-knot when he first saw him; that he
had encountered him before, and was one of a very
small party that had escaped destruction at his hands;
but that he had not dared to tell old Wohooweh so, as
it would have endangered his life to intimate to his
chief that his magic was defective, — that he was
unable to distinguish at sight so renowned a wartior as
Tied-in-a-hard-knot was, and that the experience of a
subordinate was superior to the intuition of a chief
and a powworw.
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The two parties now made peace for their two
nations, and settled it upon so firm a basis that it
has never since been broken.

[The place of the battle is well known; my
informant has seen it. The stone upon which
Wohooweh met his fate is still pointed out. Itis of a
singular form, — hollow on the top, like a dish; and
from this stone, and the circumstance related, the
place has ever since borne the name
Batkwedagunuchk, which no one English word can
easily translate. It indicates very poetically that on
this rock a fellow’s head was split; an anvi/ comes
nearest to it. My informant has not seen the rock
since he was a small boy; but the form, and the
associations connected with it are indelibly fixed
upon his memory.]

17
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XXIX.
THE THIRD INCIDENT OF THE
KWEDECH WAR.
THE MICMACS RETALIATE.

About a year after the return of the captive (as
related in Legend XXVIL.), he went to the chief and
informed him that he was filled with a great longing
to visit his friends who had treated him so kindly
during his captivity among them; under this ironical
and parabolical phrase was couched a request to be
allowed to lead a band of warriors. The council was
immediately summoned, and the modest request of
their friend was stated and debated. “Our
comrade,” said the chief, “hankers for a visit to his
friends.” They decided to gratify him. “How many
men do you wish to accompany you?” they asked.
“About thirty or forty,” he answered. These were
soon forthcoming, and were equipped for the
expedition. They took their canoes, and moved on
at leisure, — going round by the main sea, and
entering the St. Lawrence, and thus proceeding up
into Canada; the Micmacs in former days were
wont to ascend far up to the head of the
Mississippi, the big river. The party stopped
occasionally on their way, to supply themselves
with food by hunting. As they approached the
enemy’s country, they moved cautiously, and
encamped for the last night on a high hill that
overlooked the Kwedech village, which was located
on an intervale just round a sudden curve in the
river. There they landed, hauled up their canoes,
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and hid them in the bushes. From the top of this
high hill, they could see and hear what was going on
in the village. They ascertained that the triumphant
return of a war-party was being celebrated. The
whole village was astir; fires were blazing, loud
shouts were being raised, dancing was going
forward, and feasting. One very important part of
the ceremony on such occasions was for an old
woman, with a staff in one hand and a bundle of
fresh scalp-locks — the trophies just brought from
the battle-field — in the other, to dance and sing in
the presence of the assembled warriors and their
friends. The Micmac chief saw what was going on,
and heard the old woman’s extemporized addresses
to the scalp-locks! as she sang. He ascertained that
they had been snatched from the heads of his
brethren, members of his own tribe. This awoke a
storm of wrath in his bosom, and an uncontrollable
thirst for vengeance. Ordering his men to remain
where they were, he drew his knife, and rushed
upon the unsuspecting and unarmed party.
Emerging suddenly from the surrounding
darkness, he darted like a tiger upon the old woman
who was dancing the scalp-lock triumph; with one
jerk he threw her backward to the ground, plunged
his knife into her bosom, and laid it open; then,
seizing the scalp-locks, he crammed them into her

! These songs were usually a description of the battle,
describing the bravery of the warriors and the desperation of
the enemy, — how the former rushed upon the latter and cut
them down; how terrified and cowardly the latter were; how
they ran, and how they screamed and begged, like women and
children.

19



LEGENDS OF THE MICMACS

breast, — thus giving his friends honorable burial,
according to their ideas, — and then shouted,
“There’s a Micmac for you! “ Before the party had
time to recover themselves, he darted away, and
was lost in the darkness.

This startling event brought the ceremonies of
the evening to an abrupt termination. There was no
attempt at pursuit, but all hands immediately armed
and kept watch. Several of the company recognized
the man, and told their companions who he was; it
was naturally inferred that he was not alone. As
soon as morning dawned, the warriors were mus
tered and drawn up in battle array. The Micmacs
from the hill watched their movements, made
descent upon them, and the battle began. The
Micmacs gained the day. Quarter was neither given
nor craved. The whole village was destroyed, with
the exception of three or four warriors; these were
marked on their naked legs (in summer they wore
no clothing, in those days, except on their feet and
around their loins) by cutting the skin in several
stripes up and down the leg, and peeling the skin
down about half-way from the knee to the ankle,
and letting it hang. They were let go without any
further cruelties, and told to go to the next village
and tell their friends what beautiful leggins had
been made for them. Satisfied with the results, the
Micmacs, sadly diminished in number, returned
home.
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XXX.
KWEDECH SPIES
INCIDENTS OF THE KWEDECH WAR. —
NARRATIVE CONTINUED. — THE LAND OF
THE MICMACS SPIED OUT. — AN ATTACK. —
THE CAPTIVES RETAKEN.

Early in the summer, about twelve of the Kwedech
men were deputed as spies,! to perambulate the
country of the Micmacs, and learn the nature and
extent of their country, the number of their towns,
and the state of things generally among them. They
passed down through New Brunswick, went on to
Cape Breton, followed the southern shore round to
Yarmouth, and returned late in the autumn, taking
a careful survey, and marking down the number of
villages and wigwams, the lay and bearings of the
country, and everything else that interested them.
Just before leaving the country in the fall, they
came to a place where about thirty of the young
men had gone back from the village into the woods,
where they were intending to pass the autumn and
winter, and there built a large, strong wigwam. They
waited until night before completing their survey of

U Owwiskook is the Micmac name for a spy. If a spy is
caught, he is dealt with in a very summary manner. The
Indians of these Provinces are under the impression that spies
still come down occasionally from Canada, to see the
“nakedness of the land.” My friend Louis informs me that on
Cape Breton, a few years ago, a party was discovered,
supposed to be spies, and that one of them was shot. Report
says also that Jo Cope, Captain Hardy’s friend, once shot a
spy. The Indians feel no compunction in doing so, even in
time of peace.
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the premises; creeping up in the darkness, they
carefully examined everything without being seen.

A short distance farther up, they discovered
where two young men, with their wives, were
encamped, evidently in tending to spend the
hunting-season there. They did not attack them,
but marked the place where they were. They then
proceeded home and made their report.

Some time in the ensuing winter a war-party
was fitted out to go down and destroy these
hunters. The rivers and lakes were now frozen,
making the transit comparatively easy; and in a
short time they came upon the wigwam where
the two men and women were. They found the
men absent; they had gone down towards the
shore to see some old men, women, and
children who needed a supply of food. They
found the two women there, and took them
prisoners; they also took possession of all that
was in the wigwam, and then compelled the
women to act as guides to the place where the
thirty hunters were encamped. Those who had
explored the place the previous summer and
fall were in the company, but these two women
were supposed to be better acquainted with the
region than they. The women led them on. The
hunters were all found; an attack was made
after nightfall, while they were unsuspecting
and unarmed, and all were killed. The
Kwedeches threw all the dead bodies out, and
took up their quarters for the night in the
ample, well- furnished lodge.
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They posted no guard;' this was contrary to
their custom, and it cost them dear. The two
hunters came home from their excursion hungry
and tired, and found no food, no fire, and no
women waiting for them; all was dark, cold, and
empty. They soon divined the cause. The snow was
tramped into hardness by numerous feet; an army
had been there, and had taken all away.

After wasting a little time in useless grief and
anget, they resolved to follow the party. They took
their trail, and on approaching the large wigwam of
their brethren, they heard the sound of voices; and on
cautiously approaching in the darkness, they learned
who and what they were. It was a war-party of
Kwedeches, — no doubt the same that had carried
off the women.

Waiting until all sounds were hushed, they
cautiously approached; and one of them peeped
through a hole in the door-blanket, and saw their
numbers and their position. They were lying
round in the wigwam, asleep. The two women
had been directed to keep awake and tend the
fires; one was seated at one end of the long
wigwam near the door, and the other at the
opposite end near the door. This intelligence was
communicated to the other man. The wife of the
one who had peeped in was next to that door. He
let her know that he was there by pushing the end
of his belt through the hole in the door-blanket;

11t was one of the most difficult things for the more
civilized warriors to teach their Indian allies, that a camp
should not be left unguarded by sentries.
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she saw it, and went out. They then concerted
their plans. The women were to wait until the
shout, “ We are attacked!” was raised outside.
They were then to throw water on the fires, rush
out, and make tracks towards the village as fast as
their limbs would let them; the men having
previously prepared for the worst by stating that
probably they would all be killed. “We must die
to-night,” said the man who first showed himself
to his wife when she went out to see him.

As soon as the shout was raised, the wartiors
leaped to their feet, and in the confusion, smoke,
and steam raised by the hissing brands, mistook
their friends for foes; and all hands laying about
them wildly and at random, made sad havoc upon
each other’s bodies and lives. The wigwam had
been built so strong, and was so firmly fastened by
nature — the frost and the snow — as well as by
art, that they could not burst through its sides. Exit
was only possible by the doors; but there were
strong arms stationed there, which brought down
upon the head of the man who attempted to go out,
the death-dealing tomahawk; and soon the door
was so piled and choked that egress became very
difficult, and destruction very easy.

They were soon all killed, — many having
fallen by the hands of their fellows; the two
Micmacs were unscathed. They carried out all the
fur and meat that had been collected, then gathered
up the mangled corpses of their companions, and
piled them in upon the others; then they collected a
great supply of fuel, piled it in, on, and around the
wigwam, and set fire to it. They then returned to
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their village, carrying the glad tidings, and sent up
parties to bring down the spoils.
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XXI.
THE RETURNED CAPTIVE.
A PARTY OF SCOUTS SURPRISED.

About forty years ago a very old Indian died,
whose name was John Paul; he belonged to New
Brunswick, about Thediac (Esedeiik). His
nickname! was Sabadis Chubbune.? This man was
stolen by some Canadian Indians and carried up
into Canada, when a child; there he remained until
he grew up. He could speak Micmac, English,
French, and one or two Indian dialects. After
reaching years of manhood, he returned to his
native place, where he spent the remainder of his
days. He had been taken to a place about forty miles
above Montreal, called in English the Lake of the
Two Mountains, and in Indian Canaskadage.
After a residence of a great many years in New
Brunswick, he was one day out hunting, when he
heard strange voices in the woods, and concluded
that there were strangers there. Creeping softly
along, he discovered ascending smoke; and on
approaching still nearer, he saw several strange
Indians, whose dress indicated that they were not
Micmacs. He had his gun with him; and concluding
that he could at all events lessen their number by
one, should they show fight, he walked up towards

! The Indians are great for nicknames, or sobriquets. I
have again and again found that individuals whose real names
were unknown to them were known by their nicknames.

2 Sabadis is the French Jean Baptiste. I am unable to
understand John Chubbune which is usually given as its
English equivalent.
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the fire where they were preparing their meal. As
soon as they saw him, they all seized their bows and
arrows, as they had no guns, and stood on the
defensive. He spoke, telling them to put down their
bows and arrows, and asked who they were and
what they were doing. He spoke in Micmac, which
they did not understand. “Can you speak French?
he inquired in that language. They replied that they
could. He soon learned that he could speak their
tongue, that they came from the place where he had
been brought up, and that one of them was the son
of the chief with whom he had lived. When they
learned that he was acquainted with their language
and country, and knew their friends, they were very
much pleased. The young Sacumow seized his
hand, and was overjoyed to see him.
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XXXII.
THE DREAM OF THE WHITE ROBE
AND THE FLOATING ISLAND.

[This account of the coming of the white man,
revealed to a young woman in a dream, was related

to me by Josiah Jeremy, Sept. 26, 1869.]

When there were no people in this country but
Indians, and before any others were known, a
young woman had a singular dream. She dreamed
that a small island came floating in towards the
land, with tall trees on it, and living beings, —
among whom was a man dressed in rabbit-skin
garments. The next day she related her dream, and
sought for an interpretation. It was the custom in
those days, when any one had a remarkable dream,
to consult the wise men, and especially the
magicians and soothsayers.! These pondered over
the girl’s dream, but could make nothing of it. The
next day an event occurred that explained all.
Getting up in the morning, what should they see
but a singular little island, as they supposed, which
had drifted near to the land and become stationary
there! There were trees on it, and branches to the
trees, on which a number of bears, as they
supposed, were crawling about.? They all seized
their bows, arrows, and spears, and rushed down to
the shore, intending to shoot the bears; what was

! Like the Egyptians, Chaldees, and other nations.
2 It is needless to say that it was a vessel with masts and
yards, and sailors upon them moving about.
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their surprise to find that these supposed bears
were men, and that some of them were lowering
down into the water a very singularly constructed
canoe, into which several of them jumped and
paddled ashore. Among them was a man dressed in
white, — a priest with his white stole on, — who
came towards them making signs of friendship,
raising his hand towards heaven, and addressing
them in an earnest manner, but in a language which
they could not understand.

The girl was now questioned respecting her
dream. Was it such an island as this that she had
seen? Was this the man? She affirmed that they
were indeed the same. Some of them, especially the
necromancers, were displeased; they did not like it
that the coming of these foreigners should have
been intimated to this young girl, and not to them.
Had an enemy of the Indian tribes with whom they
were at war been about to make a descent upon
them, they could have foreseen and foretold it by
the power of their magic; but of the coming of this
teacher of a new religion they could know nothing.

The new teacher was gradually received into
favor, though the magicians opposed him. The
people received his instructions, and submitted to
the rites of baptism; the priest learned their tongue,
and gave them the Prayer Book written in what they
call abootulooeegasik (ornamental mark-writing); a
mark standing for a word, and rendering it so
difficult to learn that it may be said to be
impossible.
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[This was manifestly done to keep the Indians
in ignorance. Had their language been reduced to
writing in the ordi nary way, the Indians would have
learned the use of writing and reading, and would
have advanced in knowledge so as to be able to
cope with their more enlightened invaders; and it
would have been a more difficult matter for the
latter to cheat them out of their lands and other
rightful possessions.

Such was Josiah’s story. The priests who gave
them this pictorial writing, whatever their motives
may have been, certainly perpetrated one of the
grossest possible literary blunders. It is bad enough
for the Chinese, whose language is said to be
monosyllabic and unchanged by grammatical
inflection; but Micmac is polysyllabic, endless in its
compounds and grammatical changes, and utterly
incapable of being represented by signs.]
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XXXIII.
GLOOSCAP’S DEPARTURE FROM THE
LAND OF THE MICMACS.

Glooscap resided near the salt water, on a high
bank, against which the deep sea dashed. When
about to go away and leave the Indians, he called up
a whale to carry him off on his back. The words and
the chanting tone of voice he used are still handed
down. The words were these, repeated thrice:
Nemageechk numeedich (“Let the small fish look at
me”). A huge whale answered the call, and laid him
self alongside the bluff. Glooscap saw him, but
informed him that he was too small for his purpose.
“I want one,” said he, “so large that he will touch
the deep bottom here.” So the small fellow
withdrew; and soon another, of the desired
proportions, presented himself, and called,
Novjeech, cogoowa pawotumun? (“Little grandson, what
is your wish?”) Niskamich (“Grandfather, I wish
you to take me across the water, to a distant land in
the west”). “Get on my back, then,” said the whale.
So Glooscap descended, and sat upon the back of
the huge monster, which then moved off with his
burden. After proceeding some hours at a rapid
rate, the whale inquired: “My grandson, does not
the bow string appear above the horizon?” —
referring to the first sight of land, extending along
and rising, perhaps, in the middle, like a bent bow.
Mogwaa (“No”), was the answer. Whereupon the
whale put forth a little extra exertion, and pushed
rapidly on until he could see the bottom, and the
small shells that lay scattered there; he then
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repeated the question, inquiring if land was not yet
in sight. Glooscap assured him that it was not,
although this was untrue, — for they were rapidly
nearing shore. “ I see the shells on the bottom,”
said the whale. “That is because we are passing over
a ledge of rocks,” answered Glooscap, wishing to
deceive the whale, in order to drive him close to
land, so that he could easily reach the shore. The
whale then dashed furiously on, and ran his head up
high and dry upon the shore. Glooscap leaped off
his back, and the whale answered quietly, “You
have done it for me.” But Glooscap placed his bow
against the whale’s huge carcass, and gently pushed
him off into deep water “My little grandson,” said
the whale, “haven’t you some piece of a broken
pipe to give me?” “I have,” said Glooscap; and
forthwith he filled one with tobacco, lighted it, and
placed it in the whale’s mouth. The whale puffed
out volumes of smoke at intervals as he swam off
towards his distant home. Glooscap ascended a
high hill to watch him as he went; as far as he could
see, he saw the volumes of smoke rolling up at
intervals into the air. The two were then separated,
to meet no more. Glooscap went on his way. The
Micmacs expect his return in due time, and look for
the end of their oppressions and troubles when he
comes back.

[Related to me by Josiah Jeremy, Sept. 26,
1869.]
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XXXIV.
THE INDIAN FANATIC.

About one hundred years ago, in the region of
Mirimichi, there lived an Indian whose name was
Aistanaooch (Marten), who became deranged on
the sub ject of religion, and persuaded himself that
he was God; he succeeded in deluding also an entire
village of Indians into the same fanaticism. He
introduced new doctrines, new forms of worship,
and new customs. Dancing was introduced into
their worship; day was turned into night, and night
into day, as they slept in the daytime and had their
prayers and did their work in the night. This fanatic
succeeded in obtaining so much reverence for
himself that people would come in where he sat
concealed from view behind a curtain, and would
reverently kiss his feet, which were left exposed for
that purpose.!

This state of things continued for some time;
and such was the power of Satan over these foolish

I One of his sons refused to obey his father, the
pretended deity, neglected worship altogether, and indulged in
unbridled iniquity. He was often reproved, rebuked, and
exhorted by the others, all to no purpose. Finally his father
was informed of his son’s misdeeds,— that he was becoming a
very demon, and would certainly soon be in hell. The old man
said he could tell whether their complaints and accusations
were just or not; so, taking a large book, he read for a while,
and then, closing it with great force, he shouted, “ Let him be
sol” This was repeated three times, and the young man sat
unharmed by his side. Thereupon the father declared him to
be belied, reproached his accusers, and sent them away.
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people that their food, after it was cooked, turned
into charcoal.

After a while an uncle of the fanatic — a
brother of his mother — heard of his nephew’s
doings, and went to the village to oppose him. He
inquired in a loud, authoritative voice where his
nephew was. “ Hush!” said the people; “don’t speak
so loud, — God is here.” He answered, “I will
speak as loud as I please; he is not God, but the
Devil. He has given himself into the hands of the
Devil, and you have all done the same thing. You
are all deluded, crazy fools, and are going to eternal
perdition.” Rushing into the wigwam, where the
impostor was hid behind his screen, he seized the
curtain and tore it into shreds, and at the same time
laid lustily over the back and sides of the impostor
with a heavy bundle of rods, which he had taken
care to provide for the purpose. Having soundly
thrashed him, he exhorted him to repentance and
to penance, — enforcing his exhortations with
commands and threats, and addressing himself at
the same time with energy to the guilty dupes of this
fellow’s imposture. They were directed to send for
a priest, and to humble themselves before God and
him, to submit to his counsels and to the penance
he might impose, and to entreat his prayers in their
behalf, that they might be delivered from the power
of Satan and forgiven.

These exhortations, so earnestly urged, and
enforced by such mental and physical energy, had
the desired effect. A priest was called, penance was
submitted to; and all parties, not excluding
Abistanaooch  himself, were reclaimed and
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pardoned. This man’s descendants were numerous,
and are still to be found. The story is well known
among the Indians.

[Related by Stephen Hood, Sept. 29, 1869. He
affirms that it is a fact.]
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XXXV.
GLOOSCAP, KUHKW, AND COOLPUJOT

The tradition respecting Glooscap! is that he came
to this country from the east,— far across the great
sea; that he was a divine being, though in the form
of a man. He was not far from any of the Indians
(this is the identical rendering of the Indian words
used by my friend Stephen in relating the sketches
of his history here given). When Glooscap went
away, he went toward the west. There he is still
tented; and two important personages are near him,
who are called Kuhkw and Coolpujot, of whom
more anon.

Glooscap was the friend and teacher of the
Indians; all they knew of the arts he taught them.
He taught them the names of the constellations and
stars; he taught them how to hunt and fish, and cure
what they took; how to cultivate the ground, as far
as they were trained in husbandry. When he first
came, he brought a woman with him, whom he
ever addressed as Noogumich (Grandmother), —a
very general epithet for an old woman. She was not
his wife, nor did he ever have a wife. He was always

! This remarkable personage figures in all their
atookwokuns.. Here is evidently a clear tradition of God as the
friend, companion, guide, instructor, and helper of the human
race; it would suit the idea that the Indians are the Lost Tribes
of Israel. This Divine Friend leaving them on account of their
disobedience, and their longing expectation of his return,
looks marvellously like the Jewish expectation of a Messiah,
and of the reason given by the prophets why God forsook
them in former days.
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sobert, grave, and good: all that the Indians knew of
what was wise and good he taught them.

His canoe was a granite rock. On one occasion
he put to sea in this craft, and took a young woman
with him as a passenger. She proved to be a bad girl;
and this was manifested by the troubles that
ensued. A storm arose, and the waves dashed wildly
over the canoe; he accused her of being the cause,
through her evil deeds, and so he determined to rid
himself of her. For this purpose he stood in for the
land, leaped ashore, but would not allow her to
follow; putting his foot against the heavy craft, he
pushed it off to sea again with the girl on it, telling
her to become whatever she desired to be. She was
transformed into a large, ferocious fish, called by
the Indians keeganibe, said to have a huge dorsal fin,
— like the sail of a boat, it is so large and high out of
the water.

The Indians sometimes visit Glooscap at his
present residence, so says tradition; this is in a
beautiful land in the west. He taught them when he
was with them that there was such a place, and led
them to look forward to a residence there, and to
call it their beautiful home in the far west, —
where, if good, they would go at death.

The journey to that fair region far away is long,
difficult, and dangerous; the way back is short and
easy. Some years ago, seven stout-hearted young
men attempted the journey, and succeeded. Before
reaching the place, they had to pass over a
mountain, the ascent of which was up a
perpendicular bluff, and the descent on the other
side was still more difficult, for the top hung far
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over the base. The fearful and unbelieving could
not pass at all; but the good and confident could
travel it with ease and safety, as though it were a
level path.

Having crossed the mountain, the road ran
between the heads of two huge serpents, which lay
just opposite each other; and they darted out their
tongues, so as to destroy whomsoever they hit. But
the good and the firm of heart could dart past
between the strokes of their tongues, so as to evade
them. One more difficulty remained; it was a wall,
as of a thick, heavy cloud, that separated the present
wotld from that beautiful region beyond. This
cloudy wall rose and fell at intervals, and struck the
ground with such force that whatever was caught
under it would be crushed to atoms; but the good
could dart under when it rose, and come out on the
other side unscathed.

This our seven young heroes succeeded in
doing.! There they found three wigwams, — one
for Glooscap, one for Coolpujot, and one for
Kuhkw. These are all mighty personages, but
Glooscap is supreme; the other two are
subordinates. Coolpujot has no bones. He cannot
move himself, but is rolled over each spring and fall
by Glooscap’s order, being turned with handspikes;
hence the name Coolpujot (rolled over by
handspikes). In the autumn he is turned towards
the west, in the spring towards the east; and thisis a

1T strongly suspect that there is some mistake here, and
that my informant has confounded the traditions respecting
the passage of souls to the happy abode of the blest, with the
journey of mortals to Glooscap’s present residence.
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figure of speech, denoting the revolving seasons of
the year, — his mighty breath and looks, by which
he can sweep down whole armies and work
wonders on a grand scale, indicating the weather:
frost, snow, ice, and sunshine. (Such was Stephen’s
very satisfactory explanation.)

Kuhkw means Earthquake; this mighty
personage can pass along under the surface of the
ground, making all things shake and tremble by his
power.

All these seven visitors had requests to proffer,
and each received what he asked for; though the
gift did not always correspond with the spirit of the
request, it oftentimes agreed with the letter. For
instance, one of these seven visitors was
wonderfully enamoured of a fine country, and
expressed a desire to remain there, and to live long;
whereupon, at Glooscap’s direction, Earthquake
took him and stood him up, and he became a
cedar-tree. When the wind blew through its
boughs, they were bent and broken with great
fracas, — making a thunder-storm that rolled far
and wide over the country, accompanied by strong
winds, which scat tered the cedar-boughs and seeds
in all directions, producing all the cedar-groves that
exist in New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and
elsewhere.

The other men started, and reached home in a
short time.

One of them had asked for a medicine that
would be effectual in curing disease. This he
obtained ; but, neglecting to follow implicitly the
directions given, he lost it before he reached home.
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It was carefully wrapped up in a piece of paper, and
he was charged not to undo the parcel until he
reached home. His curiosity got the better of his
judgment; he could not see what difference it could
make if he just looked at his prize as he was going
along. So he undid the parcel, and presto! the
medicine slipped out on the ground, spread and slid
in all directions, covering up the face of the earth,
and vanishing from sight.!

On another occasion several young men went
to see Glooscap in his present abode. One of them
went to obtain the power of winning the heart of
some fair one, which all his unaided skill had failed
hitherto to do; an hundred times he had tried to get
a wife, but the girls all shunned him. Many of the
party who started on this perilous expedition failed
to overcome the difficulties that lay in their way,
and turned back, baffled and defeated; but several
of them succeeded. They were all hospitably
entertained; all presented their requests, and were
favorably heard. The man who sought power to
captivate some female heart was the last to proffer
his petition. Glooscap and his two subordinates
conferred together in a whisper, and then
Earthquake informed him that his ugly looks and
still more ugly manners were the chief hindrances
to his success; but they must try to help him. So he
was handed a small parcel, and directed not to open
it until he reached his own village; this he took, and
they all set off for home together. The night before

I Here would be a striking lesson respecting the ruinous
effects of an undue and unrestrained curiosity.
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they arrived, he could restrain his curiosity no
longer; he opened the parcel, the foolish fellow!
Out flew young women by the scores and
hundreds, covering the face of the earth, piling
themselves in towering heaps, and burying the poor
fellow, crushing him to the earth under the
accumulating weight of their bodies. His comrades
had cautioned him against dis obeying the mandate,
and had begged him not to undo the parcel; but he
had not heeded the caution. They now heard him
calling for help, but he called in vain, they could not
help him; and his cries became fainter and fainter,
and finally ceased altogether. Morning came at last.
The young women had all vanished, and the
fragments of their comrade were scattered over the
ground; he had been killed and ground to atoms as
the result of his wunbridled curiosity and
disobedience.

In former days, water covered the whole
Annapolis and Cornwallis valley. Glooscap cut out
a passage at Cape Split and at Annapolis Gut, and
thus drained off the pond and left the bottom dry;
long after this the valley became dry land. Aylesford
bog was a vast lake; in this lake there was a
beaver-house; and hence the Indian name to this
day, — Cobeetek (the beaver’s home). Out of this
beaver-house Glooscap drove a small beaver, and
chased it down to the Bras d’Or lake in Cape
Breton, — pursuing it in a canoe all the way. There
it ran into another beaver-house, but was killed ;
and the house was turned into a high-peaked island;
Glooscap feasted the Indians there. A few years ago
a heavy frcshet tore up the earth in those regions,
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and laid bare the huge bones of the beaver upon
whose flesh Glooscap and his guests had feasted,
monstrous thigh-bones, the joints being as big as a
man’s head, and teeth huge in proportion.

In cutting open a beaver-dam at Cape
Chignecto, a small portion of the earth floated
away; and Glooscap changed it into a moose and
set his dogs on it. The moose took to the bay and
made off; whereupon Glooscap turned him back
into land, made him an island, — the Isle of Holt,
— and fixed him there. He changed the dogs into
rocks, which may be seen to this day, seated on
their haunches, with their tongues lolling out of
their mouths; the plain is called Ooteel (his dogs).
Spenser’s Island is his kettle turned over; and the
scraps he shovelled out when trying out his oil still
lie scattered around, but turned into stone.

[Related to me Sept. 30, 1869, by Stephen
Hood, a very intelligent and reliable Indian. |
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XXXVI.
A WAR STORY.
SAVED BY A CHIP.

A Micmac, with his wife and a female relative of hers,
went one autumn up the river, for the purpose of
hunting. The village to which they belonged was some
distance down the river. After a while the women
were seized with a feeling of terror, as though some
evil were at hand. When the man came in from
hunting, they mentioned their impressions to him,
and inquired if he had any such feelings himself; he
assured them that he had not, but that he was quite
sure he would have if any untoward event were upon
the point of happening. He laughed at their fears, and
so they said nothing more about them; but the
uneasiness remained, — they could not divest
themselves of the idea that a band of wartiors was
coming down to murder them.

One day not long after this, the two women were
out gathering firewood, when, becoming thirsty, they
went down to the river for a drink. They were
surprised to see a quantity of chips floating by. They
picked up one, and took it home; evidently it had not
come there without hands. Some one must have been
at work chopping above them; and so many chips
could scarcely have fallen into the river unless a bridge
over it were being constructed.!

U Usookumgakun (a crossing-place), made by felling tall
trees across; and as the trees were cut near the edge of the
water, the chips would of course fall in, float down, and thus
bear the news of their approach.
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When the man came in, he was shown the chip.
“You laughed at our fears,” said his wife, “but what
do you say now? What do you think of this?”—
tossing the chip to him. “We took it out of the river;
and there were many more like it floating by.” He
took the chip in his hand, and examined it. The
evidence was clear that parties were chopping
above them, and that they could not be friends, as
none of their own tribe was above them; it was
evident, therefore, that they must be enemies. The
man immediately directed the women to gather up
their possessions and start for home, to alarm the
village. The canoe was launched; no time was to be
lost, and they were soon, with all their effects,
passing rapidly down towards their home.

The Indian left a magic sentinel, however,
behind. He took his wijepode (pouch) made of a
fox-skin, and doubled it across a branch of a tree
near the wigwam. This was his #eomu/ — his charm,
his tutelar manitoo, — which had the power to
warn them if an enemy came there; and sure
enough, about midnight, from the little island
where they were encamped, they heard the fox
bark. This was sufficient; they hastened forward
and sounded the alarm. All were immediately astir.
The warriors armed themselves. According to the
Indian custom, they prepared to feed their foes
before the fight; they extemporized a large lodge
for that purpose, and cooked up a bountiful supply
of provisions.

It was not long before the war-party arrived ;
they were met in a friendly manner, and feasted
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preparatory to the fight, — or, as the story goes, to
the play.

After the eating was over, the chief of the
Kwedeches rose and commenced the exercises by
dancing the war-dance and singing a war-song. This
was the song: —

“Ho-eganu! hogei-eganul!
Ho-eganu! hogei-eganul”

The Micmacs answered this with a kind of
defiant grunt:

“Heh, eh! heh, eh! heh, eh!”

After the Kwedech had danced and sung
sufficiently, it was the Micniac’s turn. His words
and tune were different; but in both cases no
particular meaning can now be attached to either of
them.

The Micmac words were: —

“Kwed-al-look-tan-o!
Kwed-al-look-tan-o!”’!

The play now commences. The Kwedech chief

rushes upon the Micmac chief, and aims a deadly

! 'The Indians are exceedingly careful of their songs. I
have never heard them sung and explained, to my
recollection, before the friend who gave them to me laid me
under a ban not to expose him. Poor old Jo Cope, now dead,
who taught them to him some years ago, came near paying
dearly for it. Kwedalooktooet vis a verb, meaning “to sing this
song” (infinitive, kwedalook).

Kwedalooktano
Kiwedalook-tanoo (on a level)
Kuwedalooktano
Kwedalooktan
Kwedalooktano

(I must killl I must slaughter! I must slaughter! I must killl)
Kwedalooktadem#, singing and acting the trying tune and song.
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blow at his head with a hatchet; this is parried either
by art or by magic, and all engage in the fray. The
Micmacs conquer. All their enemies are killed but
two, and they are dismissed to carry home the news;
they are carefully instructed relative to the
important part the two women had in the victory.
“Tell your people,” says the chief, “that your
warriors were all defeated and destroyed by two
women.” The nature of this consolation can be
readily appreciated.

In due time vengeance is taken on the women; a
village of the Micmacs is surprised by the
Kwedeches during the absence of the men, and all
the women and children are put to death. But this
triumph is soon avenged. The fathers, husbands,
and brothers, returning to camp, see the mangled
bodies of the women and children, and are soon in
full pursuit of the retreating, spoil-enumbered foe;
they over take, attack, conquer, and kill them all.

[Related to me by Stephen Hood in Micmac,
Sept. 30, 1869.]
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XXXVII.
THE MAN WHO SAVED
HIMSELF AND WIFE.
A WAR STORY.

A man and his wife lived alone in the woods near a
lake, but some distance from the village. It was a
time of war; and as depredations were continually
made by the enemy upon single families, they could
not but be apprehensive of evil. The man, however,
was very much attached to his wife ; and he assured
her from time to time that he would never desert
her, — no, not even to save his own life.

One night they were startled by the approach of
the enemy, a small company, of about twelve men;
and our hero, on the first alarm, darted out of the
wigwam and fled. His wife ran after him. They were
pursued, and the woman was soon overtaken and
captured. She called aloud to her husband for help,
and reminded him of his promise never to desert
her; he thereupon turned back and rescued her. The
way was so blocked up by the enemy, that he had
no means of escape except by rushing into the
water. She followed him; and he, before getting
beyond his depth, turned around and kept the foe
at bay, — his wife standing behind him for shelter
while he fought. From thence he shot his arrows
and used the tomahawk; he then succeeded in
killing all his foes but two; these two yielded. He
took one of them, and marked him by cutting off
his ear and slitting his under lip ; he then dismissed
them to carry the tidings home.
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XXXVIII.
STEPHEN HOOD’S DREAM.

[After obtaining the war-songs recorded in
Legend XXXVI., friend Stephen gave me a serious
caution. I must, he said, be careful where I sang
them; should I sing them among the people of a
certain tribe in Canada, — he did not quite know by
what name they were called in English, — it might
cost me my life. To illustrate and prove what he
said, he related the following dream and its
fulfilment.]

About twenty years ago, he said, he was in the
vicinity of Paradise, Wilmot, Nova Scotia. Coming
home one night, weary and sleepy, he lay down to
rest. He soon fell asleep, and dreamed that the
wigwam was light, and that it was as light as day
out-of-doors. He thought that he looked out and
saw a man, a stranger, creeping on his hands and
feet, and hiding behind an old stump that was near.
He awoke; and the dream was so vivid that he
caught up his little axe and walked out. It was really
as light as day, and he saw the top of a man’s head
behind the stump. Walking up to the stump, he
called out to him and inquired who he was, and
what he was doing there. Taken thus by surprise,
the fellow showed himself, and the light was gone.
He was invited in. The mother, wife, and others
were frightened at the stranger, but Stephen was
not; he had conquered him. They attempted to
converse with him, but he could not speak Micmac;
he spoke in his own tongue, which was
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unintelligible to them. Stephen’s mother asked him
in French if he spoke that language; but he did not.
Then they tried English, and succeeded. The fellow
was large, and had his nose pierced in the cartilage,
as though for nose-rings. Stephen proposed to
hunt with him; they agreed that he should do so,
and receive ten dollars per month. They went
pleasantly on for several weeks. But one day, while
they were busy out-of-doors, Sam Nervel Labrador
took up his axe, and coming along by the stranger,
began in sport kwedalooktano (to sing); the fellow
was soon trembling all over, as though certain of
being killed. Stephen assured him that Sam Nervel
was only in fun, but he could hardly be pacified.
After the season of porpoising was over, they
took their oil to St. John; during the delay, and
while several pounds were due the Canadian
Indian, he slipped off without getting his pay, and
went home. He told Stephen if any one had sung

that song in his country, he would have been
instantly killed.

[The above story was related by my friend
Stephen Hood; and from what I know of the man, 1
cannot doubt its accuracy. But after all, it inspires
no fear in my bosom. I shall, however, endeavor to
use wisely the tunes which I have neatly learned,
and intend to finish learning and commit to paper.
Ommiscook is the Micmac name for a spy; this man
Was an owwiscook.
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XXXIX.
THE DEATH OF A SPY
IN CAPE BRETON.

A FEW years ago, the Indians were assembled in
Potlodek, Cape Breton, on Saint Ann’s Day; and by
what they heard and saw they were led to conclude
that there were owwiskcooks (spies) from Canada on
the island. It was proposed by the young men to use
their guns upon them; but the old chief, Tooma,
would not allow it. One night, however, one of the
boys fired upon them. The next day they traced the
blood to where he had been carried and buried; a
Iuscun (signboard) was set up, informing them that
there were twelve of the strangers, who had no evil
intentions, and need not have been fired upon.

The Indians have the impression, however, that
spies deserve to be killed even in times of peace.
Why should they conceal themselves, if their
intentions are good? Why should they not boldly
present themselves, and deal above-board, when
they could be treated with all hospitality?

50



SILAS T. RAND

XL.
THE HIDDEN LIFE.

The following singular story was related to me by
Stephen Hood. A captive had fallen into the hands
of the Micmacs, and the Micmac chief had taken
him into his family and treated him kindly. The
Micmac was a mighty magician; and after a while,
perceiving that his Kwedech friend was longing for
home, he asked him if he wished to return to his
own country. He frankly owned that he did. “Then
let us go into the woods, and obtain birch-bark for
building a canoe.” So into the woods they went, and
camped out all night. Suspecting that the Kwedech
might attempt to kill him during his sleep, the
Micmac took precaution to hide his memajoookun'
out of doors somewhere, so that he could not be
killed. The other, seeing him apparently in his
power, chopped off his head and cut him up into
quarters, and made off. All this, however, could not
destroy him, as the living principle had been taken
out and hidden. By and by he awoke from his sleep,
and found himself lying about in pieces; he went to
work, picked himself up, and put himself together
as best he could, introduced the vital principle, and
was all right again, except a few slight pains.

[I had so many stories to remember that day
without notes, that I lost this altogether until I
recalled it this evening; and now, several days
having elapsed since I first heard it, I find it

U Memajookun, life, soul, seat of life.
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impossible to remember the details of the
beginning and the close. So I leave it here, and wait
until I hear it again.|
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XLI.
AN INDIAN TURNED INTO A CHENOO.

[I learned from Ben Brooks to-day that the
Chenoos were not supposed to be a distinct race,
like the Kookweses, but that they were simply
common Indians transformed. The following two
anecdotes were given as illustrations. They are
supposed to be of modern date, — since the
so-called conversion of Indians to Christianity.]

Some distance up the river Sagunay, a branch turns
off to the north, and runs far into the region of ice
and snow. Up this branch, one fall, ten or a dozen
families ascended in their canoes, to hunt and trap ;
they were obliged to pass the winter there, so thatin
the spring they might bring down their fur and
meat by water after the ice was gone. Among those
hunters was a youth who fell desperately in love
with one of the young women. She was about
twenty years of age; she did not favor the young
man’s advances, but flatly refused him. This roused
his savage ire, and he vowed revenge. He hinted
darkly that some calamity would soon befall her;
nor was he long in finding the means of fulfilling
his own prediction. Being somewhat skilled in
medicine, he soon found some hetb, from which
he manufactured a powerful soporific drug.
Stealing into the lodge one night, after all the
inmates were asleep, he carefully held it to her nose,
so that she might inhale the narcotic perfume; he
had a good opportunity for this, as she lay with her
face up, and her mouth wide open. She was thus
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putinto a sound sleep, from which she could not be
awakened. He then went out and rolled up a
snow-ball, making it hard and as large as his two
fists; this he brought in, and placed in the hollow of
her neck, just below her throat; he then retired
without being discovered. The sleep-producing
drug prevented the girl from awaking, while the
snow melted and extended its chilling influence
over the region of her vitals. When, after many
hours of sound sleep, she awoke, she was chilly,
shivering, and sick; she said nothing, however, but
refused to eat. This continued for some time, until
her parents became alarmed, and in quired what the
matter was with her. She insisted that nothing was
the matter, but still refused to eat; she was ill and
cross, and would not work. One day she was
induced to go to the spring for water; she stayed so
long that her mother became uneasy, and went to
look after her. She approached cautiously, so as not
to be discovered, and found the girl greedily eating
snow. She asked her what she meant by that. The
gitl replied that she had a burning sensation at her
stomach, which the snow relieved; and more than
that, she craved the snow, and the taste of it was
pleasant.

After a few days she began to grow fierce, as
though ready to kill somebody. Finally, she
requested her parents to kill her. She was very fond
of them, as they were of her; and she told them that
unless they killed her she would kill them, — not
that she desited to do so, but she felt herself
uncontrollably impelled towards it; her whole
nature was being changed.
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“How can we kill you?” her mother inquired.
“You must shoot me,” she replied ; “you must fire
seven! guns at me, all together. And if you can kill
me with seven shots, all will be well; but if you fail
to do it by firing seven guns at me seven times, you
will not kill me at all, but I shall kill you.”

This was done. Seven guns were loaded; and
seven men, standing at the door, aimed at her heart,
as she sat in the wigwam just opposite. She was not
bound. The guns went off, and every ball struck her
in the breast; but she sat there firm and unmoved.
As she had previously directed them, they
immediately proceeded to reload their pieces.
Again they fired, and every ball hit and went
through her; but she neither fell nor faltered. Six
times their guns were discharged, — when she
looked up with an encouraging smile, as much as to
say, “You will succeed.” The seventh discharge was
made, and she fell forward dead, with her body, and
especially her heart, completely riddled with bullets.
They now proceeded to burn her body, according
to the directions she had previously given them.
They left her lying in the wigwam where she fell,
and proceeded to fill it with dry pine fuel that would
kindle up and flame and burn furiously. She, with
all her surroundings, was soon reduced to ashes,
except her heart. This had become congealed and
hard as if frozen solid; and it required patience and
perseverance to reduce it. All was at last
accomplished, and the Indians immediately left the
place. The girl had evidently been brought under

I Note the mystic number, seven.
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the power of an evil spirit, and had been
transformed, or was rapidly = becoming
transformed, into a Chenoo — one of those wild,
fierce,  unconquerable  beings. But  the
transformation was going on contrary to her
wishes, and she was being impelled to do deeds
from which her better nature shrank; it was in order
to avoid killing and devouring her parents that she
caused herself to be killed.

The Indians all immediately moved down to
the shore, where they were obliged to await the
breaking of the ice. Thither, after emptying their
tesoktaguns' they conveyed on sleds their provisions
and furs, — the result of the winter’s hunting. They
dreaded and avoided the place where the poor girl
was killed; they feared lest some particle of her flesh
might remain unconsumed. Should that have been
the case, all their labor would have been in vain;
from that particle of unconsumed flesh would
sprout and spring a full fledged Chenoo, from
whom no mercy could be expected, and from
whose fury and power there could be no escape.

When the snows melted, and the ice on the
river thawed, they launched their canoes and
returned to their village.

! Cribs raised from the ground, in which the dried meat
was packed to keep it from the weather and the moisture of
the ground.
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XLII.
ANOTHER CHENOO
TRANSFORMATION.

Somewhere near the river Sagunay,! six men,
without their families, went out one fall to hunt.
They would have to pass the winter there, as usual,
as they could not convey their fur and venison
home except by water, and this could not be done
till the ice melted in the spring.

These six men were all connected; they were
brothers, uncles, and nephews. They always said
their prayers before lying down to sleep.

After a while something went wrong with the
eldest member of the party. He refused to eat; he
would neither go out hunting, nor would he say his
prayers. He usually led their devotions, and they
had looked up to him as their counsellor and guide.
Now they were alarmed; for they thought that he
must be sick, and they feared that he would die.
Should he die, they could not leave him there, —
they would have to bring him all the way to the
village, in order to lay him in consecrated ground.
He began to look very sutly, and finally told them to
2o home and leave him there.

They talked over the strange affair among
themselves. What could it mean? Was he laying a
plan to cheat them out of their share of what they

1 The Micmacs call this river Tadppsoke, because of the
steep, perpendicular rocks that line the shore. The Indians
who reside there are called Oosagunak, — from which the
English name of the river evidently comes.
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had taken? A week passed. He was evidently
becoming worse; his countenance was more wild
and fierce, and his eyes flashing and glassy. “Off
home with you,” said he, “as fast as you can go, if
you know when you are well off! Take all you can
with you; I shall remain here.” “ But, uncle, what
will become of you if we leave you here?” they
asked. He replied that they need not trouble
themselves about him; he could take care of
himself. All they had to do was to hasten home and
let him alone, or it would be worse for them.

So they load up their sledges, and start on their
journey. After a long, heavy, and sorrowful march
through the woods, they reach the village; and all
gather round to learn why they have come home in
midwinter, and what has become of their comrade.
“He became wild and drove us away,” is their reply.
It is now determined to send out a strong party to
bring him in, dead or alive. About thirty strong men
start out on the expedition. When they reach the
place where they left him, all is quiet; there is no
smoke rising from the wigwam in which they left
him, nor do they see any other signs of life there.
They conclude that he is dead. Approaching
cautiously, they look in; he is not there, but he has
left his moccasins, his gun, and his hat. They hunt
around for his tracks; by and by they discover
which way he went. Snow has fallen since; the
tracks are old, but they can be followed. When they
see his gun and his moccasins, they are sure that, if
he is alive, he possesses superhuman power; for
otherwise he could not go bare footed through the
snow, or subsist without the means of providing
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game. After a while they find his coat, which he has
thrown off. Night comes on, and they halt until
morning. As soon as it is daylight, and they can
discern the tracks, they are off again. He has gone
over the crust naked and barefooted; and
sometimes, in sinking through the crust, he has left
his blood on the snow, — the sharp crust having
scraped and barked his shins. He has been running
due north, and his leaps over the snow have in
creased in length as he has advanced towards those
frozen regions; a moose could not jump farther.
They are forced to give him up. He had evidently
been transformed into a ferocious Northman, a
Chenoo; and they abandoned the pursuit and
returned to their village, glad to have escaped an
encounter with so formidable a foe as he would
have proved had they come up with him. He was
never heard of again.

[Such is the story. The inference is that if it be
not all fiction, the man had become deranged, and
had wandered away and died. The case of the girl
presents greater difficulties; its historical basis,
however, if it had any, might be the same, — a case
of lunacy, fiction and figure adding the incredible
details.]
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XLIII.
GLOOSCAP AND HIS FOUR VISITORS.

Soon after Glooscap had left the Indians, four men
agreed to go in search of him. They did not know
where he was, and therefore they did not know
which way to go; but they knew that while he was
with them he was never very far away, and that he
could always be found by those who diligently
sought him. This encouraged them to undertake
the search, and continue it for many months; their
diligence was in the end crowned with success.

They started from their home in the spring of
the year, and continued their journey and their
search until winter. Nor did they stop then, but
persevered until spring, and on through the ensuing
season, until midsummer.

The first indication of success was the
discovery of a small path in the forest. They did not
know whither it led, but they followed it. It brought
them out to a beautiful river; the path continued to
wind along the bank of this river, until the river
spread out into a broad, beautiful lake. Still
following the path, which was marked by blazed
trees,! they at length reached an extensive point of
land running far out into the lake. Looking on from
the top of a hill, they saw smoke ascending through
the trees, and soon came up to a large, well-

!'The blazing was, as is always the case among Indians, on
the side directly opposite the direction in which the wigwam
lay; so that the mark can be seen as you go on towards the
wigwam, but not as you go from it.
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constructed wigwam. They entered, and found
seated on the right a man apparently about forty
years old, who looked healthy and hale; on the
other side a very aged woman was seated, doubled
over with age, as though she were about an
hundred years old. On the part of the wigwam
opposite the door, and on the left-hand side, a mat
was spread out, as though a third person had a seat
there.

The visitors were welcomed in, and invited to
seat them selves. They were not asked whence they
had come, or whither they were going;! the man
was affable, pleasant, and evidently well pleased
(weledaasit kesegoon).

After a while they hear the plash of a paddle in
the water, and the noise of a canoe. Then they hear
approaching footsteps; and soon a young man
enters, well clad and of fine form and features,
bringing in his weapons, and showing that he has
been hunting. He addresses the old woman, calling
her Keejoo (Mother), and tells her that he has
brought home some game. This is, according to
Indian custom, left outside for the woman to bring
in, dress, and cook. The old woman, weak and
tottering, rises with great difficulty, and makes her
way out for the game; she manages to bring in the
four or five beavers which have been killed, and
commences operations upon them. But she makes
slow and feeble progress ; then the more aged man
addresses the younger, calling him Uchkeen (“My

! Among all tribes of Indians, these questions are almost
invariably asked of strangers when they arrive, or whenever
they chance to meet.
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younger brother”), and tells him to take the work
out of her hands and finish it himself. He does so;
and in a short time a portion is cooked and set
before the weary and hungry guests, who do ample
justice to the repast.

There they remain and are hospitably
entertained for about a week. They rest and recruit
themselves after their long and tiresome journey.
Time and travel have made sad work with their
wardrobes; their clothes are torn to pieces, and
their skin is peeping out in all directions.

One morning the elder man tells the younger to
wash their mothet’s face. (They had concluded that
the old woman was the mother of these two men.)
He proceeds to do as directed. As soon as he
washes her face, the wrinkles vanish, and she
becomes young-looking and very fair. Her hair is
then combed out, braided, and rolled up and
fastened in a knot on the back of her head. It is no
longer white, but black and glossy. He arrays her in
a beautiful dress ; and now, instead of being old,
bent down, and decrepit, she becomes straight,
active, and young. The men look on at the
transformation in utter bewilderment. They
perceive that whoever their host is, he is possessed,
in a high degree, of supernatural powers. He has
given them an illus tration of what he is able to do.
They are invited to walk around and survey the
place. The situation is seen to be delightful in the
extreme. Tall trees with luxuriant foliage, and
covered with beautiful, fragrant blossoms, extend
in all directions; they are so free from limbs and
underbrush, and they stand in rows so straight and
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so far apart, that the visitors can see a long distance
in every direction. The air is balmy and sweet, and
everything wears the impress of health, repose, and
happiness.

The owner of this blissful domain now inquires
from whence they have come, and they tell him. He
inquires the object of their journey, and they tell
him that they are in search of Glooscap; he informs
them that he himself is Glooscap. He next inquires
what they want him to do for them; and one by one
they tell him. One says, “I am a wicked man, and
have an ugly temper. I wish to be pious, meek, and
holy.” “All right,” says Glooscap. The next says, “I
am very poor, and find it difficult to make a living. I
wish to be rich.” “Very well,” is the answer. The
third says, “I am despised and hated by my people,
and I wish to be loved and respected.” “So be it,”
says Glooscap. The fourth says, “I am desirous of
living a long time.” Glooscap shakes his head at
this. “You have asked a hard thing,” he tells him.
“Nevertheless, we will see what we can do for you.”

The next day they prepare a festival, and all four
are feasted and sumptuously entertained. They are
then taken to the top of a hill which is very high and
difficult of access. The ground is rocky, broken,
and totally unfit for cultivation. On the very apex of
this hill,! where the sun would shine from morning
until night, they halt; and Glooscap takes the man
who had desired to live a long time, clasps him
around the loins, lifts him from the ground, and
then puts him down again, passing his clasped

1 Reneskwajutk from the top of a hill (sugar-loaf)
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hands up over the man’s head, and giving him a
twist or two as he moves his hands upwards,
transforms him into an old gnarled cedar-tree, with
limbs growing out rough and ugly all the way from
the bottom. “There! “ says he to the cedar-tree; “I
cannot say exactly how long you vill live, — the
Great Spirit alone can tell that. But I think that you
will not be likely to be disturbed for a good while, as
no one can have any object in cutting you down;
you are yourself unfit for any earthly purpose, and
the land around you is of no use for cultivation. I
think that you will stand there for a good, long
while.”

The three companions are horror-stricken at
the scene; they mourn the loss of their comrade,
and shudder at their own fate, expecting that
something no less terrible awaits them. But their
fears are soon dispelled. Returning to the lodge, he
opens his upsakumoode (medicine-bag), and taking
out three small boxes, gives one to each, and
furnishes all three with new suits of apparel, all
beautifully finishcd and ornamented; they doff
their old clothes, and put on the new ones.

He now inquires of them when they intend to
go home, and in what direction their home lies; they
inform him that they wish to return immediately,
but are utterly ignorant of the way, — it took them
one whole summer, a whole winter, and half
another summer to come; their home must be very
far away, and the prospect of ever again finding it is
small. He smiles, and tells them that he knows the
way well, having often travelled it. They request
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him to be their guide; he agrees to do so, and bright
and early the next morning they prepare to start.

Morning dawns; Glooscap puts on his belt and
leads off, and they follow. About the middle of the
forenoon they reach the top of a high mountain.
From thence they can discern another mountain
away in the distance, the blue outlines of which are
just in sight above the horizon; the men conclude
that it will take them at least a week to reach it. They
push on; and to their astonishment, at about the
middle of the afternoon they have reached the top
of this second mountain. From the top of this they
are directed to look around; and lo! all is familiar to
them. They are perfectly acquainted with hill and
forest, lake and river; and Glooscap says to them,
“There is your own native village.” Then he leaves
them, and returns. They go on, and before sunset
are at home.

When they arrive no one knows them, their
new and splendid robes have so changed their
appearance for the better. They tell who they are,
however, and are soon surrounded by old and
young, male and female, who listen with
amazement as they recount their adventures.

They now open their boxes, which, according
to Glooscap’s directions, they have kept carefully
closed till they reached their homes. The boxes
contain a potent unguent; this they rub over their
persons, and each one’s desire is accomplished.
The one who had been despised, hated, and
shunned is now rendered beautiful, well-beloved,
and withal so fragrant from the perfume of the
“divine anointing,” that his company is sought after
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by all. The one who had desired abundance is
blessed in that line; success attends him in the
chase, and plenty daily crowns his board. And, best
of all, the man who had sought for durable riches
and righteousness, and the honor that cometh from
above, was not disappointed in this respect; he was
ever after meek and devout.

[Related to me by Benjamin Brooks, Oct. 14,
1869, and written down the same day.

Here seems clearly to be a parable: —

1. All who seek divine help will find it. We may
not know where God is; but let us search after him,
and we shall find him.

2. Truth is disclosed to the mind gradually; we
first find a small, dim path, but it becomes plainer;
the Divinity is often found before he is known.

3. Here are four of the chief objects of human
pursuit: religion, fame, wealth, and long life.

4. Those who diligently pursue after these
things will, ordinarily, find them.

5. Sometimes an answer to an unreasonable
request is given, but it proves to be a curse instead
of a blessing; long life is granted, but at the expense
of enjoyment and usefulness. Better a short and
useful life than a long and useless one, like the
gnarled and twisted cedar, not worth the cutting
down.]
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XLIV.
A CHILD NOURISHED BY A BEAR.

[My friend Benjamin Brooks informs me that
there is a family of Mooin (Bears) among the Indians,
and his grandfather’s second wife was one of them.
He remembers asking her how the name came to be
applied to them, and she told him the following story.]

A long time before either the French or the English
people were heard of, there was in a certain village a
little boy who was an orphan; he was in charge of no
one in particular, and sometimes stayed in one
wigwam and sometimes in another, having no home
of his own.

As fall was verging towards winter, this little boy
went out into the woods alone one day, to pick
berries. Wandering on and on, he at last got lost; and
when he attempted to find his way back to the village,
he was unable to do so. Night came on, but he still
pursued his way; by and by he saw a light, and making
for it, he reached a wigwam, where he heard people
talking within. Entering, he saw a woman seated
there, and farther on he saw two small boys. The
woman told him to come in, and the boys seemed
delighted to see him. The woman gave him some
food; he remained there all night, and was so well
pleased that he remained there altogether.

As he had no home in particular, the people in the
village did not miss him for several days. But they
missed him at last, and a careful search was made for
him; they could not find him, however, and gave him
up as hopelessly lost.
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Now, it so happened that the boy had entered a
bear’s den. In his bewilderment, he had mistaken the
old bear for a woman, and the two cubs for boys; he
was not able, after wards, to cotrect the errot.

All winter long he remained. The bear had a
store of dried meat laid up, and a good supply of
berries; these berries were stirred up in a large
wiscomde (birchen vessel). These, together with the
dried meat, were brought out and given to them
when they were hungry.

Spring came; the ice broke up, and the smelts
began to ascend into the fresh water in order to
deposit their spawn. The Indians took advantage of
the season to catch the smelts; and as usual, the
bears took occasion to do the same thing.

The method of fishing adopted by the bears is to
walk into the brook and sit down; then they spread
out their fore paws, make a grab at the fish, and toss
them on to the bank. The Indians, knowing the habits
of the bears, took occasion to hunt them at the same
time that they fished for smelts. So one day a man
looking for bears’ tracks discovered those of an old
bear and two cubs; along with these there was what
seemed to be the tracks of a child’s naked foot. “This
is a queer-looking beat’s track,” said he to himself;
“there is something remarkable about this; I must
watch.” So, going the next day about sundown,! he
concealed himself near the place, and watched.

1 At sundown the smelts are most abundant; at this hour
the bears and men, knowing the habits of smelts, pursue their
piscatory practices.
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Presently he heard some one coming that way,
and talking very busily as he came. Soon an old
she-bear hove in sight, followed by two cubs and a
small, naked boy. The boy and the cubs were
engaged in earnest conversation. The man could
distinctly hear and understand what the boy said;
the boy could understand the cubs, but their talk
sounded to the man just like the usual unmeaning
murmur of young bears.

When  the old bear reached the
smelting-ground, she walked into the water and
seated herself on her haunches, and commenced
seizing the smelts and tossing them out upon the
bank. The boy walked in below, and drove them
into the net: and the old bear, shouting at the top of
her voice, pejedajik! (“They are coming! ) would
throw them out in heaps as fast as a fisherman
would with a scoop-net.!

The man now returned home, and reported
what he had seen. He felt satisfied that the boy he
had seen among the bears was the one that had
been lost; the boy was now five years old. All the
village was in commotion; they determined to
rescue the child, but it was difficult to decide how
to do it. It was finally determined that all the men
should go the next night to the fishing-place, and
attempt to seize the boy and bring him home. The
man who had made the discovery led the party.
They took care not to cross the bear’s course, and
avoided the direction she had taken, so that she
should not get the scent of their tracks and be

!'The Indians affirm that bears actually fish for smelts in
this way.
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alarmed. Arriving at the place, they concealed
themselves, sat down, waited, and watched.
Presently along came the bear and her two cubs,
attended by the object of their search. They allowed
them to become engaged in their work, as the noise
of the running water and their attention to the
smelts would prevent them from hearing the
approach of the men; then they closed quietly in
upon them, making the circle narrower and
narrower; and finally, rushing upon the boy, they
seized and held him fast. He yelled lustily, scratched
and bit like a little bear,— showing that he had
profited by the lessons he had received in the den;
while the old bear, uttering fierce and defiant
growls, slowly retired from the field, and refused
cither to give battle or to run. They allowed her to
pass unmolested, and carried home their prize. He
was wild and fierce; small black hairs had begun to
sprout out upon his little naked body. But he was
quieted and tamed in a short time, grew up, and was
the progenitor of the family of the Bears. Naturally
enough, they had named him Mooin.

ADDITION TO THE BEAR STORY.

Before the boy left the den of Mooinaskw, she
asked him to intercede with his friends, the Indian
hunters, not to kill her. “But how will they know
you from the rest?” inquired the boy. She directed
him to climb a high tree and look around; he will
see smoke rising here and there in all directions, as
from a solitary wigwam. He will perceive that from
some a larger volume of smoke arises than from
others; those from which the largest volume of
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smoke arises are the dens of female bears, who,
having families to nourish, are obliged to do a larger
amount of cooking, and therefore to build larger
fires.

[This addition was related to me by Mrs. Jim
Paul, May 10, 1870, at Dartmouth.]
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XLV.
BADGER AND HIS LITTLE BROTHER.

Somewhere in the forest there resided an Indian, —
a young man named Kekwajoo (Badger); he had
with him a small boy, who was his brother. In order
to secure their wintet’s supply, they retired into the
midst of the woods, where game abounded. As they
moved on, they came out to a large, beautiful lake
covered with water-fowl. There were wild geese,
brant, black ducks, wood-ducks, and all the smaller
kinds, such as teals and whistlers.

The small boy was delighted with the sight ; but
he eagerly inquired of his brother how they were
going to manage them. He answered, “Let us first
go to work and build a large wigwam, and make it
very strong, affixing to it a heavy, solid door.” This
was done. Kekwajoo then, being a magician,
arranged his plans for decoying the geese and ducks
to their destruction. The little boy received the
orders. He was to go out on a point of land that
extended far into the lake, and call the birds; he was
to tell them that his brother was waiting in the
wigwam, to give them a kingly reception. The boy
went out, as directed ; and Kekwajoo, arraying
himself in his most splendid robes, seated himself
in the part of the wigwam opposite the door; he
leaned back with his eyes nearly closed, awaiting
their approach.

Then the boy shouts at the top of his voice,
calling to the birds to come in and attend upon their
king, while he displays his royal authority and utters
his high behests. In flock the birds through the
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open door; they arrange themselves around their
monarch, in the order of their size. The wild-geese
come nearest, and sit down; next to them the brant
take their station, then the black ducks; and so on,
until the least in size are farthest off and nearest to
the door. The little boy comes in last, sits down by
the door, closes it as he has been directed, and
holds it together.

He now, according to previous instructions,
directs all the birds to close their eyes and keep
them shut as tight as possible, until he gives them
word to open them, or their eyes will burst when
the king displays his royal magnificence. They obey
to the letter. Whereupon Badger begins operations
upon them, grasping each one tightly round the
wings and legs, and crushing their heads with his
teeth, — thus prevent ing all noise and fluttering.
He proceeds quietly with the work of death, until
he has finished all the wild-geese, brant, and black
ducks. The small boy now begins to have his better
feelings stirred. He sees no necessity for such
wanton destruction, as it seems to him; they can
never eat what are already killed. So, stooping
down, he whispers into the ear of a small bird
seated near him to open his eyes a little.

This the bird does cautiously, lest his eyes
should burst; he sees to his horror what the man is
doing. He imme diately gives the alarm; he screams
out, Kedummedolk! (“We are all killed! ©) Whereupon
they all open their eyes, scream, and fill the wigwam
with flutter, noise, and confusion worse
confounded. The boy drops down as though
knocked over in the general wélée; the door flies
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open, and out the birds rush over his prostrate
body. Kekwajoo in the mean time exerts himself to
the utmost in seizing them and crushing their
heads. The little boy seizes the last one by the legs
and holds it fast, lest his brother should suspect the
trick and administer condign punishment. He is
suspected, for his brother seizes him roughly and
threatens to flog him but he begs off, and declares
that the birds knocked him down and forced open
the door, and that he could not possibly help it.
This apology is accepted, and the two begin to
pluck and dress the game. The giblets are carefully
preserved, and the fowls are sliced up, dried, and
thus preserved for their winter’s store.

Time now passes on. They have plenty of food
and fuel, and are comfortable in their lodge.

About midwinter they have a visitor. A little
fellow comes smelling around, and finally enters
the lodge; he is hungry, and intimates that he wishes
to share in the abundance that evidently reigns
there. His name is Abistanaooch (Marten), and he is
entertained according to the rules of Indian
hospitality. After a while another visitor arrives,
whose name is Ableegumooch (Rabbit); and they
all dwell comfortably and cosily together, telling
stories, and engaging in other pastimes.

One day Marten undertakes to quiz Rabbit. The
latter is somewhat inclined to boast, and pretends
that he has moved in a higher circle than his present
company. He is proud of his white robe, and claims
to have been the companion of the aristocracy; “he
has kept company with gentlemen.”
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“What means that slit in your lip?”” his comrade,
the Marten, asks archly.

“Oh,” says he, “over there where I live, we eat
with knives and forks; and one day my knife slipped
while I was eating, and I cut my lip.”

“And pray, why are your mouth and whiskers
always going when you are keeping still?”’

“Oh, I am meditating, planning something, and
talking to myself; that’s the way we do.”

“Well, why do you always hop? Why do you not
some times walk and run, as we do?”

“Ah, that’s our stylel We gentlemen do not
move like the vulgar; we have a gait of our own.”

“But, pray, why do you scamper away so fast,
jumping so far and so rapidly when you move?”

“Well, I used to be employed in carrying
weegadigun' (despatches), and got into the habit of
moving nimbly; and now it comes natural.”

“And why is your dung so round and hard?”

“It is because we eat biscuit and other nice
things.” “And why does your water stain the snow
of a red color?

“That is owing to the fact that we gentlemen
often regale ourselves with wine.”

While this important discussion is going on
between the two little guests, their host has been
attentively listening. He inquires where their homes
are. Marten informs him that his home is not very
far away. “Who and what are the people who reside
therer” asks Badger. Marten gives him a full

U Weegadigunn means despatches, books, letters, or papers
of any kind.
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account. They are all named from the animals; he
begins with the largest animals in the forest, placing
the moose at the head, and going downwards to the
smallest creature, — mentioning the bear, the
caribou, the deer, the wolf, the wildcat, the squirrel,
and the tiny mouse.

“Will you go and show me the way to your
village?” Kekwajoo asks. “I will,” is the answer; and
they start on the journey. As soon as they come in
sight of the village, however, the wily Badger turns
back; he is resolved to have some sport at the
expense of the strangers, and to play upon them a
practical joke.

So he returns to his own lodge, and tells his
little brother that he has found a village of Indians,
and he is going to pay them a visit. Taking a
quantity of feathers and a good supply of dried
fowl, the two go on towards the newly discovered
settlement. Before they reach it, Badger fixes a bed
for his brother under a hollow stump, puts in the
feathers, leaves the meat, and tells him to remain
there until he comes for him.

He now arrays himself in the garb and
ornaments of a young woman. In this attire he
proceeds to the camp. He enters the chief’s lodge,
and is kindly received and entertained. A young
man and several girls are there; the young chief and
his sisters, as well as their parents, are delighted
with the looks and manners of the stranger. The
young man becomes enamoured of her beauty, and
intercedes with his parents, who make proposals of
marriage in his behalf; she replies that if they will
treat her kindly, she will consent to the match. So
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the agreement is made, and the wedding is
celebrated in great style, with feasting, dancing, and
sports suited to the important occasion.

A new lodge is erected, and the newly married
pair retire to their own home.

Time passes, and the young chief does not
suspect the imposition that is being practised upon
him; when the jester determines to cap the climax
with a bogus baby. One day th young man kills a
moose, and the wife obtains permission to go out
and see it dressed. It is a cow, and there are two
small calves; one of these calves the pre tended wife
snatches up unperceived, and concealing it under
her dress, she carries it home. This she manages to
dry and hide against the time of need.

Meanwhile the little brother hidden under the
stump has eaten up all his provisions; he is lonely,
and shouts lustily for his brother. The villagers hear
the strange noise, but cannot understand the words
or divine their cause. The young chief’s wife is
called out to listen; she understands and explains
all. It is the Owoolakumooejit (Genius of Famine),
gaunt and grim; and should he reach the village,
starvation would be the consequence. Alas! she
remembers too well his visits in her country. “Can
you meet and drive him back?” they eagerly ask. “I

2
3

can,” is the reply; “do you furnish me with a
well-dressed hide of a yearling moose, and a good
supply of tallow, and I'll soon stop his noise and
drive him away.” The articles are forthwith
furnished; she takes them, and rushes furiously
forth, shouting the name of the brother: Aa

chowwaa [a word to which they could attach no

77



LEGENDS OF THE MICMACS

meaning ; nor could any one else now], e/umee! (“go
home!”) and bidding him at the same time to stop
his noise. The noise accordingly soon ceases. The
little fellow is completely rolled up in the soft
blanket, supplied with food, and told to wait a little
longer, and the game will soon be played out.

The next step is to bring forth the babe. When
all is ready, she informs her verdant husband that
custom on such occasions among her tribe is for
the mother to be left entirely alone, and for the
husband to go away and remain till all is over. He
accordingly goes to his father’s lodge, to await the
important event. So the dried little moose-calf is
taken and carefully rolled up like a new-born infant,
whose cry the pretended mother exactly imitates;
when in rushes a bevy of young gitls, to welcome
the little stranger, — for they had heard the cry as
they were going to the spring for water. There lies
the mother; and she holds the baby all rolled up,
and concealed in a blanket. They take it up care
fully, and make a dive for the dear little face, but are
told that they must not do that, — that the father
must see it first, and that he must uncover the face,
and they must carry it to him. Noolmusugakelumadijnl
(They kiss it outside the blanket). Off they start;
and off he starts, too, in hot haste, as well he may,
running with all his might to where his brother lies
concealed, whom he snatches up, and away they
run for dear life.

Meanwhile the girls have given the supposed
babe into the hands of the supposed father.
Grinning with delight, he begins to unroll the
wrapper; when, to his dismay, horror, and
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mortification, the cheat is exposed. He flings it
indignantly into the fire, and rushes furiously
towards his lodge, to deal summary vengeance
upon the author of the trick. But the lodge is empty.
A party of fleet hunters and warriors is, however,
soon upon the trail; the wily magician baffles them.
He and his brother reach the lake. Seizing some dry,
broken limbs, he casts them into the water and
commands them to turn into a canoe; instantly this
is done; in they leap, and paddle for life. His
pursuers reach the shore, and just catch a glimpse
of the canoe, with its freight, far out and rapidly
approaching the opposite shore.

They hunt round, and find the lodge; little
Marten and Ableegumooch can now give them the
whole history of their adventures. They take
possession of all that is of any service, and,
chagrined and mortified, but unrevenged, they
return to their own village.

[The above was related to me by Ben Brooks,
Dec. 9, 1869. He had heard it many times, and ever
so long ago.]
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XLVI.
GLOOSCAP DESERTED BY HIS
COMRADES.

Glooscap resided on an island with a number of
Indian families, who were named from the
different animals and birds. The name of the island
was Ajaaligunuchk and prominent members of the
community were Pulowech, Wejek, Teetees,
Cakakooch, and Mikchagogwech. Some of the
men, and especially Pulowech, became jealous of
Glooscap, though there was no real ground for
their surmises; and they determined to take
advantage of Glooscap’s absence and remove the
encampment, hoping that Glooscap, being left on
the deserted island, would perish. Glooscap,
though absent, knew very well what was going on,
but allowed the jealous man to have his own way;
and so the whole party removed and left the island,
taking the two members of Glooscap’s family, —
the old woman, here called Mooinaskw (Mrs. Bear),
and Marten, Glooscap’s waiting-man, who was
always honored with the title of Uchkeen (My
younger brother).

Glooscap returned to his wigwam, and found it
empty, and the whole place deserted. So he made
himself easy, and remained for seven years alone on
the island, “the monarch of all he surveyed.” He
then determined to go in quest of his former
neighbors. His first step was to summon a comrade
who could convey him to the mainland; and at his
call a whale made his appearance in the distance,
approaching rapidly, and spouting nearer and
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nearer every time he came up. Soon he placed
himself alongside of a rock; from the top of which
Glooscap, with his dog under his arm, stepped on
his back, and was rapidly and safely conveyed to the
mainland. He soon came upon a deserted camp,
and ascertained that it was forsaken seven years
ago. One of the wigwams was inhabited, however,
by an old man and woman; from whom Glooscap
learned the course his comrades had taken, and
withal the hardships he would have to encounter in
coming up with them. The first obstacle would
appear in the shape of a wrinkled old hag, who
would seem very helpless and innocent; she would
address him in a kind and bland manner, in order to
get him within the grasp of her sorcery, when she
would mercilessly destroy him. She would request
him to obtain some firewood for her, and also to
examine her head ; he would have to comply with
her request, but must manage to deceive her.
“Before you reach the next camping-place of your
people, where this witch resides,” says his
counsellor, “you will pass over a small bog where
cranberries grow; gather a few handfuls of these,
and carry them with you; and when you engage in
your ‘hunting expedition,” and wish to ‘pop the
game,” you must cast the latter into the fire, and
crack the cranberries between your teeth. In this
way you will baffle the old woman’s witchcraft, and
escape unhurt.”

Receiving  this information and these
directions, he leaves his friends and pursues his
way. He crosses the cranberry bog, and puts a few
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handfuls of the berries into his bosom, and keeps
them against the time of need.

He finally reaches the second camping-ground
of the company who had so unjustly left him on his
island home of Ajaaligunuchk; he ascertains that it
has been deserted six years. From the top of a
solitary wigwam he sees smoke ascending, and he
enters the lodge. There sits an old woman, so
wrinkled, and apparently so enfeebled by age, that
she seems utterly incapable of helping herself. But
all this is feigned; she is sufficiently young and
active, and also sufficiently versed in magical arts,
to be able to accomplish wonders. But she has now
a subtle game to play; she is not ignorant of the
character of her guest, and is anxious to destroy
him. So she asks him to collect for her an armful of
dry wood, and to kindle up her fire; he does so
accordingly. She now pretends to be sleepy, and
requests him to examine her head. With this request
he also complies; and when he has made a
discovery, he announces the important fact
(wakwwajeekw). She says to him, Basp (“Crush it”).
Thereupon he throws it into the fire and cracks a
cranberry between his teeth, and composedly
proceeds in his benevolent enterprise. Each
successive discovery is disposed of in the same way,
until, getting tired, he says, “That will do; I must go
now.” She is outdone, — fairly conquered; she
becomes his friend, and admonishes him
respecting the next danger he will have to meet. At
his next stopping-place he will be attacked by two
huge, savage wild beasts, — the tutelary genii of
two young women, who, concealed behind a
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curtain in their father’s lodge, are guarding the pass
against strangers, and who will send out their dogs
to destroy Glooscap when he comes. But he
himself has a small accompaniment in the canine
line, — a tiny thing that he can easily snatch up and
carry under his arm, but which can enlarge himself
into any size which the occasion requires.

This being the state of things, the adventurer
moves forward. As they approach the next deserted
oodun Glooscap gives the dog his instructions. He is
to retain his small size, and keep behind, close to his
master’s heels, until the formidable beasts assail
him; he is then to close in to the rescue.

As soon as he reaches the deserted village, he
spies the solitary lodge where the two gitls reside,
with their enchant ments and their savage sentinels.
The two furious beasts, large as lions, rush upon
him; but his faithful dog, instantly rising to the size
of a bear, grapples with them. They are soon
despatched. The dog seizes the first by the throat,
and brings him to the ground; then he pounces on
the other, which is as speedily despatched.
Glooscap then lays his hand on the dog; and he is
so tiny and quiet that he places him under his arm,
walks in, and salutes the old couple, the parents of
the girls, in the usual friendly manner, as though
nothing had happened. He cannot see the two
sisters, as there is a curtain hung across the middle
of the wigwam, and they are behind it; but their
curiosity is awakened, and they cautiously lift the
bottom of the curtain, and peep under to see who
the stranger is, and what he is like.
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Glooscap inquires of the old people if any
Indians have passed that way lately. “Not for four
years,” he is told. At that time a number of families
had encamped in the neighborhood; but they were
now a long distance away, and it would be
impossible to overtake them. There were many
obstacles in the way; but particularly there was a
huge giant, — a kookwes — who guarded the
passage; and he managed to entrap all that passed,
whether man or beast.

Thus instructed and admonished, Glooscap
moves on. He arrives in due time at the place which
the giant guards, and where he has built his
neesakun. The kookwes sees him approaching, and
exults at the sight. “Now I shall have a capital
dinner,” he says to himself. Glooscap gives his dog
the wink, and boldly marches in to face the gookwes.
The latter unsheathes his long knife, and prepares
for slaughter. But he has mistaken his man this
time; the dog is let slip, and with a bound he seizes
the giant by the throat, throws him to the ground,
and despatches him.

Glooscap has now cleared the road; he meets
with no more obstructions until he reaches the
place where his quondam companions are
encamped. But he does not immediately make
himself known. He conceals himself near the
village until he sees his own friend Marten out
hunting for wood. He endeavors to arrest his
attention; but the poor fellow — who, with the old
woman, was compelled to remove sorely against
their inclination, and has not been treated very
kindly since — is so absorbed in his troubles that he
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does not listen or look up, until Glooscap throws a
small stick at his head. This makes him look round.
At first he supposes it has fallen from a tree; but he
spies his friend in concealment, recognizes him at
once, and utters a cry of joy. But he is instantly
checked. “Wait till dark, and I will go to your
wigwam; you may go home and tell your
grandmother.” He goes home accordingly, and
makes the announ